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PUBLISHER'S ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Works of Lord Byron to be found in this edition, comprising the 
whole of his Poems, Letters, Journals, Etc. have been collected and 
ananged, and a Memoir added, by 

FITZ GREEN HALLECK, ESG. 

The Poetical Works of Lord Byron have been published in a variety 
of forms — ^but at no time, or in any country, has a uniform edition of his 
Prose and Poetical Works been attempted before the present. The 
edition now publishing in London, by Murray, contains so much of 
Byron’s Prose writing as is included in the Life by Moore. — In the 
American edition there is a great number of the Letters of Byron not in 
the English copy, including Letters to his mother. There is also in this 
edition a large collection of Poems not in any previons American one ; 
many blanks are filled up, and explanatory notes added, which will be 
found of essential service to the reader. The present, therefore, is em- 
phatically the first complete edition of the Poetical and Prose Works of 
Lord Byron. 

The Head of Byron, engraved for this edition, is from a painting by an 
American artist, and was considered by Byron and his friends as the 
best ev«r taken. 


New-York, Jan. 1834. 




CONTENTS 


UETTiaiS, KTC. 






FAOl 



FAOa 

[F£ 


ft 


w LETTERS. 




/ 





LV. to Mr. Henry Drury ♦ . 



19 

LfeTTERS. 





LVI. to Mr. Hodgson . . 


, 

SO 

I, to Miss Pigot 


• 

• 

1 

LVIL to the Hon. Mrs, .Byron 



SO 

II. to Mr. Pigot . 

• 



1 

LVIII. to Mr. Henry Drury 



SI 

III. to Miss Pigot 




1 

LIX. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 



SI 

IV. to Mr. Pigot . 


• 


2 LX. to Mrs. Byron 



22 

V. to Mr. Pigot 




2 LXI. to Mrs. Byron 



S3 

VI. to Mr. Pigot . 




S 

LXll. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron • 



S3 

VII. to Mr. Pigot 




2 

LXIII. to Mr. Hodgson 



S3 

I . ^ 

VIII. to Miss Pigot 




3 

LXIV. to Mrs. Byron 



24 

IX. to the Earl of Clare . 




3 

LXV. to Mrs. Byron 



25 

X. to Mr. Pigot . 




3 

LX VI. to Mrs. Byron 



25 

XI. to Mr. William Bankes 




3 

LXVII. to Mr. Hodgson . . 



26* 

XII. to Mr. William Bankes 




4 

LXVIII. to Mr. Dallas . . 



29 

XIIT. to Mr. Falknor , 




4 

LXIX. to Mr. Henry Drury . 



26 

XIV. to Mr. Pigot . 




4 

LXX. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron • 



26 

XV. to Miss Pigot 




4 

LXXI. to Dr. Pigot 



27 

XVI. to Miss Pigot 




5 

LXXIl. to Mr. Scrope Davies 



27 

XVII. to Miss Pigot . . 




5 

LXXlir. to Bolton, Esq. . 



27 

XVIII. to Miss Pigot 




6 

LXXIV. to Mr. Bolton , . 



28 

XIX. to Miss Pigot 




6 

LXXV. to Mr. Bolton » 



28 

XX. to Miss Pigot 




7 

LXXVI. to Mr. Dallas 



28 

XXI. to Miss Pigot 




7 

LXXVII. to Mr. Hodgson 



28 

XXIf. to Mr, Dallas 




8 

LXXVIII. to Mr. Dallas . . 



29 

XXTII. to Mr. Dallas . . 




8 

LXXIX. to Mr. Murray . , 



29 

XXIV. to Mr, Henry Drury 




8 

LXXX. to Mr. Dallas 



29 

XXV. to Mr, Harness . 




9 

LXXXI. to Mr. Dallas. . 



SO 

XXVI. to Mr. Harness 




9 

LXXXII. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



SO 

XXVII. to Mr. Becher . . 




9 

LXXXIir. to Mr. Murray . . 



SO 

XXVIII. to Mr. Becher 




10 

LXXXIV. to Mr. Dallas . . 



SI 

XXIX. to Mr. Jackson . 




10 

IXXXV. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



SI 

XXX. to Mr. Jackson 




10 

LXXXVI. to Mr. Murray 



31 

XXXI. to Mr. Jackson . 




10 

LXXXVH. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



32 

XXXII. to Mr. Becher 




10 LXXXVIII. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



S2 

XXXllI. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 




11 

LXXXIX. toMr.Munay . 



32 

XXXIV. to Mrs. Byron 




11 

XC. to Mr. Dallas . • 



32 

XXXV. to Mr. Hodgson 




11 

XCl. to R.C. Dallas, Esq. 



32 

XXXV I . to R . C, Dallas, Esq. 




11 

XCIl, to Mr. Dallas . • 



32 

XXXVIL to R. C, Dallas, Esq. 




12 

XCIII. to Mr. Dallas . 



33 

XXXVIIL to Mrs. Byron 


% , 


12 

XCTV. toR. C. Dallas, Esq. * 



33 

XXXIX. to Mr. Harness 




12 

XCV. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



83 

XL. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 




13 

XCVI. to Mr. Dallas . . 



34 

XLI. to Mr. Williftn Bankes 




13 

XCVII. to Mr. Hodgson 



35 

XLII. to Mrs. Byron 




13 

XCVIII. to R.C. Dallas, Esq. . 



35 

XLIII. to Mr. Henry Drury . 




IS 

XCIX. to R. C. Dallas, Esq. 



36 

XLIV. to Mr. Hodgson 




13 

C : to R . C . Dallas, Esq. 



36 

XLV. to Mr. Hodgson 




14 

CL to R.C. Dallas, Esq. 



36 

XL VI. to Mr. Hodgson 




14 

CTl. to Miss Pigot . • 



36 

XL VII. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 


.e 


14 

cm. Mr. Moore to Lord Byron 



36 

XLVIII. to Mr. Rushton 




18 

CIV. to Mr. Moore . . 



S6 

XLIX. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 




16 

C V. to Mr. Moore • « 



37 

L. to Mrs. Byron . 




16 

C VI. to Mr. Moore . , 



37 

LI. to Mrs. Byron . 




18 

evil, to Mr. Moore • • 



37 

LII. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 




IS 

CVIII. ft Mr. Harness « 



87 

LIII. to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 


, 


18 

CIX. to Mr. Harness 



S8 

- to the Hon. Mrs. Byron 




16 

CX. toMr.HodgKD . . 



88 



CONTENTS, 


vk&m 


USTTERS 

CXL toMr.HodgBoa . . . S9 

CXH, to Mr. Hamew , • .39 

CXm. to Mr. Moore ... 89 

CXIV. toMr. Moore ... 40 

CXV. to Robert Rushton • . 40 

CXVL to Robert Rushton ... 40 
CXVir. to Mr. Hodgson ... 40 

CXVIII. toMMterJohnCoweU . . 40 

CXIX. to Mr. Rogers. ... 41 

CXX. to Lord Holland . . • 41 

CXXI. to Mr. Hodgson ... 41 

CXXII. to Lord Holland ... 4*2 

CXXIII. to Mr, William Bankes . 42 

CXXIV. to Mr. William Bankes . . 42 

CXXV. to Lord Holland ... 43 

CXXVI. to Sir Walter Scott, Bart. . 43 
CXXVII. to Lord Holland ... 44 

CXXVIIl. to Lord Holland ... 44 

CXXIX. to Lord Holland . . . 44 

CXXX. to Lord Holland ... 44 
CXXXI. to Lord Holland ... 44 

CXXXII. to Lord Holland ... 45 
CXXXIII. to Lord Holland ... 45 

CXXXI V. to Lord Holland ... 45 
CXXXV. to Lord Holland ... 45 

CXXXVI. to Lord Holland ... 46 
CXXXVII. to Lord Holland ... 46 

CXXXVIH. to Lord Holland ... 46 
CXXXIX. to Lord Holland ... 47 

CXL. to Lord Holland ... 47 
CXLI. to Mr, Murray ... 47 

CXLIL to Mr. Murray ... 47 
CXLIII. to Mr. William Bankes . 48 

CXLIV. to Mr. Murray ... 48 
CXLV. to Mr. Murray ... 48 

CXLVl. to Lord Holland ... 48 
CXLVII, to Mr. Murray ... 49 

CXLA^III. to Mr. Murray ... 49 
CXLIX. to Mr. Murray ... 49 

CL. to Mr. Murray . . .49 

CLI. to Mr. William Bankes . 50 

CLIT. to Mr. Murray . . ,50 

CL 11 1, to Mr. Rogers ... 50 

CLIV. to Mr. Murray . . .50 

CLV. to Mr. Murray ... 51 

CLVr. to Mr. Murray ... 51 
CL VII. to Mr. Murray ... 51 

CLVIII. to W. Gifford, Esq. . . 51 

CLIX. toMr.Moore . ... 51 

CLX, to Mr. Moore . . . 52 

CLXl. to Mr. Moore ... 52 

CLXII. to Mr. Moore . . .52 

CLXIIl. to Mr. Moore . . . 53 

CLXl V. to Mr. Moore . . . .53 

CLXV. to Mr. Crokcr . . . 53 

CLXVI. to Mr. Murray . . .54 

CLXVir. to Mr. Murray ... 64 

CLXVIIT. to Mr. Murray . . .64 

CLXIX. toMr.Moore ... 54 

CliXX. to Mr, Moore , . .65 

CLXXI. to Mr. Moore ... 66 

CLXXIl. toMr.Moore . ... 66 

CLXXII I. toMr.Moore ... 66 

CLXXI V. toMr.Moore .... 67 
CLXXV. to Mr. Moore ... 57 

CLXX VI. to Mr. Moore .... 67 

CLXXVII. to Mr. Moore ... 67 

CLXX VIII. to Leigh Hunt . . .68 

CLXXIX. toMr.Moore « . . 68 

CLXXX. to Mr. Murray ... 69 
CLXXXI. to Mr. Gifford ... 59 

CLXXXir. to Mr. Murray ... 69 

CLXXXm. to Mr Murray ... 60 


F4aa 

LETTERS 

CLXXXIV. to Mr, Murray 
CLXXXV. to Mr. Murray . 

CLXXXVI. to Mr. Murray 
CLXXXVII. to Mr. Murray . 

CLXXX VIIT. to Mr. Murray 
CLXXXIX. to Mr. Ashe 

CXC. to Mr. Ashe . 

CXCI. to Mr. Galt 
CXCtl. to Mr. Leigh Hunt 
CXCIir. to Mr. Merivale 
CXC IV. to Mr. Murray 
CXCV. to Mr. Moore . 

CXC VI. toMr.Moore . 

CXCVII. to Mr. Murray . 

CXCVm. to Mr. Murray 
CXCIX. to Mr. Murray . 

CC. to Mr. Murray 
CCI. to Mr. Hodgson . 

CCTI. to Mr. Moore 
com. to Mr. Hunt 
CCIV. to Mr. Murray 
coy. to Mr. Rogers . 

COVI. to Mr. Rogers 
CCVII. to Mr. Moore 
CCVIII. to Mr. Dallas 
CCIX. to**** . 

CCX. toMr.Moore . 

CCXl. to W + * W * * Esq. . 69 

CCXU. to M. Moore .... 69 
OCXm. toMr.Moore ... 70 

CCXl V. to Mr. Murray ... 70 
C(>XV. to Mr. Murray ... 70 

CC XVI. toMr.Moore . ... 70 

CGXVIl. toMr.Moore ... 71 

CCXVlll. to Mr. Murray . . . 72 

CCXIX. to Mr. Murray ... 72 

CCXX. to Mr. Murray , • .72 

CCXXl. to Mr. Murray ... 72 

CCXXTl. to Mr. Murray ... 72 

CJCXXm. to Mr. Murray ... 73 

CCXXIV. to Mr. Moore .... 73 
CX’XXV. to Mr, Moore ... 74 

CCXX VI. toMr.Moore .... 74 
CCXX VII. to Mr. Rogers ... 74 

CCXX VIII. to Mr. Rogers ... 75 
CCXXIX. toMr.Moore ... 75 

CCXXX. toMr.Moore . ... 76 

COXXXl. to Mr. Murray ... 76 

CCXXXII. to Mr. Murray . . .75 

CCXXXIII. to Mr. Murray ... 76 

CCXXXTV. toMr.Moore . ... 76 

CCXXXV. to Mr, Murray ... 77 

CCXXXVI. to Mr. Murray . . .77 

CCXXX VII. toMr.Moore ... 77. 

CCXXXVIll. toMr.Moore , . .77 

CCXXXIX. to Mr. Murray ... 78 

('CXL. to Mr. Murray . . ,78 

CCXLI. to Mr., Moore . • . 78 

C('XLII. toMr.Moore . . . *7® 

OCXLIII. to Mr. Moore ... 79. 

CGXl.l V. to the countess of * * * . .79 

GGXLV. to Mr. Moore ... 79 

CC'XLVI. to Mr. Hunt .... 80 
CCXL VI I. to Mr. Moore ... 80 

CCXLVTII, to Mr. Henry Drury . . 80 

CCXLIX. to Mr. Cowell ... 80 

CCL. to Mr. Moore , . .81 

CCLI. to Mr. Murray ... 81 

CCLTl. to Mr. Murray . . .81 

CCLllI. to Mr. Nathan ... 81 

CCLIV. toMr.Moore . , . 81 

CCLV. to Mr. Moore ... §1 

CQLVI. to Mr. Moore . . , . .82 


60 

61 

. 61 
. . 61 ’ 
. 62 
. 62 
. 62 
. *6S 

. 63 
. 63 

. 63 
. 63*1 

. 64 
. 64 

. 64 



66 
. 67 
67 
. 67 

67 

. 68 

68 
. 69 


C30NTENTS. 


ix 




TAOn 



pAim 

LETTERS 



LETTERS 



OCLVIL t 6 Mr. Murray . 

* 

. 82 

CCCXXX. to Mr. Moore 

, 

. . in 

CCLVm. to Mr. Moore 


« 82 

CCCXXXI. to Mr. Murray 

, 

. 112 

CCLIX. t 0 Mr. Moore . 

• 

. 82 

CCCXXXn. toMr.Monrejr 

, 

. ns 

CCLX. to Mr. Moore 


• 83 

CCCXXXllI. to Mr. Murray 


a 113 

CCLXl. to Mr. Moore . 

• 

. 83 

CCCXXXIV. to Mr. Murray 


. 113 

CCLXII. to Mr. Moore 


. 83 

CCCXXXV. to Mr. Murray 


. . 114 

CCLXlll. to Mr. Moore . 

• 

• 84 

CCCXXXVI. to Mr. Moore . 

e 

. 114 

* CCLXIV. to Mr. Coleridge 


. 84 

COCXXXVII. to Mr. Murray 


. 114 

CCLXV. to Mr. Murray • 

• 

84 

CCCXXXVIII. to Mr. Murray 


115 

CCLXVI. to Mr. Moore 


. 85 

CCCXXXIX. to Mr. Murray 


. 116 

CC1.XVII. to Mr. Murray . 

• 

. 85 

CCC XL. to Mr. Murmy 


116 

CCLXVIII. to Mr. Hunt . 


. 85 

CCCXLI. to Mr. Murray . 


. 116 

CCLXIX. to Mr. Moore . 

• 

• 85 

CCCXUI. to Mr. Murray 


116 

CCLXX. to Mr. Moore 


. 86 

CCCXLIIL to Mr. Murray . 


. 117 

CCLXXI. to Mr. Sotheby . 

• 

. 87 

CCCXLIV. to Mr. Murray 


117 

, CCLXXll. to Mr. Sotheby 


87 

CCCXLV. to Mr. Murray . 


. 117 

tJCLXXllL to Mr. Taylor . 


. 87 

CCC XL VI. to Mr. Moore 


118 

CCLXXIV. to Mr. Murray 


87 

CCCXLVII. to Mr. Murray . 


. 118 

CCLXXV. to Mr. Murray . 


. 87 

CCCXLVin. to Mr. Murray 


118 

CCLXXVI. to Mr. Hunt . 


87 

CCCXLIX. to Mr. Murray . 


. 119 

CCLXXVU. to Mr. Hunt . 


. 88 

CCCL. to Mr. Murray 


a 119 

CCLXXVIII. to Mr. Hunt . 


. 88 

CCCLI. to Mr. Murray . 


. 119 

CCLXXIX. to Mr. Moore . 


. 88 

CCCLIT. to Mr. Murray 


120 

CCLXXX. to Mr. Hunt . 


. 89 

CCCLIII. to Mr. Hoppner 


a 121 

CCLXXXl. to Mr. Moore . 


. 89 

CCCLIV. to Mr. Murray 


121 

CCLXXXII. to Mr. Moore 


. 90 

CCCLV. to Mr. Murray . 


. 121 

CCLXXXIII. to Mr. Murray . 


. 90 

CCCLVI. to Mr. Murray 

. 

121 

CCLXXXl V. to Mr. Murray 


. 90 

CCCIiVIl. to Mr. Murray , 


. 122 

CCLXXXV. to Mr. Murray . 


. 90 

CCCLVIII. to Mr. Murray 


m 

CCLXXXVI. to Mr. Moore 


91 

CCCLIX. to Mr. Murray . 


. 123 

CCLXXXVII. to Mr. Hunt . 


e 91 

CCCLX. to Mr. Hoppner 


123 

CCLXXXVIII. to Mr. Rogers 


91 

CCCLXl. to Mr. Murray . 


a 124 

CCLXXXIX. to Mr. Moore . 


. 91 

CCCXLU. to Mr. Murray 


. 124 

CCXO. to Mr, Hunt . 


92 

CCCLXIII. to Mr. Murray . 


a 124 

CCXCl. to Mr. Moore , 


, 92 

CCCLXXV. to Mr. Moore 


124 

CCXCII. to Mr. Murray 


93 

CCCLXV. to Mr. Murray . 


a 125 

CCXCHI. to Mr. Rogers . 


. 93 

CCCLXVI. to Mr. Hoppner 


a 125 

CCXCTV. to Mr. Murray 


93 

CCCI.XVI1. to Mr. Rogers. 


a 126 

CCXCV. to Mr. Murray . 


. 93 

CCCLXVIII. to Mr. Moore . 


. 120 

CCXCVI, to Mr. Murray 


94 

CCCl.XIX. to Mr. Murray 

. 

127 

CCXCVTl. to Mr. Murray . 


. 94 

CCCLXX. to Mr. Murray . 


. 127 

CCXCVIII. to Mr, Rogers 


94 

CCCI.XXI. to Mr. Murray 


a 127 

CCXCIX. to Mr. Murray . 


. 94 

CCCLXXll. to Mr. Murray 


a 128 

OCC. to Mr. Murray 


94 

CCCLXXIII. to Mr. Murray 


128 

CCCl. to Mr. Rogers . 


. 95 

CCCLXXIV. to Mr.Moore . 


. 128 

CCCIl. to Mr. Murray 


95 

CCCLXXV. to * * * ♦ . 


129 

CCCIII. to Mr. Murray , 


. 96 

CCCLXXVI. to Mr. Murray . 


. 131 

CCCIV. to Mr. Murray 


96 

CCCLXXVIl. to Mr. Murray 


131 

CCCV. to Mr, Murray . 


. 96 

CCCLXXVIll. to Mr. Murray . 


. 131 

CCCVI. to Mr. Murray 


96 

CCCLXXTX. to Mr. Murray 


132 

CCCVll. to Mr. Murray 


97 

CCCLXXX. to Capt. Basil Hall . 

. 132 

CCCVlll. to Mr. Moore . 


. 97 

CCCLXXXI. to Mr. Moore 

, 

132 

CCClX. to Mr. Moore 


98 

CCCLXXXII. to Mr. Murray . 

. 

. 133 

CCCX. to Mr. Moores . 


. 99 

CCCLXXXai. to Mr. Murray 

• 

133 

C0CXI. to Mr. Murray 


101 

CCCLXXXIV. to Mr. Murray . 

. 

. 133 

CCCXII. to Mr. Murray e 


. 101 

CCCLXXXV. to Mr. Murray 

. 

134 

CCCXIII. to Mr. Murray 


. 102 

CCCLXXX VI. to Mr. Murray . 

. 

. 134 

CCCXIV. to Mr. Murray . 

. 

, 102 

CCCLXXXVII. to the Editor of Galignani’s 

CCCXV. to Mr. Murray 


102 

Messenger 


134 

CCCXVI. to Mr. Moore 


. 103 

CCCLXXXVIII. to Mr. Murray 

a 

a 135 

CCCXVII. 10 Mr. Murray 


. 104 

CCCLXXXIX. to Mr. Murray 


136 

CCC XVIII. to Mr. Murray 


105 

CCCXC, to Mr. Murray . 


. 136 

CCCXIX. to Mr. Murray 


105 

CCCXCI. to Mr. Hoppner 


136 

CCCXX, to Mr. Moore 


106 

CCCXCII. to Mr, Hoppner 


. 136 

CCCXXl. to Mr. Murray 


106 

CCCXCIII. to Mr. Murray 


137 

CCCXXII. to Mr. Murray . 


107 

CCCXCIV. to Mr. Hoppner 


. 187 

CCC XXIII. to Mr. Moore 


107 

CCCXC V. to Mr. Murray 


138 

CCCXXIV. to Mr. Moore , 

. 

. 108 

CCCXC VI. to Mr. Hoppner 


. 138 

CCC XXV. to Mr. Murray 

. 

. 108 

CCCXCTII. to Mr. Murray 


139 

CCCXXVI. to Mr. Moore 


. . 109 

CCCXCVIII. to Mr. Murray . 


. 139 

CQCXXVII. to Mr. Murray 


. no 

CCCXCIX. to Mr. Murray 

, 

139 

CCCXXVUI. to Mr. Rogers . 

, 

. llOj 

CCCC. to Mr. Murray . 

, 

a 140 

COCXXIX. to Mr. Mtnray 

. . 

e nil 

CCCCL to the Countess Guiooidn 140 


CONTENTS. 


PAGB 

LETTERS 

CCOCU. to Mr. Murray . . 140 

CCCCm. to Mr. Murray . . 141 

CCCCIV. to Mr. Hoppner . . 1411 

CCCCV. to Mr. Hoppner . . 142 

CCCC VI. to Mr. Hoppner . . 142 

CCCCVII. to Mr. Murray . . 143 

CCCC VIII. to Mr. Hoppner . . 143 

CCCCIX. to Mr. Murray . . 143 

CCCCX. to Mr. Banices . . 144 

CCCCXI. to Mr. Murray , . 144 


CCCCXn. to the Countess Guicctoli 145 
CCCCXUI. to the Countess Guiccioli . 145 
CCCGXIV. to Mr. Hoppner . . 145 

CCCCXV. to Mr. Murray . . 145 

CCCC XVI. to Mr. Hoppner . . 146 

CCCC XVII. to Mr. Moore . . . 146 

CCCCXVIII. to Mr. Hoppner . . 147 

CCCCXrX. to Mr. Hoppner . . 147 

CCCCXX. to Mr. Murray . . 147 

CCCC XX I. to Mr. Banices . . 148 

CCCCX XII. to Mr. Murray . . 148 

CCCCXXIir. to Mr. Bankcs . . 149 

C(X:;CXXIV. to Mr. Murray . . 149 

CCCCXX V. to Mr. Murray . . 150 

COCCXXVI. to Mr. Murray . . 150 

CCCC XX VII. to Mr. Murray . . 150 

COCOXXVIII. to Mr. Murray . . 150 

CCCCXXIX. to Mr. Murray . , 150 

CCCtJXXX. to Mr. Murray . . 151 

GCCCXXXI. to Mr. Hoppner . . 161 

CCCC XXXII. to Mr. Murray . . 151 

CCCCXXXlIt. to Mr. Murray . . 152 

CCCCXXXTV. to Mr. Hoppner . . 152 

CCCCXXXV. to Mr. Murray . 162 

CCCOXXXVI. to Mr. Murray . . 153 

CCCCXXXVII. to Mr. Murray . . 164 

CCCCXXXVIIl. to Mr. Murray . . 154 

CCCCXXXTX. to Mr. Moore . 164 

CCCCXL. to Mr. Hoppner . . 155 

CCOCXLI. to Mr. Moore . 166 

CCCCXUI. to Mr. Murray . . 165 

CCCC XLIIL to Mr. Moore . . 156 

CCCCXLIV. to Mr. Moore . . 166 

CCCCXLV. to Mr. Murray . . 157 

CCCCXL VI. to Mr. Murray . . 157 

CCCCXLVIT. to Mr. Moore . . 158 

CCCCXLVUI. to Mr. Murray . . 168 

CCCCXLIX. to Mr. Murray . . 168 

CCCCL. to Mr. Murray . . 158 

CCCCLt. to Mr. Murray . . 158 

CCCCUl. to Mr. Murray . . 169 

CCCCLIJI. to Mr. Murray . . 159 

' CCCCLIV. to Mr. Murray . . 160 

CCCCL V. to Mr. Murray . . 160 

CCCCLVl. to Mr. Murray . . 161 

CCCCLVII. to Mr. Murray . . 161 

CCCCLVm. to Mr. Murray . . 162 

CCCCLIX. toMr. Moorcj . . 162 

CCCCLX. to Mr. Murray , . 163 

CCCC LXl. to Mr. Murray . . 163 

CCCCLXIT. to Mr. MoorJ . . 163 

CCCCLXm. to Mr. Murray . . 164 

CCCCLXIV. to Mr. Murray . . 164 

CCCCLXV. to Mr. Murray . . 166 

CCCCLXVI. to Mr. Murray . . 166 

CCCCLXVII. to Mr. Moore . . 167 

CCCCLX Vrn. to Mr. Moore , . 167 

CCCCLXIX. loMr.Moore . . 167 

Address to the Neapolitan government . 168 

CCCCLXX. to Mr. Moore . . 168 

<X?CCLXXr. to Mr. Murray . . 169 

. 169 

|r. Murray . 170 


LETTERS * 

CCCCLXXIV. to Mr. Murray . , . 170 

CCCCLXXV toMr. Moore . . 170 

CCCCLXXVI. to Mr. Murray . . . 170 

CCCCLXX Vll. to Mr. Murray . . . 170 

CCCCLXXVIII. to Mr. Murray . . . 171 

CCCCLXXIX. to Mr. Murray . . 171 

CCCCLXXX. toMr.Moore . . .173 

CCCCLXXXI. to Mr. Murray . . 173 

CCCCLXXXII. to Mr. Perry \ . . 173 

' CCCCLXXXHL to Mr. Murray ’ . . 173 

CCCCLXXXIV. to Mr. Hoppner , . 174 

CCCCLXXX V. to Mr. Murray . 171 

CCCCLXXXVI. to Mr. Shelley v. . .174 

CCCCLXXXVII. to Mr. Murray . . 176 

CCCCLXXX VHT. to Mr. Moore . . .175 

CCCCLXXXIX. to Mr. Moore . • 176 

CCCC XC. to Mr. Murray . . . 176 

CCCCXCI. to Mr. Hoppner . . 176 

CCCCXCII. to Mr. Murray . . .176 

CCCCXCllI. to Mr. Moore . . 177 

CCCCXCIV. to Mr. Murray . . . 177 

CCCCXCV. to the Countess Guiccioli 177 
CCCCXC VI. toMr.Moore . . 178 

CCCCXC VII. to Mr. Hoppner . . 178 

CCCCXGVIII. to Mr. Murray . . 178 

CCCCXCIX. to Mr. Murray . . .179 

D. to Mr. Murray . . 179 

DI. to Mr. Hoppner . .179 

DII. to Mr. Moore . . 179 

Dill, to Mr. Moore . , . 180 

DIV. to Mr. Mooro . . 180 

DV. to Mr. Murray . . .181 

DVI. to Mr. Murray . . l8l 

DVII. to Mr. Murray . . . 181 

DV II I. to Mr. Hoppner . . 181 

DIX. to Mr. Murray . . .182 

DX. to Mr. Moore . . 182 

DXI. to Mr. Murray . . ,183 

DXlt. to Mr. Murray . . 182 

DXIII. to Mr. Murray . . .183 

nxiv. to Mr. Moore . . 184 

DXV. to Mr. Murray . . 184 

DXVI. to Mr. Murray . . 185 

DXVir. toMr.Moore . . . 185 

DX VII I. to Mr, Murray . . 185 

DXTX. to Mr. Murray . . 186 

D XX. toMr.Moore . . 18f 

DXXl. to Mr. Moore . . . 18f 

DXXII. to Mr. Moore . . 18: 

DXXTII. to Mr. Murray . . 18: 

DXXl V. to Mr. Murray . . 18f 

DXXV. toMr.Moore . . . 18.‘ 

DXXVI. to Mr. Murray . . 18! 

DXXVII. to Mr. Moore . . .18! 

DXXVTII. to Mr. Moore . . 19J 

DXXIX. to Mr.Moore ... 19 
DXXX. to Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXXXI. U* Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXXXIl. to Mr. Rogers . . 19 

DXXXiri. to Mr. Moore . . .19 

DXXXIV. to Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXXXV. to Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXXX VI. to Mr. Moore . . 19 

DXXXVII. to Mr. Sheppard . . 19 

DXXXVIIl. to Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXXXIX. to Mr. Murray . . 19 

DXL. to Mr. Moore . . 1C 

DXLl. to Mr. Shelley . . . U 

DXLTI. w Mr. Moore . . It 

DXLTII. to Sir Walter Scott, Bart. It 
DXLI V. to Douglas Kinnaird • . U 
DXLV. to Mr. Murray . . H 

• DXL VI. to Mr, Moore • . ^It 



CONTENTS. 


PAOB I VA«m 

LETTERS I LETTERS 

DXL VII. to Mr. Moore . . . .197' DCV. to Mr. Moore . . , ,218 

DXLVIII. to Mr. Moore . . . 198 IX^ VI. to the Hon. Col. Stanhope . 218 

DXT JX. to Mr. Moore . . . .198 DCVII. to Mr. Muir . . . . 2l9 

DL. to Mr. Moore ... 198 DC VIII. to Mr. C. Hancock . . 2^ 

DLI. to Mr. Moore .... 199 DCIX. to Mr. Charles Hancock . . 220 

DLII. to Mr. Murray . . . 199 DCX. to Mr. Charles Hancock . 221 

DLIII. to Mr. Moore . . . .199 DC XI. to Mr. Charles Hancock . . 221 

. DLIV. to Mr. Murray ... 200 DCXII. to * * * + . . . . 221 

DLV: to Mr. Murray . . . 200 DCXIH. to Mr. Charles Hancock . , 222 

DLVL to Mr. Murray , , . 200 DCXIV. to Andrew Londo . . 223 

DLVII. to Mr. Murray , . . 200 DCX V. to His Highness Yussuff Pacha 223 

• DLVIII. to Mr. Shelley . . . 200 ^ DCXVI. to Mr. Barff ... 223 

DLIX. to Sir Walter Scott . , 201 U DCXVII. to Mr. Mayer . . .223 

DIjX. to Mr. Murray . , . 201 DCXVIII. to Hon. Douglas Kinnaird . 224 

, DLXI. to Mr. Moore .... 201 DCXIX. to Mr. Barff .... 224 

DLXII. to Mr. Murray ... 201 DCXX. to Mr. Murray ... 224 

' DLXIII. to Mr. Murray . . . 202 DC XXI. to Mr. Moore . . . .225 

DLXIV. to Mr. Murray ... 202 DCXXII. to Dr. Kennedy ... 226 

DLXV. to Mr. Moore . . .203 DCXXIII. to Mr. Barff .... 225 

DLXVI. to Mr. Ellice ... 203 DCXXIV. to Mr. Barff ... 226 

DLXVIl. to Mr. Murray . . .203 DCXXV. to Sr. Parruca . . .226 

DLXVIIL to Mr. Murray . . . 204 DCXXVl. to Mr. Charles Hancock ♦ 226 

DLXIX. to Mr. Moore .... 204 DCXXVII. to Dr. Kennedy . . . 226 

DLXX. to Mr. Moore ... 204 DCXXVIIT. to Colonel Stanhope . . 227 

DLXXl. to Mr. Moore .... 205 DCXXIX. to Mr. Barff .... 227 

DLXXII. to Mr. Murray ... 205 DCXXX. to Mr. Barff ... 227 

PLXXIIT. to Mr. Murray . , . 206 DCXXXt. to Mr. Barff .... 227 

DLXXl V. to Mr. Murray . . . 206 DCXXXII. to *****, a Prussian officer 228 

DLXXV. to Lady .... 207 DCXXXHl. to Mr. Barff .... 228 

DLXXVI. to Mr. Proctor ... 207 DCXXXIV. to Mr. Barff ... 228 

DLXXVII. to Mr. Moore .... 207 DCXXXV. to Mr. Barff .... 229 

DLXX VIII. to Mrs. ... 208 

• DLXXIX. to Lady * * * , . . 208 Extracts from a Journal begun Nov. 14, 1813, . 229 

DLXXX. to Mr. Moore . . . 208 Extracts from a Journal in Switzerland . . 244 

DLXXXI. to the Earl of Blessington . 209 Extracts from a Journal in Italy . . . 247 

DLXXXII. to the Earl of Blessington . 210 Detached Thoughts, extracted from various jour- 

DLXXXTII. to the Earl of Blessington . 210 nals, memorandums, &c. &c 259 

DLXXXI 'V. to the Count * . . 210 Review of Wordsworth’s Poems . . . 271 

DLXXXV . to the Countess Blessington .211 “ Gell’s Geography of Ithaca, and Itinerary 

DLXXX VI. to the Countess of ** * . .211 of Greece ....... 271 

DLXXXVU. to Lady Byron . . .211 The first chapter of a Novel, contemplated by Lord 

DLXXXVIII. to Mr. Blaquiere . . 212 Byron in the spring of 1812 ; (afterwards published 

DLXXXIX. to Mr. Bowring . . . 212 in one of Mr. Dallas’ novels) . . . 277 

DXC. to Mr. Bowring , . . 213 Parliamentary Speeches 278 

DXCI. to Mr. Church , . . 213 A Fragment 284 

DXCTl. to M. H. Boyle . . . 214 Letter to John Murray on the Rev. W. L. Bowles’s 

DXC III. to Lady *** * , . ,214 strictures on the Life and writings of Pope . 286 

DXCI V. to the Covintess of Blessington 214 Notes 294 

DXC V. to Mr. Bowring . . . 214 Observations upon “Observations:” A second 

DXC VI. to Gocilhe .... 215 Letter to John Murray Esq. on the Rev. W. L. 

DXCVII. to Mr, Bowring . . . 216 Bowles’s strictures on the Life and writings of 

DXCVIII. to the General Government of Pope 295 

Greece . . . .216 Note 303 

DXC IX, to Prince Mavrocordato . 216 Some Observations upon an article in Blackwood’s 

DC#to Mr. Bowring . , . 216 Magazine 303 

DCI. to Mr. Bowring . . . 217 «ctter to the Editor of My Gn-andmother’s Review 312 

DCII. to Mr. Bowring . , .217 »ord Bacon’s Apophthegms .... 314 

DCHI. to the Honouni^ble Mr. Douglas Translation of two Epistles from the Armenian 

Kinnaird . . . .218 version 316 

DCI V. to Mr. Bowring . , . 218 The will of Lord Byron 318 



CONTENTS, 


POEMS, ETC. 


PAQB 


CSIUDX BAKOLD’s FILCRIMAOX. 


Preface 


. 1 

To lantoe .... 

e 

2 

./ Canto I. 

. 

. 3 

Canto II 


11 

Canto III. .... 


. 18 

/Canto IV. .... 

• 

27 

Notes to Canto I 


. 42 

Notes to Canto II. . . . 


43 

Appendix 

. 

. 61 

Notes to Canto IIL 


67 

Notes to Canto IV. 

. 

. 69 

THE GIAOUR ... 

, 

81 

Notes ..... 

THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


. 91 

Canto I 


, 93 

Canto II 

, 

. 97 

Notes . . . . • 

• 

. 102 

THE CORSAIR. 



Canto 1. 


. 105 

Canto II. .... 

• 

. 110 

Canto III 

, 

. 114 

Notes . .... 


. 119 

LARA. 



Canto I 

* 

. 121 

Canto 11 

* 

. 126 

Note 

• 

. ISO 

SIEGE OF CORINTH 


. 131 

Notes 

• 

. 139 

PARISINA 

. 

. 140 

Notes 

« 

. 144 

THE PRISONER OF CHILLON. 



Sonnet on Chillon 

, 

. 145 

Notes ...... 

, 

148 

SEPPO 

, 

. 149 

Notes 

, 

. 166 

MAZfiPPA 

. 

. 166 

MANFRED 

, 

. 163 

Notes . . . . ^ 

. 

. 174 

HEBREW MELODIES. 



She walks in beauty 

‘tf 

- 174 

The harp the monarch minstrel swept 

• 

. 174 

If that high world 

. 

174 

The wild gazelle . . . . 

. 

176 

Oh ! weep for those 

. 

. 175 

On Jordan’s banks .... 

. 

. ns 

Jephtoa’s daughter 

. 

. 176 

Oh! snatch’d away in beauty’s bloom 

. 

. 176 

My soul is dark .... 

. 

. 176 

I saw thee weep .... 


. 176 

Thy days are done . . * . 

. 

. 176 

Song or Saul before his last battle . 

• 

. 176 
. 176 

All is vanity, saHh toe preacher” 

. 

. 176 

When ceddness wtRpe this suffering day 

. 176 

Vision of Belshazstif . ^ 

t * 

. 177 


i 


PAOX 

Sun of the sleepless 177 

Were my bosom as false as thou deem’st it to be 177 


Herod’s lament for Mariamne . . .177 

On the day of the destruction of Jerusalem by 

Titus 177 

By the rivers of Babylon we sat down and wept 178 
7'he destruction of Sennacherib ... 178 

From Job ....... 178 

OPE TO WAPOLEON BUONAPARTE . . 178 

Notes 180 

MONODY ON THE DEATH OF SHERIDAN . 180 

LAMENT OF TASSO 181 

POEMS. 

Written in an albiun 183 

To * * ♦ 183 

Stanzas written in passing the Ambracian gulf 183 

Stanzas 184 

Written at Athens 184 

Written after swimmmg from Sestos to Abydos 184 

Bong , • 186 

Translation of a famous Greek war song . 185 

Translation of a Romaic song . . .185 

Written beneath a picture . . . 186 

On parting 186 

To Thyrza 186 

Stanzas .... . . 186 

To Thyrza 187 

Euthanasia 187 

Stanzas 187 

Stanzas 188 

On a cornelian heart which was broken . 188 

To a youthful friend .... 188 

To * * ♦ * ♦ * 189 

Prom the Portugtiese .... 189 

Impromptu, in reply to a friend . . .189 

Address spoken at the opening of Drury^Lano 
Theatre 190 

To Time 190 

Translation of a Romaic love*8ong . . 190 

A song . l‘'l 

On being asked what was the origin of love” . 191 


Remember him M91 

Linei inscribed upon a cup formed from a skull ’192 
On toe death of Sir Peter Parker, Bart. . 192 

To a lady weeping 192 

Fr^m toe Turkish . . . • .192 

Sonnet 193 

Sonnet ....... 193 

Inscription on the moouiiient of a Newfoundland , 
dog ...••• 193 

Farewell • *"193 

Bright be toe place of toy soul . . . 1^3 , 

When we two parted . . . . \ 

Stanzas for music . . * *. 

Stanzw tor music 19^ 

Fare toee well 

. \ 





|»AOS 

195 

195 

196 

197 
197 
197 


* AidEfitch 

To 

Ode from the French . • . • . 

From the French 

. On the star of the legion of honour 
Napoleon^s faroweU ..... 

Written on a blank leaf of “ The Pleaeures of 

Memory’* 198 

• Sonnet 198 

Stanxaito*— 198 

Darkness 198 

Churchill’s grave. A fact literally rendered . 199 

The dream 199 

Prometheus 201 

Romance muy doloroso del sitio y toma de AUmma 201 
A very mournful ballad on the siege and conquest 

of Alhama 201 

^ SdhettS^i VittorelU 203 

Translation from VittcsreUi .... 203 

Ode 204 

Notes to Poems ...... 205 

PROPHCcr or daitte. 

Canto 1 206 

Canto II 207 

Canto III. 

Canto IV 210 

Notes • 211 

212 

MARZirO FALZERO 228 

Notes 257 

Appendix ....... 256 


•ARDARAPALUS 

Notes 

* THE TWO F08CARI 

Appendix .... 

WERVER . ... 

THE DEFORMEl) TRARSFORMEO 

reaver aro earth 


265 

291 

291 

810 

315 

345 

358 


THE Z8LAR]>. 

Canto 1 368 

Canto II 369 

Canto III 874 

Canto. IV 375 

Appendix 378 

aiOURS OF IHLERESS. 

Preface . . . • • • . ^2 

On leaving Newstead Abbey . . . 383 

On a distant view of the village and school of 
Harrow on the Hill .... 388 

ToD ....... 884 

Epitaph on a friend 384 

A fragment . 384 

To Eddleston 384 

Reply to some verses of J. M. Pigot, Esq. on 
the cruelty of his mistress .... 385 
To the sikhing Strephon .... 365 

The tear 386 

To Miss Pigot 386 

Lines written in ** I^tteigi of an Italian Nun and 
an English Gentleman^ by J. J. Rousseau, 
founded on Facts” .... 386 

Answer to the foregoing, addressed to Mias 386 

The cornelian S86 

On the death of a young lady, cousin to the author, 
and very dear to him . . « • • 887 

To Emma 387 

An occasional prologue, delivered previous to the 
performance of ** The Wheel of Fortune” at a 
private theatre ...... 887 

On the death of Mr. Fox • . . • 388 

ToM.S.G 388 

To Qsroliiie 388 

To Cardiiie 889 

To CnmlitiA .••••. 


l^nzastoalady 

The first kiss of Iv^w* • . 

To Mary .... 

To woman .... 

ToM.S.G. 

To a beautiful quaker 
Song . . ... 

To- .... 

To Mary .... 

To Lesbia .... 
Lines addressed to a young lady 
Love’s last adieu 
Dameetas .... 

To Marion .... 
Oscar of Alva .... 
To the Duke of Dorset 


388 

388 

390 

390 

390 
890 

391 

391 

m 

m 

392 

393 
393 

393 

394 
397 


TRARSIiATZORS ARP 1MZTATIOR8. 

Adrian’s address to his soul when dying, with 

Translation 398 

Translation from Catullus . . . 398 

Translation of the*^ epitaph on Virgil and Ti- 
bullus 398 

Imitation of Tibullus .... 398 

Translation from Catullus . • « 398 

Imitated from Catullus .... 398 

Translation from Horace .... 398 
Translation from Anacreon . . . 399 

Ode III. 399 

Fragments of school exercises . . . 399 

The episode of Nisus and Eurialus . . 399 

Translation from the Medea of Euripides . 402 

FUGZTIVE PIECES. 

Thoughts suggested by a college examination 403 

TotheEarlof 404 

Answer to some elegant verses sent by a friend 
to the author, complaining that one of his de- 
scriptions was rather too warmly drawn 406 

Granla 405 

Lachin y. Gair 406 

To Romance 407 

Elegy on Newstead Abbey . . . 407 

On a change of masters at a great public school 409 
Childish recoHections .... 409 

Answer to a beautiful poem, written by Montgo- 
mery, author of The Wanderer in Switxcr- 
land,” &c. &c. entitled The Common Lot” 41$ 
To the Rev. J. T. Bccher , , , 413 

The death of Calmar and Orla . . . 414 

To E. N. L., Esq 415 

To 416 

Stanzas 416 

Lines written beneath an elm in dze churchyard 
of Harrow on the Hill . . .417 

Critique, extracted from the Edinburgh Review 417 

SROZ.Z8M BARDS ARD SCOTCH REVIEWERS. 

Preface 418 

Postscript ....... 430 

HZRTS FROM HORACE 431 

THE CORSE OF MIRERVA . . . 441 

THE WALT*. 

To the publisher 

AGE OF BRORZS . * / * . 

THE VI8ZOR OF JUDGMERT. y' 


Preface 

MOROARTE MAOGZORE. 

Advertisement . 


447 

463 

461 


POEMS. 

The Blues 487 

Thkd Act of Maofiwd, in its original shape, w 
first sent tothe publisher . * « 470 ' 

To my dear Mary Anne . • . 472 

To MissChawerth 471 

Fragment 478 

The pmyer sf aatora . • . • 473 



<3ii«rr»NTS. 


PAGE 

FrEgment • • • • « 473 

On revuitiag Harrow . • • • 473 

L^aaiiti6 eitPamottraaas ailofl • • • 473 

To my son . . • . • -474 

Epitaph on John Adams, of SouthwoH « 476 
Fragment • * • • • « 476 

To Mw. ♦ ♦ * 476 

A love«4ong ...••« 475 
Staiaas to ,***♦♦* * . • • 475 

To the same . • • • • 476 

Song ••••.. • 476 

Btanzas to ’^^ *** ’*', on leaving England . 476 

Lines to Mr. Hodgson ... . . 477 

Lines in the travellers* book at Orchomenus « 477 

Epistle to Mr. Hodgson .... 478 

On Moore*s last operatic farce • • • 478 

On Lord Thnrlow’s poems . . . 478 

To Lord Thurlow 478 

To Thomas Moore . . . . 478 

Fragment of an epistle to Thomas Moore . 479 

The Devil*s drive 479 

Windsor poetics . . • • • 480 

Addition^ stanseas to the ode to Napoleon « 480 

To Lady Caroline Lamb • . . 4^ 

Stanzas for music . • • . • 480 

Address intended to be recited at the Caledonian 
meeting •••*••• 481 

To Belshazzar 481 

On the Prince Regent*s returning the picture of 
Sarah Countess of Jersey to Mrs. Mee , 481 

Hebrew Melodies ..... 482 

Lines intended for the opening of ** The Siege of 

Corinth** 4 

Extract from an unpublished poem • • 482 

To Augusta ...... 482 

Fragment of a poem on hearing that Lady Byron 

was ill.— me 484 

On the bust of Helen by Canova • . 484 

To Thomas Moore . , • « • 484 

Stanzas to the river Po • • . • 484 

Sonnet to George the Fourth • . • 484 

The Irish Avatar . • * • • 485 

Francesca of Rimini . .... 486 

Stanzas 486 

Stanzas 487 

Impromptu 487 

To the Countess of Blessington . . .487 

On this day 1 complete my thirty-sixth year . 487 

POEMS fhom MAiroscniPTS collected iir 1833. 

To a Lady who presented the Author with a vel- 
vet band which bound her tresses . . 488 


PAGE 

Remembrance • . . » . • 488 

The Adieu 488 

To a vain Lady 489 

To Anne 490 

To the same . . , . . « 490 

To the Author of a Sonnet beginning * Sad is 
my verse,’ you say, ‘ And yet no tear.’ ** , 490 

On finding a Fan 490 

Farewell to the Muse » .... 490 

To an Oak at Newstead * . . . 491 

Lines on hearing that Lady Byron was ill ^ .491 

Stanzas Could love for ever” • • • 492 

Stanzas to a Hindoo Air . . . • 492 

Lines intended for the First Canto of Childe Ha- 
rold’s Pilgrimage . . . • 493 

Dow JlTAW 

Canto I. • . . • *- ^493 

Canto II, . . ... 509 

Canto III 622 

Canto IV. . . . . 530 

Canto V 637 

Preface to Cantos VI. VII. VIII. . . 647 

Canto VI. . • • • • 648 

Canto VII. . ... 556 

Canto VIII 661 

Canto IX. .... 670 

Canto X. . • • • 576 

Canto IKII. .... 681 

Canto XII. • • • • . 687 

Canto Xlir. . . . .592 

Canto XIV. . .... 599 

Canto XV. . . . . . 606 

Canto XVI. . . . .612 

Notes to Canto I. . . • • 620 

Notes to Canto III, • • . 620 

Notes to Canto IV. .... 621 

Notes to Canto V. . . . 621 

Notes to Canto VI. .... 622 
Notes to Canto VII. ... 622 

Notes to Canto VIII, • • . 622 

Notes to Canto IX. » • « 622 

Notes to Canto X. . . . • 623 

Notes to Canto XI. .... 623 

Notes 10 Canto XII. , . .623 

Notes to Canto XIII. . . . 624 

Notes to Canto XIV. ... • 624 

Notes to Canto XV, . . • 624 

Notes to Canto XVI. .... 626 

Dedication . ... 626 



THE 


LIFE OF LORD BYRON. 


George Gordon Byron, Lord Byron 
WRS borj^ in Holles-street, London, on the 
*22d of January, 178S. His name was of 
Norman origin, and still exists, among the 
noblest in France, in the family of the Duke 
de Biron. His direct ancestor, Ralph de 
Biron, accompanied William the Conqueror 
to England, and he and his descendants for 
several succeeding reigns, held large posses- 
sions in Nottinghamshire, Derbyshire, and 
Lancashire. James Byron, of Horestan 
Castle, Derbyshire, appears on the “Oxford 
List,” as one of the English Knights who 
followed the banner of Richard Coeur de 
Lion to Palestine, and he or his brother 
became a hostage for the payment of the 
ransom of that monarch after his captivity. 
In the wars of the three Edwards, and of 
the White and Red Roses, the family were 
highly distinguished, and were engaged in 
almost every battle, from Cressy to 'Bos- 
worlh Field. Newstead Abbey, near Not- 
tingham, with the lands adjoining it, was 
presented by Henry V”!!!. on the dissolution 
of the monasteries to Sir John Byron, and 
in 1643, his great grandson was created a 
peer by Charles I. with the title of Baron 
Byron, of Rochdale, in the county of Lan- 
caster. During the political struggles of 
that period, the Byrons adhered failhllilly to 
the Crown, and suffered greatly by confis- 
cation ant otherwise. At the battle of 
Edgehiil seven brothers of the name were 
present, four of whom fell at Marston 
Moor. William, the fifth Lord, succeeded 
to the title in 1736, and, in 1765, was tried 
before the House of Peers for killing his 
relation Mr. Chaworth, in a desperate scuffle 
or duel in London, and found guilt^of man- 
slaughter, but pleaded the privilege of the 
peerage, and was discharged. He retired 
to Newstead Abbey, and resided there, 
living in a very unsocial, savage, and eccen- 
tric manner, till his death in 1 798. 

Johil, the father of the poet, was the son 
fff Lord William’s eldest brother, Admiral 


Byron, the celebrated voyager. He was a 
captain in the guards, and notorious, alike 
for his personal beauty, and the profligacy 
of his conduct. In his twenty-seventh year, 
he won the affections of Lady Caermarthen, 
the wife of the Marquis of Caermarthen; 
fled with her to the Continent, and, on her 
husband’s obtaining a divorce, married her. 
She died in 1784, leaving one daughter, 
Augusta Byron, afterwards Mrs. Leigh. In 
the following year, he married Catherine 
Gordon, the only child of George Gordon. 
Esq. of Gight, in Scotland. She was of 
noble, and indeed, of princely ancestry, being 
a lineal descendant of Sir William Gordon^ 
son of the Earl of Huntly by a daughter 
of James I, She was possessed of pro 
perty to the amount of more than ^020, 000 
sterling, which was very soon nearly ex- 
pended in paying her husband’s debts, and 
contributing to liis extravagancies. In the 
summer of 1786, they left Scotland, and 
resided in France, until the close of the 
year 1787, when Mrs. Byron returned to 
London, and continued there until the birth 
of the poet in January 1788. At this time 
all her estate had been sacrificed, witii the 
exception of about iSl50 sterling per an- 
num, vested in trustees for her use. From 
London she proceeded with her infant to 
Aberdeen, where she was soon after joined 
by Captain Byron, who, after passing at 
mtervals two or three months with her, 
during which they lived very unhappily 
together, departed again for France, and 
died at Valenciennes in 1791. 

At five years old, young Byron was sent 
to a day school kept by a Mr. Bowers, where 
he remained a year. He was then placed 
for a time under the care of two other in- 
structers, and at seven entered the Gram- 
mar School at Aberdeen. In the summer 
of 1796, aftar an attack of scarlet fever, he 
was removed for change of air, to the High- 
lands, and resided, with his mother, for some 
time, at Baliater, on the Dee, about forty 
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milett fcom Aberdet^ pleasant re- 

cbtteetioii8ofthii |»&^ scenes and 

aSBoetations, he o^en reWrs in his writings* 
By the death without issue, of William, 
the fifth Lord, in May, }798, he succeeded 
to his estates and titles, and his cousin the 
Earl of Carlisle, the son of the late Lord’s 
sister, was appointed his guardian. In the 
autumn of that year, he accompanied his 
mother to Newstead Abbey, which had 
been the principal seat of the family since 
its presentation, and continued to be so 
until it was purchased by Colonel Wildman 
in 1814. On their arrival there, he was, in 
consequence of a lameness in one of his 
feet, occasioned, it is said, by an accident 
which occurred at his birth, and afterwards 
increased by improper treatment, placed at 
Nottingham under the care of a person 
who professed the cure of such cases, and 
he received at the same time lessons in 
Latin, from Mr. Rogers, a schoolmaster of 
that town. He was removed, in a short 
time, to London, to the charge of the emi- 
nent physician, Doctor Baillie, and studied 
for two years at the school of Doctor Glen- 
nie at Dulwich. But neither the Notting- 
ham practitioner, nor the skill of Doctor 
Baillie, succeeded in relieving the infirmity 
in his foot, which continued to be a source 
of extreme annoyance and mortification to 
him during life. 

In one of his vacations at this time 
(1800,) he visited his cousin, Miss Parker 
and “ his first dash into poetry,” he says in 
one of his memorandums, “ was the ebulli- 
tion of a passion for her.” The verses he 
alludes to are published in this volume 
page 387. She was the daughter of Ad 
miral Sir Peter Parker, on whose deatl 
in 1814, he wrote the lines beginning 
“ There is a tear for all who die ” In th 
summer of 1801, he visited Cheltenham 
and immediately on his return was placed 
at Harrow, under the tuition of Docto 
Drury, for whom he appears to have uni 
formly entertained the utmost respect and 
afifection. In the autumn of 1802, he passe, 
some time with his mother at Bath, and 
proceeded with her to Nottingham, where 
she took lodgings, Newstead being for tha 


illein 1678, having married a daughter of 
Viscount Chaworth of Ireland. Mr. (Jha- 
worth, who fell in the dispute with the Lord 
Byron of 1765, was of the same family. 
He visited Annesley daily for nearly six 
weeks, passing most of time with his 
cousin, and became deeply and devotedly 
attached to her. He was then Jbut fifteen. 
She was two or tnree years older, very 
beautiful, and an heiress with large expec- 
tations, and seems to have looked upon him, 
at the moment, as a mere schoolboy, and 
laughed at his passion and himself accord- 
ngly. He has pictured in “ The Jlream,” 
page 199, the story of his love for her, and 
.ts fate and consequences. It appears, 
young as he then was, to have made an in- 
delible impression upon him, and to have 
given, at least in his own opinion, a colour- 
ing of the deepest and darkest importance 
to the events and feelings of his after life. 
Allusions to the subject as one of painful 
and of powerful interest, are to be found in 
almost every page of his works. Many of 
his smaller poems, particularly the lines 
“ Well, thou art happy, Ac.” page 189, 
were addressed to her. In the following 
year, 1805, she was married to Mr. Mus- 
ters, a gentleman of the neighbourhood, 
and it is said, that the marriage proved un- 
happy. She died in 1831. During one 
of his vacations at this period, he studied 
French with the Abbfe de RoufRgny in 
London, but made little progress. He 
afterwards read that language with ease, 
but never attempted to speak it. He passed 
the vacation of 1804 with liis mother at 
Southwell, in Nottinghamshire, and in Oc- 
tober 1805, left Harrow for Trinity Col- 
lege, Cambridge. 

On a visit to Southwell in the following 
summer, (1806,) lie became intimate with 
the family of the Pigots, and to a lady of 
that family the earliest of his letters which 
have been preserved was addressed. In 
August, a dispute with his mother, whose 
violence of temper, at times, exceeded all 
bounds, compelled him to fly to London. 
She however pursued him, and they were 
soon reconciled. About the first of Novem- 
ber his first collection of poems was put in 


season let to Lord Grey de Ruthven. Here 
he cultivated an intimacy with Miss Mary 
Anne Chawqrth; to whom he had been 
i*®'y in Lorfdon. She re- 

, ifi the neighbourhood o 
ley were distantly related 
irii «vho Succeeded to the 


press at Newark by Mr. Ridge, a bookseller 
of that place, and about a hundred copies 
circulated among his llHends, Ail these^ 
however, he immediately recalled, and in 
the January following printed for privatj 
distribution a second collection, omittlqg 
many pieces which had appeared in thefinSU 
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It. was entitled " Poems on vanous Occa 
,«ions ” and the author’s name was not given 
In May, or Jiine, after numerous alteration! 
and additions, the work appeared in its pub 
lishtd shape, with the title of Hours o 
Idleness, and its second edition wa 
dedicated to his guardian, Lord Carlisle 
In the present collection, see this volume 
page 382, the reader will find all the poem 
which were originally suppressed, and no 
lices of the variations of the different ed‘ 
tions. He also wrote previous to, and abou 
this time, several occasional verses, not in 
cjuded^irv^any of his publications, whic 
have been collected since his death, and ar< 
now published, from page 467 to page 488 
The minor Reviews, such as the Critica 
Monthly, Antijacobin, &c. gave the “ Hou 
of Idleness” a very favourable reception 
but the appearance, in the spring of 1808 
of the article in the Edinburgh Review 
(see this volume, page 417,) satirically an. 
severely criticizing it, destroyed for tb 
moment all his hopes of fame, humbled h 
ambition, and wounded his pride to tb 
quick. Yet to this article may be trace< 
fllf his future literary eminence. The ver 
reaction of his spirit against what he deem 
ed oppression, roused him to a full con 
sciousness of his own powers, and to 
concentration of them all upon one objec 
The criticism has been generally attribute- 
to Mr. Jeffrey, the ostensible editor of th 
Review, although there is no positive cer- 
tainty from whose pen it emanated. He 
however, in his character of editor, neces- 
sarily sanctioned it, and upon him, in par- 
ticular, Lord Byron for a long time poure- 
the vials of his wrath. 

Previous to this, and since his depar- 
ture from Harrow, Lord Byron had passe 
his life between the dissipations of Cam- 
bridge and London, and had obtained m 
other distindlion than the college reputation 
among his fellows of being a clever, but a 
careless and dissipated student. His mos 
intimate associates were Mr. Matthews, Mr 
Hobhouse, Mr. Scroope Davies, and a few 
other young men of his own age and habits, 
whom he occasionally invited to, Newstead 
which he had slightly repaired and» fitted 
up as a temporary residence. The follow- 
ing extract of a letter from Mr. Matthews to 
% lady of his acquaintance, written from 
^ondon soon after this period, contains an 
ijtcrestiijg and amusing description of the 
AbJbey and its inmates. 

Newstead Abbey is situate one hun- 


dred and frqni Londcmi 

four on this aide Though sadty 

fallen to decay, it is stall completely an Mheffn 
and most part of it is standing in tlie same 
state as when it was first built. There are 
two tiers of cloisters, with a variety of ceils 
and rooms about them, which, tliough net 
inhabited, nor in an inhabitable state, might 
easily be made so ; and many of the origi- 
nal rooms, among which is a fine stone hal!> 
are still in use. Of the Abbey Church only 
one end remains ; and the old kitchen, with 
a long range of apartments, is reduced ton 
heap of rubbish. Leading from the Abbey 
to the modern part of the habitation is a 
noble room, seventy feet in length and twen- 
ty-three in breadth ; but every part of the 
house displays neglect and decay, save those 
which the present Lord has lately fitted! 

“The house and gardens are entirely 
surrounded by a wall with battlements* In 
front is a large lake, bordered here and there 
with castellated buildings, the chief of whkh 
stands on an eminence at the farther extre- 
mity of it. Fancy all this surrounded with 
bleak and barren hills, with scarce a tree to 
be seen for miles, except a solitary clump or 
two, and you will have some idea of New- 
stead. 

“ Ascend, then, with me the hall steps, that 
I may introduce you to my Lord and his 
visitants. But have a*care how you pro- 
ceed ; be mindful to go there in broad day- 
light, and with your eyes about you. For, 
should you make any blunder, — should you 
go to the right of the hall steps, you are laid 
hold of by a bear ; and, should you go to 
the left, your case is still worse, for you run 
full against a wolf! — Nor, when you have 
attained the door, is your danger over ; lor 
the hall being decayed, and therefore stand- 
ingin need of repair, a bevy of inmates are 
very probably banging at one end of it with 
their pistols ; so tliat if you enter without 
giving loud notice of your approach, you 
have only escaped the wolf and the bear to 
expire by the pistol-shots of the merry 
monks of Newstead. 

“ Our party consisted of Lord Byron 
and four others ; and was, now and theUi 
increased by the presence of a neigh bouring 
parson. As for our way of living, the order 
>f the day was generally this : — For break 
!ast we had no set hour, but each suited hm 
wn convenience,— every thing remaining 
n the table till the whole patty had done ; 
hough liad one wished to breakfast at the 
»rly hour of ten, one would have beeo 
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rather lucky to find the servants up 

Our average hour o^ising was one. 
who generally got up between eleven an 
twelve, was always, — even when an invalid 
— the first of the party, and was esteeme* 
a prodigy of early rising. Jt was frequently 
past two before the breakfast party brok< 
up. Then, for the amusements of th< 
morning, there was reading, fencing, single 
stick, or shuttlecock, in the great room 
practising with pistols in the hall ; walking 
-—riding — cricket — sailing on the lake, play 
ing with the bear, or tcazing the wolf. Be 
tween seven and eight we dined, and on: 
evening lasted from that lime till one, two 
or three in the morning. The evening di- 
versions may be easily conceived. 

“ I must not omit the custom of handing 
round, after dinner, on the removal of Ihr 
cloth, a human skull filled with Burgundy 
After revelling on choice viands, and the 
finest wines of France, wc ad journed to tea, 
where we amused ourselves with reading or 
improving conversation, — cacli according 
to his fancy, — and, after sandwiches, 8ic. 
retired to rest. A set of monkish drcvsses, 
which had been provided, with all the pro- 
per apparatus of crosses, heads, tonsures, 
&.C. often gave a variety to our appearance, 
and to our pursuits.’’ 

It was at Newstead Abbey, in the early 
part of September, that lie began to yireparc 
his Satire, the English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,” for the press. Althongh its 
immediate preparation was evidently has- 
tened by the critiquff in tlie Edinburgh 
Review, yet, as appears from his letters, it 
had been projected a long time previous, 
and three or four hundred lines of it written. 
He liad the proof she(‘ts printed from the 
manuscript by Ridge at Newark, and in the 
beginning of the next year took them up to 
London for publication. He had then (Ja- 
nuary, 1809) become of ago. and fotind his 
estates gn^atly embarrassed, as ^vell by the 
improvidence of Jiis immediate ancestors as 
by his own pecuniary supplies during his 
minority, which he had been cornjiclled to 
borrow at, an exorbitant interest. Keavy 
incumhrances remained for many years after 
upon his property, and distressed liim ex- 
ceedingly. His Satire was ynit in press by 
Cawthorne, the London publisher of the 
“ Hours of Idleness,” and itsjmblication was 
Buperintended by Mr. Dallas, to whom he 
had made a present of the copy-right. Mr. 
Dallas was professionally a man of letters, 
and the author of seyeral novels of limited 


populanty, and rather indifierent merit; to 
one of which Lord Byron contributed tlic 
chapter included in this collection, page 
271. He was related by marriage to, 
George Byron, then an ofiicer in the Bri- 
tish navy, the cousin of the poet, and hia 
successor in the title. One of tlie objects 
of Lord Byron iRi visiting London at this 
period was to take his scat in fhe House of 
Peers, prenous to going abroad. He had for 
several months made arrangements for w 
voyage to India, and had applied for infor- 
mation relative to his route, Sic, to the 
Arabic professor at Cambridge, and taken 
tihor slops with a similar intention ;‘but lie 
finally abandoned this project, and resolved 
(11 visiting Greece. Before the meeting of 
Paiiiamenl, he wrote to his guardian, Lord 
Carlisle, and reminded him that lie should 
)ecome of age at the commencenu nt of the 
session, in the Jiope of being introduced by 
lim personally into the House. He re- 
:eived, to Ijis great disaf»pointment, a cold 
ml lormal reply, merely ])()inting out the 
pchnical mode of proceeding in such cases. 
Phis so excited ijis indignation that he in- 
tantly erased from the Satire several cou- 
lets complimentary to Lord Carlisle, and 
ns(‘rted the hiiter lines, and still more hitter 
lole, vvliicli now stand in it. On the 13tb 
»f March ho took Ids seat in the House of 
^ords, placing himself on one of the oppo- 
ition benches, and continued a steady ad- 
j(‘rcnt of the Whig party till Ifis death. 

I is Satire ap}>eared on tlui IStli or 20 th of 
larch, and met a ready and rapid sale. He 
hen returned to Nevrstead, 'wliere he spent 
letween two and three monliis iuprcyiaring 
second edition for tlie jness ; and about 
he 11th of June, left Lomlon for Falmouth, 
vith Ills friend Mr. Hohhouse, on theirway 
o lh(? East. 

They embarked at Falmoutl), in the 
lishon packet, on the 2d of Jkily, and ar- 
ived in lour days at Lisbon, from whence 
hey journeyed on horseback to Seville and^ 
badiz, and sailed Vrom the latter place for 
jibraltar, in tiie Hyperion frigate. On the 
9th of August, they left Gibraltar for 
Jalta, having first sent home two of Lord 
iyronfe servants, Murray and young Rush- 
on, the “Yeoman” and “Page” of the 
Good Night” in Childe Harold, the lat- 
T being unable, from ill liealthjto go on. 
Tis valet, Fletcher, remained -with therri. 
t Malta he formed an acquaintance with 
Mrs. Spencer Smith, the “ Florence” of^j[u« 
oetry, «uid was on the point of fighting a 
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duel with an officer of the garrison, bu 
satisfactory explanations having been mad 
on the ground by the friend of his anta- 
gonist, the affair was amicably adjusted 
They sailed in the brig Spider on th 
19th for Prevesa, which they reached o 
the 29th, having touched at Patras on thei 
way. Ffom Ih’evesa they journeyed t 
Joannina^ the capital of Albania, the an 
cient Epirus, and from thence to Tepelen^ 
at nine days distance, for the purpose o 
visiting Ali Pacha, the then chief of a grea 
portion of Greece, and one of the mos 
cclel^tta^etl Viziers of the Ottoman empire 
by whom they were received with inarkec 
civility and attention. They were amon 
the earliest English travellers through Al- 
bania, a country at that time hardly knowi 
to the rest of Europe. The letters of Lon 
Byron at this y)criod, puhiislied in this col 
lection of* his works, together willi the tex 
ajid notes of the first and second Cantos 
•of Childe Harold, and many of his othe 
poems, notes, &.c. contain tsuch numerom 
details of their various adventures durinr 
this and their subsequent journeys anc 
voyages in the Levant, as reinler a par- 
ticular deseri])tiou iiuhis sketch unneces- 
sary. 

’ On the 3d of November tljey returned 
from Tepcleni^ through Joannina to Pre- 
V’'esa, and on the 15th, at tended by a guarc 
of forty or fifty Albanians, tliey traversc( 
Acarnariia and Etolia to Missoloiighi 
crossed the gull’ of Corinth to Patras, and 
proceeded from thence by land to Vostizza 
where they obtained a lirst view of Mount 
Parnassus. They sailed to the opposite 
shore of the gulf in a small boat ; rode oji 
horseback from Salona to Delphi, and after 
travelling through Livadia, and visiting 
Thebes, &c. arrived at Athens on the 25tli 
of December. 

At Athen^, they resided for two or three 
months, making occasional excursions in its 
neighbourhood. Theyl(ilgcd in the house 
of Theodora Macri, a Greek lady, to whose 
eldest daughter, the lines on page 184, 
“ Maid of Athens ere we part, &c.” were 
addressed. On the .5th of March, 1810, 
they embarked in an English sloop of war 
lor Smyrna, where they remained, with the 
exception of a few days employed in a visit 
to^he ruins of Ephesus, until the 11th of 
4pril. The first two Cantos of Childe 
■‘larold weje completed at Smyrna, as ap- 
from the fc:)llowmg memorandum pre- 
>xed to tlie original manuscript. 


‘‘ Byron. Joannina in Albania, 

Begun October 31st, 1309 : 

Concluded Canto 2d, Smyrna, 
March 28th, 1810. 

‘‘ Byrok.*’ 

The Salsette frigate then lying at Smyr- 
na, had been ordered to Constantinople for 
the purpose of convoying to England Mr. 
Adair, the English ambassador at the Porte, 
and Lord Byron and Mr. Hob house took 
passage in her on tlie lllh April. The 
next morning tliey landed at Toned os, and 
the clay after left tlie sliip, with a party of 
officers to visit the ruins of Troas. On the 
14th, they anchored in the Dardanelles, 
where they lay for nearly three weeks. 
While at anchor there, Lord Byron with 
Mr. Ekenhead, a lieutenant of the frigate, 
accomplished the achievement of which he 
wastiirmgh life particularly proud, that of 
swimming Irom Sestos to Abydos. Their 
first attempt was made on a day hi the latter 
lart ol’ April, and failed, owing to the cold- 
less of the water, and I heir ignorance of the 
-laturc of the current. On the 3d May, they 
made a second attempt, and the weather 
loiug warmer, succeeded. The Salsette 
irrived at Constantinople on the 13tli May, 
and remained there about tliree months, 
hiring which time Lord Byron was pre- 
sented to the Sullan, and made an expedi- 
ion to tlie Black Sea and the Cyanean 
Symjilcgades. On the 14 th of July, lie 
eft Constantinople in the same frigate, in 
company with Mr. Adair and Mr. Hob- 
lousc. The two latter gentlemen pro- 
;eeded in lier to England, but Lord Byron 
was on the 15th, at his own request, landed 
rxt the island of Zea, with two Albanians, 

X Tartar, and his English servant, Fletcher, 
Vom wJience h(3 sailed to Athens, and 
cached there on the 18th. 

At Athens he met an old acquaintance 
nd fellow collegian, the Marquis of Sligo, 
nd in a day or tivo left there in company 
with him for the Morea. They parted at 
vorinth, the Marquis going from thence to 
ripolitza, and Lord Byron to Patras. 
During the two following months he made 
le tour of the Morea, &c. and, after a long 
nd dangerous illness at Patras, returned to 
Athens in December, and there fixed his 
ead quarters during tlie remainder of his 
tay in Greece, His principal companion at 
:iis time was Lord Sligo, and he was also in- 
mate with Mr. Bruce, afterwards celebrated 
►r tiie pa>t he took in the'romantic escape of 
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*ti»e French General Laralette from prison, 
and with Lady Hester Stanhope, the eccen- 
tric chieRainess of the Bedouin Arabs. He 
was employed in collecting the materials 
which form the notes to the 2d Canto of 
Chiide Harold, and in the words of Mr. 
Moo««, as if in utter defiance of the ^ ge- 
nius loci,’ ** he tljere wrote his “ Hints from 
Horace,’* a satire which, im]>regriated as it 
is with London life from beginning to end, 
hears the date, “ Athens, Capuchin convent, 
March 12, 1811.** 

His pecuniary affairs while abroad were 
greatly embarrassed, and the want of re- 
mittances probably prevented him from 
^undertaking a voyage to Egypt, which in 
tttbe month of March he had contemplated, 
n.nd no doubt hastened his return home. He 
went to the island of Malta in May, where 
he suffered severely from an attack of fever, 
to which he seems to have been constitu- 
Ttionally subject, being tliree or four limes 
while in the Levant, reduced by similar at- 
tacks to almost the last extremity. On the 
.Sd of June, as soon as his health permitted, 
he set sail from Malta in the Volage frigate 
for England, and reached London on the 
14th of July, having been absent a little 
more than two years. 

The day after his arrival in London, Mr. 
Dallas called upon him, and in the course 
<©f a brief conversation, Lord Byron men- 
tioned having written the “ Hints from Ho- 
race,** which he said he considered a good 
finish to the “ English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,” adding that lie intended to put 
it in press immediately, and requesting Mr. 
Dallas to superintend its publication. Mr. 
Dallas took the manuscript home vMth him, 
and<in perusing it, was, to use his own 
words, “ grievously disappointed.” He re- 
turned it the next morning, and though 
unwilling to speak of it as he really thought, 
could not refrain from expressing some sur- 
prise that its author should have produced 
nothing else during his two years’ absence. 
Lord Byron told him that he had occasion- 
ally written short poems, besides a great 
many stanzas in the measure of Spenser, 
and added, “ they are not wortli troubling 
you with, but you may have them all if you 
like.” He then took the manuscripts of 
Chiide Harold from a small trunk, and 
said they had been readtbut by one person, 
(probably Mr, Hobhouse,) who bad found 
very Uttle to commend and much to con- 

alias on the contrary, on 


perusing tlie poem, at emee appreciated its 
merit and anticipated its success, but it was 
some time before he could overcome Lord 
Byron’s real or assumed repugnance to its 
publication. The “ Hints from Horace” 
was his especial favourite. He ivas very 
desirous of having it printed without delay ; 
and it was accordingly handed to Caw- 
thorne, the publisher of the “ English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers,” for that purpose. 
Mr. Dallas, however, finally prevailed upon 
lim to suppress it at the moment, and 
although Lord Byron always dwell upon it 
with pleasure, and subsequently took pains 
at various times to yirepare it for the press/ 
t never met the approbation of his book- 
sellers or their literary censors, and did not 
appear until after liis death. 

The publication of Chiide Harold being 
determined upon, the manuscript was placed 
by Mr. Dallas, to whom the copy-right had 
been presented, in the hands of Mr. Mur- 
ray the bookseller, and was immediately 
put in press. The “ English Bards and 
Scotch Reviewers” had previous to this 
time passed to a fourth edition ; a fifth was 
now issued with various additions, after 
which that work was suppressed, and every 
u)py so far as was practicable called in and 
destroyed. In America, however, and on 
the Continent, where the English law of 
:opy-right could not he enforced, it conti- 
nued to be published with the other works 
of its author. 

On the 23d of July, Lord Byron wrote 
to his mother, who tvas then at Neivstead, 
stating tiiat he was detained in town by 
some law afl’airs lor a day or two, hut should 
visit her as soon as possible. The next 
morning he received intelligence that she 
was dangerously ill, and instantly started 
for Newstead, but did not reach there until 
after her death. Her last illness is said tf 
have been rendered fatal fey a fit of rage 
brought on by reading her upholsterer’s 
bill. She is described as a short, corpulent 
person, exceedingly fretful and impatient in 
her disposition ; and her conduct towards 
her son from his childhood appears to have 
been alternately indulgent and abusive, and 
without the least judgment or self-command. 
She undoubtedly loved him to the extreme 
of fondness, and was ambitiously proud of 
him, yet so ungovernable were her passions, 
that she, at tiroes, treated him with a cruelty, 
and even brutality almost beyond belief. 
He said to Lord Sligo, in reference to her, 
while in Greece, “ Look there,” poitiiing to 
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hm foot, it is to her false delicacy at my 
birth I owe that deformity, and yet as long 
as 1 can remember, she has never ceased to 
taunt and reproach me with In a pas- 
sage in his suppressed Memoirs relating to 
his early days, he is said to have described 
the horror and humiliation which came over 
*him when in one of her fits of passion she 
called him a “ lame brat,” and the opening 
of “ The Deformed Transformed,’’ indeed 
the whole drama itself, was too evidently 
occasioned by that painful recollection. Yet 
notwithstanding the sufferings her unhappy 
temperament had caused him, he uniformly 
paidher the greatest courtesy and personal 
respect; and the manner in which he la- 
mented her loss proved the unimpaired in- 
tegrity of his affi^ction. 

Besides that of his mother, he was com- 
pelled to mourn at this period the death of 
no less than six of his relations and inti- 
mate friends. Among the number were 
Wingfield, one of his Harrow favourites, 
Eggleston, his protog^i at Cambridge, of 
whom he was romantically fond, and Mat- 
thews, a young man of extraordinary pro- 
mise. “ In the short space of one month,” 
he says, in a note to Childe Harold, “ I 
have lost her who gave me being, and most 
of those who made that being toleral)Ie 
and his letters, for a long lime after, are 
written in a style of melancholy reckless- 
ness, indicative of habitual gloom and de- 
spondency. 

He remained at Newstead until late in 
the autumn ; and, after a visit to Rochdale, 
in Lancashire, on business connected with 
his estates in that quarter, returned through 
Cambridge to London the latter part of 
October. About this time he became inti- 
mate with Mr, Moore, the poet, afterwards 
his biographer, and one of his few firm and 
fiiithful friends, and with Lord Holland, both 
of whora*he had violently attacked in the 
‘^English Bards and Scotch Reviewers.” 
The origin of his acquaintance with Mr. 
Moore was a note appended to that satire, 
and tne singularly curious and characteristic 
correspondence which followed it is contain- 
ed in this volume, page 36, &c. That 
correspondence led to an introduction at the 
house of Mr. Rogers, the author of “ Hu- 
man Life,” &c. and on the day it took place, 
Mr. Campbell, the author of the “Plea- 
sures of Hope,” Lord Byron, and Mr. 
Moore^ dined with that gentleman, forming, 
js one of Lord Byron’s biographera very 
justly observes, “ a p>oetical group not easily 


to be matched among contemporaries in 
any age or country.” 

Mr. Moore, in alluding to this meeting, 
thus describes the impressions left upon 
him, by this his first interview with Lord 
Byron. “ What I chiefly remember to have 
remarked was the nobleness of his air, his 
beauty, and tlie gentleness of his voice and 
manners. Being in mourning for his mo- 
ther, the colour, as well of his dress, as of 
ms glossy curling and picturesque hair, gave 
more effect to the pure, spiritual paleness 
of his features, in the expres.sion of which, 
when he spoke, there was a perpetual 
play of lively thought, though melancholy 
was their liabitual character when in re- 
pose.” 

The following further extracts from Mr. 
Moore’s Notices, will give the reader an ac- 
curate general idea of Lord Byron’s per8ona\ 
appearance. 

“ Of his face, the beauty may be pro- 
nounced to have been oi* the highest order, 
as combining at once regularity of features 
with the most varied and interesting expres- 
sion. His eyes, though of a light gray, 
were capable of all extremes of meaning, 
but it was in the mouth and chin that the 
great beauty as well as expression of his 
countenance lay. 

“ His head was remarkably small, — so 
much so as to be rather out of proportion 
with his face. The forehead, though a lit- 
tle too narrow, was high, and appeared more 
so from liis having his hair (to preserve it, 
as he said) shaved over the temples ; while 
the glossy, dark-brown curls, clustering over 
his head, gave the finish to its beauty. When 
to this is added, that his nose, though hand- 
somely, was rather thickly shaped, that his 
teeth were white and regular, and his com- 
plexion colourless, as good an idea perhaps 
as it is in the power of mere words to con- 
vey may he conceived of his features. 

“ In height he was, as he himself has in- 
formed us, five feet eight inches and a half, 
and to the length of his limbs he attributed 
fiis being such a good swimmer. His hands 
were very white, and — according to his own 
notion of the size of hands as indicating 
birth — aristocratically small. The lame- 
ness of liis right foot, though an obstacle to 
grace, but little impeded the activity of his 
movements ; and from this circumstance, 
as well as from the skill with which the foot 
was disguised by means of long trowsers, 
it would be diflicult to conceive a defect of 
this kind less obtruding itself as a deformity ; 
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tdiBe the diffidence which a constant con* 
sciousness of the infirmity gave to his first 
approach and address, made, in him, even 
lameness a source of interest.'* 

On the 27th of February, 1812, in a de- 
bate on the subject of the Nottingham 


I intervals of retirement, until bis separation 
from Lady Byron. 

f In August he went to Cheltenham, where, 
at the request of the Managers, through 
.Lord Holland, he wrote the Address spoken 
lat the opening of the new theatre, Drury 


the House of Lords. He had previously 
prepared himself, not only by composing, 
but writing it beforehand. It was flatteji 
ingly received, but obtained no permanent 


^ _ ^ ^ 

r rame-breakers, he made his first speech in Lane. He also there wrote the poem on 

1 “ Waltijing.” It was published anony-' 
mously ; but as it created no sensation, at 
[least in comparison with Childe Harold, he 
^ *J\/ A t JICIXIV. If ~ thought proper tp suppress it, and even lo 

popularity, and his after efibrts as an orator contradict, ftirough Mr. Murray, its pub 
were generally considered failures. In Usher, the rumour of its being liis. Tiie 
April following, he spoke a second time, in Curse of. Minerva*’ had been printed alsq 
favour of the claims of the Irish Catholics, anonymously, and for private circulalion *' 
amJ, June, accompanied the presentation ^nly, soon after his return from the East, 
of a petitions behalf of Major Cartwright,; its immediate object, an attack on Lord 
clflir'"® which Elgin, relative lo the statues, &c. sent by 

Vosed his parliamentary career as a siieak- iiim from Greece, was more fullvaccom- 

ncM.- ?lisJied in the notes to Childe Haro'ld, which 

ocmions, was less promising than at first, jontaiiied the substance of the poem. The 

and theatrical, >pening lines were afterwards made to form 

to hflw 'i “ ® tone, which is said die commencement of the Corsair. Neither 

tohave also disfigured li.s recitation of ihe “Waltz,” nor the “ Curse of Minerva,” 
p * /‘R/r , /n.m, included in any English collection of 

nea^id ^P- h'S works during his lifetime. 

Moore, winch it produced on the public, ,ished in May, 1813. It was materially 

3 ILZr Tr^f imiiroved, and gradually enlarged through 
not to waiTf various subsequent editions, tlie fifth being 

oL bTr ® in September. In the beginninf 

Sr^f a it was followed by tlif Bridf 

cention i“ J^nn^'-y. 1814, by the 

S wi no uS’ M P"®*" P" the 

, , ' ^-'tiavagance in the moment a greater excitement with the nub- 

memorandum "lade by Lord Byron himself lie than even Childe Harold, and met with 

m his suppressed Memoini,“ I awoke one an unexampled sale, fourteerSisand 
first edfr^'n **'” ■ "'y®'“h P’^'nnns.” The copies being disposed of in less than a week 
firy edition was immediately disposed of, The Ode to Napoleon was written in April 

Lcceirr""® MMm about the sam^ 

the advantei^s S P«n^ notwithstanding alluding to George the Fourth, then Prince 
B^n hsd^T- his daughter, ihe Prince^ 

^^e^rZriTUn ’ T Panted in a news- 

shinhaviL h ^ P®P®’‘’ attributed to Mr. Moore; but 

ind llin"" " "f “‘her small p’oems 
few f ? acquaintances, and to a in tlie same volume with the Corsair, fixed 

""iversal ac-, their authorship upon Lord Byron, and in* 
haiH P?®*" connexion with the “Windsor Poetics,” * 

with hi. ®haracter, together I brought down upon his head a violent storm 

bis mow **®^“*y’ h*® canh, and of invective and abuse, from the ministerial 

teLrual partisans, which unitirJg with otlier causes 

t^Slsf^hlSft • r ^"®'*ntly into of disquietude and apprehension relating 
^fAlgMtteh*|»le circles, among whose to his poUtical career, induced him about* 
WjWgistnous crowds he became the die- [the first of May, not only again to repeat ' 
.^ hject, and with whom be con- 1 his determination expressed in the Preface" 

H Mve, with occasional volqntaiy to the Corsair, of writing no more dk 
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I years ; but to attempt purchasing back the fashionable dissipation, and behmd the 
copy-rights of all his works, so lar as tliey scenes of Drury Lane Theatre, of which he 
had been disposed of, and suppressing every had in June been chosen one of the Ma^ 
' line he had written. In pursuance of this aaging Committee, in company with Lord 
resolution, he wrote to Mr. Murray, en- Essex, Douglas Kinnaird, Mr. Whitbread, 
closing the amount paid for Childe Harold, and others. By the month of November, 
the Corsair, ko. and ordering the unsold his pecuniary difficulties had increased to 
copies destroyed ; but, on being answered such an alarming degree that he was not 
that such k proceeding would be deeply in- only under the necessity of selling his libra- 
jurious to Mr, Murray, he abandoned his ry, but an execution was levied on his fur- 
project, and allowed the publication to pro- niture, and his very beds were seized by 
ceed, bailiffs. His privilege as a member of the 

Lara appeared in August. It was at Upper House of Parliament exempted his 
, first ^iblished in the same volume with person from arrest, 

Jacqueline, a poem by Mr. Rogers ; the On the tenth of December his daughter, 
names of both authors being omitted. Ada Augusta Byron, was born ; and, about 
With the exception of the Ode to Water- the first of February following, a separation 
loo, Napoleon’s Farewell, and other occa- betvveenLady Byron and himself took place, 
sional poems, he ^id not come before the She had left London a few days before on 
public as an author between this period and a visit to her father in Leicesfershire, and 
the publication of the Siege of Corinth Lord Byron was to follow her as soon as he 
and Parisina, in the spring of 1816. could make some arrangements of his mo- 

On the 2d of January, 1815, Lord Byron ney affiiirs. They had j^arted in kindness, 
was married to Anne Arabella Milhanke, She wrote him on tlic road a letter in a 
daughter of Sir Ralph Milbanke, afterwards style of the most playful fondness imagina- 
Noel, of Seaham, in the county of Durham, ble, but immediately on her arrival at Kirkby 
\She was nearly connected by blood with the Mallory, the seat of her family, her father 
families of Lord Wentworth, Lord Mel- wrote, informing him that she would not 
bourne, and others of the English nobility, again return. They never afterwards met. 
"Her immediate fortune was about ten thou- The particular causes of this event still 
sand pounds sterling, but on the death of remain in obscurity. The reader will find 
her father and mother, which took place a Lord Byron’s views of the subject detailed 
few years after her marriage, she became n many of Jjis letters, aiid elsewhere 
possessed of estates to a very large amount, throughout his writings. His Lady, on 
Lord Byron had addressed her about a year he a{)pearance of Mr. Moore’s Biography, 
previous, and although his suit was at that n 1830, caused a letter to be published, 
time rejected, yet her refusal was accom- xoiierating her father and mother from 
panied with every assurance of esteem and i charges connected with it, of which they 
regard, and a friendly correspondence was had been accused, but throwing no farther 
kept up between them. A second applica- light upon it. 

tion ill September proved successful. The current of popular opinion was, at 

The disastrous result of the marriage the moment, fearfully strong against Lord 
appears to havi^ been anticipated by her Byron. He was immediately shunned, if 
husband elVen at, the bridal altar. The not still more harshly treated, by almost all 
“ coming events cast their shadows before.” classes, especially by those who had pre- 
His prose account of wedding, in his viously courted his intimacy. Lady Jer- 
yppressed Memoirs, is said by Mr. Moore sey, and two or three others, were the 
‘to have agreed closely in all its circum- only ladies of distinction in London who 
stances with his poetical description of it in adhered to his fallen fame, and dared to at- 
‘‘ The Dream.” (erupt his delence. Except in their circles, 

Towards the close of the month of#March he was virtually banished from society, 
he took up his residence in London, where Every species of reproach and obloquy was 
: he lived during the succeeding year iiiaj reaped upon his head. Exaggerated slate- 
|tyle of great splendour and expense, far merits of liis private conduct, and dark hints 
•peyond Ids income or his expectations ; and vague insinuations of the most criminal 
and soon becanj^' dee^ involved in the profligacy, were circulated and believed. 

* njpst distressing pecuniary embarrassments. In every form of paragraph, pamphlet, 
B[js time was passed in the whirhvind of I and caricature,” says Mr. Moore, “both 
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hi* perM| #Q4 character were held up the 1st Canto of Don Juan in S^tmber. 
odium; l^rfly a voice wa8rai8ed,oratleasi The latter was onpnally dedicated to 
listened to, in his behalf; and though a few Southey in some ^efatoty screes, said to 
iaithful friends remained unshaken by h have been very able ^d very bitter ; but 
side, the utter hopelessness of stemming th on Mr, Murrays refusal to publish the 
torrent was felt as well by them as by him poem except anonymously , Lord Byron 
self, iind after an efibrt or two to gain a fai suppressed tlie dedication, allegn^ as a 
hearing, they submitted in silence.” Thh reason his unwillingness to attack Southey 
could not be long endured. On the SSthTo: under cloud of night.” » 

April, 1816, he left England for Ostend. About this period he became acquainted 
Immediately previous to his departure, with the Countess Guiccioli, to whom, in 
the lines to his sister, Mrs. Leigh, beginning the Italian character of ‘^cavalier servente, 

“ Though the day of niy destiny ’s over/ 'le devoted hintself for several succeeding 
and the first stanza to Mr. Moore, ‘‘ Mv (^ears, and by whose future movemeuts his 


boat is on the shore,” were written. The 
“ Fare thee well,” intended for Lady Byron, 
and the Sketch from private life,” alluding 
to a Mrs. Charlton, her governess, had ap- 
peared about the first of April. 

From Oatend, ho journeyed to the Rhine, 
visiting Brussels and Waterloo, entered 
Switzerland at Basle, and proceeded by 
the route of Berne and Lausanne to Ge- 
neva. He removed in a few weeks to Bio- 
data, a villa about three miles from Geneva, 
where with occasional voyages on the Lake 
and excursions to Coppet, Cliamoimi, the; 
Bernese Alps, &c. in company with Mr. 
Hobhouse, Mr. Shelley, and one or two other 
intimate acquaintances, he passed the 
summer. He there wrote the third Canto 
of Childe Harold, the Monody on the Deati. 
of Sheridan, fhe stanzas “ To Augusta,’ 
The Fragment,” “ The Prisoner of Chil- 
lon,” &c. 

In October, he crossed tlie Simplon to 
Milan, and on the 10th of November took 
up his residence at Venice. He soon aAer 
commenced the study of the Armenian 
language with the brothers of a monastery 
near that city, and in Marcli following, 
(1817,) translated the Two Epistles, page 
299, “ Manfred” was finished at this time, 
and sent to London. The Third Act, as 
originally written, is included in this col- 
lection of iiis Poems, page 470. It was 
altered to its present state in June, and the 
drama was published in July. In April 
he Jefl Venice for Rome, visiting Ferrara, 
where he wrote the Lament of Tasso,” 
and passing a day or two at Florence on his 
way. He returned from Rome to V enicc 
early in June, and in July began the 4th 
Canto of Childe Harold, which was gra- 
dually enlarged until its publication in 
March 1818. Beppo, Mazeppa, and the 
Ode to Venice, were written in the course 
of the spring and summer of that year, and 


>wn were almost exclusively governed du- 
ing the remainder of his residence in Italy. 
They appear to have been mutually and 
passionately attached to each other, and 
he liaison, however repjfchcnsible, had the 
;ood effect of weaning him from still more 
disreputable attacliments. She was a Ro- 
riagnesc lady, the daughter of Count 
xamba, a nobleman of high rank and an- 
nent name at Ravenna, and had been 
married at sixteen or seventeen, without 
reference to her choice or affection, to the 
Count Guiccioli, an old and wealthy wi- ' 
dower of that country ; whose great opu- 
ence had rendered his otherwise worse 
ban indifferent reputation respectable. She 
tvas on a visit at Venice with her husband, 
ivhen Lord Byron was introduced to her. 
She was then about tw’enty, but appeared 
nuch younger, with a singularly fair and 
lelicato complexion, large, dark, and lan- 
guishing eyes, and a profusion of light au- 
»urn hair. She proceeded with her hus- 
•and to Ravenna about the middle of April, 
819, and in June, Lord Byron visited her 
icre. The Lines to the Po, alluding to 
it*r, were written on his journey. They 
^turned through Bologna to Venice, in 
detober. At Bologna he wrote the letter 
Roberts, the Editor of the British Re- 
iew, and the Sonnet relating to the heir of 
.ord Edward Fitzgerald. 

He receive?d about this time, at Venice, 
visit from Mr. Moore, in the course of , 
hich he presented to that gentleman a 
irge manuscript volume, which he called 
is Irtfe and Adventures.” It appears 
ot to have been a detail of the events of 
is life in a regular series, but a collection 
f various journals, memoranda* &c. At 
ord Byron’s request, the copy-right wad \ 
mmediately disposed of for Mr. Moore’s 
>enefit, to Mr. Murray, for two thousand 
guineas, -with the understanding, that tlfe 
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was not to be published until after the 
^thort death* When that event took 
^ce, Mr. Moore repaid to Mr. Murray 
iSie money advanced, and placed the manu- 
icript at the disposal of Lord Byron’s sis- 
ter, Mrs. Leigh ; at whose request, and in 
accordance with the opinion of many of the 
friends of her brother, and of other parties 
interestedj it was destroyed. An unwilling- 
ness to wound the feelings of many of tlie 
persons mentioned in it, is said to have 
been the only motive for its destruction. 

In December, Lord Byron again left 
\ienice for Ravenna, where he continued to 
reside during most of the two succeeding 
years. He there wrote the 3d, 4th, and 
5th Cantos of Don Juan, the Prophecy of| 
Dante, the translations from Pulci and 
Dante ; the Letters relating to the Contro- 
versy with Mr. Bowles ; the Letter to the 
Editor of Blackwood’s Magazine; Ma- 
rino Faliero ; Sardanapalus ; The Two 
Foscari ; Cain ; Heaven and Earth ; The 
Vision of Judgment, and other smaller 
poems. Having disposed of Newslead 
Abbey, and secured, after a long Chancery 
•suit, the possession of his Lancashire es- 
tates, his pecuniary affairs had now be- 
come in good order, and he was enabled to 
Jive in comparative splendour. Of hisyearly 
income, (nearly iS4,000 sterling,) he devoted 
a great portion to charitable purposes, and 
was much beloved and respected in Ra- 
venna, particularly by the poorer classes, 
hy whom his residence there was deemed a 
j>ublic blessing. He himself was strongly 
attached to Ravenna. He preferred it to 
every other part of Italy, and intended to 
Imve made it his permanent place of abode. 
But the Rornagnese authorities, suspecting 
him, and certainly not without reason, of a 
political connexion with the enemies of the 
existing government, took measures which 
indirectly iompelled him to hasten his de- 
parture. Count Gamba, and his son, Count 
Pietro Gamba, the father and brother of the 
Countess Guiccioli, wete, in July 1821, ba- 
nished from the Roman States. They were 
accused of a participation in the revolut ion- 
aiy projects of the secret societies which, 
under the name of Uie Carbonari, hjd long 
been organized throughout Italy. The 
Countess, who had the j)receding year ob- 
tained from the Pope a decree of separation 
from her husband, on condition that she 
^ould in future reside with her father, ac- , 
aompanied them to Pisa, where, in the No- j 
lumber following, Lord Byron joined -them. ■ 


In consequence of the death of Life 
Noel, the mother of Lady Byron, which 
took place in the early part of the year ISSlt, 
he assumed the title of Noel Byron, and to 
most of his letters, &c. written after this pe» 
riod, that signature is affixed. 

At Pisa he remained until the middle of 
May. He ilien passed a few weeks at 
Moiitenero, a villa near Leghorn, returned 
to Pisa in July, and in September removed 
to Genoa, where he remained till his final 
departure for Greece, in J uly 1 823. During 
this period were written Werner, The De- 
formed Transformed, The Island, The Age 
of Bronze, and the last Cantos of Don Juan. 
The Lord Chancellor had, in a case brought 
before him in the year 1821, refused to pro- 
tect the copy-right of Cain, on the ground 
of its supposed irreligious tendency. For 
this, and other unexplained reasons, Mr. ' 
Murray had long declined or delayed the 
publication of several works forwarded to 
him hy Lord Byron, which appears to have oc- 
casioned for a short time a personal estrange- 
ment between them. The works in ques- 
tion, together with those above named, were 
accordingly handed, at Lord Byron’s request, 
to another bookseller, Mr. John Hunt, by 
whom they were soon afterwards published. 
The Vision of Judgment, the Translation 
from Pulci, the Blues, Heaven and Earth, 
and the Letter to Roberts, appeared in the 
“Liberal,” a periodical work printed in 
London by Mr. .lohn Hunt, but conducted 
principally by his brother Mr. Leigh Hunt, 
then in Italy, With the exception of Lord 
Byron’s contributions, and one or two from 
Mr. Shelley, it contained little or no merit, 
and was abandoned after the fourth number. 
Lord Byron’s motive in connecting himself 
with it, as well in a literary as in a pecuniary 
point of view, was solely to aid Mr. Leigh 
Hunt, who was at the lime sufiering in ill- 
health and poverty. His only reward seems 
to have been a querulous murmuring on the 
part of that fMjrson during the life of his be- 
nefactor, and an ungrateful volume of the 
most pitiful and perfidious calumnies after 
lus death. 

It appears from a statement published by 
Mr. Murray, thatduring the life-time of Lord 
Byron, he paid for the copy-right of his 
poems, &.C. as follows : — 

Chiide Harold, Cantos let and 2d . . • £600 

Sd . . . . 167S 

, 401 2100 

Giaour 625 

Bride of Abydos 526 

Corsair 525 
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; ^ ; . . . . , 700 Ueman,) DwtorBniiio,(«nltalten8a^^ 

ttMe^C^DOBth n„^ eight servants. After toitching for 

at Leghorn, where they «inained 

• su a few days, they sailed for Cephalonia, and 

Beppo. .625 1 reached Argolosti, the chief port in that 

Don Juftn, Cantofi Ist and 2d .... jgland, on the 21st of July. 

WofVeniw Sd,4th,ana6th. . . .1^ Hetheredetenninedtowaitforsuchin- 
Gb^ai«palui,Cain,i^Fwari . ’ . . .1100 formation from the Greek goveramentsas 

Mazeppa should enable hira to decide as to Ihis future 

Prisoner of ChiUon ^ proceedings, and despatched messengers to 

Corfu and Missolonghi, the latter the tlien 

£l$i455 seat of government of Western Greece, in 
the hope of obtaining it. During tlieir ab- 
He afterwards purchased the copy-rights sence he visited Ithaca, where he cautrir 
of all the other works, including those pub- buted largely to the relief of a great num- 
lished by Cawthorne, the Hunts, &c. at an her of distressed families who had fled thi- 
expense of nearly JSl 0,000 more. Several ther from Scio. He continued on board 
of the above were presented by Lord the Hercules in the harbour of Argolosti for 
Byron to Mr. Dallas, and the later Cantos more than six weeks, but the adverse in- 
^ of Don Juan to Hunt terests and contradictory statements and 

While at Pisa, Lord Byron received requests of the various rival factions, still 
intelligence of the death of hie natural rendering uncertain the best method of 
daughter, Allegra, a loss which distresvsed benefiting Greece, he finally took up his 
him at the moment, almost to madness. She abode on shore in a small village called 
had been sent to him from Switzerland to Metaxata, about seven miles from Argo- 
Venice in September 1818, then nearly two losti. 

years old, by her mother, an Englishwoman At length, the arrival at Missolonghi of 
and had continued with him until a short a Greek fleet which had been long expected, 
time previous to his having Ravenna, induced him to believe that the time had 
when he placed her in a convent not far arrived when his presence there could be 
from that city, to commence her education, useful. He accordingly on the 29th of 
She died of a fever in April 1822. His December embarked in a small Greek ves- 
friend, Mr. Shelley, who had been for some sel, called a Mistico, Count Gamba, with 
time residing at Pisa, and with whom he I the horses and heavy baggage following in 
had renewx'd the social and literary inter- a larger ship. The latter was, the next 
course previously formed in Switzerland, day, brought to by a Turkish frigate, and 
was a few months afler drowned in a vio- carried into Patras, hut in an interview with 


lent storm in the Bay of Spezea, near Leg- the Pacha of that place, Count Gamba 
horn. succeeded in procuring her release, and 

On the 13th of July 1823, Lord Byron reached Missolonghi on the 4th of January, 
left Genoa for Greece. His preparations The Mistico, with Lord Byron and his 
for a visit to that country for the purpose suite on hoard, touched at Zante, where 
of offering his personal means and services tliey received a quantity of specie, and pro- 
to assist the Greeks in their struggle for ceeded for Missolonghi. On their way they 
freedom, had been for some time going on narrowly escaped capture from the frigate 
a correspondence with several of their above mentioned. Fortunately the Turks 
chiefs, and with the Greek Committee in mistook the vessel *lbr a Greek brulot or 


London, having been commenced the pre- 
ceding April. He had obtained, througli 
the aid of his bankers in Genoa, partly by 
anticipating his income, and partly from 
other resources, an advance of a large 
sum, and had chartered an English brig, 
the Hercules, for the voyage, and loaded 
her with arms, ammunition* and hospital 
stores. His suite consisted of Count Pie- 
tro Gamba, (the brother Countess 

Guiccioli,) Mr. Trelawnw^^ English gen- 


fireship, and were in consequence afraid to^ 
fire. With difficulty they eluded her, and 
reached Dragomestri, a small seaport on 
the coact of Acarnania in safety, where 
they were detained for some time by a vio- 
lent gale, and did not arrive at Missolonghi 
until the otli of January. 

Lord Byron was received by Prince ' 
Ma vrocordato, at the head of tlie magistracy* 
and the whole population civil alid mili-^ 
tary, with distinguished honours, and everjr 



pton of gratitude and delight But the heabhy, and the military quarters wheve 
pi^sure derived from such a welcome was resided were comfortless am^expdse^. On 
pi soon embittered. He found all things the evening of the 15th of ' Pebruaryy the 
p a wretched state of disorganization) the day after tiie abandonment of the expeditioil 
Ibiefs divided into numerous and conflicting to LepantOj he was suddenly seized with a 
parties, each desirous of enlisting him in its convulsive fit which deprived him for se- 
leparate views, and the soldiers and inhabi- veral minutes of his senses, distorting for the 
{pints imagining that he and he only could | moment his features in a most fearful man*^ 
|uiet their unhappy dissensions, and unite ! ner, and leaving him exhausted and unable 
file efforts of all against the common enemy, to move for many days. 

&e immediately employed himself* day and He was, however, gradually recovering 
night in effecting this object, and partially mitil tlie 9th of April. In the interim he 
Eoicceeded. He formed and equipped at liis had occupied himself in repairing the for- 
own expense a corps of Sulioles, a part of j titications at Missoionghi, and in the forma- 
whom he had previously collected and armed tion of a brigade with a view to offensive or 
at Cephalonia. Tlieir number was now defensive measures, as events might require, 
augmented to between five and six hundred, He had also made arrangements for visiting 
ol* whom, on the first of February having Salon, there to meet a congress of the 
previously received a regular commission as Greek chiefs, in the hope that his presence 
an officer in the Greek service, he assumed might aid in putting an end to their con- 
the command. They were brave and hardy tinual and fatal dissensions. But on the 
mountaineers, but undisciplined and unma- morning of the 9th of April, immediately 
nageable ; and by their riotous conduct and after his return home from a long ride with 
savage deportment, as well towards the other Count Gamba, during which they had been 
military bodies as the inhabitariUs, kept the overtaken by a heavy shower, he was again 
garrison in a continual state of alarm, and seized with a convulsive shuddering, fol- 
Iheir leader in a fever of annoyance and mor* lowed by fever and violent pain. The next 
tification. To his command was also at- day he was better and rode out as usual, 
.ached a corps of artillery , the necessary hut on the 1 2th 'he was confined to his 
upplies for which arrived in the early part chamber, and his disorder continued to in’- 
f February, under the care of Captain crease in strength and danger hourly till the 
‘arry, an English officer of engineers sent l7th, when he was prevailed upon to con- 
y the Greek Committee from London. An sent to be bled, to wJiicli he had at all times 
itack on Lepanto, then in the Jiands of the before decidedly objected. A consultation 
urks, had been for some time contemplated of his physicians was held in the afternoon 
f Lord Byron, and on the 14tli of Febru- of the IStli, and it was then evident alike to 
y the Jirtillery corps was perfected, and all them and to Lord Byron that his end was 
lings in readiness to start the following day, fast approacJiing. He endeavoured in a con- 
hen a sudden and fatal dispute with the versa tion with Fletcher his English servant 
iliotes took place. They broke out into ' to express to him his last wi^ies, but his 
>en mutiny, demanding increase of pay and voice was so faint and low, and his language 
nolumeiits, peculiar privileges of military ^so Incoherent., that but little he said could be 
mk, and various other exactions. Satisfied understood. The names of Lady Byron, of 
bat no reliance could in peril be placed his daughter, of his sister Augusta, and a 
pon them, and at the same time that with- few others, were alone distinguishable, 
ut their aid the Greek force was in- Early in the evening of that day, he sunk 
ufficient for the attempt on Lepanto, he into a slumber, in which he lay with oc- 
&ry reluctantly abandoned the expedition, casional struggles from suffocation during 
His health had for a long time previous the next twenty-four hours. At a few 
3 this period been greatly impaired. While minutes past six o’clock in the evening of 
t Dragomestri he had imprudently bathed the 19tli he was observed to open his eyes 
fler a day cff violent exertion. A severe and instantly close them. The physicians 
old was tjjfe consequence, and the inces- felt his pulse. He had expired, 
antjlab^^ of mind and Wly to which he Immediately after his death, the following 
himselfatMissolonghi, rendered him proclamation was issued by Prince Mavro- 
day to day more feeble and feverish, cordato, and similar honours were paid to 
Tbe ciiixAite of that place is extremely un- his memory throughout Greece. 
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« PROVISIONAL GOVERNMENT OP 
W^TERN GREECE. 

m 

^ The present day of festivity and re- 
joicing has become one of sorrow and of 
mourning. The Lord Noel Byron departed 
this life at six o’clock in the afternoon, after 
an illness of ten days; his death being 
caused by an inflammatory fever. Such 
was the effect of his Lordship’s illness on 
the public mind, that all classes had for- 
gotten their usual recreations of Easter, 
even before the afflicting event was appre- 
hended. 

The loss of this illustrious individual is 
undoubtedly to be deplored by all Greece ; 
hut it must be more especially a subject of 
lamentation at Missolonghi, where his ge- 
nerosity has been so conspicuously dis- 
played, and of which he had even become 
a citizen, with the further determination of 
participating in all the dangers of the war. 

Every body is acquainted with the 
beneficent act-s of his Lordship, and none 
can cease to hail his name as that of a rea 
benefactor. 

“ Until, therefore, the final determination 
of the National Government be known, and 
by virtue of the powers -with which it has 
been pleased to invest me, I hereby decree 

1st. To-morrow morning, at day light, 
thirty-seven minute guns will be fired from 
the Grand Battery, being the number which 
corresponds with the age of the illustrious 
deceased. 

‘‘ 2d. All the public offices, even the tri- 
bunals, are to remain closed lor three suc- 
cessive days. 

“ 3d. All the shops, except those in wliich 
provisions or medicines arc sold, will also 
be shut ; and, it is strictly enjoined, that 
every species of public amusement, and 
other demonstrations of festivity at Easier, 
shall be suspended. 

4th. A general mourning will be ob- 
served for twenty-one days. 

5th. Prayers and a funeral service are 
to be offered up in all the churches. 

(Signed) 

“ A. MAVROCOaDATO, 

“ George Praidis, Secretary. 

Given at Missolonghi, 
tins 19th day of April, 1824.” 


The funeral ceremony took place in the 
church of Saint Nicolas, at Missolonghi, 
on the 22d. The coffin was a nide chest 
of wood, covered with a black mantle. It 
was carried on the shoulders of the officers 
of his brigade, relieved from time to time 
by others ; and followed by all the troops of 
the garrison, and the whole population. In 
the church a helmet, a sword, and a crown 
of laurel were placed upon the l>ier. After 
the Greek service for the dead was over, it 
remained guarded by a detachment of sol- 
diers, and surrounded by crowds, who 
thronged from all quarters, to pay their last 
look of tribute, until the night of the 28d,' 
when it was privately carried back to his 
house by his own officers. On the 2d of 
May it was embarked under a morning sa- 
lute from the guns of the fortress, on hoard 
a transport sent by the public authorities 
from the island of Zante, and on the 25th 
of May the Florida, an English armed ship, 
received it, under the charge of Colonel 
Stanhope, one of his coadjutors in the 
j Greek cause, and sailed from Zante to 
England. Two days, the 9th and 10th of 
July, the body lay in state in London, and 
on Friday the Ifltli of July, was placed in 
the vault of his family, and next to the 

I coffin of his mother, in the parish church 
of Hueknell, a siuall village near Newstead 
Abbey. Over the chancel of the church 
is a tablet of while marble, bearing the fol- 
lowing inscription : 

IW THE VAULT BENEATH, 

WHERE MANY OF HIS ANCESTORS AND HIS MOTHER 
ARE BURIED, 

HE THE REMAINS OF 

GEORGE GORIX)N NOEL BYRON, 

LORD BYRON, OF ROCHDALE, 

IN THE COUNTY OF LANCASTER, 

THE AUTHOR OF “ CHILVE HAROLD’s PILGRIMAGE.” 
HE WAS BORN IN LONDON ON THE 22d OF 

JANUARY, 1788. 

HE DIED AT MISSOLONGHI, IN WESn^^RN GREECE, 
ON THE 19 th of APRIL, 1824, 

ENGAGED IN THE GLORIOUS ATTEMPT TO 
RES^OBE THAT 

COtTNTRF TO HER ANCIENT FREEDOM AND 

RENOWN. ' , 
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LETTER L 

ro MISS PIGOT OF SOUTHWKLL. 

“Bur«afre Manor, An£;nsf SOfli, 1804. 

** I rficeived the arms, my dear M is.s T^ijrrof, and am very 
mnoh obli"od to you for tli« trouhk* you have taken. Jt 
is irnpossiljle 1 should have any fault, to find with tliein. 
The siirht of the drawings fjives me ^reat. phuasure f5>r a 
double reason, — in the first place, they will ornament mv 
books, m the luixl, they convince me tlnit you have not 
eijtirelv./br^»-'^>to. rne. I am, lio\v(!ver, sorry you do not 
rel urn sooner, you have already b(‘cn jroiic an up^p. I i»er- 
ha[)s may have taken my dei)arlure f()r London before you 
come back; but, Ijowcver, 1 will hope not. J>o not 
overlook my watcli-ribbon and purse, as 1 wish to carry 
them with me. Your not(; was jjiven me by Harry, at 
tile play, whither I attended Miss Lyon and Doctor 

S- ; and now I have set down to answer it before 

I }j[o to bed. If T am at Southvvtdl when you return, — 
and 1 sinccr«‘ly hojxi you will soon, for I very much 
ref^re.t your ahsenc(', — I shall he happy to h(‘.ar you sing 
rny favourite, ‘'I’lui Maid of Lodi.’ My mother, to- 
gether with myself, desires to be affect ionatedy rtunem- 
bered to Mrs. Pigol, and believe, me, my dear Miss 
Pigot, Ij£t!niaiu your affcelionate friend, 

^ “Bvkon. 

“P. S. If you think proper to send me any answer to 
tills, [ shall bo extremely hapfiy to receive it. Adieu. 

P. S. '2d. As you say you are a novice in tlie art of; 
knitting, 1 hope it don’t give you too much trouble- Go 
on slowly^ but surely. Once more, adiiuu” 


LETTER II. 

TO MR. PIGOT, 

“16 Piccadilly, August 9th, 1806. 

“my T)KAR PIGOT, 

“Many thanks for your amusing narrative of the last 
proceedings of rny ainidblif^AUrto^^ who now begins to 
( feel the effects of her folly. I have just received a pe- 
nitential epistle, to which, apprehensive of jmrsuit, I 
liave despatched a moderate aiLswer, wdth a hivd of pro- 
mise to return in a fortnight ; — tiiis, however, {entre, notMt,) 
I never mean to fulfil. Her »oft wurblinp;s must have 
delighted her auditors, her higher nolc.s beiuf particularly 
musicalj an^n a calm moonlight evening would be heard 
to greatj^antage. Had I been present as a specta- 
ty, nojjflnng would have pleased me more ; but to have 
Jipnu|no'*ward as one of the ‘dramatis persona,*,’ — St 
/UMminic defend me from such a scene ! Seriously, your 


^ • HU Mother. Her recent viol-.*nce of temper h«d cympelletl him 
fly to London. ^ 


mother has laid me under great obligations, and you, 
witJi the re.sl ofy our family, merit my warmest thanks for 
your kind comiivance at my escape from ‘ Mrs. Byron 
furiosa^ 

“Oh! for the. pen of Ariosto to rehearse, in epic^ the 
scoldiKp- of* that mornaitcniR fw, — or rather, let me invoke 
the, shade of Danfi^ to inspire me, f<>r none but the au- 
llior <»f the ‘ could properly jireside over such an 

attempt. Hut, pi'rhaps, where the pen might fail, the 
* il would .siice»:od. What a group! — ^^Irs. P*. the 
....('ipal lignia* ; you cramniitig your ears with cotUni^ as 

Jic only antidote to total <leafn(rss ; Mrs. in vain 

.•ndi'avouring to mitigate the wrath of tlie lionesR robbed 
of her whelp; ami last, though not least, Elizalwjlh and 
Wouiikyy — mmdvrful to rcluift ! — both deprived of their 
»;irts of speech, and bringing up the rear in 7Hute asto- 
lishnu'iit. How did S. B. receive the intelligence? 
ITow many purnt did he utter on so fuaivjm an event ? 
In your next inform rue on this point, and what excuse 
you matle to A, You are probably by this time tired of 
deeiplu'ring this hieroglyphieal letter ; — like T ony Lump- 
kin, you will pronounce mine to be a d d up and 

down hand. All Soutliwell, without doubt, is involved in 
atnay,<*.ment. Apropos, iiow does my blue-eyed nun, the 
fair * * ? is she ‘ l ohcd in saUe prirh of wo /' 

“Hero 1 remain al least a w’cek or ten days; previous 
to my departure you sliall receive rny address, but what 
it will be I have not delermined. My lodgings must be 
kept secret from Mrs. B. ; you may jireserit my compli- 
ments to her, and say any attempt to pursue me will fail, 
as I have taken measures to retreat immediately to 
Portsmouth, on the first intimation of her removal from 
Southwi‘11. You may add, I liave now proceeded to a 
friend’s liouse jp the country, there to remain a fortnight. 

“ I have now blotted ( I mu.st not say WTitten) a com- 
plete double letter, and in return shall expect a 
hud pet. W'itlioul doubt, the damc.s of Southwell repro- 
bate the pernicious e.xarnple 1 have show'll, and tremble 
lest their babes should disobey their mandates, and quit 
in dudgeon their mammas on any grievance. Adicu- 
When you lie.gin your next, drop the ‘liJrdship,’ and put 
‘ Byron’ in its place. Believe me yours, &c. 

*Bvboh; 

LETTER III. 

TO MISS FIGOT* 

“lAMidon, August lOfh, 1806. 

“my dear BRIDGET, 

“ As I have already troubled your brother with more 
than he will flfid pleasure in deciphering, you are the 
next to whom I shall assign the difficult employment of 
perusing this 2d epistle. Y ou w*ill perceive from my 1 s» , 
that no idea of Mrs. B.’s arrival had disturbed me at the 
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time it was written ; not so the present, since tlio ap- 
pearance of a note from the illustrUrm cause of tny Bu*f- 

•! (rr.)jripmrnt h^ driven ttn' ‘natural ruby fuan up 
aiu! compl(^y blanched my wo-Im'^ojk* counu*' 
tilth e. 'I’his gunpowder intimation of Iut arrival, (con- 
foun. I her activity !) breathes less of terror atnl dismay 
tluiu yon will ]M*ohahiy iinafiinc from tlie vofranic tem- 
peratnent of her Ladyship^ ami coneludes with the eotn- 
fortablo assurance of all present motion beiiiff prcv'nited 
by the faUgiie of lier journey, for which my fflessins^s uri 
due to the rough roads and restive quadrupeds of his ma- 
jesty’s highways. As 1 have not tlic smallest inclination 
to be chased round the country, I shall c’<m make a merit 
of necessity, and since, like Machetli, ‘They’ve tied 
to die Slake, I cannot fly,’ I sliall imitate, that valorous 
tyrant, and ‘ bear-like tight the course,’ all escapes heinu 
precluded. I cun now engage with less disadvantage, 
having drawn the enemy from her intrenclimcnts. though 
lilie iho prototype to whom I have comjiarcd myst lf, uitl. 
an excellent chamte of being knocked on tlie head. 

However, ‘lay on, MacduflJ atid d d he he who first 

cries, hold, enough.’ 

“1 shall remain in town for, at least, a week, ami ex- 
pect to hear from iyr»« betbre its t'Xpiriition. I presume 
the printer has brought you tlie offspring of rny podir 
•tttpma. Kcniernbcr, in the first line, to read ‘/cm/ the 
winds whistle,’* instead of ‘round,’ which that blockhead 
Ridge has inserted by mistake, and makes nonsense of 
the whole stanza. Addio! — Now to encounter my 
Hydra. Yours ever.” 


LETTER IV. 

TO MK. riGOT. 

“London, Sunday, midnight, August 10th, 1806. 

“bear FIOOT, 

“This astmmhing ])acl;et w'ill, doubtless, amaze you. 
but having an idle hour this evening, T wrote the t'nclosi'd 
stanzas, which 1 request you to dclivcir to Ridge, to he 
printed separate, from my other e,oinj ms i lions, as you will 
perceive them to be improper for llu^ ]u rusal of lad ,’s; 
of course, none of the females of yoiir family must sc 
them. I oflbr a thousand apologies f<»r tin* lroul>le. 1 hn\ 
given you in tlus and otlior mstanecs. Vours truly.” 


LETTER V. 

TO MU. I'lGOT. 

“rieeadilly, August IGth, 1806. 

“f cannot exactly say with Ca>sar, ‘ Veni, vidi, vic.i:' 

however, the, most iiiqiurtunt part iif his t;j|j|,:ouie amounl 
of success applies to rny prc.scr)t situation; for, t/ioug/i 
Mrs. Byron look llu*. trmtJde of ‘ coming’ and ‘miri”,’ yi t 
your humble servant proved the victor. A tier an obsti- 
nate engagement of some hours, in wliich we. sutfenMl 
considerable damage, from the quickne.ss of tiie enemy's 
fire, they at length retired in confasion, leaving behind the 
artillery, field equipage, and some prisoners : their defeat 
is decisive of the present campaign. To speak more in- 
telligibly, Mrs. B. returns immediately, but J proceed, 
with all my laurels, to Worthing, on the Sussex <‘oasl; 
to which place you will address (to be left at the post- 
office) your next epistle. By the enclosure of a 2d 
jingle of rhyme^ you wdll probably conceive iny muse to 
be mstly pol\/ic ; her inserted production was brought 
forth a few years ago, and found by accident on 'rhurs- 
day among some old papers. I have, recopied it, and, 
adding the proper date, request it may by printed with 
the rest of the family. I thought your sentiments on the 


1 last bantling would coin<iklo with mine, but it was im- 
possible. to giv<! it, any oilier garb, being founded on facts 
Mv Slav at Worlhiug will not exceed tlirec weele^, ami 
you XiVAy possibly beiiuld me again at »Soul.hwoli the mid- 
dle of feeplemiver. 

* + + *** + ■♦ 

“ Will you d<*.sirc Ridge to suspend the printing of my 
poems till ho hears further from me, as J have deter- 
mined to give them a new form entirely. 'J'his proliihi- 
tioii does not extend to the last two pieces 1 have sent 
witli ir.y letters to you. Vou will exi’use the dull vanity 
of this epistle, as my brain is a chjtos of absurd images, 
and full of business, prejiarations, and projects. 

“1 shall exjieet an answer with impatience; — believe 
me., iJiere is nothing at this moment could give me greater 
delight than your letter.” 


LEl'l’ER VI. 

TO MR. PIGOT. 

‘‘Tiondon, August, ]8fli, 1806. 

“I am just on the point of setting off for Worthing', and 
write merely to re(]iufst you will send tlial idle srovndrfl 
f Virtr/c.v, [his groom. J with my horses immediate^ : f <*11 him 
I am cxci'ssively provoked lie has not made his apjxfar- 
anec l»efor<‘, or vsritten to inform me of tlie. cause of ins 
lelay, purtieularly as I supplied him with money for his 
jouniev. Onwopret<!Xl is he to post[)one his '»y/f/,/r/< one 
.lay longiT, and il^ in olx'dienco to the caprices of Airs. J>. 
(who, J presume, is jigain spreading desolation llirough 
lor little moiiareliy,) he thinks firopf'r to disregiird my 
wsitivc onlers, 1 shall not, in future, eoii.sider him as niy 
siTvant. Tie must hring the surgi’on’s hill willi liim, 
which I will discharge imnunlialely uii ree.<‘iviitg it. Nor 
•an 1 eoueeivt! the rca.'son of liis not ae()uainling Frank, 
(his vnh't,] with tlie state of my unflirtnuate <iiiaiiruj)ed 
I tear I*ig<it, forgivi' this petidatif efrii.‘'ioii, ami atlrilnm' it 
o tin' idl-‘ coudui't ofthnl y>ne/e;/.s* who, iiisfru.l of 

•heying my iiijmu'lioiu', is s:imit»;nn,g ihrougli tin*. stre<*ts 
of that pobfical tnoniinn. A’o(fm<ihaiii. l^ia sent 

my l eiiH'mhr.uie.es to your I’aniily tuid the Lesicrofls, and 
iM'hev'e me, ke. 

“ I\S. I deh\eate to f/on th(^ unph'asani t:it|Jie*of d<'- 
.s[iaf«diiiig liiin on hi'^ journey — IMrs. B.’s onlers to the 
contrarvare not to bo attendtd to; hi* is to pro(:.eed first 
to I jondon, and then to W’cM thinir, wilhoiit. <h‘lay. .Every 
thing 1 ha\ <’ Uft mu.sl. be sent lo London. AI y Poetics you 
will /We/; u}i for the .sanw^ place, and not even resorve a 
co}iy f<)r yonr.selfaiKl sister, as J am about to give them 
an (iifiri nnr form : wIm u tlicy ar** <*oin}»b‘te, yon shall 
have \Ui- /ii-st /mils. Airs. B. on no account is to see or 
toneli them. Adieu.” 


LETTER VII. 

TO MR. PIGOT. 

“Little Ilanipton, August 2Gth, 1806. 

“I tills morning received your epistle, which I was ' 
ohligei! lo send for to Worthing, wdicncc^ I have removed 
to this place, on tlie same coast, about eight inile.s distant 
from tin? foniUT. You will probalily not he. dis[)leased 
with tliis letter, when it informs you that I am 30, (KX)/. 
richer than I was at our parting, having just received in- 
telligence from my lawyer that a cause hashV^n gained 
at Lancaster assizes,* which will bo worth that*.i‘Hn by 
the lime I come of age. Mrs. B. is doubtless ucipmvnted 
of this acquisition, though not apprized of it.s c.vact iw/cA 
of which she had better be ignorant ; for her behaviour 


* Set Houri of Irn»aoM, page 383 . 


• Til a suit »uj;lerUkt>ii for th< recovery of the Rochdale proiierty. 
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on any sudden piece of favourable intelligence is, if possi- 
ble, more ridiculous than her dolcstahle (Nuahict on the 
most trilling circumstance of an unpleasant nature. 
You may give my compliments to her, inul say that her 
detaining my servant's things shall (nily lengtlien my al)- 
seneo; for unless they are imnu'Uiately <lespatchod to 
16 Piccadilly, together with those winch have been so 
long delayed belonging to myself^ she shall never again 
behold my ra/liant countmnnee illuminating her gloomy 
mansion. If they arc sent, 1 may ]»robahly apiiear in 
less than two years from the date of my prt'scnf epistle. 

“Metrical compliment is an ample reward for my 
strains; you are one of the few votaries of Apollo who 
unite tiic sciences over which that deity presides. T 
wish you to send my yioems to my lodgings in London 
immediately, as 1 have sevtjral alterations and some ad- 
ditions to make ; even/ copy must be sent, as i am about 
to ivnrnd them, and you shall soon hciiold them in all 
*lhcir glory. I hope yt)U have kejit them from that Upm 
fw, that aiitifhtc to tlie Mrs. 11. Entir. mms^ — 
may (ixpccl to sec me soon. Adieu. I ours ever.” 


dtfair must end. Whether we renew our mtimacj or 
not is of very trivial consequence. 

“My lime has lately been much occupied with very 
diftereiit pursuit .<?. 1 have been trani^tyriing a servant,* 
who elieuted me, — rather a disagreeable event: per- 
forming in private Ihcalriculs; publisliing a volume of 
poems, (at the reijuost of my friends, for Uieir perusal;) 
iiuilving U)vc^ and taking physic. The last two aniuse- 
I'mciits have not hud the best effect in the world; for my 
attentions have been divided among so many fairdamaehf 
and the drugs T swallow are of such variety in their com- 
position, tliat between Venus and JSsculapius I am 
harassed to death. However, I have still leisure to de- ' 
vole some hours to the recollections of past, regretted 
frienilships, and in the interval to take the advantage of 
the moment, to assure you how much I am, and ever will 
be, my dearest Clare, 

“ l our truly attached and sincere 
“Braoif " 


LETTER X. 


LETTER VI IL 

TO MISS PICOT. 

“MV DEAK UKTDGET, 

“I have only just disinoniited from my which 

has prevented uk' from desi'endmg to ph/in prose in an 
epi'itle of greater length to your /hi/’ self. You regretted 
in a former le-ttor, that my poems were not more exten- 
sive; 1 imw for vour salistUetion announce tliat 1 havi* 
nearly donltled them, |)arlty l>y (he di-jeevery of some 1 
eoneeived To he and [»artly l>y some, new prodiielions. 
Wi! shall meet on \Ve<liiesday ne.vt ; till then, believ«' 
me vours affect ionately, “JivKON. 

“P. S, '^h>nr brother .lolm is seizi d with a poetic 
mania, and is now rhyming away at the rate of three, lines 
/ur hovr — so mneh for inapirutiun ! A<ljeu!’’ 


JAVVTVAl IX. 

TO THE KMII. OV fEATlE. 

“Southwell, Xott''-, f’ehrnary bth, 1807. 
“mv dearest 

“Were I to make all l!i»' :i|jolooi,.s necessary to atone 
for my late medigence. 3 ’oii wonhl justly say vmi had re- 
ceived a petition instead of a le.tier, as it wntid be lilhal 

with prayers for (orgiveness; hut msiead of (his f will 

aeUnowledgc my a'ms at oner, and 1 inwi toyoiir friend- 
Rhip and generosity rather than to my own excuses, 
'fhongh mv heahli is not j/erfeetly re-estuhhshed, I tiin 
out of all danger, and have reeovered every thing l)ttl my. 
spirits wliijdi are. subjeet to depr»‘Ssion. ’ll oti will be as- j 
tonislKMj to hear I have latidy written to I tj-Iauarre, for 
the ]Mirpose of cxplaimno (as far a.s ]a>.s.',il)le, \vtt)ioiit iu- 
V jiving some, old fririids of mine in the ]>nsines>) the 
cause ofmv )>eliavi<iur to h"^: during niv la«t re-.id‘M)(’.. at 
Harrow, (nearly two years ago,) wiiieli yini will recollect ■ 
was ratlier Un rarnlirr.^ Sin. a* (hat period I have /hs- 
coverod he was treated with injnstic*', both hy those who 
mi'aeprt‘!?entcd his conduct, and by im* in conKe(|ucnre of 
t.lieir stitrgeHfi<niR. 1 have tlierefore rnadt* all the repara- 
tion m iny power, by ajiologizing for my mt^taUe, tfioiiglt 
with very f;*\nt hopes of success ; indccfl 1 never cxficcted 
any ans’’ but. desired one for form's sake; that, has 
yeii^dhrrived, and most probtibly never will. However, 
/ hyio cfiftcd my om'u emutrimri’ by the atonement, whieb 
Uii/lfhmiliating enough to oik; of my disposition , yet I 
could not have slept satisfied with the reflection of having, 
ei)m ultintcntionally, injured any individual. I have done 
all that could be done to repair the injury, ond thern the 


TO MK. MOOT. 

“Southwell, Jan. 13,1807. 

“ i ouglit to begin with sundry apologies, for my 
'gligcnce, hut tbr variety of my avocations in prose and 
r.sr mu.st jjfead rny excuse. With this epistle you will 
eeive a volume of all inv Juvenilia published since your 
qiartnn* : it is of ccmsidenibly greater size than the copy 
!i your fio.sse.ssion, wliii-h 1 beg you will destroy, as tho 
're5ient isima h more complete. That uyduchypooxn to 
ly poor Maryj has been the catise of some animadvor- 
oji from lad/fs in years. I have not printed it in this 
collection, in consetpience of rny being pronounced a 
most proJUgate sinner, in short, a ^ young Moore^ by 
•, your * * * friend. I believe in general 

they have be<*n favourably received, and surely the age 
of (ht'ir author will pr(‘elude severe criticism. The ad- 
ventures of my life from sixteen to nineteen, and the dis- 
sipation into which I have been thrown in London, have 
given a voluptuous tint to my ideas; but the occasions 
which called forth my muse could hardly admit any other 
colouring. This volume is vastly correct and miracu- 
lously eha.ste. A pro))os, talking of love, * ♦ + ♦ 

“If vou can find leisure to answer this farrago of un- 
connected nonsense, you need not doubt what gratiflea- 
tion will accrue from your rcj/ly to yours ever, &,c.” 


LETTER XL 

TO Ain. AVILEIAM BANK£S. 

“SoutliW’cll, March 6, 1807. 

^DEAll BANKER, 

“Your is valuable for many reasons : in the 

first plae.c, it is the only one in vvliich flattery has borne 
so slight u yinrt ; in tin- nv.vt, 1 am cloyed with insijiid 
eonijiluiients. I have a bettor opinion of your judgment 

id alnliiy thau your /(tTniss, Accept my most sincere 
tiuuiks for your Kind tleeision, not le.ss welcome, bermuse 
totally urM'.vpce.te.d. With regard to a more exact esti- 
mate, I need not remind yon bow few of Uie bestpoems^ 
in onr language, will stand the test of minitie or verbal 
erltieism: it can therefore hardly bo expected the effu- 
sions of a boy, (and most of these pieces have been pro- 
duced at an oiiiiy period,) can derive much merit either 
from tlie subjeet or composition. Many of diem were 
wTitten under great dejircssion of spirits, and during se- 

* IVw vulfl Frank. 

1 Thp“ Miu-v”hriT moitlmicd wan not the heir«i8 of Annealey, Wt 
th« “ .Mary” oV Al«rcleen. The vemre in the Hoiire of idleneei, aiv. 
titk'l '• To M\rv on iTi'rivirig hor jiirtore/' vfcro addi'MiOtl (oLwr. 

J Hi, ♦hi- ‘ Hfuc! ♦'t lUirn'M*.” 
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vere indisposition ; hence the gloomy tuni of tlie ideas. 
We coincide in opinion that the irotiques^ are the 

most exceptionable; they were, however, ^'raleful to tiie 
f/cUieSf on whose altars they were oUered — more I seek j 
not. I 

“ The portrait of Pomposus* was drawn at Harrow, 
after a hmg sitting ; this accounts for the resemblance, or 
rather the caricaiitra. He is pour friend, he nener luas 
mine— for both our sakes I shall be silent on this head. 
The collegiate rhymes are not personal *, one of the notes 
may appear so^ but could not bo omitted. 1 have little 
doubt they will be deservedly abused ; a just pimishnieni 
(or my unfilial treatment of so excellent an Alma Mater. 
I sent you no copy, lest we should be placed in the situa- 
tion of GU Bias and the Archbishop of Grenada : thong! 
running some hazard from the exporirnent, I wislied yoiii 
verdict to be unbiassed. Had rny ^ J heexx pre- 
sented previous to your letter, it would liave ap}>eart‘d a 
species of bribe to purchase compliment. I fed no 1 
tation in saying, I was more anxious to hear your critique, 
however severe, than the praises of the nullinn. On th' 
same day I was honoured with tlie enromiiims of Mac- 
kenzie^ the celebrated author of the ‘J\lan of Feeling.’ 
Whether his approhatiun or i/fmrs elated mo most, I <*aii- 
not decide. 

"‘You will receive my Juvenilia^ at least all yet pul)- 
lished. I have a largo volume in rnaniisc'ript, which 
may in part appear hereafter ; at present 1 have neither 
time nor inclination to prei>arc it for thfj press. In tht‘ 
spring I shall return to 'I'rinity, to dismantle my rooms, 
and bid you a final adieu. The Cam will not bo much 
increased }>y my tears on the occasion. Your farther re- 
marks, however caustic or bitter to a jialate vitiated will) 
the sweets of adulation^ will bo of service. Johnson has 
shown us that no poetry is perfect ; but to correct mine 
would bo an Herculean labour. In fact I never looked 


be exchanged, and others substituted in their place. 
The whole will be considerably enlarged, and appear the 
latter c.nd of May. Thi.s is a hazardous experiment ; hut 
I want of better cwployment, tho encouragement I have 
met with, an<l my own vanity, induce we to stand the test, 
though not without sundry palpitations. The book will 
circulate fast enough in this country, from mere curiosity, 
what 1 prin 


LETTER XlJf. 


“'f’he volume* of little pieces which accompanies 
this, would havi‘ been jiresenfed before, had 1 not been 
apprehensive lliat Miss Falkuer’s indisposition might 
render such tiii)<‘s unwt'lcome. 'rhere are some errors 
of tlu' printer which 1 have not had time to correct in the 
collection: you have it thus, with ‘all its imperfections 
its head,’ a heavy weight, when joined with the faults 
of its /uithor. .Surh Muvenilia,’ as they can claim no 
{real degree, of aj)prohation, I may venture to hope, will 
dso escape the severity of uncalled for, though perhaps 
lot undeserved, criticism. 

“'riiey were wriiK n on many and various occasions, 
and are now' published merely for the perusal of a 
riendly circle. Believes me, sir, if they afford tho 
slightest amusement to vourself ami the rest of niy social 
rtsaders, I shall have gathered all the Imys 1 ev<.*r wish to 
adorn the head of 

“ Y ours, very truly, 

“ Bviiow. 

“P. S. I hope Miss F. is in a state of recovery.” 


beyond the moment of composition, and published mcM-ely 
at the request of my friends. Nolwdthstanding so much 
ha« been said concerning the ‘Genus initabile vatum,' 
we shall never quarrel on the subject. Pootic fame, is 
by no moans tli© ‘ acme’ of my wishes. Adieu. 

“Yours ever, 
‘‘BvnoN.” 


LETTER XJI. 

TO MR. WinniAM ^lA^'Kl:S. — [ fuAGMF.NT.] 

For my own part, I have sutfiTed severely in the de- 
cease of my two greatest friends, the only brings 1 ever 
loved, (females e.xcepted;) I urn therefore a .solitary 
animal, miserable enough, ami so peifrctly a ritizrn of the 
world, tliat whether 1 pass my days in Great Britain or 
Kamschatka is to me a matter of perfect ifulitfi rrnre, 
I cannot evince greater respect for your allei ation than 
by immediately adopting it — this .shall ho done in the 
next edition. 1 am sorry your remarks arc not nmre 
frequent, as I am certain they would he equally benefi- 
cial. Sine© my last, I hav<3 received two critical <*pi- 
nions from Edinburgh, both too flattering lor me to de- 
tail. One is from Lord Woodhoualee, at the head of the 
Scotch literati, and a most voluminous writer, (his last 
work is a life of Lord Kaiincs;) the other from Mac- 
kensie, who sent his decision a second tinie, more at 
length. I am not personally acquaint d with eiiJior of 
tliose gentlemen, nor ever requested their sentiments on 
the subject; their praise is voluntary, and transmitted 
through the medium of a friend, at whose house they 
read the productions. 

“ Contrary to iny former intentian^ I am now preparing 
a volume for the public at largo : my amatory pieces w'ill 


LJi:TT]at XIV. 

TO Mil. riGOT. 

“Southwell, April, 1807. 

“mv PF.-XR PTGOT, 

“Allow mo to congratulate yon on the succe.ss of y >ur 
irst cxaininat ion — ‘ Courage, inon arni.’ llic title of Dr. 
will do w'orulcrs with llie damsels. 1 sliall most proba- 
bly be in Essex or l.oridon when you arrive at this d — d 
dace, where I am detained by the publication of my 
rhymes, 

“Adieu. — Believe me yours very truly, 

“ Bvkon. 

P. S. Since we met, 1 liave rethieed myself by 
violent exercise, murk pliysic, and luit balhiiig, from 14 
stom* fi Ih. to 12 stom* 7 ih. In all 1 have lost 27 pounds. 
Brawl — ^wliat sav you?” 


l.K'rTl-.H XV. 

TO MIS.S riCOT. 

“,lune nth, 1807 . 

“dear QDEEIV BF:SS, 

‘ Savage ought to he immortal : — though not a thorough- 
bred baU-dogphe is the finest puppy 1 ever saiv, and vi ill 
answ'cr much better; in his great and manifold kindness 
he has already bitten rny fingers, ajid dii?ru'bcd the 
gravity of old Boatswain, who is grievously dise.oxnposcd. 
[ wish to be informed what he costs, his exjtenses, feu &<1 , 

hat 1 may indemnify Mr. G . My thanks aJU 

can give for tlie trouble ho has talten, malic a Idilg 


* Doctor Buder. Head Matter of Harrow Schor>I, See 

JdltfiitfM," puge 409, &c. 


* The Hour* of Idlt MCiB. 



LETT i: US, 1807. 


itpccch^ and conclude it with 1 2 3 4 5 6 7. ♦ I am out of forget and be forgotten by the people of Southwell is aU I 
practice, so deputize you as Legate , — mnhassador would aspire to.” 
not do in a matter conceriiing the Pope^ which 1 presum* 

LETTER XVII. 

TO ailSS PItiOT, 

“Trin. 0(»U.Camb. July 5lh, 1807. 
“Since my last letter I have deternuned to reside 
another year at Graiita, as niy rooms, &c. &c. are finished 
in great style, several old friends come up again, and 
many new acquaintances made ; consequently, niy incli- 
nation leads me forward, and 1 shall return to college in 
“ ‘Bettor late than never, Pa!,’ is a saying of wliicJi yo» October, if still edive. My life here has been one con- 
know the origin, and as it is applicable on the present oc- tinued routine of dissipation — out at different places every 
casion, you >\ ill excuse its conspicuous place in the from lay, engaged to more dinners, &c, &c. than my stay 
of my epistle. 1 am almost suj>orannuated here. My would permit me (o fulfil. At this moment I write with a 
old fi lends, (with the exception of a very few,) all de hottlc ofclaret in my W/, and in my ryes; for I have 
*purte!il, and 1 am ]>reparir>g to follow them, but remain till just parted with my ‘ Cornelian^ wdio spent the evening 
Monday to he present at thrc<' Oratorios, two Concerts, a witli int;. As it was our last inttTview, 1 postponed my 
Fair, and a Ball. I find I am not (nilv thinner hut taller ngagcnient to dt^vote the hours of th(? Sahhatk to friend- 
hy an ineh since iny last visit. 1 was obliged to tell every ship: — Edleston and J liavc separated for the present, 
body rrjy name, nobody having tlie least recollection of and my mind is a chaos of hope and sorrow. To-mor- 
iny visage or person. J^vcii the hero of my Conwlian,^ row T set o«it for Lomlon; you will address your answer 
(who is now sitting vis-a^tis, roatling a volume of my Gordon’s fl(>fel, AlheinarJe-Hlrcct,’ w'hcre 1 sofo^m ; 
Potties,) passed me in 'f’rinity walks without recognising during mj'^ visit to the; metropolis. 

me in tlie least, and wns tljuiidersfruck at the alteration "J rejoice to hear you arc interested in myprote^d,* he 
winch liad taken pliu e- in nt}'' c-otinfenance, &c- &c. las been iny almost constant as,scK*iate since October, 
Sojiie say I l(»ok helter, others worse, but all agree I am S05, wlienl entered Trinity College. His uotre first, at- 
thinver — more 1 do not require. I have lost 2 lb. in my racled my attention, bis countemmre fixed it, and his 
weiglit since 1 left our evrsed, datesiaJde, and abhorred wawtrs attached me to him for ever. He departs for 
ai»o !e oC scandal, wImtc, except ing 5 n)ursclf and John . mcr can file house in tonm in October, and we shall pro- 
Ih'ciirr, 1 <ur<' not if the wlioh* r.'U'e \v<‘re C(»iisigiied to ably not meet till the expiration of niy minority, when I 
ilic Pif of A-’/tmn/, which 1 wouid visit in person rather ihall leave to his decision eitlier entering as a /winer 
than l oiitaminatc my stmdtds w hh (he j)olliif.ed dust of | through my interest, or residing with me altogether. Of 
Southwell. Seriously, unles.s obliged by tl;c f7//p//ne.s\v of course he would in his present frame of mind prefer the 
my purse to revisit J\l rs. J you will see me no more. latter, hut he may alter his opinion jirevioiis to that period ; 

^’On IMotidayl depart for London. I quit Carnhridgi — liowevm', he slnill have his choice. 1 certainly love 
vldi liltic n'grcT, hecattso our set are vauishrd, and int liiin more than any human being, and neither lime nor 
7/;/^v/Va/7»re/;^/'e before mentioned has left tlm choir, and is distance have had the least effeel on my (in general) 
sia’ioned in a inercaiuile house of conskic ruble eminence changeable, disposition. In short, wo shall put Ijidy K. 
in the nn'lropolis. Von may have heard me, ob.servi' he. Butler and Miss Ponsonhy to the blush, Pylades and 
is cNEicily, to an hour, two years younger than myself. J Orestes (»ut of coun(enaiK*e, ami want nothing hut u ca- 
foijii I him grown eoiisidiirahly, and, as you will .supf»o.sc, tastrojihc like Ntsus nn<l Furyalus, to giv»; Jonathan and 
verv glad to sec his former Puiron. Ho is iiearlyMnv Dauid the ‘goby.’ He certainly is perhap.s more at- 
liei'jht, very thin, very fiir conifjlt'vion, diirk eyes, and taclu'd to me llian even I am in return. During the 
light loelws. My opinion of Ins mind you already know; whole of my residence at (/amhridge we met every day, 

— 1 hojie T shall never have occasion to change if. Every aiininer and winter, without passing one tiresome mo- 
body here conceives me to he, an mivihf/. Tin. university mrnt, and separated each time with increasing reluc- 
al j»res('n! is very gay, from the fetes of divt'rs kinds. 1 ance. I hope you will one day sec us together, he is 
suppl'd out last night, hut i*ai (or ale) nothing, sipped a he only being I I'Sleem, though I like many.* 
hotlle of <lar('i, went to bed at 2 and rose at 8. i have “ 'I'Ke Marquis ofl'acislmdi was down the other day ; 
eoumicnci'd <>aily rising, and find if agrei;s with me. 1 supped with him at liis tutor's — e.ntindy a whig party, 
'i'lic. Ma ilers and ilic Bellows all very /'«hVr, hut look a The oppo.sitiori muster strong hero now, and Lord 
litih- askt/nre — don’t much viAxinrv lampoons — truth al- Huntingilon, the Duke of Lein.ster, &c. &c. are to join us 
ways disagreeable. in October, so every thing will bo splendid. The music 

*’ \\ ntc, rtnd tell me how tlie inliabifanty of vonr w/car/- is all over at present. Met with another ^accidency ^ — 
p,cric gf» on, and if my [mhlication goes o/^'well; do the ipset .a butter-boat in llie lap of a lady— look’d very Wiie 
‘pui Irupeds grcifl / A propos, my huil-dog is dcroasod — — speetutors grinned — ‘curse ’em!’ Aprofios, sorry to 
‘ 1' iesli ls)th of cur and man t:- grass.’ Address y<»ur an- say, been drank every day, and not quite sober yet — how- 
^swer to Cambridge. If 1 am gone, it xvill be forwarded, evt'r, tou<'h no moat, nothing hut fish, soup, and vegeta- 
• Sad news ju.-il arriv 'd — Russians heal — a had set, eat ilo;-, consequently it does me no harm — sad dogs all the 
nudiing but oil, efnisequenily must melt before a hordjirc. Cantabs. Mem. — we mean toreformnext January. *rhis 
1 get awkward in my academic habiliments for want of place is a monotony of emlless variety — ^like it — ^hate 
practice. CJot up in a window to In-ar the oratorio at St. Southwell. Has Ridge sold well't or do the ancients 
Alary’s, ]>oppe(l down in the middle of tlie JfLssiaJi, ton demur? TV hat ladies have bought? 
a u.'q/wl rent in the back of my best black silk gown, and “Saw a girl at St. Mary’s the image of Anno ♦ * 
damyged e i egregious pair ofhreefhes. ]\l«*in. — ^ne.ver thought it was her — all in the wrong — the lady stared, so 
tumble a chundi window' thiring se.rvu’e. Adieu, did I — i blushed, so did not the lady — sad thing — wish 

• fk ar ! Jo not remember me to anybody: — to woinon had inore modesty. Talking of women, puts me 

* _ ill mind of my terrier Fanny — how is she? Got a head- 

• , aclie, must go to bed, up early iu the morning to travel. 

ulludi’R ii) jui odd f.'.iicy or trirl; uf his i>\\ n ; vtli. i.i-vri lif 

at at on# for Komrihiiitt to h,- ,imm 1 to i.v<-r " J S ■! 5 6 7.’ 

^ Mr. * -*•, ^ 1 

ami '‘Tla; .o;,. * tidlckto,, S.y Ldlfi JOt. 


this must, as the whole turns iqion a Bull. Yours, 

“Bvron. 

P. S. I write in bed.” 


LETTER XYI. 

TO MISS riGOT. 

“Cambridge, June 30th, 1807. 
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LETTER XVIII. 


TO MISS PIOOT. 


My proteg6 breakfasts with me ; parting spoils my appe- LETTER XIX. 

tite — excepting from Southwell, Mem . — I hate Smith- 
weU, Yours, &c.” 

“August 2d, 1807. 

j “liOiidon begins to disgorge its contents — town is 
' empty — coiisoqucnlly I can scribble at leisure, as occu- 
jpatiojis arc less numerous. In a fortnight I shall de- 
part to fultil a country engagement; but expect two 
“Gordon’s Hotel, July IStli, 1807. epistles from you previous to tliat period. Ridge does 
“ You write most excellent epistles a fig for other proceed rapidly in Notts— very possible. In town 

correspondents with tlieir nonsensical apologies for wear a more promising aspect, and a man whoso 

'hwumg nought about i«,’— you send mo a dclisiKful ^ reviewers, admired by dutchesses, 

budget. I am hero m a perpetual vortex of dissipation, g„,,j ..very bookseller of the metropolis, docs not 
(very pleasant for all that,) and, strange to tell, I get much ermsideration to rustic readers. I have 

thiaoer, being now below eleven storio considerably. „ow a review before mo, entitled ‘Literary Recreations,’ 
Stay in town a month, perhaps six weeks, trip into Esses where my Innlship is applauded far beyond my deserts, 
and then, as a favour, irradiate Southwell for tlireo days , |;now nothing of the critic, but think him a very dis- 
with the light of my countenance ; but nothing sliall ,.^^111110 gentleman, and myself a devilish dever iellow. 
ever make nw reside tliere again. I [lositively return to ,,ritiq„c pleaSes me particularly because it is of 
C^bridge in October ; we are to lie uncommonly gay, oreat length, and a proper quantum of censure is admi- 
or in truth I should eut the University. An extraordinary mistered, just to give an agreeable relish to the praise, 
circumstance occurred to me at Cambridge, a girl so you know I hale insipid, unqualified, commonplace 
very like ♦ ♦ ♦ made lier appearance, that nothing but „mp|in,e„,. jf you would wish to sec it, order the ISth 
the most minute inspccHm couki have undeceived me. of ‘Literary Recreations’ for the last month. 

. Iqpshl hadasked if sAchad everbeenat H ♦ * +, ^ I assure you I have not tiie most distant idea of the 
“What the devil would Ridge have? is not fifty in a writer of the article — it is printed in a periodical publi- 
fortnight, before the advertisements, a sufficient sale . 1 — and though I have written a paper, (a review of 

near many of the London booksellers liiive them, and vVo.'dsworth,* ) which appears in the same work, I am 
Crosby has sent copies to the principal watering-places, ignorant of every other person concerned in it— even 
Are tlioy liked or not in Southwell ? * * * * editor, whose name X have not heard. My cousin, 

I wish Eoatswam hail swiUlmved Damon! llow is Lord Alexander Cordon, who resided in tl.e same hotel, 
Bran? by the immortal gods, J5ran ought to be a Count ,„„ther, her Grace of Gordon, reiiuested he 

Ktiihili Half/ Raman Jietnpire. * + would introduce tny pntitVa/ ].<ordsliip to her ///"/ uwa?, 

“ The intelligeuce of Loudon cannot be intoro.sting to had bought my volume, admired it exccHijirigly in 

you, who have rusticated all your life the annals t»f| common with tln?i rest of the fashionablo world, and 
routs, riots, balls, and boxing-inatc.hes, cards aiul crim. relationship with the autlior. 1 


cons., parliamentary di-scussiou, political details, mas- 
querades, mechanics, Argylc-.strocl Institution and 
aquatic races, love and lotteries, Brrxoks’s and Buona- 
parte, opora-singers and oratorios, wine, wome^n, wax- 
works, and weathercocks, can’t accord with your insu- 
lated ideas of decorum and other si% ea'pressions not in- 
serted in our vocabularif. 


was unluckily engaged on an excursion for some days 
afterward, and the dutclu'ss was on the eve of do- 
parling for Scotland, 1 have postponexl rny intrf»ducUon 
till the vvint<‘r, when 1 shall favour the lady, whose tusle I 
shallmt dispute, with my most, sublime and cxiilying con- 
versation. She IS now in the Highlands, and Alexander 

_ , ,, , „ , r . • , , took his departure a few days ago, for tlie same blessed 

“Oh ! Southwell, Soiithwell, how I rejoice to have loft i 

thee, and how I curse the heavy hours 1 dragged idong, “Crosby, my London publisher, Inis disposed of his 
for *0 many months, among the IMoliawks « lio inhabit second importation, and has sent to Jiidge for a third— 
your kraals . lloweve^ one thing I do not regret, which least so he says. In overv bixiksellcr’s window I see 

u having pared q^ii sufficient quantity of Hosh to eiiahle name and say nothing, but enjoy my fume in se- 
ine to slip into an eel skin, and vie with the »/</« beaux reviewer kindly requests me to alter my 

of modern Umos ; though, 1 am sorry to say, it scenes to jetormination of writing no more, and ‘a Friend to the 
the mode among geiUlemm to grow/at and I am told nieralurc’ begs I will gratify the puidic wiUi 

1 am aUeast ldtti. billow the ias min. However, X dr- „„ jistaiit period.’ Who 

crewe instead oi enlarging, which is extraordmaTr, as a bard ?-lhnl is to say, if all critics would 

siateat exercise m I.ondon is Hnpraeticublo ; bat I attri- „„ ,i,„ However, tlie others will pay mo olf, I doubt 

bute thepAeaosimm Ui oar evening sque^es at publle and eneouragenumt. If so, have at ’em ! 

private parties. 1 heard from Ividgc this morning, (the Uy.tbivby, 1 have written at my intervals of leisure, 
14th, my letter was begun yesterday: be says tl.e after two in the morning, three hundred and 'eighty linos 
Poeituigo on as well tu can be wished, the scveiily-fivc (,,ank verse, of Bosworth Field. I have luckily got 
sent to town are cireulated, and a deniaud for fifty more Hutton’s account. I shall extend the I^oem to eight or 
complied with, the day he dated us epistle, ffioiigh the j, whether 

advertisemenu arc not yet hall published. Adieu. ^ ’ aUished or not must depend on circumstances. ^ 

So iiiucii for es^ofism ! My laurels have turned my brain, 
but. the cooling adds of forthcoming criticisms will pro- 
bably restore me to modestj/. 

“ Southwell is a damned place — ^I have done with it— 


“P. S. Lord Carlisle, on receiving rny Poems, sent, 
before bo opened the boolt, a tolerably handsome letter 
—I have not heard from him since. Hi.s opinions I 
rieitiier know nor care about ; if ijo is the least jnsoleiit, I 
shall enroll him with Butler* and the, other wortliios. 
He is in Yorkshire, poor man ! and very ill ! He said he 
had not time to read tiie contents, but thought it iieccs- 
saty to ttoknowladge the receipt of the volume immedi- 
ately. Perhaps the earl ^/)ears no brother uear the 
tiurone} — if so, 1 will make his sceptre totter in hts hands. 
—Adieu!” 


' This fir»( attempt of Lord Byrnn at reWewdnir, (for he, onre or 
ice afterward, trird hishnudut ihin Irtitn pooiicfil or^rnplo/mcnts,) 
.■emurktdjlt* only an aliDwixifi how plaosihiy he roiild a.«nt^ie the estiw 
isliiid tour and phniHColooy of Uirse mitior jiidgmeiit-sratn^ rritientrn. 
For inatance 'I’lir vo/ume« hriore OH BtT hv the Author^ Lyrirul 
/>ears no vrother linear the nalKwIs, « coJiretkot which has not uroJeHrrvexfjy j»et with a Viiwiiier* 4 
able share of public ajipluiise. The clinrai tei'isiii'o of Mr. Wordaw^oi^lV* 
muse are simple .md flowing, though nccasionnlly iniiarrnooious, vfrfSillk > 
— strviig and snmeUmes irresistible appeals to the feelings, with unex^ 
ceptioiiable sentiments. Thougb the present work mny ms' equal his^ «vi 
former efifor^i, many of the {loems poswM a nailva elegance,’* aic.&c.t— 


' Dr. Butler. See better XI. 
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Peast in all probability : excepting yourself; I ostee 
I' one within its }>reeinrts. You were my only rt 
^al companion ; arnl in plain truth, I had more rospc 
ft yon than the whole henv, with whose foibles I amus< 
fcyself in compliance with their prevailing propensitic 
Toil gave yourself more tremble with me and my man' 
scripts than a thousand dolln would have done. B 
lieve me, I have not forgotten your good-nature in </i 
drde of sm, and one day I trust I shall be able to evin< 
niy gratitude. Adieu, yours, &c. 

<‘P. S. Remember me to Dr. P.” 


LETTER XX. 

TO MISS VJOOT. 

• • ** London, August llth, 1807. 

“On .?5undny next I set off for the Highlands. + 
friend of mine accompanies me m my carriage to Edin 
burgh. There we shall leave it, and preced'd in a tun 
defn^ (a species of open carriage,) through the wester 
passes to Inverary, where we. shall fuirc’hase t 

enable us to view places ina<v essible to vehindar run 
vrtfaurrs. On the roast wo sluvll hire' a vessel and visi 
the most remarkable of tlie Hebrides, and, if we hav 
time and favourable weather, mean to sail as far as I<;<' 
land, only three huntlred miles from the norllu 
trernity of Caledonia, to pe('p at, Jlecln. This last intei 
ticn you will keep a secret, as rny nico mamma woul< 
imagine I was on a Voyage of Discovon/^ and raise th 
accustomed mate.rmd war-whoop. 

,“Last week I swam in tlic Thames from I,anjbct 
throtigh the two bridges, Westminster and BlacKfriars, 
distance, including the dilferCiit turns and lacks mad' 
on the. way, of throe miles 1 You see 1 am in excc-llei, 
training in case of a squall at sea. 1 mean to « <>lle,ct al 
the Krso traditions, poems, Stc, &,e., and translate, < 
expand the subject to fill a volume, which may a]>pca 
next Sfiring under th(? denomination of ' T/ic ///g/t/a . 
Harp' or somo title eijuully pirtvrosque. Df Bosvvort 
Field, one boolt is fmislicd, anotluM' just begun. It w 
be a work of tlirco or four years, and most probabl 
never cnn^ludfi. What would you say to some stanza 
on Mount. Hecla? they would be written at least wit 
fira. How is the immortal Bran ? and the Phauiix c 
canine quadrupeds, Boatswain? 1 have lately pu 
t:hased a thorough-bred bull-dog, worthy to bo. the. ei 
adjutor of the afjresaid eele.stials — his name is Smut ! — 
* bear it, ye breezes, on your balmy wings.’ 

“ Write to me Ixifore I .set off, I conjure you by tl 
fifth rib of your grandfather, liidge goes on well wit 
the books — I thought that worlliy had not done much 
the country. In town they have l»<‘cn V(!ry sLu-ccssful 
Carpenter (M.gore’s publisher) told me a few days ag 
they sold all theirs immediately, and had several inquiri' 
made since, which, from the books being gon<*, tin 
f, could not supply. The Duke of Y 'rk, tlie M archiotie 
of FL’adfiirt, the Dutchess of^'HjJoidoii, &c. & c. wer 
ai^ong the purchaser.^, and Crosby says the circulatioi 
<tvill be still more extensive in the winter; the sumim 
season being very had tor a sale, as most people are ab- 
sent from London. Howcv<*r, they have gone olf ex- 
tremely well altogether. I .shall pass very near you or 
my journey through Newark, but cannot approach. 
Don’t tell ihi.s to Mrs. B,, who supposes I travel a dif- 
ferent road. If you have a letter, ord(;r it to be left at 
Ridge’s shop, where I shall call, or the post-office, New- 
ell, about 6 or 8 in the evening. If your brother would 
ride over, I should be devilish glad to see him — he can 

' • 


return the same night, or sup with us, and go homo tha 
next morning — the Kingston Arms is my iim. 

“Adieu, yours ever, 
**ByR01!I.’* 


LETTER XXI. 

TO MISS I’lQXlT, 

“Trinity College, Cambridge, Oct. 26tli, 1807. 
“my dear *+■**, 

“Fatigued with sitting up till four in the morning for 
the last two days at hazard, I take up my pen to inquire 
how your highness and the rest of my female acquaint- 
ance at the seat of arcbiepiscopal grandeur go on. I 
know I deserve a scolding for my negligence in not wri- 
ting more freipiently; but racing up and down tlie 
coimiry tor these last three months, how was it possible 
to fulfil the dutii's of a correspondent ? Fixed at last for 
six weeks, I write, as thin as ever, (not having gained an 
>mice since my reduction,) and rather in better humour ; 
— but, after all, Southwell was a detestable residence. 
I'hank St. J^orninica, T have done with it : I have been 
twice within eight miles of it, but could not prevail on 
myself to /iuj^ocate in its heavy atmosphere. This place 
is xvrcUthetl enough — a villanous chaos of din and drunk- * 
e.nness, notliiiig but hazard and Burgundy, hunting, 
mathematics and N<!vvmarket, riot and racing. Yet it 
a paradise compared with the eternal dulness of 
Southwell. Oh ! the misery of doing notliing but mako 
love, cwfwwe.x, and verses. 

“Next January (but this is entre. nous onJr/j and pray 
let it be so, or rny maternal persecutor will be throwing 
her tomahawk at any of my curious projects) I am 
going to sea, for four or five months, with my cousin, 
Cajit. Hettesworth, who conunands the Tartar, the finest 
frigate in the navy. I have seen most scenes, and wish 
to look at a naval life. We are going probably to the 
Mediterranean, or to tlie West Indies, or— to the d — — I; 
and if there is a possibility of taking me to the latter, 
Bettesworlh will do if; for ho has received four-and*^ 
twenty wounds in ditferemt places, anti at this moment 
possesses a letter from the late Lord Nelson, stating 
B(5t.te.s worth as the only officer in tlie navy who had 
more wounds than himsidf,'^ 

“Ihuvo got a new friend, the finest in the world, a 
tame bear. When T brought him htsn;, they oslted me 
what I meant to do with him, and my reply was, ‘ he 
should sit for a fdlmvship.' Sherard will explain th© 
meaning of iho sentence, if it is amlnguous. This an- 
swer delighted them not. AVc have several parties 
here, and this evening a largo assortment of jockeys, 
gamblers, boxers, authors, parsons, and poets, sup with 
me, — a precious mixture, but they go on well together : 
and for mn, I am a spice of every thing except a jockey j 
by-tbe-by, I was dismounted again the other day. 

“ Thank your brrither in my name for his treatiae. I 
have written 214 pages of a novel, — one poem of 380 
hnes,j’ to he published (without my name) in a few 
weeks, with notes, — 560 lines of Bosworth Field, and 260 
lines of another poem in rliynic, besidc.s half a dozen 
smaller pieces. 'The poem to be published is a Satire. 
dprfjpoSf I have been praised to Iho skies in the Critical 
Review', and abused greatly in another publication. So 
nuch the better, they tell me, fc*r the sale of the book ; it 
e(*ps up controversy, and prevents it being forgotten. 
Besides, the first men of all ages have had their share, 
lor do the humblest escape so I bear it like a pliilo- 
.»pher. It is odd two opposite critiques came out on 
1 C same day, and^out of five pages of abuse my censor 
(ily quotes two lines from different poems, in support of 

* Fri) to tli« English BsnU and Scoteh Rertewsrs. 

t £D,(U«h Uards and Scotch HcTiewsrs. 
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his opinion^ Now tho proper way to cut up is to quote 
long passages, and make ^em appear absurd, because 
simple allegation is no proof. On tlie other hand, there 
are seven pages of praise, and more than rny mode^y 
will allow said on the subject. Adieu. 

“P. S, Write, write, write ! ! !” 


LETTER XXn. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

"Dorant’s Hotel, Alhemarle-street, Jan. 20tli, 1808. 
“sir, 

“Your letter was not received till this morning, I pre- 
sume from being addressed to me in Notts, where I have 
not resided since last June, and as the date is tlie 6th, 
you will excuse the delay of niy answer. 

“ If the little volume* you mention has given pleasure 
to the author of PercivcU and Aubrey ^ I am sufficiently 
repaid by his praise. Though our periodical censors 
have been uncommonly lenient, I confess a tribute frotr 
a man of acknowledged genius is still more flattering. 
But I am afraid I should forfeit all claim to candour, 
if I did not decline such praise as I do not deserve ; 
and this is, I am sorry to say, the case in the present in- 
stance. 

“My compositions spcalc for themselves, and must 
stand or fall by thtiir own worth or demerit : thwi far I 
feel highly gratified by your favourable opinion. But 
my pretensions to virtuo are unluckily so few, tliat though 
I should be happy to merit, I cannot accept, your ap- 
plause in that respect. One passage in your letter 
struck mo forcibly ; you mention the two Lords Lyttle- 
ton in a manner they respectively deserve, and will he 
surprised to hear the person who is now addressing you 
has been frequently compared to tlie latter. I know I 
am injuring myself in your esteem by this avow^al, but 
tlie circumstance was so remarkable from your observa- 
tion, that I cannot help relating the fact. The events of 
my short life liave been of so singular a nature, tliat, 
tliough the pride commonly called honour lias, and I trust 
ever w'ill, prevent me from disgracing my name by a 
mean or cowardly action, I have been alreatly held up as 
the votary of licentiousness, and the disciple of infidelity. 
How far justice may have dictated tliis accusation I 
cannot pretend to say, but, like the gentleman to whom 
my religious friends, in the w'armth of their charity, have 
already devoted mo, I am made worse than 1 reuily am. 
However, to quit myself, (the worst theme 1 could pitch 
upon,) and return to my Poems, 1 camiot sufficiently ex- 
press my thanks, and 1 hope I shall some day have an 
opportunity of rendering them in person. A second edi- 
tion is now in the press, with some additions and consi- 
derable omissions ; you will allow me to present you 
with a copy. I'lic Critical, Monthly, and Anti- Jacobin 
Reviews have been very indulgent; but tho Eclectic 
has pronounced a furious Philippic, not against the l)ook 
but the author^ where you will find all I have mentioned 
asserted by a reverend divine who wrote the critique. 

“ Y our name and connexion with our family have been 
long hnown to me, and 1 hope your person will be not 
letNt 00 ; you will find me an excellent compound of a 
* Brainless’ and a * Stanhope .’f I am afraid you will 
horefiy be able to read tliis, for my hand is almost as bad 
as my character, but you will find me, as legibly as 
possible, . 

“ Yoii|^^^(riiP|iii obedient servant, 

“ Bvron.’ 

t i)ov»l called Pereical. 


LETTER XXIIL 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Dorant’e, January 21st, 1808. 

“SIR, 

“Whenever leisure and inclination permit me 'die 
pleasure of a visit, I shall feel truly gratified in a per- 
sonal acquaintance with one whose mind has been long 
loiown to me in his writings. 

“ You are so far correct in your conjecture, that J am 
a member of the University of Cambridge, where I shall 
take my degree of A . M. this term ; but were reasoning, 
eloquence, or virtue the objects of my search, Granta is 
not their metrojiolis, nor is the place of her situation ar . 
‘El Dorado,’ far less a Utopia. Tho intellects of her 
cliildron are as stagnant as her Cam,* and their pursuits 
limited to the church — not of Christ, but of tho nearest 
benefice. 

“As to my reading, I believe I may aver, without hy- 
perbole, it has been tolerably extensive in the historical ; 
so that few nations exist, or have existed, with whose 
records I am not in some degree acquainted, from He- 
rodotus down to Gibbon. Of the classics, I know about 
as much as most school lioys after a discipline of thirteen 
years ; of the law of the land as much as enables me to 
keep ‘within tlie statute’ — to use the poacher’s vocabu- 
lary. 1 did study the ‘ Spirit of Laws’ and the Law of 
Nations; but wdien I saw the latter violated every 
month, I gave uj) my attempts at so useless an accom- 
plishment ; — of geograpliy, T have seen more land on 
maps than X should wisii to traverse on foot ; — of matlic- 
matics, enough to giv(' me tlie headache without clearing 
the part aflected ; — of pliilostiphy, astronomy, and meta- 
physics, more than I can comprehend ; and of comrnou 
sense so little, that T mean to Ituave a Byronian prize at 
each of our ‘ A 1mm M at res’ for tlie first discovery,— 
hough I rather fear that of the Longitude will pre- 
cede it. 

“I once tlioughi myself a philosopher, and talked non- 
sense with great decorum ; I dclied pain, and preached 
up oqnaiumiiy. For some time tliis did very well, for 
no one was in pain for me but my friends, and none lost 
their patience but my luvarers. At last, a fall from niy 
horse convinced me bodily suflering was an evil; and 
tlie worst of an argument overset my maxims and my 
temjicr at the same moment, so I quitted Zeno for Aris- 
tippus, and concx'i ve that pleasure constitutes the to KaXov. 
In morality, I prefer Confucius to the 'I’eii Conimand- 
ments, and Socrates to St. Paul, though the latter two 
grec in their opinion of marriage. In religion, I favoiur 
the Catholic emancipation, but do not acknowledge Jio 
Pope ; and I have refused to taJio tlie Sacrament, be- 
cause I do not ihinli eating broad or drinking wine from 
tlie hand of an earthly vicar will make me an inheritor 
of heaven. I hold virtue in general, or the virtues se- 
verally, to be only in the disposition, each 'dfcelingy not a 
principle. I believe truth the prime iJittrihute of the 
Deity ; and death an eternal sleep, at least of the bovly. 
You have here a brief compendium of tho sentiments of 
tlie wncfecf/ George Lor^t Byron; and, till I get a new' 
suit, you will perceive I am badly clothed. I remain. 

“ Yours very truly, 

* Bvron.” 

LETTER XXIV. 

TO MR. HERRY DRURY.f 

“Dorant’s Hotel, Jan. 13th, 1808. 
“my dear sir, 

“ Though tlio stupidity of my servants, or the porter 
the house, in not showing you up stairs, (where 1 should 

* See K. B. nntl S. B. p, 4*29, • < 

t Run of Donor Drury, I.oid Byron ’« former Master nt Harrow 
.Sclioul. • ** 
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have joined you directly,) prevented me Ujc pleasure 
• seeing you yesterday, I hoped to meet you at some pu 
lie place in tlie evening. However, my stars docre< 
otherwise, as they generally do, when I have any favo: 
to request of them. I think you would have been su 
prised at my figure, for, since our last meeting, I am n 
duced four stone in weight. I then weighed fourte 
stone seven poimd, and now only ten stone and a half. 
have disposed of my superfluities by means of hard cxc 
aise and abstinence. ♦ ♦ * 

“Should your Harrow engagements allow you 
visit town between this and February, I shall be mo 
happy to see you in Albomarhvstreet. If I am not s 
fortunate, I shall endeavour to join you for an aflernoe 
at Harrow, though, I fear, your cellar will by no meai 
contribute to my cure. As for my worthy precepto 
Dr. B., our encounter would by no means prevent tl 
mutual eudearmenis he and I were wont to lavish on eat 
• other. W e have only spoken once since my departu 
from Harrow in 1805, and then he politely told Tatersj 
I was not a proper associate for his pupils. This w; 
long before my strictures in verse : but, in plain pros 
had I been some years older, T should have held n 
tongue on his perfections. But being laid on my bac 
when that schoolboy thing was written-— or rather di< 
taled — expecting to rise no more, my physician havir 
taken his sixteenth fee, and I his prescrqition, I cou 
not quit this cartii without leaving a memento of ii 
constant attachment to Butler in gratitude for his man 
fold good offices. 

“ I meant to have been dowm in July ; but thinking n 
appearance, immediately after the publication, would 1 
construed into an insult, I directed my steps elscwher 
Resides, I he.ard lliat some of the boys had got hold 
my Libellus, contrary to my wishes certainly, for I nov« 
transmitted a single copy till October, when I gave or 
to a boy, since gone, after repeated importunities. Yo 
will, 1 trust, pardon this egotism. As you had touche 
on the subj«:ct, I thought some explanation iiecessar) 
Defence T shall not att<unpt, ‘Hie mums aheneus e.st 
nil conscire sibi’ — and ‘so on’ (as Lord Baltimore .sai 
on his trial for a rape)—! have been so long at Trinii^ 
as to forget fiio conclusion of the line ; but, though 1 can 
not finish rny quotation, I will niy l»^ttcr, and eulroat yo 
to believe me, gratefully and affectionately, &c. 

“ P. 8. 1 will not lay a tax on your time by roquirin, 
an answer, lest you say, as Butler said to Tatcrsal 
(when 1 had written his reverence an impudent ejusth. 
on the expression before rneiilioned,) viz. ‘ tliat f wanted 
to draw him into a correspondence.’ ” 


LETTER XXV. 

TO MR. HARNESS. 

“ Dorant’s Hotel, Albemarle-strcet, Feb. 11, 1808. 
“mv dkar harness, 

“As I had no opportunity of returning my verbal 
thanks, I trust you will acco[lf my written acknowledg- 
tHents for the compliment you were pleased to pay some 
•production of my unlucky muse last November — I am 
induced to do this not less from the. pleasure 1 feel in the 
praise of an old schoolfellow, than from justice to you, 
for I had heard the story with some slight variations. 
Indeed, when we met this morning, Wingfieftl had not 
undeceived me, but he will tell you that I displayed no 
resentment in mentioning what I ha<l h<;ard, though I 
was not sorry to discover the truth. Perhaps you 
^lardly recollect some years ago a short, though, for the 
time, a warm friendship between us ? Why it was not 
of longer duration, I know not. I have still a gift of 
yours in ffiy possession, that must always prevent me 
fito forgetting it, I ako remember being favoured with 
2 


the perusal of many of your compositions and several 
other circumstances very pleasant in their day, which I 
will not force upon your memory, but entreat you to bo- 
lieve me, with much regret at their short continuance, 
and a hope they are not irrevocable, yours very sin- 
cerely, &c. “ ByRON.” 


LETTER XXVI. 

TO MR. HARNESS. — [FRAGMENT.] 

“March 1808. 

“We both seem perfectly to recollect, with a mixture 
of pleasure and regret, the hours we once passed to- 
gctlier, and 1 assure you most sincerely they are num- 
bered among the happiest of my brief chroni(‘le of enjoy- 
ment. I am now gettini* into yearn^ that is to say, 1 was 
twenty a month ago, and another year will send me into 
the world to run my ctareer of folly with the rest. I was 
then just fourteen, — ^yoii were almost the first of my 
Harrow friends, certainly the^Vs^ in my esteem, if not in 
date ; but an abs(‘n(;e from Harrow for some time, shortly 
after, and new connexions on your side, and the diifcrenco 
in our conduct (an advantage decidedly in your favour) 
from that turbulent and riotous disposition of mine, w'hiclb 
impelled me into every specie.s of rnischiefj — all these 
circumstances combined to destroy an intimacy, w'hich 
Affection urged me to continue, and Memory compels 
me to regret. But there is not a circumstance attending 
tliat period, hardly a sentence we exchanged, which is 
not impressed on my mind at this moment. I need not 
?ay more, — this assurance alone must convince you, had 
I considered them as trivial, they would have been leas 
indelible. How well I recollec^t the perusal of your 
‘ first flights !’ There is another circumstance you do 
not know ; — the flrsl lines I ever attempted at Harrow 
wore addressed to ymi. You were to have seen them; 
but Sinclair had the copy in his possession when we 
went homo ; — and, on our return, we were strangers. 
They were destroyed, and certainly no great loss ; but 
you will perceive from this circumstance rny opinions at 
an age when we cannot be hypocrites. 

“ I have dwelt longer on this theme than I intended, 
and I shall now conclude with w'hat I ought to have bc- 
jun. We w’ere once friends, — nay, we have alw'ays 
been so, for our separation was thfi eflbct of cJiancc, not 
)f dissension. I do not know liow far our destinations 
n life may throw us together, hut if opportunity and in- 
Jination allow you to wa.sfe a thought on such a bare- 
•rained layng as myselfj you will find me at least sincere, 
jid not so bigoted to my faults as to involve others in the 
ronsequcnces. Will you sometimes write to me ? I do 
•t ask it often, and, if we meet, lot us be what we should 
and what we were” 


LETTER XXVII. 

TO MR. BECHER. 

“Dorant’s Hotel, Feb. 26, 1808 
“my dear beciikh, 

« ♦ * •jj ♦ Now for Apollo. I am 

lappy that yon still retain your predilection, and that tlic 
ublic allow me some share of praise. I am of so much 
porlance that a most violent attack is preparing for me 
. the next number of the Edinburgh Review. This 1 
ad from the authority of a friend who has seen the proof 
rid manuscript of the critique. You Imow the system 
"the Edinburgh gentlemen is universal attack. They 
•raise none , arurneither tlie public nor the author ex- 
Bcts praise f rom them. It is, however, sometliing to bo 
sliced, as they profess to pass judgment only on worici 
equiring tlie public attention. You will see this, when 
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It oomef out it it^ I understand, of the most unmercifi 
description ; but I am aware of it, and hope you will no 
he hurt by its severity. 

“ Tell Mrs. Byron not to be out of humour witli them, 
and to prepare her mind for the greatest hostility or 
their part. It will do no injury whatever, and I trust he: 
mind will not be ruffled. They defeat their object bj 
indiscriminate abuse, and they never praise, except tlie 
partisans of Lord Holland and Co. It is nothing to be 
abused when Southey, Moore, Lauderdale, Strangford, 
and Payne Knight share the same fate. 

*‘I am sorry — but * Childish Recollections’ must be 
suppressed during this edition. I have altered, at your 
suggestion, the obnoximu allusions in the sixth stanza of 
my last ode. 

“ And now, my dear Becher, I must return my best 
acknowledgments for the interest you have taken in me 
and my poetical bantlings, and 1 shall ever bo proud to 
show how much I esteem tho advice and the adviser. 
Believe me most truly, &c.” 


LETTER XXIX. 

TO MU. JACKSON.* 

“N. A. Notts, Sept. 18, 1808. 

«OEA» JACK, 

“I wish you would inform me what has been done 
Jekyll, at No. 40, Sloano-squarc, concerning the pony I 
returned as unsound. 

I have also to request you will call on Louch at 
Brompton, and inquire what tlie devil he meant by 
sending such an insolent letter to me at Brighton ; and 
at the same time tell him I by no means can comply 
with the charge he has made for things pretended to be 
damaged. 

“ Ambrose behaved most scandalously about the pony. 
Vou may tell Jekyll if he does not refund the money, I 
ihall put the affair into my lawyer’s hands. Five-and- 

wenty guineas is a sound price for a pony, and by 

if it cost me five hundred pounds, 1 will make an exam- 
ple of Mr. Jekyll, and that immediately, unless the cash 
Ls returned. ** Believe me, dear Jack, &c.” 


LETTER XXVIII. 

TO MR. BECHER. 

“ Dorant’s, March 28, 1808. 

“I have lately received a copy of tlie new edition 
from Ridge, and it is high time for mo to return my best 
thanks to you for the trouble you have taken in the su- 
perintendence. This 1 do most sincerely, and only re- 
gret that Ridge has not seconded you as I could wish, — 
at least, in the bindings, paper, &c, of the copy he sent 
to me. Perhaps those for the public may bo more re- 
spectable in such articles. 

“You have seen the Edinburgh Review, of course, 
1 regret that Mrs. Byron is so much annoyed. For my 
own part, these * paper bullets of tho brain’ have only 
taught me to stand fire; and, as 1 have been lucky 
enough upon the whole, my repose and appetite are not 
discomposed. Pratt, the gleaner, author, poet, &c. &c., 
addressed a long rhyming epistle to me on the subject, 
by way of consolation ; but it was not well done, so I do 
not send it, though the name of the man might make it 
go down. Tho E. R*. have not performed their task [ 
well ;-~at least the literati tell me this, and I think I 
could write a more sarcastic critique on myself than any 
yet published. For instance, instead of the remark, — 
tU-natured enough, but not keen, — about Mac Pherson, 
I (quoad reviewers) could have said, ‘ Alas, this imita- 
tion only proves the assertion of Doctor Johnson, tliat 
many men, women, and children could write such poetry 
as Ossiaii’s.’ 

“ I am thin and in exercise. During the spring or 
vamraer I trust we shall meet. 1 hear Lord Rutiiyn 
leaves Newstcad in April. * * ♦ As soon as lie 
quits it for ever, I wish much you would take a ride over, 
survey the mansion, and give me your candid oytinion on 
he most advisable mode of proceeding with regard to 
the house. Evtre nous, I am cursedly dipped; my 
debts, every thing inclusive, will be nine or ten thousand 
(»eibre 1 am twenty-one. But I have reason to think 
my property will turn out better tlian general expecta- 
tion may conceive. Of Newsteod 1 have little hope or 
care ; but Hanson, my agent, intimated my Lancashire 
property was worth three Newsteads. I believe we 
have it hollow; though the defendants are protractmg 
the surrender, if possible, till after my majority, for tho 
purpose of forming some arrangement with me, thinking 
I shall probably prefer a sum in hand to a reversion. 
Newstead I may seU perhaps I will not,— tliough of| 
that more anon. I come down in May or June. 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ “ Yours most truly, &c.” 


' LETTER XXX. 

TO MR. JACKSON. 

“N. A. Notts, Oct. 4, 1808 
“You will make as good a bargain as possible with this 
Master Jekyll, if ho is i»ot a gentleman. If he is a 
^erttlemany inform me, for I shall take very different 
tops. If he is not, you must get what you can of the 
money, fori have too much business on hand at present 
o commence an action. Besides, Ambrose is the man 
'ho ought to refund, — hut I have done with him. You 
:an settle w ith L. out of the balance, and dispose of tlio 
(idets, &c. as you best can. 

“ I should bo very glad to .see you here ; but the house 
s filled with workmen and undergoing a thorough re- 
■air. I hope, liowevor, to he more fortunate before 
many months have elapsed. 

“If you see Bold Webster, remember me to him, anc 
:ll him I have to regret )Sy(lney, who has perished, I 
3ar, in my rabbit warren, for wc have seen nothing oi 
im for the last fortnight. 

“ Adieu. — Believe me, &c.” 


LETTER XXXI. 

TO Mil. JACKSON. 

“N. A. Notts, Doc. 12,1808. 

’‘my dear JACK, 

“You will get the greyhound from the owner at an} 
trice, and as many more of the same breed (male or fc 
male) as you can collect. 

“Tell D’Egvillc his dress shall bo reAirned — I an 
•bilged to him for the f)attern. I am sorry you shouk 
ave so much trouble, but I was not aware of the diffi 
ulty of procuring the animals in question. I shall hav 
nished part of my mansion in a few w'eolss, and, if yoi 
;an pay me a visit at Christmas, I shall be very glad t 
ee you. “ Believe me, Ilc.” 


LETTER XXXII. 

TO MR. BECHER. 

“Newstead Abbey, Notts, Sept. 14th, 1808. 
“my dear BECHER, 

‘ I am much obliged to you for your inquiries, and sh? 
•rofit by them accordingly. I am going to get up a pla 

* Tb« FugUut. See uol« to Don J uan, Cnato XT . 
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r ne ; the hall will constitute a most admirable tlieatre. 

have settled the dram, pers. and can do without ladiei 
^ I have some young friends who will make tolcrabi 
substitutes for females, and we only want three mal 
characters, beside Mr. Hoblionsc and myself for th 
^lay we have fixed on, which wdll be the Revenge 
Pray direct Nicholson the carpenter to cornc over to m' 
immediately, and inform mo what day you will dine anc 
pass the night here, *• Believe me, &c.” 


LETTER XXXIII. 

TO THE HOirOUKABLE* MRS. BVRON. 

“Newstead Abbey, Notts, Oct. 7th, 1808. 
“dear MADAM, 

I have no beds for the H * * s, or any body else ai 
► {fkresent. The H * * s sleep at Mansfield. I do n 
know that I resemble Jean Jacques Roussean.'J I hav< 
no ambition to be like so illustrious a madman — ^but thi 
I know, that I shall live in my own manner, and as mud 
alone as possible. When my rooms are ready I sha 
be glad to see you ; at present it would be improper, anc 
uncomfortable to botli parties. You can hardly objcc! 
to iny rendering my mansion habitable, notwithstanding 
my departure for Persia in Marcli, (or May at farthest,] 
since you will be teiuaU till my return ; and in case o' 
any accident, (for I have already arranged rny wdll to bt 
drawn up the moment I am twenty-one,) I have takei] 
care you shall have the house and manor for Zi/e, besides 
a sufficient income. So you see my improvements are 
not entirely selfish. As I have a friend here, wo will gc; 
to the Infirmary Ball on the 12th ; we will drink tea witli 
Mrs. Byron at eight o’clock, and expect to see you at 
the ball. If that lady will allow us a couple of rooms to 
dress in, we shall be highly obliged if W’o are at the 
ball by ten or eleven it will be time enougli, and we shall 
return to Newstead about three or four. 

“ Adieu. Believe me, 

“ Yours very truly, 
“ByROR.” 


LETTER XXXIV. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

“Newstead Abbey, Nov. 2d, 1808, 

“DEAR MOTHER, 

“If you please, we will forgot tlie things you mention. 
I have no desire to remember them. When my rooms 
are finished, I shall be happy to see you ; as I tell but 
the truth, you will not suspect me of evasion. 1 am fur- 
nishing the house more for you than myself, and 1 shall 
establish you in it before I sail for India, whieJi 1 cixpect 
to do in Ma^ch, if notliirig particularly obstructive occurs. 
I am now fitting up tlie green drawing-room ; the red for 
a bed-foom, and the rooms over as sleeping-rooms. 
They will be soon completed ; — at least, I hope so. 

“I wish you would inquire oi Major Watson (who is 
an old Indian) what things will be necessary to f»rovidc 
for my voyage. I have ^ready procured a friend to 
write to the Arabic professor at Cambridge for some in- 
formation I am anxious to procure. 1 can easily get 
letters from government to tiie ambassadors, consuls, &c. 
and also to the governors at Calcutta and*Madras. I 
shall place my property and my will in the hands ofj 
trustees till my return, and I moan to appoint you one. 
From Hanson 1 have heard nothing — ^when I do, you 
shall have the particulars. 

* tlwKyi by Lord Byron, but without any right to I 

t Memoramlum. taec SSI. 


“ After all, you must own my project is not a bad oim* 
If I do not travel now, I never shall, and all men idiould 
one day or other. I have at present no connexions tO 
keep me at home ; no wife, or unprovided sisters, bro- 
thers, &c. I shall take care of you, and when I return I 
may possibly become a politician. A few years’ know- 
ledge of other countries than our own will not incapaci- 
tate me for that part. If we see no nation but our own 
we do not give mankind a fair chance — it is from experi- 
ence, not books, we ought to judge of them. There is 
nothing like inspection, and trusting to our own senses. 

“ Yours very truly, 
“Byroe.* 


LETTER XXXV. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“ A few weeks ago I wrote to * * ♦, to request he 
would receive the. son of a citizen of London, well known 
to me, as a ])upil ; the family having been particularly 
f>olite during the short time 1 was with tliem induced me 
to this application. Now, mark w’hat follows,— as some- 
body sublimely saith. On this day arrives an epistle, 
dgned + containing not the smallest reference to 
uition, or mtuition, hut a petition for Robert Gregson,Gf 
mgilistic notoriety, now in bondage for certain paitiy 
lounds stiTiing, and lialtle to talie up his everlasting 
alxMlc; in Banco Regis. Had tlie letter been from any 
of my lay acquaintanec, or, in short, from any person but 
the gentleman whoso signature it bears, 1 should have 
marvelled not. If * ♦ * is serious, I congratulate pugi- 
ism on the acquisition of such a patron, and shall be 
nost happy to advance any sum necessary for the libe- 
•atioM of tlie captive Grogson. But I certainly hope to 
>e certified from you, or some respectable housekeeper, 
•f tlie fact, before 1 wTite to * * * on the subject. 
Wlien I say the/ac/, I moan of the letter being written 
ly * * *, not liaving any doubt as to the authenticity of 
he statement. The letter is now before me, and I keep 
t for your perusal.” 

LETTER XXXVI. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, ESq. 

“ Reddish’s Hotel, Jan. 25, 1800, 
“my dear sir, 

“ My only reason for not adopting your lines* is be- 
;aiise tlicy are your lines. You will recollect what 
ady Wortley Montague said to Pope: ‘No touching, 

•r the good will bo given to you, and the bad attributed 
> me.’ I am determined it shall be all my own, except 
inch alterations as may be absolutely requisite ; but I 
fini much obliged by the trouble you have taken and 
our good o[)inion. 

“ I'he conflict on Lord C, may be scratched out, and 
ic following inserted : 

Hoicominon ! ShelEeld t with your apirita fled, &e. 

“ This will answer the purpose of concealment. Now, 

•r some coufilets on Mr. Crabbe, which you may place 
iler ‘Gifford, Sotheby, M‘Neil;’ 

" Tiiere be wlio aey iu ibeao culighiened daya, Ac. 

“ J am sorry to differ witli you with regard to the title, 
tut I mean to retain it with this addition : ‘ The English 
?ards and Scotch Reviewers;* and, if we call it a 
faiire, it will obviate the objection, as the bards also 
•ere Welsh. ♦ ' ' 

“Yours veiy sincerely, 

“ Byron.** 


* Mr. Dallaa had written aome Itnea, and requeated Lord Byron to iB> 
aert them hi the Satire, the “ Englialt Banla and Seoteb Raviewerf ‘ 
hen hi preta.— The lettera foUowing to Mr. Pallaa, relate to that worl 
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LETTER XXXVII. 

TO R. C. DA.LLAS, Esa. 

«Fcb. 7th, 1809. 

“my dear sir, 

Suppose we liave this couplet — ♦ 

‘ Though Rweet the sound disdain a borrow’d toiiCt 
Reaipk Aebaia’s and strike your own ; 


suppression of Vice. The lines will come well in afler 
the couplets concerning Naldi and Catalani. 

“Yours truly, 

“ Bvrow.’* 

“Feb. 22d, 1809.” 


LETTER XXXVIII. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 


Though soft the echo scorn a borrow’d tone, 

Resign Achala’s lyre, and strike yuur own. 

“ So much for your admonitions ; but my note of notes, f 
my solitary pun must not he given u}i — ^no, ratlicr 

** ‘ Let mightiest of nil the beusts of cliace, 

That roam in woody Caledon’ 

come against me : my annotation must stand. 

“We shall never sell a thousand,* then wliy print s< 
many ? Did you receive my yesterday’s note ? I am 
troubling you, but I am apjirehensivc some of the lines 
are omitted by your young amanuensis, to whom, how- 
ever, I am infinitely obliged. 

“Believe me, yours very truly, 
r “Byron.” 


NOTES TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Feb. 11, 1809. 

• I wish you to call if possible, as I have some altera- 
tions to suggest as to the? part about Brougham. “ B.” 

“ Excuse the trouble, but 1 have added two lines whicl 
are necessary to complete the poetical character of 
Lord Carlisle. 

in hin age 

Hi* scenes alone had damn’d oiir aitiking singe ; 

Bat managers for once cried, ‘ hold, enough !’ 

Nor drugg’d tlieir audience with the tragic slufT. 

“Yours, &c. “B.” 

“Feb. 12lli, 1809.” 

“ I wish you much to call on me, about one, not later, 
if convenient, as I have some thirty or forty lines for 
addition. 

“Believe me, &c. “B.” 

“Feb. 15, 1809.” 


“8, St. James’s-streot, March 6th, 1809. 

' “ DEAR MOTHER, 

“ My Iasi letter was written under great depression of 
spirits from poor Falkland’s death,* who has left without 
a shilling four children and his wife. I have been en- 
deavouring to assist them, which, God knows, I cannot 
do as I could wish, from my own embarrassments, and 
I lie many claims upon me from other quarters. 

“What you say is all very true: come what may, 
\Neu)&teu(l and I utand or fall together. I have now 
1 lived on tlic spot, 1 have fixed rny heart upon it, and no 
]jrossure, present or future, shall induce me tx> barter the 
last vestige of our inheritance. 1 have that pride within 
mo which will enable me to support difificulties. I can 
endure privations ; but could I obtain in exchange for 
Newstead Abbey the first fortune in the country, I 
would reject the proposition. Set your mind at case on 
that score ; Mr. Hanson talks like a man of business on 
the subject, 1 feel lil;e a man of honour, and 1 will not 
sell Newstead. 

“ I shall get my seat on the return of the affidavits 
fromCarhais, in Cornwall, and will do something in the 
House soon: 1 must dash, or it is all over. My Satire 
must be lv<*pt secret for a month , after that yon may say 
what you please on the subject. Lord Carlisle has used 
me infamously, and refused to state any particulars of 
my family to the Chancellor. I have lashed him in niy 
rhymes, and perhaps bis Lordship may regret not being 
more conciliatory. They tell me it will have a sale ; I 
hope so, for the bookseller has behaved well, as far as 
publishing well goes. 

“ Believe me, yours truly. 

“P. S. You shall have a mortgage on one of the 
farms.” 


LETTER XXXIX. 

TO MR. HARNESS. 


“Ecce iterum Crispinus! — I send you some lines to 
be placed after ‘Gifford, Sotheby, M'Ncil.’ Pray call 
to-morrow any time before two, and believe me, &c. 

“B.” 

“P. S. Print soon, or T shall overflow with more 
rhyme. 

“Feb. 16th, 1809.” 

“ 1 enclose some lines to he inserted, the six first after, 
‘ Lords too are bards, &c.’ or rather immediately follow- 
ing the line : 

** • Oh I who would take their titles with their rhymes ?’ 

The four next will wind up the panegyric on Lord 
Carlisle, and come afler ‘tragic stuff.* 

“ Y ours, truly, “ B.” 

“Feb. 19th, 1809.” 

“ A cut at the opera — Ecce stgnura ! from last night’s 
observation, and inuendoes against the Society for the 

* Mr, Pallas ohjerted to the linee as oH^fnany written : 

“ TraiwUuion’s ecrviJe worgat length disown, 

And onit Arhaia’s muse to court your own.” 
f See CiiglUh Bards, and note, ]>. 4S5. 


“ 8, St. James’s-street, March 18th, 1809. 

“ There was no necessity for your excuses : if you 
have time arul inclination to write, ‘ for what we receive, 
the Lord make us thanlifuh’ — If I do not hear from you, 
1 console myself with the idea that you are much more 
agreeably employed. 

“ I send down to you by this post a c^tain Satire 
lately }»ublished, and in return for the three and sixpence 
expenditure upon it, only beg that if you should guess 
the author, you will keep his name secret ; at least, for 
the present. liondon is 'iiull of the Duke’s business. 
The Commons have been at it these last three nights i 
and are not yet come to a decision. I do not know if 
the affair will be brought before our House, unless in the 
shape of an impeachment. If it makes its appearance 
in a debatable form, I believe I shall be tempted to say 
something 6n the subject. — I am glad to hear you like 
Cambridge : firstly, because to know that you are happy 
is pleasant to one who wishes you all possible sublunary 
enjoyment ; and, secondly, I admire the morality of the 
sentiment. Alma Mater was to me injtista noverca : and 
the old Beldam only gave me my M. A. degree because 

* See Englieh Barde, aud uote, p. 426. 
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ijvilhe cauld not avoid it. — on know what a farce a nobl 
)i|'Cantab. must perform. 

“I am going abroad, if possible, in the spring, an 
f before I depart I am collecting the pictures of my mos 
intimate achoolfellows ; I have already a few, and slia* 
Xlf^nt yours, or my cabinet will be incomplete. 1 hav 
: employed one of the first miniature-painters of the da 
to take them, of course at my own expense, as I neve 
; allow my acquaintance to incur tlie least expenditure U 
, gcatify a whim of mine. To mention tliis may seem in- 
delicate; but when I tell you a friend of ours first re- 
1 fused to sit, under the idea that ho was to disburse o. 

the occasion, you will see that it is necessary to stat 
• these preliminaries to prevent the recurrence of am 
■ similar mistalie. I shall see you in time, and will carr> 
you to the limnn. It will be a tax on your patience fo 
- a week, but pray excuse it, as it is j)os.sible the reseiii 
bhirice may be the solo trace 1 sliall be able to preservi 
;.«of •bur past friendship and present acquaintance. Jus 
now' it seems foolish enough, hut in a few yt'ars, wher 
some of us are dead, and others are separated by inevi 
table circumhtancfts, it will be a kind of satisfaction tc 
retain in these images of the living the idea of oui 
former selves, and to contemplate in tlie resemblance o 
the dead, all that remains of judgment, feeling, and a hos’ 
of passions. But all this would he dull enough for you. 
and so good night, and to end my chapttjr, or rather my 
homily, believe me, dear II. yours most alfectionately. 

“P. *S. I do not know liow you and Alrna Mater 
agree. I w'as but an untoward child rnyselfj and 1 be- 
lieve the good lady and her brat were equally rejoiced 
when I was weaned ; and, if I obtained her bcnedictioi 
, at parting, it was, at best, c(|uivoca!.” 

LETTER XL. , 

TO R, C. DALLAS, ESa. 

'‘April 25th, 1809. 

“dear sir, 

“I am just arrived at Batt’s Hotel, Jermyn-street, St. 
JamesV, from Newstead, and shall be very glad to see 
you when convenient or agreeable, Hobhouse is on his 
way up to town, full of printing resolution, and proof 
against cnticism. 

“ Believe me, w'ith great sincerity, yours truly, 

“Byron.” 


LETTER XLT. 

TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

“ Twelve o’clock, P^iday night. 

, “my dear bankks, 

“I have just received your note ; believe me, 1 regret 
..most sincerely that I was not fortunate enough to see it 
before, as I nciod not repeat to you, that your conversa- 
%lion fi)r half an hour would have been much more agree- 
(^ble: to me tlian gambling or drinking, or any other 
.tfasluoriable mode of passing an evening abroad or at 
;lionie. I o*ealIy arn very sorry tliat I went out jirevious 
to the arrival of your despatcl»; n future, pray lot me 
from you bef(>re six, and whatever my engagements 
'#iay be, 1 will always postpone them. Believe me, 
jwith tliat deference whicli I have always from my child- 
hood paid to your talents^ and with somewhat a better 
..opinion of your heart than I have hitherto entertained, 

“ Yours evef, &c.” 

LETTER XLII. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

“Falmouth, June 22d, 1809. 

“dear mother, 

• I am about to sail in a few’ days ; probably before 
ihy^t caches you. Fletcher Vicgged so hard, that I have 


continned him in my service. If he does not behave 
well abroad, I will send him back in a transport, I have 
a German servant, (who has been with Mr. Wilbrahara 
in Persia hcforcs, and was strongly recommended to me 
by Dr. Butler of Harrow,* ) Robert, and William ; they 
constitute my whole suite. I have letters in plenty— 
you shall hear from me at the different ports I touch 
upon ; but you must not be alarmed if my letters mis- 
carry. The continent is in a fine state — an insurrec- 
tion has broken out at Paris, and the Austrians are 
beating Buonaparte — the Tyrolese have risen. 

“ There is a picture of me in oil, to be sent down to 
Newstead soon, — 1 wish the Miss Pigots had some- 
thing better to do than carry rny miniatures to Notting- 
ham to copy. Now they have done it, you may ask 
them to copy the others, which are greater favourites 
than my own. As to money matters, 1 am ruined — at 
least till Rochdale is sold ; and if that does not (urn out 
well, I shall enter into the Austrian or Russian service 
— perhaps the Turkisli, if I like their manners. The 
world is all before me, and 1 leave England without re- 
gret, and without a wish to revisit any thing it contains, 
except yourself] and your present residence. 

“ Believe me, yours ever sincerely. 
“P. S. Pray tell Mr. Rushton his son is well, and 
doing well ; so is Miirray, indeed better than I ever saw 
iiim ; he will be back in about a month. I ought to add 
:lie leaving Murray to my few regrets, as his age perhaps 
will prevent my seeing him again. Robert I lake with 
no ; I like liini, because, like inyselfj he seems a friend- 
ess animal.” 

LETTER XLIII. 

TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

“Falmoutli, June 25th, 1809. 

"MY DEAR DRURY, 

“Wc sail to-rnorrow in the Lisbon packet, having 
•eon detained till now by (ho lack of wind, and other i^e- 
ce.ssaries. These being at last procured, by this time to- 
morrow evening we shall be embarked on the aide 
orkl of aaters, ?;or all the vorld like Robinson Crusoe. 
The Malta vessel not sailing for some weeks, we have 
Ictcrrniiicd to go by way of Lisbon, and, as rny servants 
erm it, to see ‘ that there Portingale thence to Cadiz 
and Gibraltar, and so on our old route to Malta and 
Jon.stantinoplc, if so l)e that Captain Kidd, our gallant 
commander, undo rslan<Js plain sailing and Mercator, and 
:akes us on our voyage all according to the chart. 

“ Will you tell Dr. If utler that I have taken the trea- 
itire of a servant, Frieso, the native of Prussia Proper, 
nto niy service from liis recommendation. He has 
jeen all among the Worshippers of Fire in Persia, and 
las seen Persepolis and all that. 

“ Hobhouse has made woundy preparations for a book 
HI fiis return ; — 100 pens, two gallons of japan ink, and 
icvcral volumes of best blank, is no bad provision for a 
iscerning public. I have laid down my pen, but have 
)romised to contribute a chapter on the state of morals, 
&c. &c. 

“ * The cock ii crowing;, 

I must be going, 

And can no more .’ — Ghott of Gaffer Thumb. 

“ Adieu. Believe me, &c. &c.” 
LETTER XLIV. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“Falmouth, June 25th, 1809. 

“my DEAR HODGSON, 

“Before this reache.s you, Hobhouse, two officers’ 
ives, three children, two waiting-maids, ditto subalterns 

' The Page and Yeoman of the " Ciood Niglit,” in the flret CanU« of 
il(k> Hnriiht 
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for the troops, three Portuguese esquires and domestics, 
in all nineteen souls, will have sailed in the Lisbon 
packet, with the noble Captain Kidd, a gallant com- 
mander as ever smuggled an anchor of right Nantz. 

^We are going to Lisbon iirst, because the Malta 
packet has sailed, d’ ye see ? — from Lisbon to Gibraltar, 
Malta, Constantinople, and ^ ail that,' as Orator Henley 
said, when he put the Church, and ‘ all that,' in danger. 

“ This town of Falmouth, as you will partly conjecture, 
is no great ways from the sea. It is defended on the sea- 
side by tway castles, St. Maws and Pendennis, ex- 
tremely well calculated for annoying every body except 
an enemy. St. Maws is garrisoned by an able-bodied 
persem of fourscore, a widower. He has the whole com- 
mand and sole management of six most unmanageable 
pieces of ordnance, admirably adapted ibr the destruc- 
tion of Pendennis, a like tower of strength on tlie oppo- 
site side of the Channel. We have seen St. Maws, but 
Pradennis they will not let us behold, save at a distance, 
because Hobhouse and 1 arc suspected of having al- 
ready taken St. Maws by a coup do main. 

“ The town contains many quakers and salt fish — the 
oysters have a taste of copper, owing to the soil of a 
mining country — the women (blessed be the Corpora- 
tion therefor !) are flogged at the cart’s tail when they 
« pick and steal, as hapi>ened to one of the fair sex yester- 
day noon. She was pertinacious in her behaviour, and 
damned the mayor. * * 

“ Hodgson ! remember me to the Drury, and remem- 
ber me to — ^yourself, when drunk : — I am not worth a 
sober thought. Look to my Satire at Cawthorne’s, 
Cockspui^strect. ♦ * ♦ 

“ I don't know when I can write again, because it de- 
pends on that experienced navigator, Captain Kidd, and 
the ‘stormy winds that (don’t) blow,’ at this season. I 
leave England without regret — I shall return to it 
without pleasure. I an» like Adam, the first convict, 
sentenced to transportation, but I have no Eve, and have 
eaten no apple but what was sour as a crab ; — and Uius 
ends my first chapter. Adieu. Yours, &c.” 


LETTER XLV. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“Lisbon, July 16th, 1809. 

* Thus far have we pursued our route, and seen all 
sorts of marvellous sights, palaces, convents, &c. — 
which, being to be heard in my friend Hobhouse's fortli- 
coming Book of Travels, 1 shall not anticipate by smug- 
gling any account whatsoever to you in a private and 
dandestine manner. 1 must just observe that the village 
of Cintra* in Estremadura is tlic most beautiful, perhajis, 
in the world. * ♦ ♦ 

“ I am very hai)py here, because I loves oranges, and 
talk bad Latin to the monks, who understand it, as it is 
like tlieir own^ — and 1 goes into society, (with my pocket 
pistols,) and I swims in the Tagus all across at once, 
and I rides on an ass or a mule, and swears Portuguese, 
and have got a diarrheea and bites from the musquitocs. 
But what of that ? Comfort must not be expected by 
folks that go a pleasuring. * + ♦ 

“ When the Portuguese are pertinacious, I say, ‘ Car- 
racho!'— the great oath of tlie grandees, that very well 
supplies the place of ‘ Damme,' — and, wlion dissatisfied 
with my nei^bour, I pronounce him ‘ Ambra di merdo.' 
With these two phrases, and a third ‘Avra Bouro,' 
which signifieth ‘Get an ass,' I am universally under- 
stood to 1^ a person of dsgMi^d a master of languages. 
How merrily we lives tliiil|||^«tters l)e ! — if we had food 
and raiment. But, in any Uiing is better 

' fife* Chi1d« fiiiilidSi, Canto 1 . alanza ISth, Sic. 


than England, and 1 am infinitely amused with my pil- 
grimage as far as it has gone. 

“ To-morrow we start to ride post near 400 miles as' 
far as Gibraltar, whore we embark for Melita and By- * 
zantium. A letter to Malta will find me, or to be for- . 
warded, if I am absent. Pray embrace the Drury and 
Dwyer and all the Ephesians you encounter, I a& 
writing with Butler’s donative pencil, which makes m) 
bad hand worse. Excuse illegibility. ♦ * ♦ 

“ Hodgson ! send me the news, and the deaths, and 
defeats, and capital crimes, and the misfortunes of one’s 
friends ; and let us hear of literary matters, and the con- 
troversies and the criticisms. All this will be pleasant — 

‘ Suave marl magno,’ &c. Talking cd* that, 1 have been 
seasick, and sick of the sea. Adieu. 

“ Yours faithfully, fee.” 

I LETTER XL VI. 

TO MR. HODGSON, 

“Gibraltar, August 6, 1809. 

“I have just arrived at this jdace after a journey 
through Portugal, and a part of Spain, of nearly 600 
miles. We left Lisbon and travelled on horseback to 
Seville and Cadiz, and thence in the Hyperion frigate to 
Gibraltar. The horses are excellent— we rode seventy 
miles a day. Eggs and wine and hard beds arc all the 
accommodation we found, and, in such torrid weather, 
quite enough. My health is better than in England. 
♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ Seville is a fine town, and the Sierra Morena, part 
of which we crossed, a very sufficient mountain, — but 
damn description, it Is always disgusting. Cadiz, sweet 
Cadiz 1 — it is the first spot in the creation. ♦ ♦ 4= 

The beauty of its streets and mansions is only excelled 
by the loveliness of its inhabitants. For, with all na- 
tional prejudice, 1 must confess the women of Cadiz are 
as far superior to the English women in beauty as the 
Spaniards are inferior to the hmglish in every quality 
that dignifies the name of man. * ♦ * Just as I 

began to know the principal persons of the city, I was 
obliged to sail. 

“ You will not expect a long letter after my riding so 
far ‘on hollow pampered jades of Asia.' Talking of 
Asia puts me in mind of Africa, which is within five 
miles of my present residence, I am going over before 
, I go on to Constantinople. 

rt ♦ + + Cadiz is a complete Cythera. Many of 

the grandees who have left Madrid during the troubles 
reside there, and I believe it is the prettiest and cleanest 
town in Europe. London is filthy in the comparison. 

* * The Spanish women are all alike, their edu- 

cation the same. The wife of a duke is, in information, 
as llie wife of a peasant, — the wife of a peasant, in man- 
ner, equal to a dutchess. Certainly, Uiey are fascinat- 
ing ; but their minds have only one idea, and the business 
of their lives is intrigue. * ♦ ♦ « 

“1 have seen Sir John Carr at Seville and Cadiz, and 
like Swift’s barber, have been down on my knees to bog 
ho would not put me i^to black and white. Pray re- 
member me to ilie Drurys and the Davies, and all of 
that stamp who are yet extant. Send me a letter ai.d 
news to Malta. My next epistle shall be from Mount 
Caucasus or Mount Sion. I shall return to Spam be- 
fore 1 see England, for 1 am enamoured of the country. 
Adieu, aijd believe me, &c.’' 

LETTER XLVII. 

TO THE HON. MRS. BYRON. 

“Gibraltar, Aug. 11th, 1809. 

“dear mother, 

“I have been so much occupied since rqy departure 
from England, that till I could ^dress you at leng^ i 



forborne writing ahogelher. Aa I have now 
WaBed through Portugal, and a considerable part of 
-^ain, and have leisure at this place, I shall endeavour 
4o give you a short detail of my movements. We 
bailed from Falmouth on the 2d of July, reached Lisbon 
TittVer a very favourable passage of four days and a haifj 
and took up our abode in that city. It has often been 
described without being worthy of description ; for, ex- 
cept the view from the Tagus, which is beautiful, and 
some fine churches and convents, it contains little but 
filthy streets and more filthy inhabitants.* 

To make amends for this, the village of Cintra, about 
fifteen miles from tlie capital, is, perhaps in every re- 
spect, the most delightful in Europe ; it. contains beau- 
ties of every description, natural and artificial. Palaces 
and gardens rising in the midst of rocks, cataracts, and 
precipices ; convents on stupendous heights — a distant 
view of the sea and the Tagus ; anti, besides (though 
tliat is a secondary consider atitm) is remarkable as the 
scene of Sir H. D.*s Convention.! It unites in itself all 
the wildness of the western highlands, with the verdure 
of the South of France. Near this place, about ten 
miles to the right, is the palace of Mafra, the boast of! 
Portugal, as it might be of any country, in point of mag- 
nificence without elegance. There, is a convent an- 
nexed ; the monks, who possess large revenues, are 
courteous enough, and understand Latin, so that we had 
a long conversation: they have a large library, and 
asked me if the JEntfliah hacl any books in tlioir country. 

“ I sent my baggage and part of the servants’ by sea 
to Gibraltar, and travelled on horseback from Aldca 
Galheda, (the first stage from Lisbon, which is only ac- 
cessible by water,) to Seville, (one of the most famous 
cities in Spain,) where the government called the Junta 
is now held. The distance to Seville is nearly four hun- 
dred miles, and to Cadiz almost ninety miles further to- 
wards the coast. I had orders from the government, and 
every possible accommodation on the road, as an Eng- 
lish nobleman, in an English uniform, is a very respecta- 
ble personage in Spain at present. The horses are re- 
markably good, and the roads (I assure you upon my 
honour, for you will hardly believe it) very far superior 
to the best British roads, without the smallest toll or 
turnpike. You will suppose this when I rode post to 
Seville in four days, through this parching country, in 
the midst of summer, witFiout fatigue or annoyance. 
Seville is a beautiful town ; though the streets are nar- 
row tliey arc deon.J We lodged in the house of two 
Spanish unmarried ladies, who possess siv houses in 
Seville, and gave me a curious specimen of Spanish 
manners.§ They arc w'oinen of character, and the eldc'st 
a fine woman, the youngest pretty, but not so good a 
figure as Donna Josepha. The freedom of manner 
which is general here, astonished me not a little ; and in 
the course of further observation I find that reserve is not 
the characteristic of the Spanish belles, who are, in ge- 
neral, very haftdsome, with large black eyes, and very 
fine forms. The eldest honoured your unvmthy son 
with very particular attention, embracing him with great 
tenderness at parting, (I was thor*- but three days,) after 
citing off a lock of his hair, and presenting liim with 
^ife of her own, about three feet in length, which I send, 
and beg you will retain till my return. Her last words 
were, ‘ Adios, tu hermoso ! me gusto mucho .’ — ^ Adieu, 
you pretty fellow, you please me much.’ She offered a 
share tff her apartment, which my mrtuB indudbd mo to 
decline; she laughed, and said I had some English 
*amante,’ (lover,) and added that she was going to be 
married to an officer in the Spanish army. 

^ “ I left Seville, and rode on to Cadiz, through a beau- 
fiful country. At Xeres, where the sherry we drank is 


made, I met a great merchant, a Mr. Gc^oa dT Scot- 
land, who was extremely polite, and favoured me with the 
inspection of his vaults and cellars,— so that I <|uaffed at 
the fountain head. 

‘‘Cadiz,* sweet Cadiz, is the most delightful town ] 
ever beheld, very different from our English cities in 
every respect, except cleanliness, (and it is as clean as 
London,) but still beautiful and full of the finest women 
in Spain, the Cadiz belles being the Lancashire witches 
of their land. Just as I was introduced, and began to 
like the grandees, I was forced to leave it for this cursed 
place ; but before I return to England I will visit it 
again. The night before I left if, I sat in the box at the 
opera with Admiral Cordova’s family ; he is tlie com- 
mander whom Lord St. Vincent defeated in 1797, and 
ha.s an aged wife and a fine daughter, Senorita Cordova; 
the girl is very pretty in the Spanish style, in my opinion 
by no means inferior to the English in charms, and cer- 
tainly superior in fascination. Long black hair, dark 
languishing eyes, clear olive complexions, and forms more 
graceful in motion tlian can bo conceived by an English- 
man used to tlie drowsy, listless air of his countrywomen, 
added to the most becoming dress, and, at the same time, 
the most decent in the world, render a Spanish beauty 
irresistible. I bog leave to observe that intrigue here is 
the business <)f life ; when a woman marries she throws 
jff all restraint, but I believe their conduct is chaste 
enough before. If you make a proposal, which in Eng- 
land would bring a box on the oar from the meekest of 
virgins, to a Spanish girl, she thanks you for the honour 
you intend her, and replies, ‘ Wait till I am married, and 
I shall be too happy.’ This is literally and strictly true. 
Miss C, and her little brother understoo<l a little French, 
and, after regretting my ignorance of the Spanish, she 
proposed to become my preceptress in that language. 
1 could only reply by a low bow, and express my regret 
that I quitted Cadiz too soon to permit me to make the 
progress which would doubtlosKS attend my studies under 
so charming a directress. I was standing at the back 
of the box, wliich rescmibles our opera boxes, (the theatre 
is large, and finely decorated, the music admirable,) in 
the manner in which Englishmen generally adopt, for 
fear of incommoding the ladies in front, when this fair 
Spaniard dispossessed an old woman (an aunt or a 
duenna) of her chair, and commanded me to be seated 
next herself) at a toierahle distance from her mamma. 
At the close of the performance I withdrew, and was 
lounging with a party of men in the passage, when, «n 
passant^ the lady turned round and called me, and I had 
the honour of attending her to the admiral’s mansion. 1 
have an invitation on my return to Cadiz, which I shall 
accept, if 1 repass through the country on my return 
from Asia. 

“1 have met Sir John Carr, knight errant, at Seville 
and Cadiz. He is a fileasant man. I like the Spaniards 
much. You have heard of the battle near Madrid, and 
in England they call it a victory — a pretty victory ! 200 
officers, and 5000 men killed all English; and the 
French in as great force as ever. I should have joined 
the arniy, but we have no time to lose before we get up 
the Mediterranean and Archipelago. I am going over 
to Africa to-morrow ; it is only six miles from this for- 
tress. My next stage is Cagliari in Sardinia, where I 
shall bo presented to hts majesty. 1 have a most su- 
perb uniform as a court dress, indispensable in tra- 
veliing. 

August ISth. — ^I have not been to Africa ; the wind is 
contrary ; but I dined yesterday at Algesiras, with Lady 
Westmoreland, where 1 met General Castanos, the ce- 
lebrated Spanish leader in the late and present war: to 
day I dine with hiA ; he has offered me letters to Te- 
tuan in Barbary, for the principal Moors ; and 1 am to 


f Canto I. stanza IS. 

2 MRa. 99, fcc. ^ 


t Ibid. 24. 
Don Juan, Canto I. stanza 8. 


* See Clillds Harold, Canto I. ataiua 6S, 
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have the houae for a few days of one of the great men, 
which waa intended for Lady W. whose health will not 
permit her to crose the Straits. 

August could not dine with Castanos yester- 

day, but this aflemoon I had that honour \ he is pleasant, 
and for aught I know to the contrary, clover. I cannot 
go to Barbary. The JM alta packet sails to-morrow, and 
myself in it. Admiral Purvis, with whom 1 dined at 
Cadiz, gave me a passage in a frigate to Gibraltar, but 
we have no ship of war destined for Malta at present. 
The packets sail feat, and have good accommodations. 
You shall hear from me on our route. Joe Murray de- 
livers this. I have sent him and the boy back ; pray 
show the lad every kindness, as he is my great favourite. 
1 hope this will find you well. 

“ Believe me, ever yours sincerely, 

“ Bykon.” 

“ P. S. So Lord G. is married to a rustic ! well done ! 
If I wed, I will bring you home a Sultana, with half a 
dozen cities for a dowry, and reconcile you to an Otto- ^ 
man daughter-in-law with a bushel of pearls, not larger 
than ostrich eggs or smaller than walnuts.” 


LETTER XLVllI. 

TO Mn. KUSHTOir. 

“Gibraltar, August ISth, 1809. 

“MR. RUSHTON, 

* I have sent Robert home with Mr. Murray, because 
the country which I am about to travel through is in a 
state which renders it unsafe, particularly for one so 
young. I allow you to deduct five-and-lwenty pounds a 
year for his education for three years, provided I do not 
return before that time, and I desire ho may be con- 
Ki«lcrod as in my service. Let every care be taken of 
him, and let him he sent to school. In case of my death 
I have provided enough in my will to render him inde- 
pendent. He has behaved oxlrernely well, and has tra- 
velled a great deal for the time of his absence. Deduct 
the expense of his education from your rent. i 

“ Byrow.” 


LETTER XLIX. j 

TO THE HONOURABLE MRS. BYRON. 

“Malta, Sept. 16th, 1809. 

“bear mother, 

“ Though I have a very short time to spare, being to 
sail immediately for Greece, I cannot avoid taking an 
opportunity of telling you tlial I am well. 1 have been 
in Malta a short time, and have found the inhabitants 
hospitable and pleasant. This letter is committed to 
the charge of a very extraordinary woman, whom you 
have doubtless heard ofj Mrs. Spencer Smith,* of whose 
escape the Marquis do Salvo published a narrative a 
few years ago. She ha.s since been shipwrecked, and 
her life has been from its commencement so fertile in re- j 
markable incidents, that in a romance they would appear ' 
improbable. She was born at Constantinople, where 
her father, Baron Herbert, was Austrian ambassador ; 
married unhappily, yet has never been impeached in 
point of character; excited the vengeance of Buonaparte 
by a part in some conspiracy ; several limes risiced her 
life; and is not yet twenty-five. She i.s here in her 
way to England, to join her husband, being obliged to 
leave Trieste, where slie was paying a visit to her 
mother, by the approach of the French, and embarks 
soon in a ship of war. Since mj^arrival here, 1 have 

The '* Florence” of eeTamd of Ui wnaller poerne ; and alluded to 
n Chllde Harold, Qmtto IJ. •taiuMBUlii 


had scarcely any other companion. 1 have fowid her 
very pretty, very accomplished, and extremely eccentric. 
Buonaparte is even now so incensed against her, that her 
life would be in some danger if she were taken prisoner 
a second time. 

You have seen Murray and Robert by this time, and 
received my letter — little has happened since that date. 
1 have touched at Cagliari, in Sardinia, and at Girgeiiti, 
in Sicily, and embark to-morrow for Patras, from whence 
I proceed to Yanina, where Ali Pacha holds his Qpurt, 
so 1 shall soon be among the Musselmans. 

“ Adieu. Believe me with sincerity, 
’‘Yours ever, 

“ Byron * 


LETTER L. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

“Prevesa, Nov. 12, 1809. 

"my dear MOTHER, 

“ I have now boon some time in Turkey : this place 
is on the coast, but I have traversed the interior of the 
province of Albania on a visit to the Pacha. I left 
Malta in the Spider, a brig of war, on the 21st of Sep- 
tember, and arrived iii eight days at Prevesa. I thence 
have been about 150 miles, as far as Tepalcn, his high- 
ness’s country palace, where I .stayed three days.* The 
name of the Pacha i.s Ali, and he is considered a man of 
the first abilities ; he governs the wdiole of Albania, (the 
ancient Illyricum,) Epirus, and part of Macedonia. His 
son, Vely Pacha, to whom he has given me letters, 
governs the Morea, and has great influence in Egypt ; in 
short, he is one of the most powerful men in the Otto- 
man empire. When I reached Yanina, the capital, 
alter a journey of tljrce days over the mountain.s, through 
a country of the most picturesque beauty, I found that 
Ali Pacha was with his army in Illyricum. besieging 
Ibrahim Pacha in the castle of Berat. He had heard 
that an Englislmian of rank was in his dominions, and 
had left orders in Yanina with tlio commandant to pro- 
vide a house, and supply me with every kind of neces- 
sary ; and, though I have been allowed to make 
presents to tlie slaves, &c., I have not been permitted to 
pay fora single article of household consumption. 

“ I rode out on the vizier’s horses, and saw the palaces 
of himself and grandsons : they are sjilcndid, but too 
much ornamented with silic and gold. I then went over 
the mountains through ZiUa, a village witli a Greek 
monastery, (where I slept on my return,) in the mo,«t 
beautiful situation (always excepting Cintra, in Portugal) 

I ever beheld. In nine days 1 reached Tepalcn. Our 
journey was much prolonged by the torrents that hati 
fallen from the mountains, and intersected the roads. 1 
shall never forget the .singular scene on entering Tepa- 
len at five in tlie aflemoon, as the sun was going down. 
It broiight to my mind (with some chanqe of dressj how- 
ever) Scott’s description of Branksome Castle in his 
Lay, and the feudal sysfom. The Albanians, in their 
dresses, (the most magnificent m tlie world, consisting of 
a long white kilt, gold-w^orkcd cloak, crimson velvet gold- 
laced jacket and waistcoat, silver-mounted pistifts ^nd 
daggers,) tlio Tartars with their high caps, the Turks 
tlicir vast pelisses and turbans, the soldiers and black 
slaves with the horses, the former in groupes in an in)- 
mensc ^rge open gallery in front of the palace, the latter 
placed m a Idnd of cloister below it, two hundred steeds 
ready caparisoned to move in a moment, couriers en 
tering or passing out with despatches, the kettle-drum* 
beating, boys calling the hour from the minaret of tin 
mosque, alioget her, with the singular appearance of 
building itsolfj formed a new and delightful spectacle ttt 

* See Chikle Harold, Canto 11. atanxa 55, 
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BtnuAgttr. I was ccmdocted to a very handsome apart* 
*meiit, aiui my health inquired after by the vizier^s secre- 

• tary, ‘h-ia-mode Turque!* 

* ** The next *day I was introduced to Ali Pacha. I 
was dressed in a fall suit of staff untforoi, with a veiy 
magmficeiit sabrC} &C. The vizier received me in a 
targe room paved with marble ; a fountain**' was playing 
in 5io centre ; the apartment was surrounded by scarlet 
ottomans. Ho received me standing a wonderful com- 
(kliment from a Mussulman, and made me sit down on 
his right hand. I have a Greek interpreter for general 
use, but a physician of Ali’s, named Femlario, who un- 
derstands Latin, acted for me on this occasion. His 
first question was, why, at so early an age, I left my 
country? — (the Turks have no idea of travelling for 
amusement.) He then said, the English minister, OafH 
tain Leake, had told him I was of a great family, and 
desired his resjxicts to my mother ; which I now, in the 
name of Ali Pacha, prcjsent to yon. lie said he was 
certain I was a man of birth, because I had small ears, 
curling hair, and little white hands,! and expressed him- 
self pleased with my appearance and garb. He told me 
to consider him as a father while I was in Turkey, and 
said he IcKikcd on me as his son. Indeed, he treated me 
like a child, sending me almonds and sugared sherbet, 
fruit and sweetmeats, twenty times a day. He begged 
me to visit him often, and at night, when he was at lei- 
sure. I then, after coffee and pipes, retired for the fir.st 
time, I saw him tlirice afterward. It is singular that 
the Turks, who have no hereditary dignities, and few 
great families, except the Sultans, pay so much respect 
to birth ; for 1 found iny pedigree more regarded Uian 
my title. 

“His highne.ss is sixty years old, very fat, and not tall, 
but with a fine face, light blue eyes, and a wdiitc beard ; 
hi.s manner is very kind, and at the same time he pos- 
sesses that dignity wliich I find universal among the 
Turks. — He has the appearance of any thing but his 
real character; for ho Isa remorseless tyrant, guilty ofj 
the most horrible cruelties, very lirave, and so good a 
general that they call him the Mahometan Buonaparte. 
Napoleon has twice offered to make him king of JCpirus, 
imt he prefers the Engli.sh interest, and abhors the 
French, as he him.self told me. He is of so much con- 
setjuence, that ho is much courted by both ; the Alba- 
nians being the most warlike subjects of the »Sult.an, 
though Ali is only nominally dciiendent on the Porte. 
He has been a mighty >varrior ; but is as barliarous a.s 
'ic is successful, roasting rebels, &c. &c. Buonaparte 
»cnt him a snuffbox, with bis picture ; he said the snutf- 
»ox was very well, but the picture he could excuse, as he 
neither liked it nor the original. His ideas of judging of 
4 marf« birth from ears, homls, &c. were curious enough. 
To me, he was, indeed, a father, giving me letters, 
guards, and every possible accommodation. Our next 
;onvcrsat^ns were of war and travelling, politics and 
England. He called my Albanian soldier, who attends 
me, and told him to protect me at all hazard. His 
name is Viscillie, and like all the Albanians, he is bravo, 
rigidly honest, and faithfulq but ^hey are cruel, though 
not treacherous ; and have several vices, bxit no mean- 
nesses. They are, perbafis, the most beautiful race, in 
point of countenance, in the world ; tljeir women are 
sometimes handsome also, but they are treated like 
slaves, beaten, and, in short, complete beasts of burden ; 
they plough, dig, and sow. I found them tarrying wood, 
and actu^ly repairing the highways. The men are all 
soldiers, and war and the chace their sole occupation. 
The women are the labourers, which, after all, is no 
groat hardship in so delightful a climate. Yesterday, 
the Hth of November, I bathed in the sea ; to-day it is 
BO hot that 1 am writing in a shady room of the English 

* See Don Juan, C»Jito ▼. utaiwa 5S, and nots, 

t ibid, ktanza 108 auil note, 
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consults, with three doors wide open, no fire, or even^^lrr* 
place in the house ; except for culinary purposes. 

“ To-day I saw the remains of the town of Act»mi|* 
near which Antony lost the world, in a small bay, where 
two frigates could hardly manoeuvre : a broken wall is 
the sole remnant. On another part of the giif siands 
the ruins of NicopoUs, built by Augustus in honour ol 
liis victory. Last night I was at a Greek marriage ; but 
this and a thousand things more I have neither time nor 
space to describe. 

“lam going to-morrow, with a guard of fifty men, to 
Patras in the Morea, and thence to Athens, where I 
shall winter. Two days ago I was nearly lost in a 
Turkish ship of war, owing to the ignorance of the cap- 
tain and crew, tliough the storm was not violent. Fletcher 
yelled after his wife, the Greeks called on all llie samts, 
the Mussulmans on Alla ; the captain burst into tears 
and ran below deck, telling us to call on God ; the sails 
were split, the mainyard shivered, the wind blowing 
fresh, the night setting in, and ali our chance was to 
make Corfu, which is in possession of the French, or (as 
Fletcher pathetically termed it) * a watery grave.’ I did 
what I could to console Fletcher, but finding him incor- 
rigible, wrapped my.self up in my Albanian cafiote, (an 
immense cloak,) and laydown on deck to wait the worst. 
I have learned to philosophize in my travels, and if I bod 
not, complaint was useless. Luckily the wind abated, 
and only drove us on the coast of Suli, on the main land, 
where we landed, and proceeded, by the help of the na- 
tives, to Prevesa again ; but 1 shall not trust Turkish 
sailors in future, though the Pacha had ordered one of 
his own galliots to take me to Patras. I am therefore 
going as far as Missolonghi by land, and there have only 
to cross a small gulf to get to Patras. 

“I'Metchcr’s ne.xt epistle will be full of marvels; w’e 
were one night Ujst for nine hours in the mountains in a 
thunder-storm, and since nearly wrecked. In both 
cases, Fletcher was sorely bewildered, from apprehen- 
sions of famine and banditti in the first, and drowning in 
the second instance. His eyes were a little hurt by the 
ightning, or crying, (I don’t know which,) but are now 
recovered. When you write, address to miM|il’‘^'Mr. 
Stranc’.s, English consul, Patras, Morea. 

“ I could tell you 1 know not how many incidents 
that I think would amuse you, but they crowd on my 
mind as much as they would swell my paper, and I can 
icithcr arrange them in the one, nor put them down on 
the olln^r, ex<'epl in the greatest coiifiision. I like the 
All)anian.s much; they are not xill Turks; some tribes 
are Christians. But tiicir religion makes little dif* 
ferciice in their manner nr conduct. They are esteemed 
the be^tt troojxs in the, Turkish service. 1 lived on my 
route two days at once, and tlireo days again, in a bar- 
rack at Salorji, and never found soldiers so tolerable, 
though 1 have been in the garrisons of Gibraltar and 
Malta, and seen Spanish, French, Sicilian, and British 
troops in abundance. 1 have had notliing stolen, and 
was always welcome to their provudon and milk. Not 
a week ago an Albanian chief, (every village has its 
chie^ who is called Primate,) after helping us out of the 
Turkish galley in her distress, feeding us^ and lodging my 
suite, consisting of Fletclier, a Greek, two Athenians, 
a Greek priest, and my companion, Mr. Hobhouse, re- 
used any compensation but a written paper stating that 
I was well received ; and when I pressed him to accept 
a few sequins, * No,’ he replied ; * I wish you to love me, 
not to pay mo.’ These are his words. 

“ It is astonishing how far money goes in this country. 
While I was in the capital, 1 had nothing to pay, by the 
vizier’s order ; but since, though 1 have generally iiad 
sixteen horses, and generally six or seven men, the ex- 
pense has not been half as much as staying only three 


* Chiltlo tinruid, Cttnto II. ctauza IS. 
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wiMilcs la Malta, though Sjr A. Ball, the gorernor, gai 
me a house for nothing, and I had only one servant, By« 
the4>y, I expect Hanson to remit regularly ; for 1 am not 
about to stay in this province for ever. Let him write 
to me at Mr. Stran^X English consul, Patras. Tl^ 
&ct is, the fertihty of the plains is wonderful, and specie 
is scarce, which makes this remarkable cheapness. 1 
am going to Athens to study modem Greek, which 
differa much from the ancient, though radically similar. 
1 have no desire to return to England, nor shall I, unless 
compelled absolute want, and Hanson’s neglect ; but 
1 shall not enter into Asia for a year or two, as I have 
much to see in Greece, and I may perhaps cross into 
Africa, at least the Egyptian part. Fletcher, like all 
Englishmen, is veiy much dissatisfied, though a little re- 
conciled to the Turks by a present of eighty piastres 
from the vizier, which, if you consider every thing, and 
the value of specie here, is nearly worth ten guineas 
English. He has sufifered nothing but from cold, heat, 
and vermin, which those who lie in cottages and cross 
mountains in a cold country must undergo, and of which 
1 have equally partaken with himself; but he is not 
valiant, and is afraid of robbers and tempests. I have 
no one to be remembered to in England, and wish to 
hear nothing from it, but that you are well, and a letter 
or two on business from Hanson, whom you may tell to 
write. 1 will write when I can, and beg you to be- 
lieve me, 

“Your affectionate son, 

“ Byron. 

“P. S. 1 have some very magnifique’ Albanian 
dresses, the only expensive article in this country. 
They cost 60 guineas each, and have so much gold they 
would cost Bi England two hundred. 1 have been in- 
troduced to Hussim Bey and Mahmout Pacha, both 
little boys, grand-children of Ali, at Yanina. They are 
totally unlike our lads, have painted complexions like 
mugid dowagers, large black eyes, and features perfectly 
regular. They are the prettiest little animals I ever 
saw, and are broken into the court ceremonies already. 
The Turkish salute is a slight inclination of the hea^ 
frith the hand on the breast. Intimates always kiss. 
Mahmout is ten years old, and hopes to see mo again. 
We are friends without urslerstaiiding each other, like 
many other folks, though from a different cause. He 
has given me a letter to his father in the Morca, to whom 
I have also letters from Ali Pacha.” 


LETTER LI. ! 

TO MKS. BYKO:*. | 

“Smyrna, March 19, 1810. 

“JDSAR MOTHSR, 

•I cannot write you a long letter, but as I know you 
wSl not be sorry to receive any intelligence of my move- 
ment^ pray accept what I can give. I have traversed 
the greatest port of Greece, besides Epirus, &c. &c. re- 
sided ten weeks at Atheni^ and am now on the Asiatic 
mde on my way to Constantinople. 1 have just returned 
from viewing the ruins of Ephesus, a day’s journey from 
Smyrna. I presume you have received a long letter I 
wrote from Albania, with an account of my reception by 
the Pacha of the province. 

“ When 1 arrive at Constantinople, 1 shall determine 
whether to proceed into Persia or which latter I 
do not wish, if I can avoid it. Put liiljilitljiiii iiirni,i hil i i 
from Mr. Hanson, and but one 1 

shall stand in need oTrenuttanciMPMfriiAfr^^roc^^^ or 
fsturn. I have written to him he may 

iMd plead ignorance of my situalte for neglect. I can 
Ifive you no acconnt of any I have not time or 

npportunity, the frigate sad||| , jmnmdiatel^ Indeed, 


.aversion to letter-writing becomes more confirmed. I* 
I have written to no one but ymirself and Mr. Hanson, 
and these are communications of business and duty fa- 
rther than of inclination. 

Fletcher is very much disgusted with his fatigues^ 
though he has undergone nothing that I have not sliared. 
He is a poor creature ; indeed English servants are de- 
testable traveUers. I have, besides him, two Albanian 
soldiers and a Greek interpreter; all excellent in their 
I way. Greece, particularly in the vicinity of Athens, is 
deliglitful ; cloudless skies and lovely landscapes. But 
I must reserve all account of niy adventures till we 
meet. I keep no journal, but my friend Hobhouse writes 
incessantly. Pray take care of Murray and Robert, 
and tell the boy it is the most fortunate thing for him 
that he did not accompany me to Turkey. Consider 
this as merely a notice of niy safety, and believe me, 

“ Yours, &c. &c. 

“ByROK.” 


LETTER LH. 

TO THE HON. MRS. BYRON. 

“ Smyrna, April 10th, 1810. 

“dear mother, 

“ To-morrow, or this evening, 1 sail for Constantinople 
in the Salsette frigate, of thirty-six guns. She returns 
to England with our ambassador, whom she is going up 
on purpose to receive. I have written to you short 
letters from Athens, Smyrna, and a long one from Al- 
bania. I have not yet mustered courage for a second 
large epistle, and you must not be angry, since 1 take all 
opportunities of apprizing you of my safety : but even 
that is an effort, writing is so irksome. I have been tra- 
versing Greece, and Epirus, Illyria, &c. &c. and you 
see by my date, have got into Asia. I have made but 
one excursion lately, to the ruins of Ephesus. Malta is 
the rendezvous of my letters, so address to that island. 
Mr, Hanson has not written, though I wished to hear of 
Uie Norfolk sale, the Lancashire lawsuit, Ac. &c. I 
am anxiously expecting fresh remittances. I believe 
ou will like Nottinghamshire, at least, my share of it. 
>ay accept my good wishes in lieu of a long letter, and 
relieve mc^ 

“ Youra sincerely and affectionately, 
“Byron.” 

LETTER LIII. 

TO THE RON. MRS. BYRON. 

“ Salsette Frigate, off the Dardanelles, April 17. 1610. 
“dear MADAM, 

“I write at anchor, (in our way to Constantinople,) off 
the Troad, which 1 traversed two days ago. .^11 the re- 
mains of Troy are the tombs of her destroyeis, among 
which 1 see that of Antilochus from my cabin window. 
These arc large mounds earth, Uke the barrows of the 
Danes in your island. There, are several monuments, 
ibout twelve miles distant, of the Alexandrian Troas, 
which 1 also examined ; but by no means to be compared 
with the remnants of Athens and Ephesus. This will 
i>e sent in a ship of war bound with despatches for 
Malta. In a few days we stiall be at Constantinople, 
barring accideats. I have also written from Smyrna, 
and shall, from time to time^ transmit short accounts of 
my movements, but 1 feel totally unequal to long letters. 

“Believe me, 

“ Youra veiy sincerely, 

“ Byron.* 

“P. S. No accounts from Hanson! Do not comnlaui 
if short letters, I wTite to nobody but yourself antT Mr. 
Hanson. 
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LETTER LIV. 

TO THE HON. MBS. BYRON. 

Constantinople, May I8tli, 1810. 

*‘OEAR MADAM, 

^ 1 arrived here in an English frigate from Smyrna, a 
sw days ago^ without any events worth mentioning, ex- 
ept landing to view the plains of Troy, and afterwards, 
'hen we were at anchor in the Dardanelles, miimmng 
om Scstos to Abydos, in imitation of Monsieur Lean- 
er, whose story you no doubt know too well for me to 
[Id any thing on the subject, except tliat I crossed the 
[cilespont without so good a motive for tlie undertaking. 
ls 1 am just going to visit tlie Captain Pacha, you will 
Kcuse the brevity of my letter. When Mr. Adair 
ikes leave, 1 am to see the Sultan and the mosques, &c. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 

“ Bvron,* 


LETTER LV. 

TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

“ Salsette Frigate, May SJ, 1810. 
•mV dear DRURY, 

** When 1 hift England, nearly a year ago^ you re- 
uested me to write to you— -I will do so. I have 
‘ossed Portugal, traversed tlic south of Spain, visited 
ardinia, Sicily, Malta, and thence passed into Turkey, 
here 1 am still wandering. 1 first landed in Albania, 
le ancient Epirus, where we penetrated as fiir as Mount 
'omaritr— excellently treated by the chief Ali Pacha; 
rid, after journeying through Illyria, Chaoiiia, &c. 
•ossed tliC gulf of Actium, with a guard of fifty Albani- 
is, and fiassed the Achelous in our route through Acar- 
inia and jEtolia. We stop{>ed a short time in the 
lorea, crossed the gulf of Lcfianto, and landed at the 
ot of Parnassus ; saw all that Delphi rctain.s, and so 
1 to I'hebes and Athens, at which last we remained 
n weeks. 

“ His majesty’s ship Pylades brought us to Smyrna ; 
it not hefore we had topographized Attica, including, 
‘course, Marathon and the Sunian promontory. From 
inyrna to the Troad (which wc? visited when at anchor, 
r a fortnight, off the tomb of Antilochiis) was our next 
age ; and now we are in the Dardanelles, waiting fi>r 
wind to proceed to Constantinople. 

“ This morning 1 swam from Sestos to Afiydos.* The 
imediate distance is not above a mile, but the current 
nders it hazardous ; — so much so tliat I doubt whether 
candor’s conjugal affection must not have been a little 
lilled in h'ls passage to Paradise. 1 attempted it a 
eek ago, and failed, — owing to the nortli wind, and the 
onderful rapidity of the tide, — tliough I have been 
om my ^hildhorid a strong swimmer. But, this mom- 
g being calmer, I succeeded, and crossed the * broad 
cllespont’ in an hour and ten minutes. 

“Well, my dear sir, I have left my home, and seen 
irt of Africa and Asia, tod tolerable portion of Eu- 
•pc. I have been with generals and admirals, princes 
id pachas, governors and ungovemables,— but I have 
)t time or paper to expatiate. I wish to let you know 
at I live with a friendly remembrance of you, and a 
)pe to meet you again ; and, if I do this as shortly as 
issible, attribute it to any thing but forgetfulness. 

" Greece, ancient and modem, you know too well to 
quire description. Albania, indeed, I have seen more 
‘than any Englishman, (except a Mr. Leake,) ftnr it is, 
country rarely visited, from the savage character ofj 
e natives, though abounding in more natural beauties 
ai^the classical regions of Greece, — which, however, 

' Sec Letter 477, &c. 


are still sminently beautiful, particulaily Delphi and 
Cape Colonna in Attica. Yet these are noftiifig to psjrts 
of Illyria and Epirus, whore places without a name, and 
rivers not laid down in maps, may, one day, when more 
known, be justly esteem^ superior subject^ for the 
pencil and the pen, to the dry ditch of the lUwus and 
the bogsofBceotia. 

“ The Troad is a fine field for conjecture and snipe- 
shooting, and a good sportsman and an ingenious schtdar 
may exercise their feet and faculties to great advantage 
upon the spot or, if they prefer riding lose their way 
(as I did) in a cursed quagmire of the Scamander, who 
wriggles about as if the Dardan virgins still offered their 
wonted tribute. The only vestige of Troy, or her do* 
stroyers, arc the barrows supiweed to contain the car- 
casses Achilles, Antilochus, Ajax, &c. — but Mount 
Ida is still in high feather, tliough the shepherds are 
now-a-days not much like G anymede. But why should 
I say more of these tilings? are they not written in the 
Boht of Gdl? and has not H. got a journal? I keep 
none, as 1 have renounced scribbling. 

“ I see not much difference between ourselves and ftie 
Turks, save tliat we have ♦ *, and they have none— 
Uiat tliey have long dresses, and we short, and that we 
talk much, and they little. ♦ ♦ * ♦ * They 

are sensible people. Ali Pacha told me he was sure I 
was a man of ranlc, because 1 had smaU tars and kMs 
and curling fudr. By-the-by, I speak the Romaic, or 
modern Greek, tolerably. It does not differ from the 
ancient dialects so much as you would conceive ; but the 
pronunciation is diametrically opposite. Of verse, ex- 
cept in rhyme, they have no idea. 

“ I like the Greeks, who are plausible rascals,—- with 
all the Turkish vices, witliout their courage. However, 
some are brave, and all are beautiful, very much ro- 
sembling Uie busts of Alcibiadcs : — the women not quite 
so hand^me. I can swear in Turkish ; but, except one 
horrible oath, and ‘pimp,’ and ‘bread,’ and ‘water,’ 1 
have got no great vocabulary in that language. They 
are extremely polite to strangers of any rank, properly 
protected ; and as I have two servants and tvi'o soldiers, 
we get on with great eclat. We have been occasionally 
in danger of thieves, and once of shipwreck,— but always 
escaped. 

“At Malta I fell in love with a married woman,* and 
challenged an aid-de-camp of General * * (a rude 
fellow, who grinned at something, — I never rightly knew 
what) — but he explained and apologized, and the lady 
embarked for Cadiz, and so 1 escaped murder and crim. 
con. Of Spain I sent some account to our Hodgson, 
but have subsequently written to no one, save notes to 
relations and lawyers, to keep them out of my premises. 

I mean to give up all connexion, on my return, with 
many of my best friends— as I supposed them— and to 
snarl all my life. But I hope to have onq good-hu- 
moured laugh with you, and to embrace Dwyer, and 
pledge Hodgson, before I commence cynicism. 

“ Tell Doctor Butler I am now writing with the gold 
pen he gave me before I left England, which is the rea- 
son my scrawl is more unintelligible than usual. 1 have 
been at Athens and seen plenty of these reeds for scrib- 
bling, some of which he refUsed to bestow upon me, be- 
cause topographic Gell had brought them from Attica. 
But I will not describe, — no — ^you must be satisfied with 
simple detail till my return ; and then we will unfold Ae 
floodgates of colloquy. I am in a 96 gun frigate, going 
up to fetch Bob Adair from Constantinople who will 
have the honour to carry this letter. 

“And so H.’s boke is out,t with some sentimentsl 
sing-song of my own to fill upr'-sad how ^s it taka, 
eh ? and where the devil is the second edttioii of say 

• 8ec T.etter 49. , 

t Hobhwte’t MlwelUnlei, lowhkh iwwtil of ton! 8yroii»# mmJkf 
wont drisioailf publiiUed. 
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Satire, with a^ditionfi ? and my name on the title-page ? 
and more lines tagged to the end, with a new exordium 
and what not, hot from my anvil before I cleared the 
Channel? The Mediterranean and the Atlantic roll 
between me and criticism ; and the thunders of th<^ Hy- 
perborean Review are deafened by the roar of the 
Hellespont 

** Remember me to Claridge, if not translated to col- 
lege, and present to Hodgson assurances of my high con- 
sideration. Now, you will ask, what shall I do next ? 
and I answer, I do not know. I may return in a few 
months, but 1 have intents and projects after visiting 
Constantinople.—* Hobhouse, however, will probably be 
back in September. 

** On the 2d of July we have left Albion one year — 

‘ oblitus meorum obliviscendus ct illis.’ I was sick of 
my own country, and not much preposst'ssed in favour of 
any oilier; bull ‘drag on’ ‘my chain’ without ‘length- 
ening it at each remove.’ I am like the .Tolly Miller, 
caring for nobody, and not cared for. All countries are 
much the same in iny eyes. 1 smoko, and stare at 
mountains, and twirl my mustachios very independently. 
1 miss no comforts, and the moscjuitoes that wrack the 
morbid frame H. hav<5, luckily for me, little elfcet on 
mine, because I live more temperately. 

^ I omitted Ephesus in my catalogue, which I visited 
during my sojourn at Smyrna ; but the Temple has al- 
most perwhed, and St. Paul need not trouble biinsolf to 
epistolizo the present brood of Ephesians, who have 
converted a large churidi built entirely of marble into a 
mosque, and 1 don’t know that the edifice looks the 
worse for it. 

“ My paper is full, and my ink ebbing — good afternoon ! 
If you aiidrc.ss to me at Malta, the letter will be for- 
warded wherever 1 may be. Hobhoust' greets you ; he 
pines for his poetry,— at least, some tidings of it. I al- 
most forgot to tell you that I am dying for love of three 
Greek girls at Athens, sisters. 1 lived in tlie same 
house. Teresa, Mariana, and Katinka, arc tin? names 
of these divinities, — all of them under 15. 

“Your Tttvcivoraros rlwXof, 

“ Bvron.” I 


LETTER LVI. 

TO MR. HODGSOX. 

^ “ Salsette Frigate, in the Dardanelles, olf | 

Abydos, May 5tli, 1810. 

“I am on my way to (Constantinople, after a tour 
' through Greece, Epirus, &c. and part of Asia JMinor, 

• some particulars of which I have just communicated to 
: our friend and host H. Druiy. W ilh these, ihcii, 1 shall 
not trouble you ; but, as you will perhajis bo pleased to 
; hear that I am well, &c. 1 take the opportunity of our 
; amt>assador’s return to forward the few lines I have lime 
to despatch. W e have undergone some inconveniences, 
and incurred partial perils, but no events worthy of com- 
( munication, unless you will deem it one that two days 
ago 1 swam from Sestos to Abydos. Tiiis, — with a few 
: alarms from robbers, and some danger of shipwreck in a 
I Turkish galliot six months ago, a visit to a Pacha, a pas- 
sion for a married woman at Malta, a challenge to an 
•lA utneer, an attachment to three Greek girls at Athens, 
\witli a great deal of buftuonory and fine prospects, — 

, fonii all that has distinguished my progress since my 
/ departure from Spain. 

" Hohhouse rhymes and journalizes ; I stare and do no- 
il thing — unless smoking can be deemed an active amuse- 
^'Aient. The Turks take tof care of their women 
permit them to be 1 hav£ lived a good 

i;deal with the Greelcs^ anadem dialect I can con- 

i^ferse in enough for ngir With the Turks 1 

. ;1savo also some maW fema society is 


out cd* the qu(?stion. I have been very well treated by 
the Pachas and Governors, and have no complamt lb 
make of any kind. Hobhouse will one day inform you 
of all our adventures, — were I lo attempt the recital,- 
neither mi/ paper nor your patience would hold out 
during tlie ojieration. 

“Nobody, save yourself, has written to mo since I left 
England ; but indeed I did not request it. I except my 
relations, who write quite as often as I wish. Gf Ho^ 
house’s volume I know notliing, except that it is out *, 
and of my second edition I do not even know ihatj and 
certainly do not, at this distance, interest myself in the 
matter. ♦ * * * I hope you and Bland roll down 

the stream of sale with rapidity. 

“Of my return I cannot positively speak, but think it 
probable Hobhouse will precede me in that respect. 
We have been very nearly one year abroad. I should 
wish f o gaze away another, at least, in tliest* ever-green 
cliinatey ; but I fear businc-ss, law business, the worst of 
einployinents, will recall mo ])revions to that period, if 
not very quickly. If so, you sliall have due notice. 

“ 1 hope you wi J find me an altered pc^rsonage, — I do 
not mean in body, but in manner, for I begin lo find out 
that nothing but virtue will do in this d — d world. I arn 
tolerably sick of vice, which I liavc tried in its agreeable 
varieties, and mean, on rny return, to cut all my dissolute 
aequaintonce, leave off wine and (tarnal company, and 
betake myself to polities and decorum. I am very 
serious anti cynical, and a good deal disposed to moralize ; 
but, fortunately for you, the coming homily is cut off by 
default of pen and defection of paper. 

“Good morrow! If you write, address to me at 
Malta, w'hence your letters will be forwarded. You 
need not remember me to any body, but believe mfj, 

“ Yours with all faith, 

“ByRON.” 


LETTER LVH. 

TO TIIK HONOTTRABLE MRS. BYRON. 

“Constantinople, May 24th, 1810. 
“dear MOTHER, 

“ I wrote to you very shortly the other day on my ar- 
rival here, and as another opportunity avails, take up my 
pen again, that the frc(|uency of my letters may atone 
for their brevity. Pray did you ever receive a picture of 
me in oil by Sanders, in Vigo-lane, London ? (a noted 
limner ;) if not, write for it immediately ; it wa.s paid for, 
except the frame, (if frame there be,) before I left Eng- 
land. 1 believe J mentioned to you in niy last, that my 
only notable exploit, lately, has been sw-imming from 
Sestos lo Abydos on the third of this month, in humble 
imitation of J^andcr, of amorous memory, though I had 
no Hero to receive me on the other shore of the Helles- 
pont. Of Constantinople you have, of course^, read fifty 
d(!scription8 by sundry travellers, which are in general 
so correct, that J have nothing lo add on the subject. 

“ When our ambassador ti^kcs his leave, I shall ac- 
company him to see the sultan, and afterward probably 
return to Greece. I have heard nothing of Mr. Hanson, 
but one remittance, without any letter from that gentle- 
man. If you have occasion for any pecuniary supply, 
pray use my funds as far as they go without reserve ; 
and, lest this should not be enough, in my next to Mr. 
Hanson I will direct him to advance any sum you may 
wont, leaving it to your di.scretion how much, in the pre- 
stmt state of my affairs, you may think proper to reijuire. 
I have already seen the most interesting parts of Turkey 
in Europe and Asia Minor, but shall not proceed farther 
till I hear from England ; in the mean time 1 shall ex- 
pect occasional supplies, according to circumstances; 
and shall pass rny summer among my friends, the 
Greeks of tlie Moroa. 
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"You will direct to Malta, where my letters are for or Constantinople. I beheyo he paid them niioe, bit 
i^arded, and believe me to be, that for nothing, as it was an annuity, 

*• " With great sincerity, ‘‘ 1 wish you would write. 1 have heard from Hodgson 

, "Yours ever. frequently. Malta is my post-office. 1 mean to be 

« P. S. Flotcher is well ; pray take care of my boy ?»" *•? Montem. You re^mber the lasV-4 
aobort, and the old man Murray. It is fortunate they hope for such another ; but, ^rtoring swam across the 
.... ‘ brood Heliospont,’ I disdain Datchett. 


returned ; neither the youth of the one, nor the age of the 
3 ther, would have suited the changes of climate and fa- 
tigue of travelling.” 


Good afternoon ! 
"lam yours, very sincerely, 
“Bvnoir," 


LETTER LVni. 
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LETTER LIXs 


TO MB. HBBBV nBITHY. 


“Constantinople, June 17th, 1810. 

" Though I wrote to you so recently, I break in upon 


TO THC HOW. MRS. BTROST. 

"Constantinople, June 28th, 1810. 

"my DEAR MOTHER, 

. - 1 1 1 1 • I "I regret to perceive by your last letter, that several of 

you again to congratulate you on a cluld being born, M a arrived, particularly a very long one, 

otter from Hodgson apprises mo of that event, m which November last, from Albaiua, whei I wu pn a 

[ rejoice. , visit to tlie Pacha of lliat province. Fletcher has also 

“lam just Mine from an expedmonthro^h the Bos- perpetually. Mr. Hobhouse, who 

yhorus to the Black Sea and the Cyanean Symplegadcs deUver this, and is on his return to Eng- 

ip which last I scrambled at as great a nskas ever th ia„d. can inform you of our different movemen^ but I am 
(krgonauts ei^apcd in heir h»y. You remember the „ „„„ertain a^ to my own relum. He wiU probaMy 
»gmnmgofthenursosdolemtl,eMedea,ofwhicliIbe. h/down to Nott’s, some time or other; but Fletcher, 
you to take the foUowmg translation, done on the summit. j ^ incumbrance, (English servMto 

“ Oh howl Wish that Riiembar/pi sad travellers,) will supply his place in the interim^ 

«“■» ‘■T ' ^ and describe our travels, which have been toIemWy ex- 

Who, Still unlamichM from Grman docks, i _ , • v • n r _ *i.’ ‘...I 

Had never pass’d the Awre rocks ; | tensive. I luivc written twice briefly from this capital, 

But now 1 fear her tri£i will be a from Smyrna, from Athens, and other parts of Greece ; 

Damn’d business for my Miss Medea, &C.&C. from Albania, the Pacha of which province desired his 

IS it very nearly was to me for, had not this sublime respects to ray mother, and said he was sure I was a 
lassage been in ray head, I should never have dreamed of high birl.li, because £ had stnalj^^ears, curling hair, 
if ascending the said rocks,* and bruising my carcass in “-nd white hands ! ! He was very kind to mo, -begged me 
lonour of the ancients. ^ consider him as a father, and gave me a guard of forty 

“ I have now sat on the Cyancaiis, swam from Sestos soldiers thr(.>ugli the frresls of Acarnania. But of this and 

0 Abydos, (as I trumpeted in rny last,) and, after passing other circumstances I have written to you at large, and 
hrough the Morca again, shall set sail for Santa Maura, hojit^ you will receive my letters. 

irid toss myself from die Leuca<lian promontory ; — sur- “ f remember Mahmout Pacha, die grandson of Ah 
iving which operation, I shall probably rejoin you in Pacha, at Yanina, (a little fellow of ten years of age, with 
England. H. who will deliver this, is bound straight for black eyes, which our ladies would purchase at any 
liese parts ■, and as he is bursting with his travels, 1 shall Pftce, and those regular features which distinguish the 
lot anticipate his narratives, but merely beg you not to Turks,) asked me how Icame to travel so young, without 
iclieve one word he says, hut reserve your ear for me, if ^"^y question was put by 

on have any desire to be acijuainted widi the truth. Utile man with all the gravity of threescore, 1 cannot 

now write copiously ; 1 have only time to tell you that I 
“ 1 am hound for Adiens once more, and thence to the Uave passed many a fatiguing, but never a tedious mo- 
tJorea ; but my stay depends so much on iny caprice ment ; and that all I am afraid of is, that £ shall contract 
liat I can say nothing of its probable duration. I havt " gipsy-like wandering disposition, which will make home 
leen out a year already) and may stay anoUicr ; but £ am tiresome to me : tliis, 1 am told, is very common with men 
uicksilver, and say nothing positively. W« are all very the habit of peregrination, and, indeed, I feel it so. On 
nuch occupied doing nothing, at present. We have seen tUird of May, I swam from Sestos to Ahydos. You 
very thing but the mosques, which wc are to view with a know the story of Leandcr, but I had no Hero to receive 
rman on Tuesday next. But of these and other sun- at landing. 

ries let H, relate, with this proviso, that I am to be n*-- “ I also passed a fortnight in the Troad : the tombs of 

Jrred to for authenticity ; and £ bog leave to contradict Achilles and Esyctes still exist in large barrows, similar 
11 those thftigs whereon he lays particular stress. But, those you have, doubtless, seen in the North. The 
' he soars, at any time, into wit, I give you leave to aji- ‘^hcr day I was at Belgrade, (a village in these environs,) 
laud, because that is necessarily stolen from his fellow- o see the house built on tlie same site as Lady Mary 
ilgrim. Tell Davies that ha.' made excellent use of Wortley’s; by-thc-by, her Ladyship, as far as I can 
is best jokes in many of his majesty’s ships of war; but has lied, but not half so much as any other woman 

dd, also, that I always took care to restore them to the would have done in the same situation. I liavc been in 
ighl owner ; inconsequence of which he, (Davies,) is no aW the principal mosques by the virtue of a finnan ; this 
>S8 famous by water than by land, and reigns unrivalled i*** fovour rarely permitted to infidels, but the ambassa- 

1 the cabin, as in the ‘Cocoa Tree.’ ^or’s departure obtained it for us. I have been up the 

" And Hodgson has been publishing m<gje poesy— -I BoBjihorus into the Black Sea, round the walls of * 

<i.-?h he would send me his ‘ Sir Edgar,* and ‘ Bland’s -ity, and indeed I know more of it by sight, than 
Lmhology’ to Malta, where they will bo forwarded. In ^ondori. 

ly last, vvhicli I hope you received, I gave an outline ofj ^ hope to amuse you some winter’s eve 
le ground wo have covered. If you have not been over- details, but at pre^ient you must excu»^' ^ 
iken by this despatch, H. s tongue is at your service, hie to Nvrife long letters in June. I ^ 

Remember me to Dwyer, who owes me eleven guinea.s. summer in Grt.‘t*cc. I shall not ^ doubts did. in 

'ell him to put them in my banker’s hands at Gibraltar Asia, as I have visited Smyrna, EpI - 

_ I write oflen, but you must not be a ^ vu vw. 

’ See ChllJe Harold, Canto IV. man/.a 17 t 5 also mv lot receive my letler:' ; coa-jider w< 
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jrther than Malta, whew I beg you will in future iend “ P. S. I opened my letter again to tell you that 
our letters, and ^ to this city. Fletcher is a poor Fletcher having petitioned to accompany me into the 
reature, and requirea comforts that I can dispense with. ^Morea, I have taken him with me, contrary to the inter'* 
le is very side of his travels, but you must not believe his tion expressed in my letter.” 
ccount of the country ; he sighs for ale, and idleness, anc 
. wife, and the devil Imows what besides. 1 have no 


•een disappointed or disgusted. 1 have lived with th< 
lighest and the lowest. I have been for days in i 
’acha*s palace, and have passed many a night in a cow 


LETTER LX. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 


louse, and I find the people inoffensive and kind. 1 hav 4 « Atliens, July 25, 1810. 

filso passed some time with the principal Greeks in thi « dear mother, 

Morea and Livadta, and, though inferior to the Turks, «i have arrived here in four days from Constantinople, 
they are better than the Spaniards, who, in their turn, which is considered as singularly quick, particularly for 
excel the Portuguese. Of Constantinople you will fine the season of the year. You northern gentry can have 
many desenptions in different travels ; but Lady Wortley no conception of a Greek summer ; which, however, is a 
errs strangely when she says, ‘St. Paul’s would cut a perfect frost compared with Malta and Gibraltar, where 
strange figure by St. Sophia’s.’ I have been in h^ I refused myself in the shade last year, after a gentle 
surveyed them inside and out attentively. St. Sophia’^ gallop of four hundred miles,' without intermission, 
is undoubtedly the most interesting from its immense an- dirough Portugal and Spain. You see, by my date, 
tiquity, and tlie circumstance of all the Greek enipermi^ that I am at Athens a g ^ tn^ a place wliich I think I 
from Justinian, having been crowned there, and several , refer, upon the whole, to any I have seen. * ♦ ♦ 
murdered at the altar, besides the Turkish sultana who a My next movement is to-morrow into the Morea, 
attend it regularly. But it is inferior in beauty and size where I shall probably remain a month or two, and then 
to some of the m^ues, particularly ‘Soleyman,’ &c. return to winter here, if 1 do not change my plans, 
Md not to be mentioned in the same page with St. Paul’s, which, however, are very variable, as you may suppose ; 
it speak like a Cockney.) However, I prefer the Gothic but none of them verge to England, 
cafo^ of Seville to St. Paul’s, St. Sophia’s, and any «The Marquis of Sligo, my old fellow-collegian, is 
religious building I have ever seen. here, and wishes to accompany me into the Morea. 

“The walls of the Seraglio are like the walls of New- ’vVTe shall go together for dial purpose. Lord S. will 
stead gardens, only higher, and much in the same order afterward pursue his way to the capital ; and Lord B. 
but the ride by the walls of the city, on the land side, is having seen all the wonders in lliat quarter, will let you 
beautiful. Imagine four miles of immense triple battle- know what he does next, of which at present he is not 
ment 8 ,coveredwithivy,surmounted with 21 8 towers, and, quite certain. Malta is roy perpetual post-office, from 
on the other side of the road, Turkish burying-grounds, which my letters are forwarded to aU jiarts of the hahita- 
(the loveliest spots on earth,) full of enormous cy- hie globe :—by-the-by, 1 have now been in Asia, Africa, 
presses. I have seen die ruins of Athens, of Ejfoesua^ and the east of Europe, and, indeed, made the most of 
and Delphi. I have traversed great part of Turkey, and time, without hurrying over the most interesting 
many other parts of Europe, and some of Asia ; but I scenes of the ancient world. Fletcher, after liaving 
never beheld a work of nature or art which yielded an toasted, and roasted, and baked, and grilled, and 
impression like the prosiwct on each side from the eaten by aU sorts of creeping things, begins to philoso- 
Beven Towers to the end of the Golden Horn. ?hize, is grown a refined as well as resigned character, 

*• Now for England. 1 am glad to hear of the pro- and promises at his return to become an ornament to 
gress of ‘English Bards,’ &c,--of course, you observed -,ig ^wn parish, and a very prominent pt^rson in the 
i have made great additions to the new edition. Havt bture family pedigree of the Fletcher’s, whom I take to 
you received my picture from Sanders, Vigo-Iane, Lon- ,<5 by their accomplishments, Greeks by their 

don? It was finished and paid for long before I left tcuteness, and ancient Saxons by tlicir appetite. He 
England: pray, send for it. You seem to be a mighty Fletcher) begg leave to send half a dozen sighs to 
reader of magazines : where do you pick up all this in- 5 a||y hjg spouse, and wonders (thougii I do not) that his 
telligence, quotations, &c, &c. ? Though I was happy |i.writlen and worse spelled letters have never come to 
to obtain my seat without the assistance of Lord Carlisle, ,and ; as for that matter, there is no great loss in citlier 
I had no measures to keep with a man who declined in- ,f ^ur letters, saving and except that I wish you to 
terfering as my relation on that occasion, and I have are well, and warm enough at this present 

don© with him, though I regret distressing Mrs. Leigh, j^ting, God knows. You must not exfiect long letters 
poor thing ! — I hope she is happy. j present, for they are written with the sweat of my 

“ It is my opinion that Mr. B ♦ * ought to marry Miss brow, I assure you. It is rather singular that Mr. Han- 
Our first duty is not to do evil ; but, alas! that has not written a syUable since my dwiarture. 
is impossible; our next is to repair it, if in our power, letters I have mosUy received, as we^l as others; 

The girl is his equal; if she wore his inferior, a sura of| ^bich I conjecture that the man of law is citlicr 
money and provision for the child would be some, though busy. 

a poor compensation ; as it is, he should marry her. 1 ' uj ^ke Newftead, and agree with your 

will have no gay deceivers on my estate, and I shall not ,eighbourB ; but you know you are a vuwn—is not that 
allow my tenants a privilege I do not permit myself dutiful appelUtion? Pray, take care of my ]>oolus, 
that of debauching each otlier’s daughters. God imows, boxes of papers in the hands of Josepli ; and 

^ I have been guilty of many excos 8 e.s ; but, as I have laid ,ray leave me a few bottles of champagne to drink, for 
^^,b,^own a resolution to reform, and lately kept it, I expect ^ thirsty ;--but I do not insist on the last article, 

. form ah Lothario to follow the example, and begin by re- ^jtbout yowlike it. I suppose you have your house full 
; do«arture’/^“® society, or, by the beard of my father ! f gjUy women, prating scandalous things. Have you 
' « Hobhou.^’^'^’^ ^ Robert, ^^r received my picture in oil from Sanders, London ? 

i thing— -unles^?**® master ; poor boy, he was veiy un- t bas been paid for tliese sixteen months : why do you 

mont. The ^ you are well and happy. It ,Qt mA it? My suite, consisting of two Turks, two 

I to permit them toT?*^® ^ • . 3re«a^ a Lutheran, and the nondescript Fletcher, are 

. deal with the Greeks!! *“®> smcerely, nakite 96 much noise that I am glad to sign mys^ 

veme in enough “Byron. “Yours, &c. fee. ^ 

have also some nudis Murray? “Byron* « 
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LETTER LXI. 

TO MRS. BYROR. 

“Patras, July 30, 1810. 

“©BAH MADAM, 

«In four days from Constantinople, with a favourabl 
ind, I arrived in the frigate at the island of Ceos, frou 
hence I took a boat to Athens, where 1 met my frient 
=e Marquis of Sligo^ who expressed a wish to proceec 
itii me as far as Corinth. At Corinth we separated 
3 for Tripolitza, I for Patras, where I had some busin< 
ith the consul, Mr. Strand, in whose house I no' 
rrite. He has rendered roc every service in his powc 
mco I quitted Malta on my way to Constantinopl- 
/hence I have written to you twice or thrice. In a fc' 
ays I visit the Pacha at Tripolitza, make the tour < 
he Morea, and return again to Athens, which at preser 
s i»y headquarters. The heat is at present intense, 
n England, if it reaches 98®, you are all on fire : th 
>ther day, in travelling between Athens and Megan 
.he thermometer was at 125® ! ! Yet I feel no incon 
vcnicnce ; of course I am much bronzed, but 1 live tem 
perately, and never enjoyed better health. 

“ Before I left Constantinople, I saw the Sultan, (will 
Mr, Adair,) and the interior of the mosques, thing:- 
which rarely happen to travellers. Mr. Hobhouse i 
gone to England : I am in no hurry to return, hut hav' 
no particular communications for your country, excep 
my surprise at Mr. Hanson’s silence, and my desin 
that he will remit regularly. I suppose some arrange 
ment has been made with regard to Wymondham ani 
Rochdale. Malta is my post-office, or to Mr. Strane 
con.sul-general, Patras, Morea. You complain of m; 
silence — have written twenty or thirty times within thi 
last year: never less than twice a month, and often 
more. If my letters do not arrive, you must not con- 
clude that we are eaten, or that there is a war, or a pesti- 
lence, or famine : neither must you credit silly reports, 
which I dare say you have in Notts, as usual. I am 
very well, and neither more nor less happy than I usually 
am ; except that I am very glad to be once more alone, 
fi>r I was sick of my companion, — not that he was a bad 
one, but because my nature leads mo to solitude, and 
that every day adds to this disposition. If I chose, 
here are many men who would wish to join me — one 
wants me to go to Egypt, another to Asia, of which I 
have seen enough. The greater part of Greece is al- 
ready my own, so that I shall only go over my old 
[ground, and look upon my old seas and mountains, the 
roly acquaintances I ever found improve upon me. 

“ I have a tolerable suite, a Tartar, two Albanians, an 
interpreter, besides Fletcher ; but in this country these 
ire easily maintained. Adair received me wonderfully 
well, and indeed I have no complaints against any one. 
Hospitality here is necessary, for inns are not. I have 
ived in the Jiouses of Greeks, Turks, Italians, and 
haiglish— -to-day in a palace, to-morrow in a cowhouse ; 
his day with the Pacha, the next with a shepherd. I 
jhall continue to write briefly, but frequently, and am 
?lad to hear from you ; but you fill your letters with 
liiifigs from the papers, as if English papers were not 
ound all over the world. I have at this moment a dozen 
»eforo me. Pray take care of my books, and believe me, 
“My dear Mother, yours very faithfully, 

“ BvROir.” 


LETTER LXIL 

TO THE HON. MRS. BYRON. 

“Patras, Oct. 2d, 1810. 

“dear madam, 

^It is %oyr several months since I have received any 
hmmimication from you ; but at this 1 am not sur- 


pnsed, nor indeed have 1 any complamt to maJEOi smee 
you have written frequently, for which I thank you ; buf 
I very much condemn Mr. Hanson, who has not ^en 
the smallest notice of my many letters, nor of my re- 
quest before I left Engla^, which I sailed from on this 
ve/y day fifteen months ago. Thus one year and a 
quarter have passed away, without my receiving the 
least intelligence on the state of my affairs, and they 
were not in a posture to admit of neglect, and I do con- 
ceive and declare that Mr. Hanson has acted negli- 
gently and culpably in not apprizing me of his firoceed- 
ings ; I will also add uncivftly. His letters, were there 
any, could not easily miscarry: the communication 
with the Levant are slow, but tolerably secure, at least 
as far as Malta, and there I left directions wiiich 1 know 
would be observed. I have written to you several 
times from Constantinople and Smyrna. You will pei> 
ceive by my dale I am returned into tlie Morea, of 
which I have been making the tour, and visiting the 
Pacha, who gave me a fine horse, and paid me ail possi- 
ble honours and attention. I have now seen a good 
portion of Turkey in Europe and Asia Minor, and shall 
remain at Athens, and in the vicinity, till 1 hear froir 
England. 1 have punctually obeyed your injunctions df 
writing frequently, but 1 shall not pretend to describe 
countries which have been already amply treated of. I ^ 
believe before this time Mr. Hobhouse will have arrived 
in England, and he brings letters from me, written af 
Clonstantinople. In these I mention having seen the 
Sultan and the mosques, and that I swam firom Sestos 
to Ahydos, an exploit of which 1 take care to boast. 

“X am here on business at present, but Athens is my 
headquarters, where I am very pleasantly situated in s 
Francisf^an convent. 

“ Believe me to be, with great sincerity, 

“ Yours, very affectionately, 

“ Byron. 

“ P. S. Fletcher is well, and discontented as usual ; 
lis wife don’t write, at least her scrawls have not ar- 
■ived. You will address to Malta. Pray have you 
lever received my picture in oil from Sanders, Yigo- 
lane, London ?” 


LETTER LXIII. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“Patras, Morea, October 3d, 1810. 
“As I have just escaped from a physician and a fever, 
diich confined me five days to bed, you won’t expect 
luch * allcgrezza’ in tlie ensuing letter. In this place 
lore is an indigenous distemper, which, when the wind 
slows from the gulf of Corinth, (as it does five months 
ut of six,) attacks great and small, and makes wofu! 
'ork with visiters. Here be also two physicians, one of 
rhom trusts to his genius (never having studied)— the 
ther to a campaign of eighteen months against the sick 
Otranto, which ho made in his youth with groat 
iffect. 

“ When I was seized with my disorder, I protested 
gainst both these assassins ; — but what can a helpless, 
verisli, toasled-and-waterod poor wretch do ? In spite 
my teeth and tongue, the English consul; my Tartar, 
Ibanians, dragoman, forced a physician u{K>n me, and 
three days vomited and glystored roe to the last gasp, 
this state X made my epitaph — take it. 

Youths N»ti»re, and relenting Jove 
To keep my lamp in etrongly eirove ; 

But RomaneUi vraa to iioiit. 

He beat all three^and &/eie U out* 

•Ut Nature and Jove, being piqued at roy doubts, did, in 
ctj at la.st, beat RomaneUi, and here I am, well but 
'oakly, at your sorvicc. 
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* Sinee I left Constaintmople, I have made a tour 
the Morea, and visited Vely Pachaj who paid me grea; 
hemours and gave me a pretty stallion. H. is doubtles: 
in England before oven the date of tliis letter — ho bears 
a despatch from me to your hardship. He writes to m< 
from Malta, and requests tny journal, if I keep one. 
have none, or he should have it ; hut X have replied, in 
consolatory and exhortatory epistle, praying him tc 
abate three and six}>ence in the price of his next Boke, 
seeing that half a guinea is a price not to be given foi 
any thing save an opera- ticket. 

** As for England, it is long since I have heard from it. 
Every one at all connected with my concerns is asleep, 
and you are my only corro^«pondcnt, agents excepted. 

I have really no friends in the world ; though all my old 
■chool-oompanions are gone f )rth into that world, and 
walk about there in monstrous disguises, in the garb of 
guardsmen, lawyers, parsons, fine gentlemen, and such 
other masquerade dresses. So, I here shake hand.s and 
cut with all these busy people, none of whom write to 
me. Indeed, I asked il not ;-<-and here T am, a poor 
traveller and heathenish philosopher, who hath peram- 
bulated the greatest part of the Levant, and seen a 
great quantity of very improvable land and sea, and, 
after all, am no bettor tlian when 1 set out — Lord help 
I me! 

“X have been out fifteen months this very day, and I 
believe my concerns will draw me to England soon ; but 
of this I will apprize you r<;gularly from Malta. On all 
points, Hobhouse will inform you, if you arc curious as 
to our advontur<.*>s. I have seen some old English pa- 
porsup to the I5th of May. I see the ‘Lady of the 
Lake' advertised. Of <',ourse it is in his old ballad 
style, and pretty. After all, Scott is the best of them. 
The end of all scribblemont is to amuse, and he certainly 
succeeds there. 1 long to read Ids new romance. 

“ And how does ‘ Sir Edgar T and your friend, Blan<l ? 

I suppose you are involved in some literary squabble. 
The only way is to despise all brothers of the quill. I 
suppose you won’t allow me to be an author, hut 1 con- 
temn you all, you dogs ! — I do, 

“ You don’t know D s, do you ? lie had a farce 

ready for the stage before I left P^iiglarul, and asked me 
for a prologue, which I promised, but sailed in such a 
hurry, I never penned a couplet. I am afraid to a.siv 
after his drama, for fear it should be damned — Lord for- 
give me for using such a word ! — ^but the pit, sir, you 
know, the pit — llioy will do tlioso things, in spite of| 
merit. I remember this farce from a curious circum- 
itance. When Drury-lane was burnt to the ground, by 
which accident Sheridan and his son lost the few re- 
maining shillings they were worth, what doth my friend 
D-— — do ^ Why, before the fire was out, he writes a 
note to Tom Sheridan, the manager of this combustible 
concern, to inquire whether tliis farce was not converted 
into fuel, with about two thousand other unactable 
manuscripts, which of course were in great peril, if not 
actually consumed. Now, was not this characteristic ? 
—the i^ing passions of Pope are nothing to it. While 
the poor distracted manager was bewailing the loss of a 
building only worth 300,0001. together with some twenty 
thousoi^ pounds of rags and tinsel in the tiring rocm.^ 
Bluebeard’s elephants, and all that — in comes a note 
from a scorching autlior, requiring at his hands two acts 
and odd scenes of a farce ! ! 

“Dear H. remind Drury that I am his well-wisher, 
and let Scrope Davies be well affected towards me. 1 
look forward to meeting you at Newstead, and renewing 
our old Champagne evenings witli all the glee of antici- 
pation. 1 have written by every op|K)rtunity, and ex- 
pect responses as regular as those of the liturgy, and 
somewhat longer. As it is impossible for a man in his 
eensea to hope for happy days, let us at least look 
forward to merry ones, which come nearest to the other 


in appearance, if not in reality ; and in such expectatfons 
1 remain, &c. « 

LETTER LXIV. 

TO MAS. BYBOA. 

“Atliens, January 14, 1811. 
“my peak madam, 

“ I seize an occasion to write as usual, shortly, but 
rcquently, as the arrival of letters, where there exists no 
regular communication, w, of course, very precarious. I 
have lately made several small tours of some hundred or 
wo miles about the Morea, Attica, &c. as I have , 
finished my grand giro by the Troad, Constantinople, 
&c. and am returned down again to Athens. I believe 
" have mentioned to you more than once, that I swam’ 
in imitation of Ijcander, though without his lady) acro.ss 
he Hellespont, from Sestos to Abvdos. Of this, an,d •' 
,11 other particulars, F. whom I have sent home with 
apers, &c. will apprize you. I cannot find that he is 
ny loss, being tolerably master of tlie Italian and 
nodern Greek languages, which last I am also studying 
vitli a master, I can order and discourse more than 
iiiough fur a reasonable man. Besides the perpetual 
lamentations after beef and beer, the stupid, bigoted con- 
srnpt for every tiling foreign, and insurmountable inca- 
acily of accjuiring even a few words of any language, 
endered him, like all other English servants, an incurn- 
irance. 1 do assure you, the plague of speaking for 
im, the comforts h(5 rcquire<l, (more than myself by far,) 
le pilaws, (a Turkish dish of rice and meat,) which he 
oiild not cat, the wines which he could not drink, the beds 
hero he could not sleep, and the long list of calamities, 
,ich as stumbling horses, want of tea I ! ! &c. which as- 
iled him, would have made a lasting source of laughter 
a special or, and inconvenioucc to a master. After all, 
lie man is honest enough, and, in Christendom, capable 
nough ; but in Turkey, Lord forgive me ! my Albimian 
ildiers, my Tartars and Janizary, worked for him and 
5 too, as my friend Ilobhousc can testify. 

“ It is probable I may steer liomewards in spring ; but, 

► enable me to do that, I must have remittances. My 
wn funds would have lasted me very well ; but I was 
•liged to assist a friend, who, I know, will pay rno ; but, 

the mean time, I am out of pocket. At present, I do 
ot core to venture a winter’s voyage, even if I were 
herwisc tired of travelling ; but J am so convinced of 
le advantages of looking at mankind instead of reading 
.bout them, and the bitter effects of staying at home 
ith all the narrow prejudices of an islander, that I 
link there should be a law among us, to set our young 
icn abroad, for a term, among the few allies our W'ars 
ive left us. 

“ Here I see and have conversed with French, Italians, 
ermans, Danes, Greeks, Turks, Americans, &c. Ac. 

,e, ; and, wiliioiit losing sight of my ownj I can judge of 
le countries and manners of others. Where I see the 
iperiority of England, (whicli, by-thc-by, we are a good 
cal niistukcn about in many tilings,) I am pleased, and 
dierc I find her inferior, 1 am at least enlightened. 
'MOW, I might have stayed, smoked in your towns, <r.- 
gged in your country, a century, without being sure of ' 
IS, and without acquiring any thing more useful or 
.musing at home. I keep no joumaJ, nor have 1 any 
iteiition of scribbling my travels. I have done with 
uthorship ; and if, in my last production, I have con- 
meed the critics of the world I was something more 
lan they took me for, I am satisfied ; nor will I hazard 
>.at reputaiUm by u future effort. It is true 1 have some 
•thers in manuscript, but I leave them for those who;’ 
ome after me ; and, if deemed wortli publishing, they 
aay serve to prolong my memory when I n^elf rhall 
ease to remember. 1 have a fktnous Bavarian at tiat 



LETTERS, 1811. 


ig iom« view* of Athens, &c. &c. for me. This ] forget my diet, which it is very necessary (or me to oh* 
be better than scribbling, a disease 1 hope myself [serve. 1 am well in health, as 1 have generally been. 


c^Yserred of. I hope, on my return, to lead a quiet, recluse 
but God knows and does best for us all ; at least, so 
iey say, and I have nothing to object, as, on the whole, I 
have no reason to complain of my lot. I am convinced, 
however, that men do more harm to themselves than 
ever the devil could do to them. 1 trust this will find 
you well, and as happy as we can be ; you will, at least, 
be pleased to hear I am so, and yours ever.” 


LETTER LXV. 

TO MBS. BTEON, 

“Athens, Feb. 28, 1811. 

“dear madam, 

?As I have received a firman for Egypt, &c. I shall 
'proceed to that quarter in the spring, and I beg you will 
state to Mr. Hanson that it is necessary to further re- 
mittances. On the subject of Newstead I answer, as 
before, no. If it is necessary to sell, sell Rochdale. 
Fletclier will have arrived by this time with my letters to 
that purport. 1 will tell you fairly, I have, in the first 
place, no opinion of funded property ; ifj by any particu- 
lar circumstances, I shall be led to adopt such a deter- 
mination, 1 will, at all events, pass my life abroad, as niy 
only tic to England is Newstea^I, and, that once gone, 
neither interest nor inclination lead mo northward. 
Competence in your country is ample wealth in the east, 
such is the difference in the value of money and tin 
abundance of tlie necessaries of life ; an<l I fed mysolf| 
so much a citizen of tlie world, that the spot where I can 
enjoy a ddicious climate, and every luxury, at a less ex- 
pense than a common college life in England, will al- 
ways be a country to me; and such arc in fact the 
shores of the Archipelago. This then is the alternative 
—if I preserve Newstead, I return ; if 1 st;!! it, I stay 
away. I have had no letters since yours of June, but 1 
have written several times, and shall continue, as usual, 
on tlie same plan. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 
“Byron. 

“P. S. I shall most likely see you in the course of the 
summer, but, of course, at such a distance, I cannot spe- 
cify any particular montii.” 


LETTER LXVI. 

TO MRS. BYRON. 

“ Volage frigate, at sea, June 25th, 181 1. 
“dear MOTHER, 

“ This letter, which will be forwarded on our arrival at 
Portsmouth, pmbably about the fourth of July, is begun 
about twenty-three days after our departure from Malta. , 
I have just been two years (to a day, on the second ofj 
•^July) absent from England, and X return to it with much 
the same feelings which prevailed on my departure, viz. 
indifference ; but witliin that apathy I certainly do not 
'®^t^pr'scjourself, as I will prove by every means in my 
vpoweh Tou will be good enough to get my apartments 
, ready ut Newstead, but don’t disturb yourself on any 
account, particularly mine, nor consider me in qjiy other 
light than as a visiter. I must only inform you that for 
a long time I have been restricted to an entire vegetable 
diet, neither fish nor flesh coming within my regimen ; so 
^xpect a powerful stock of potatoes, greens, and biscuit ; 
I^rink no wine. I have two servants, middle-aged men, 

• Md both Greeks. It is my intention to proceed first to 
toivn^ teg Mr. Hanson, and thence to Newstead, on 
ttiy way to Rochdale. I have only to beg you will not 

S A 


With the exception of two agues, both of which I quickly 
got over. 

“My plans will so much depend on circumstancos^ 
that 1 shall not venture to lay down an opinion on the 
subject. My prospects are not very promising, but I 
suppose we shall wrestle through life like our neij^ibours ; 
indeed, by H.’s last advices, 1 have some apprehensions 
of finding Newstead dismantled by Messrs. Brothers, 
&c. and he seems determined to force mo into selling it, 
but he will be baffled, I don’t suppose I shall lie much 
pestered with visiters ; but if I am, you must receive 
them, for 1 am determined to have nobody breaking in 
upcin my retirement : you know that I never was fond of 
society, and I am less so titan before. I have brought 
vou a shawl, and a quantity of attar of roses, but these I 
must smuggle, if possible. I trust to find my library in 
tolerable order. 

“ Fletcher is no doubt arrived. I shall separate the 
mill from Mr. B ♦ *’s farm, for his son is too gay a de- 
ceiver to inherit both, and place Fletcher in it, who has 
served me faithfully, and whoso wife is a good woman ; 
besides, it is necessary to sober young Mr. B ♦ *, or he 
will people tlie parish with bast ards. In a word, if he had 
jduced a dairymaid, he might have found somethiag 
like an apology ; but the girl is his t?qual, and in high life 
or low life n^paralion is made in such circumstances. 
But I shall not interfere further than (like Buonaparte) 
by disiiicmbering Mr. B.’s kingdom^ and erecting part of 
it into a principality for field-marslial Fletcher ! I hope 
you govern niy little empire and its sad load of national 
aebt with a wary hand. To drop my metaphor, I beg 
leave to subscribe myself, yours, &c. 

“ P. S. This letter was written to bo sent from Ports- 
mouth, but, on arriving there, the squadron was ordered 
to the Nore, from whence I shall forward it. This I 
not done befon^, supposing you might be alarmed 
by the interval mentioned in the letter being longer than 
expected between our arrival in port and my appearance 
at Newstead,” 


LETTER LXVIL 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“ Volage frigate, at sea, June 29th, 1811. 

“ In a week, with a fair wind, we shall bo at Ports- 
mouth, and on the 2d of July, I shall have completed (to 
a day) two years of peregrination, from which I am re- 
turning with as little emot ion as 1 set out. I thinli, upon 
the whole, I was more grieved at leaving Greece than 
England, which I am impatient to see, simply because I 
am tired of a long voyage. 

“Indeed, iny prospects are not very pleasant. Em- 
barrassed in my private affairs, indificrent to public^ 
solitary without the wish to be social, with a body a little 
enfeebled by a succession of fevers, but a spirit, I trust, 
yet unbroken, I am returning home without a hope, and 
almost without a desire. The first thing I shall have to 
encounter will be a lawyer, the next a creditor, then 
colliers, farmers, surveyors, and all the agreeable attach- 
ments to estates out of repair and contested coal-pits. 
In short, I am sick and sorry, and when 1 have a little re- 
paired my irreparable affairs, away I shall marcli, either 
to campaign in Spain, or back again to the East, where 1 
can at least have cloudless skies and a cessation from 
impertinence. 

“I trust to meet, or see you, in town or at Newstead, 
whenever you can make it convenient. — I suppose you 
are in love and in poetry, as usual. That husband, H. 
Drury, has never written to me, albeit I have sent him 
m<H'e than one letter ; — but I dare say the poor man has 
a family, and of course all his cares are confined to his 
mrcle. 
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« » Por ehildmi fresh expense* pet, 

Aod Dicky now for school is fit.’— Warton. 

If you Bee him, tell him I have a letter for him from 
Tucker, a regimental chiriirgeon and friend of his, wIjo 
prescribed for me, ♦ ♦ * and is a very worthy 

man, but too fond of hard words. I should be too late 
for a speech-day, or I should ^irobably go down to Har- 
row. 

1 rogreVted very much in Greece iraving omiUed to carry 
the Anthology with mo — me;m Bland and Mcrivalc’s. 

What has Sir Edgar done? And the Imitations and 
Translations — where arc they? I suppose you don’t 
mean to let the public off so easily, hut charge them 
home with a quarto. For me, I arn ‘ sick of fops and 
poesy and prate,’ and shall leave the ‘ wliolo Castalian 
state’ to Bufo, or any body else. But you arc a senti- 
mental and sensibiiitous person, and will rliyme to the 
end of the chapter, Howbeil, 1 have written some 4000 
lines, of one kind or anotlicr, on my travels. 

*‘I need not repeat that 1 shall be happy to see you. 
I shall bo in town about the 8 lIi, at Durant’s Hotel, in 
Albomarle-strcet, and proceed in a few ilays to Notts, 
and thence to Rochdale on business. 

“ I am, hero and there, yours, &c.” 


LETTER LXVm. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

** Volage frigate, at sea, June 280i, 1811. 

•After two years’ absence, (to a day, on the 2d of 
July, before which we shall not arrive at Portsmouth,) I 
am retracing my way to England. I have, as you know, 
spent the greater part of that period in Turkey, except 
two months in Spain and Portugal, which were then ac- 


stances where death lias saved a man from damnatioi^ 
You were the ruin of that poor follow among you : had ii 
not been for his patrons, he might now have been in very* ' 
good plight, shoe (not verse) making; but you havf>^ 
made him immortal with a vengeance. I write this, sup- 
posing poetry, patronage, and strong waters to have been 
the death of him. If you are in town in or about the be- 
i:»'mnmg of July, you will find me at Dorant’s in Albe- 
marie-street, glad to see you. I have an Imitatum of 
Harare' H Art of Poetry ready fur Cawthom, hut don’t let 
that deter you, for 1 shan’t infiict it upon you. You 
know 1 never read my rhymes to visiters. 1 shall quit 
town in a few days for N otts, and thence to Rochdale. 

1 shall send this the moment we arrive in harbour, that 
IS a week hcncc. 

“Yours ever sincerely, 

“Bvron.” 


LETTER LXTX. 

TO MR. HENRV DRURY. 

“Volage frigate, ofTUshant, July 17th, 1811. 
“my dear drukv, 

“ After two years’ absence (on the second) and some 
odd days, I am approaching your country. The day of 
■)ur arrival you will see by the outside date of my letter. 
At present, we are becalmed comfortably, close to Brest 
Harl)our ; I have nc.wer been so near it since I left Duck 
Puddle. ♦ + + 

Wo left Malta thirty-four days ago, and have had a te- 
dious passage of it. You will cither see or hear from or 
)f me, soon after the receipt of this, as I pass through 
town to repair rny irreparable affairs ; and thence I want 
go to Notts, and raise rents, and to Lancs, and sell 
collieries, and back to London and pay debts; for it 
seems I shall neither have coals or comfort till I go down 
to Rochdale in person. 

“ 1 have brought home some marbles for Ilobhouse ; 


cessible. I have seen every thing most remarkable i for myself, fimr ancic'iit Athenian skulls + dug out of 
Turkey, particularly the Troad, Greece, ( hiiistnntiuojil' Sarcophagi ; a ])hial of attic hcmloe.k ;f four live tortoises ; 
and Albania, into which last region very few have pem a greyhound, (died on the jiassage ;) tw'o live Greek ser- 
trated 80 high as Ilobhouse and myself. I don’t know vanis, one an AUieniau, t’ other a Yaniote, who can 
tliat I have done any thing to distinguish me from olhei sjK^ak nothing but Romaic and Italian; and viysdf as 
voyagers, unless yt>u will reelion my swimming froir Moses in the Vicar of Wake fickl says, slily, and I'may 
Sestos to Abydos, on May 3d, 1810, a tolerable feat for a say it too, for 1 have as little cause to boast of iny expedi- 
modem, tion as he ha<l of his to the fair. 


“I am coming back with little prospect of pleasure at « I vvrole to you from the fjyanean Rocks, to tell you I 
home, and with a body a little shaken by one or two had sAvum from Sestos to Abydos ; have you received my 
smart fevers, but a spirit I hope yet unl>roken. My letter? + * + Hodgson, I suppose, is four 

affairs, it scorns, arc considerably involved, and much l,y tliis time*. Vv'hat woukl he have, given to have 
business must be done with lawyers, colliers, farmers, sc«-n, like me,, the rml Parnrmws, where 1 robbed the 
and creditors. Now this, to a man who hates bustle as Bishop of Grissa* of a book of geography ; but tliis 1 only 
he hates a bishop, is a serious concern. But enougli of call plagiarism, as it was done within an hour’s ride of 
my homo department. Delphi.” 

“I find I have been scolding Cawthorn without a 


cause, as 1 found two parcels with two letters from you 

on my return to Malta. By these it appears you have LETTER LXX. «. 


not received a letter from Constantinople, addressed to 
Longman’s, but it was of no consequence. 

“ My Satire, it seems, is in a fourtli edition, a success rathei 
above the middling run, but not much for a production 
which, from its topics, must be temporary, and of course 
be successful at first, or not at oU. At this period, 
when I can think and act more coolly, I regret tliat 1 
have written it, though I shall probably find it forgotten 
by all except tliose whom it has offended. 

“ Mr. Hobhouse’g Miscellany has not succeeded, but 
be himself writes so good humouredly on the subject, I 
d<m*t know whether to laugh or cry with him. He met 
with your son at Cadiz, of whom he speaks highly. 

“ Yours and Pratt’s proteg^, Blackett the cobbler,* is 
dead, in spite of his rhymes, and is probably one of the in- 


TO THE HON. MRS. BYRON. 

“ Reddish’s Hotel, July 23d, 1811, 

St. James’s-street, London. 
“my dear madam, , 

“I am only detained by Mr. Hanson, to sign some 
copyhold pa]»cr.s, and will give you timely notice of my 
approach. It is with great reluctance I remain in town. 
1 shall pay a short visit as we go on to Lancashire on 
Rochdalb business. I shall attend to your directions, of 
course, and am, 

* With great respect, yours ever, 

“ Byron* 

“P. S. You will consider Newstead as your housi, 
not mine ; and me only as a visiter,” 


* Ssetiot# to UiuU fr* u I-Ioraco, pajifc 390. 


* Gircn afierwan) to Sir Walter Scott, 
t lu the poMeesiOi) of Mr. Murray. 
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LETTER LXXI. 

TO DR. riGOT. 

“ Newport Pagnell, August % 1811. 

^ DEAR DOCTOR, 

“ My poor mother died yesterday ! and I am on ray 
way from town to attend her to ihe family vault. 1 
hoard one day of her illness, the nt'xt of her death. — 
Thank God her last moments were most tranquil. I aw 
thld she was in little pain, and not aware of her situation 
— now feel the truth of Mr. Gray’s observation, ‘ Thai 
we can only have one mother.’ — Peace be with her ! 
have to thank you for your expressions of regartl, and a: 
in six weeks I shall be in Lancashire on business,! ma; 
extend to Liverj)ool and Chester, — at least I shall cn 
deavour. 

“ If it will be any satisfaction, 1 have to inf jrrn yoi 
that in November next the. editor of the Scourge will b. 
tried for two di/rerent libels on tin? late Mrs. 11, am 
raysel/,’ (the decease of]\Jrs. B. makes no dillerence it. 
the proceedings,) and as lie is guilty, liy his very fiolisi: 
and unfounded assertion, of a breach of jiriviloge, ho will 
be prosecuted with the utmost rigour. 

“ I inform you of this, us you seem interested in th< 
affair, which is now in th<5 hands of the attorney-ge- 
neral, 

“1 shall remain at Nevvstead the greater part of this 
month, where T shall bo hapj»y to hear from you, after 
my two years’ absenco in the East. 

I am, dear Pigot, 

“Yours very truly, 

“ Byron.” 

LETTER LXXIL 

TO MR. SCROPE DAVIES. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 7tli, 1811, 
•MV dearest DAVIES, 

“ Some curse hangs over mo and mine. My mothe 
lies a corpse in this house : one of my best friends i: 
drowned in a ditch. What, can 1 say, or (hiuk, or <lo? 
1 received a letter from him the day before yesterday 
My dear Scropi?, if you can spare a riioinent, do come 
down to me, I want a friend. Matthews’s last letter 
was written on Fridmi ^ — on Saturday he w’as not. In 
ability, who was like Matthews?* Huw did wc al 
shrink before him? You do me but justice in saying, J 
would have risked my paltry existence to hav<^ [)re.servcd 
hw. This very evening did 1 mean to write, invitin, 
him, a.s I invite yon, my very dear friend, to visit me. 
God forgive * * * for his apathy ! What will our jioor 
Hohhouse feel! Ilis letters breathe hut of Matt’uews, 
Come to me, tScropc, 1 am almost doM)late — left uimost 
alone in the world — 1 had hut you, and H. and i\T. and 
let mo enjoy ^hc survivors while I can. Poor M. in his 
letter of Friday, speaks ofhis interidt^d ronlest Kir Cam- 
bridge, and a speedy journey to London. Write or 
come, but come if you can, or one or both. 

* “Yours ever,” 

LETTER LXXIII. 

TO BOLTON, ESQ. 

“ Newstead Abbey, August Ifth, 1811. 

* SIR, 

I enclose a rough draft of my intended will, which I 
beg to have drawn up as soon as possible in the firmest 
manner. The alterations aro principally made in con- 
sequence of tlie dcatli of Mrs. Byron. I have only to 

* See Uuci 468. 
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equest tliat it may be got ready in a short time, and have 
tlie honour to be, 

‘ Your most obedient humble servant, 

“ Bvror * 

“Newstead Abbey, August 12th, 18IL 
“directions for the contents op a will to 

BE DRAWN UP IMMEDIATELY. 

“The estate of Newstead to be entailed (subject 1o 
‘.ertaiii deductions) on George Anson Byron, heir at law, 
or whoever may be the heir al law on the death of Lord 
R. The Rochdale property to be sold in part or the 
whole, according to tlic debts and legacies of the present 
Ijord B. 

“ To Nicolo Giraud of Atliens, subject of Prance, but 
born in Greece, the sum of .seven thousand pounds ster 
ling, to be paui from the sale of such parts of Rochdale. 
Newstead, or elsewhere, as may onnhle the said Nicolr 
ttirand, (resident at Athens and Malta in the year 1810,) 
to reci'ive the above sum on his attaining the age ol 
fwerify-onc years. 

“ To William Flofcher, Josefih Murray, and Demclriiis 
Zogralft),* (native of Gre*e(!o,) .servants, the sum of fifty 
und^ per ami. each, for Oieir natural lives. To W“’ 
h'letclier the, mill at Newstead, on condition that he 
payetli the‘ rent, but not siibji*ct to the caprice of 
laiulUml. To Uusliton the sum of fifty pounds per 
linn. K>r lift', and a. further sum of one thousand pounds 
on attaining the ag(^ of twenty-five years. 

“ To J” Hanson, Esq. the sum of two thousand pounds 
sterling. 

“ Tlie claims of S. B. Davies, Esq. to be satisfied on 
proving tlie amount of the same. 

‘‘The body of Lord B. to be buried in the vault of the 
garden of Nevvstead, without any ceremony or burial- 
.serviee whaltwor, or any inscription, save his name and 
age. ITis ilog not fti be removed from the said vault, 
“]\Ty library anil fiu-nitnr<‘ of every description to my 
friends .T'‘ Cam Tlobhousc, Esq. and S. B. l>avie.s, Esq 
exci-ntors. In ca'^e of their decease, the Rev. J 
Ih'ehrr of Southwell, Notts, and R. C. Dallas, Esq. ot 
Mortlake, Surrey, to be, exi'iuitors. 

‘•1’lic produce of the sale ofWyrnondham in Norfolk, 
and the lute Mrs. J».V; Scofeli property, to be appropri- 
[ited in aid of tlie jiayrnont ofdebt.s and Jegaeies.” 

“ This is the last will and testament of me tlie Rt. 

George (Gordon Lord Byron, Baron Byron of 
tochdale in tliceoimly of T.aiieaster. — T desire that ray 
>ody may lie buried in the vault of the garden of Nevv- 
<re.ad, willioul any ceremony or burial-serviec wdiatovor, 
,nd that no inscription, save my name and ago, lie written 
•11 the tomb or tablet ; and it is my will that my faithful 
log may not lx* removed from the said vault. To the 
•rformanco of tin?! my particular desire, I rely on the 
ittentioii of my evoeiitors liereinafler named.” 

is suhnnUi'd lo lj>rd Jifjrou whdher this danse r<- 
Wn’f In ihe futu fid had rtot hdlcr hr omitted. The suh- 
stanev of ' it ran hr f^ihcn in a IrtUr from his lartbthijj to the 
arrw^er.v, and arroni/Miny the, will; and the will inay 
itnte that the funeral shall be performed in such manner as 
lis lordship mat/ hy letter direct^ nnd^ in default of any 
ittrh If'Jlt r, then at the discretion of his executors^ 

“It mu.st stand. “B.” 

“1 do hereby specifically order and direct that all 
lie claims of the said S. B. Davies upon me shall lie, 
illy paid and salisfiod as soon a.s conveniently may be 
after my di^ccaso, on his proving fby vouchers, or other- 

• ‘ If thf piipora Ji(» n(H, (wlilrh thfy /{••ncrally do,) De Zo- 
afll* of AthffjH iH at the ht ud of the Alhei'itni i«irt of the Ureck iiisur 
.rliori. H»* wan my eervant in )S09, 1810 Ljl, J812, nt tlilTerenl 
ilrrvttl.j In thoai' yciu’ii, (for I IrK him in Greece when I went to I'oB- 
lantinnph*,) utiil a»Aitmaiiied rne to EnfilaiKl in ISll ; he returned to 
rft'cr, «ii>ring, iai«. lb was a clever, but not nppnrmtlv an enter- 
Lsins luan ; hut cirroniMuiires nialte men, Hi» two sons (men inlanis) 

•re named l^ldtiadee and AlcibiaiUss : may the ooaeu be happy ! 

AfiV. .foumat. 
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wise, to the satisfaction of my executors hereinafter 
named*] the amount tliercof and the correctness of the 
same.” 

“ If Mr. Dairies has any unsettled claims upon Lard 
Byron^ that dreumstance is a reason for his not being ap- 
pawled eoseesUar ; each executor having an opportunity of 
paying himadf his own debt withoui consulting his co- 
executorsl* 

^ So mudh the better — ^if possible, let him be an execu- 
tor. “B.” 


In sending a copy of the will, framed on these in- 
structions, to Lord Byron, the solk-itor ac’companied 
some of the clauses witii marginal queries, calling the at- 
tention of his client to points which he considered inex- 
pedient or questionable ; one or two of the clauses are 
here inserted in full, with the respective qtu;rios and an- 
swers annexed. 

The two following letters contain further instructions 
on the same subject : 

LETTER LXXIV. 

TO MU. BOLTON. 

•Newstcad Abbey, August 16th, 1811. 

' "sir, 

"I have answered the queries on the margin.f I 
wish Mr. Davies’s claims to be mo.st fully allowed, and, 
further, that he be one of my execut ors. I wish the will 
to be made in a manner to prevent all discussion, if possi- 
ble, after my decease ; and this 1 leave to you, as a pro- 
fessional gentleman. 

" With regard to the few and simple directions (or the 
disposal of my carcass, I must have them implicitly ful- 
filled, as they will, at least, prevent trou])le and expense : 
—and (what would be of little consequence to mo, but 
may quiet the conscience of the survivors) the garden is 
consecrated ground. Those directions are copied verba- 
tim from my former will ; the alterations in other parts 
have arisen from tlic death of Mrs. B. 

“ I have the honour to be. 

"Your most obedient, humble servant, 

“ Bvron.” 

LETTER LXXV. 

TO MR. BOLTON. 

"Newstead Abbey, August 20, 1811. 

“sir, 

"The witnesses shall be provided from among my 
tenants, and I shall be happy to see you on any day most 
convenient to yourself. 1 ftirgot to mention that it must 
be specified by codicil, or otherwise, that my body is on 
no account to be removed from the vault where 1 have di- 
rected it to be placed ; and, in case any of my successors 
within the entail, (from bigotry, or otherwLsc,) might 
think proper to remove the carcass, such proceeding shall 
be attended by forfeiture of the estate, wliic.h, in such 
case, shall go to my sister, the Augusta Leigh 

and her heirs on similar conditions. I have the honour 
to be, sir, "Your very obedient, humble servant, 

“ Byron.” 

* Orcr tbc word« here placed betweeu brackets, Lord Dyron drew 
hts jten. 

t In the clause enumemtlngtbe names end places of abode of the execu- 
toi*8, the solicitor Imil left, blank* for the Cbristinii nsnir* of these genlie- 
men, ami Lord Byron, haying filled up all hut that of i>allas, writes in the 
margin— “ I forget the Christian name of Dallas— cut turnout.” He 
nlso executed, on the IHlh of this mouth, a codicil, by which lie revoked 
the bequest of his “ houseliohl goods and fiiniitiire, library, pictures, sa- 
bres, watches, plate, linen, trinkets, and other iiersoiial estate, (except 
mone^ and serur ides,) situate within ttie wulis of the mansion-house aial 
premises at his decease — and bequeathed the same (except his wine and 
spirituous liouors) to his friends, the said J. C. Hobbouse, S. R. Davies, 
aiul Francis ilodgsou, ihcir executors, &c. to be equally divided between 
them for ihflir oyrn use and he bequeathed hL wine ntid spirituous 
liquors, be in the collars and prsmisas at Newitead, unto 

his JLjBeclier for his own use, and re^^uested the said J. C. 

Wodfson, and J. Beclter, respectively, to 
COQlaiiied, to them respectively, as a token of 


LETTER LXXVI. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

"Newstead Abbey, Notts, August 12, 181 
"Peace be with the dead! Regret cannot walte 
them. With a sigh to the departed, let us resume the 
dull business of life, in the certainty that we shall also 
have our repose. Besides her who gave me being, I 
have lost more than one who made that being tolerable. 
— The best friend of my friend Hobhouse, Matthews, a 
man of the first talents, and also not the worst of my 
narrow circle, has perished miserably in the muddy 
waves of tho Cam, always fatal to genius: — my poor 
schoolfellow Wingfield, at Coimbra — within a month,* 
and while I had heard from all three, but not seen one. 
Matthews wrote to me the very day before his death ; 
and though I feel fiir liis fate, I am still more anxious for 
Hobhouse, who, I very much fear, will hardly retain his 
senses ; his letters to me since the event have been most 
incoherent. But let this pass — we shall all one day 
pass along with the rest — the world is too full of such 
things, and our very sorrow is selfish. 

" 1 received a letter from you w-hich my late occupa- 
tions prevented me from duly noticing,— I hope your 
friends and family will long hold together. 1 shall be 
glad to hear from you, on business, on commonplace, or 
any thing, or nothing — hut death — I am already too fa- 
miliar with the dead. It is strange that I look on the 
skulls which stand beside me (I have always had four 
in my stndy) without emotion, hut I cannot strip the 
features of those 1 have known of their fleshy covering, 
eve.n in idea, without a liideou.s sensation ; but tho 
worms arc le.ss ceremoiiious. — Surely, the Romans did 
well wiien they burned the dead.— I shall be happy to 
hear from yon, and am " Yours, &c.” 


LETTER LXXVII. 

TO MR, HODGSON. 

“Newstead Abbey, August 22d, 1811. 

"You may have heard of the sudden death of my mo- 
ther, and poor Matthews, whicli, with that of Wingfield, 
(of which I was not fully aware till just before I left 
town, and indeed liardly believed it,) has made a sad 
chasm in my connexions. Indeed the blows followed 
each other so rapidly that 1 am yet stupid from the 
shof'.k, and thougli I do eat, and drink, and talk, and 
even laugh, at limes, yet I con hardly persuade myself 
that I am awake, did not every morning cx^nvince me 
mournfully to Ums contrary. — sliall now waive tlie sub- 
ject, — the dead are at rest, and none but tlie dead can 
bo so. 

"You will feel for poor Hobhouse, — Matthews was 
the ‘ god of his idolatry and if intellect could exalt a 
man above his fellows, no one could refuse him pre-emi- 
nence. 1 knew him most intimately, and valued him 
[iroportionably, but I am recurring — so let us talk of life 
and the living. 

"If you should feel a disposition to come here, you 
will find ‘ beef and a sea-coal fire,’ and not ungenerous 
wine. Whether Otway’s two other requisites for an 
Englishman or not, 1 cannot tell, but probably one of 
them,— Lot me know when I may expect you, that I 
may HB ijww when I go and when return. — have not 
yet been to Lancs. ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 
Davies has been here, and has invited me to Cambridge 
for a week m October, so that, peradventure, we may 
encounter glass to glass. His gayety (death cannot 
mar it) has done me service ; but, sifter all, ours was a 
hollow laughter. ^ 


' See Cbilde Harold, n(»tc 19tb, to Canto 1, 
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“ You will write to me ? I am solitary, and I nove: 
felt solitude irksome before. Your anxiety about th< 
Critique on * *’s book is amusing ; as it was anonymous 
it was of little consequence : I wish it had pro 
du^ a little more confusion, being a lover of hterar 
malice. Are you doing nothing? writing nothing 
printing nothing? why not your Satire on Methodism 
the subject (supposing the public to be blind to merit 
would do wonders. Besides, it would be as well for i 
destined deacon to prove his orthodoxy. — It really w’oul 
give me pleasure to see you properly appreciated, 
say really, as, being an author, my humanity might be 
suspected. 

“ Believe me, dear H. yours always.” 


LETTER LXXVIII. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Newstead, August 21, 1811. 

“Your letter gives me credit for more acute feelingi 
than I possess ; for tliough 1 feel tolerably miserable, yc 
I am at the same time subject to a liincl of hysterical 
merriment, or rather laughter without merriment, wliicl 
I can neither account fur nor conquer, and yet J do n< 
feel relieved by it ; but an indifferent jierson would thinli 
me in excellent spirits. ‘We must forget those things* 
and have recourse to our old selfish comforts, or ratht 
comfortable selfishness. 1 do not think I shall return to 
London immedialely, and shall therefore accept freely 
what is offered courtciously — your mediation betweer, 
me and Murray. I don't think niy name will answe 
the purpose, and you must he awjirc that my plaguy 
Satire will bring the north and south Grub-streets down 
upon the ‘Pilgrimage;’ — but, nevertheless, if Murray 
makes a point of it, and you coincide with him, I will do 
it daringly; so let it he entitled, ‘By the Author ol 
iMiglisli Bards and Scotch Reviewers.’ My remarks 
on the Romaic, &c. once intended to accompany the 
‘ Hints from Horace,’ shall go along with the other, a.*- 
being indeed more ap[)ropriate ; also the smaller poems 
now in my possession, with a few selected from those 
published in Bohhoiise’s Miscellany. I have found 
among my poor mother’s papers all my letters from the 
Past, and one in particular of some length from Albania, 
h'rom this, if necessary, 1 can work uji a note or two on 
that subject. As I kept no journal, the letters written 
on the spot are the best. But of this anon, when wo 
have tlelinitively arranged. 

“ Has Murray shown the work to any one ? Ho may 
—hut 1 will have no traps for applause. Of course there 
arc little thingi 1 would wish to alter, and perliaps the 
two stanzas of a buffooning cast on London’s Sunday are 
as well left out. I much wish to avoid identifying 
Childo Harold’s character with mine, and that, in sooth, 
IS rny second obiection to my name appearing in th 
iitlepage. When you have made arrangements as to 
time, size, type, &c. favour me with a reply. I am 
Having you a universe of trouble, which tlianks cannot 
-tone for. X made a kind of pros# apology for my skep- 
ticism at the head of the MS. which, on recollection, is 
^(^much more like an attack than a defence, tliat, haply, 
It might belter be omitted : — ^perpend, pronounce. After 
‘ill} I fear Murray will ho in a scrape with th© orthodox ; 
hut I cannot help it, though I wdsh him well tlirough it. 
As fur me, ‘1 have supped full of criticism,’ and f don’t 
think that the ‘ most dismal treatise* will stir and rouse i 
u»y ‘ fell of hair* till ‘ Birnam-wood do come to Dunsi- } 
nane.’ 

y shall continue to write at intervals, and hope you 
will»pay me in kind. How does Pratt get on, or rather 
get off Jjje Blackett’s posthumous stock? You killed 
mat p<,or maif among you, in spite of your Ionian friend 
4nd Qiyself] who would have saved him from Pratt, 
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poetry, present poverty, and posthumous oblivion. Cruel 
patronage ! to ruin a man at his calling ; but then he is a 
divine subject for subscription and biography ; and Pratt, 
who makes the most of iiis dedications, has inscribed the 
volume to no less than five families of distinction. 

“I am sorry you don’t like Harry White ; with a great 
deal of cant, which in him was sincere, (indeed, it killed 
him as you killed Joe Blackett,) certes, there is poesy 
and genius. I don’t say this on account of my simile 
and rhymes ;* but surely he was beyond all the Bloom- 
fields and Blacketts, and their collateral cobblers, whom 
Loffl and Pratt have or may kidnap from their calling 
into the service of the trade. You must excuse my %>- 
pancy, for I am writing I know not what, to escape from 
myself. Hobhouse is gone to Ireland. Mr. Davies has 
been here on hi.s way to Harrowgate. 

“You did not know Mr. Matthews ; ho was a man of 
the most astonishing powers, as he sufficiently proved at 
Cambridge, by carrying off more prizes and fellowships, 
against the ablest candidates, than any other graduate on 
record ; but a most decided atheist, indeed, noxiously so, 
hr he proclaimed his principles in all societies. I luiew 
liin well, and fetd a loss not easily to he supplied to my- 
self— to Hobhouse never. Let me hear from you, and 
“ Believe me, &c.” , 

LETTER LXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Newstead Abbey, Notts, August 23, 1811. 
“sir, 

“ A domestic calamity in the death of a near relation 
lias hitherto pr(!venti‘d my addressing you on the subject 
•f this letter. — My friend Mr. Dallas has placed in your 
liands a mamiscrijit poem written by mo in Greece, 
which he tells me you do not object to publishing. But 
.0 also informed me in London that you wished to send 
he MS. to Mr. Gifford. Now, though no one would 
cel more gratified by the chance of obtaining his obser- 
vations on a work than myselfl there Is in such a proceed- 
ing a land of petition for praise, that neither my pride— 
ir whatever you please to call it — will admit. Mr. G. 
s not only the first satirist of the day, but editor of one of 
he priiici]ial Reviews. As such, he is the last man 
vhosc censure (however eager to avoid it) I would de- 
recate by clandestine means. You will therefore re- 
am the MS. in your own care, or, if it must needs be 
ihown, sc*nd it to another. Though not very patient of 
ensure, I would fain obtain fairly any little praise my 
hyines might deserve, at all events not by extortion and 
'le humblt; solicitations of a bandiod-about MS. 1 am 
ure a little consideration will convince you it would be 
Tong 

'‘ If you determine on publication, I have some smaller 
uoeins, (never published,) a few notes, and a short disser- 
ation on the literature of tin? modern Greeks, (written at 
Athens,) which will come in at the end of the volume.— 
\nd if the present poem should succeed, it is my inten- 
lon, at some subsequent period, to publish some selec- 
lons from my first work, — my Satire, — another nearly 
le same length, and a few’ other things, with the MS. 
ow m your hands, in two volumes. — But of these here- 
fter. Y ou will apprize me of your determination. I 
m, sir, “ Your very obedient, &c.” 


LETTER LXXX. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“ Newstead Abbey, August 26, 1811. 

“ Being fortunately enabled to frank, I do not spare 
cribbling, having sent you packets within the last ten 

‘ See " Enjflwh Biu-di.” 
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days. I am passing solitary, and do not expect my 
agent to accompany me to Rochdale before the second 
iveek in September, a delay which perplexes me, as 1 
wish the business over, and should at present woUomc 
employment. 1 sent you exordiums, annotations, &c. for 
the forthcoming quarto, if quarto it is to bo ; and 1 also 
have wiitten to Mr. Murray my cbjection to sending 
the MS. to Juvenal, but allowing him to show it to any 
others of the calling. Hobhouse is among tlie types al- 
ready ; so, between his prose and my verse, the world 
will be decently drawn upon for its paper money and pa- 
tience. Besides all this, my ^ Imitation of Iloraco’ is 
gasping (or the press at Cawthorn’s, but I am hesitating 
as to the haw and the whenj the single or the double, the 
present or the future. You must excuse all this, for I 
have nothing to say in this lone mansion but of myself, 
and yet I would willingly talk or think of aught else. 

“ What are you about to do ? Do you think of perch- 
ing in Cumberland, as you opined when I was in the me- 
tropolis? If you moan to retire, why not occupy Miss 
♦ ♦ ‘Cottage of Friendship,’ late the scat of Cob- 
bler Joe, for whose death you and others are answer- 
4ible? His * Orphan Daughter’ (pathetic Pratt!) will, 
certes, turn out a shoemakmg Sappho. Have you no 
remorse ? I think that elegant address to Miss Dallas 
should be inscribed on the cenotajih which Miss * * * 
means to stitch to his memory. 

“The newspapers seem much disappointed at his 
majesty’s not dying, or doing something better. I pre- 
sume it is almost over. If parliament meets in October, 
•I shall be in town to attend. I am also invited to Cam- 
bridge for the beginning of that inontli, but am first to 
jaunt to Rochdale. Now Matthews is gone, and Hob- 
honse m Ireland, I have hardly one left there to bid me 
welcome, except my inviter. At three-and-twenty I 
am left alone, and what more can we be at seventy ? It 
is true, I am young enough to begin again, but witli 
whom can I retrace the laughing pari of life 7 It is odd 
how few of my friends have died a quiet death, — I mean, 
in their beds. But a quiet life is of more consequence. 
Yet one loves squabbling and jostling better than yawn- 
ing. This l(Utt word adtiionishes me to relievo you from 
“ Y ours very truly, &c.” 


LETTER LXXXI. 

TO MH. DALLAS. 

• Newstead Abbey, August 27, 1811. 

“ I was so sincere in rny note on the late Charles 
Matthews, and do feel myself so totally unable to do 
justice to his talents, that the passage must stand for tht 
very reason you bring against it. To him all the men I 
ever knew were pigmies. He was an intellectual giant. 
It is true I loved W. better ; he was the earliest and the 
dearest, and one of the few one could never repent of| 
having loved : but in ability — ah ! you did not know 
Matthews I 

“ ‘ Childo Harold’ may wait and welcome — books are 
never the worse for delay in the pviblication. So you 
have got our heir, George Anson Byron, and his sister, 
with you. 

“You may say what you please, but you are one of' 
the murdercr» of Blackett, and ytJt you won't allow 
Harry White’s genius. Setting aside his bigotry, he 
surely ranks next to Chatterton. It is astonishing how 
little he was known ; and at Cambridge no one thought 
or heard of such a man, till las death rendered all notice 
useless. For my oivn part, I should have been most 
of such an acquaintance his very prejudices 
ipectablo. There is a sucking epic poet at 
"% Mr. Townsend, prot^^e of the late Cumber- 


land. Did you ever hear of him and his ‘ Armageddon ?* 

I think his plan (the man I don’t know) borders on the 
sublime ; though, perhaps, the anticipation of the ‘ La8t«- 
Day,’ (according to you Nazarenes,) is a little too dari^«- 
at least, it looks like telling the Lord what he is t^ uo, 
and might remind an ill-natured person of the line— 

** ' Aud foob rush in where angels fear to tread.’ 

“ But I don’t mean to cavil, only other fbllts will, and he 
may bring all the lambs of Jacob Behtnen about his ears. 
However, I hope he will bring it to a conclusion, though 
Milton is in his way. 

“ Write to me— I dote on gossip— and make a bow to 
Ju — ,* and shake George by the hand for me ; but, take 
care, for he has a sad sea-paw. 

“ P. S. 1 would ask George here, but I don’t know how 
to amuse him — all my horses were sold when I left Eng- 
land, and I have not had lime to replace them. Never- 
theless, if he will come down and shoot in September, be 
will be very welcome ; but he must bring a gun, tor j. 
gave away all mine to Ali Pacha, and other Turks. 
Dogs, a keeper, and plenty of game, with a very large 
manor, I have — a lalte, a boat, house-room, and neat 
winesJ^ 


LETTER LXXXII. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, ESQ. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 4, 1811. 
“my dear sir, 

“ I am at present anxious, as Cawthom seems to wish 
it, to have a small edition of the “ Hints from Horace” 
published immediately ; but the Latin (the most difficult 
poem in the language) renders it necessary to be very 
particular not only in correcting the proofs with Horace 
>pen, but in adapting the parallel passages of the imita- 
tion in such places to tlie original as may enable the rea- 
der not to lose sight of the allusion. 1 don’t know whe- 
ther I ought to ask you to do this, but I am loo far off’ to 
do it fiir myself; and if you can condescend to my school- 
boy erudition, you will oblige me by setting this thing 
going, though you will smile at the importance I attach 
to it, “ Believe me, ever yours, 

“ Byron.” 

LETTER LXXXHI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newstead Abbey, Notts, Sept. 6, 1811. 

“ SIR, 

“ The time seems to be past when (as Dr. .Tohnson 
said) a man was certain to ‘hear the truth from his 
bookseller,’ for you have paiti me so many compliments, 
that, if I was not the veriest scribbler on earth, 1 should 
feel affionted. As I accept your comnlimcnts, it is but 
fair I should give equal or greater credit to your objec- 
tions, the more so, as 1 believe them to be well founded. 
With regard to tiie political and metaphysical parts, I arp 
afraid 1 can alter noUiing ; but I have high authority for 
my errors in that point, for even the j^Sneid was a ppliti- 
cal poem, and written for a political purpose ; and as *0 
my unlucky opinions on subjects of more irnfiortance, I 
am too sincere in tliem for recantation. On Spanish 
affairs I have said what I saw, and every day confirms 
me in^hat notion of the result formed on the spot ; and 
I rather think honest John Bull is beginning to come 
round again to that sobriety which Massena’s retreat 
had begun to reel from its centre — the usual consequence 
ofv?iusuai success. So you perceive I cannot alter, ♦he 
sentiments ; but if tlicrc are any alterations in the struc- 
ture of the versification you would wish to made, I 

* Julia Ueatb, Oeoixe B/roo’t ««ur. 
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will tag rhymes and turn stanzas as much as you please 
As Iw the ^ orthodox; let us hope they will buy, on pur 
’^ose to abuse— you will forgive the one, if they will d 
th e otiier. You are aware that any thing from my pe. 
mu^ expect no quarter, on many accounts ; and as th 
present publication is of a nature very different from th. 
former, we must not be sanguine. 

“ You have given me no answer to my question — ^te] 
me fairly, did you show the MS. to some of your corps 
—I sent an introductory stanza to Mr. Dallas, to be for- 
warded to you ; the poem else will open too abruptly.** 
The stanzas had better be numbered in Roman charac 
tors. There is a disquisition on the literature of tli< 
modern Greeks, and some smaller poems, to come in at 
the close. These are now at Newstead, but will be sen' 
in time. If Mr. D. has lost the stanza and note annexei 
to it, write, and I will send it myself. — You tell me to ad 
two Cantos, but I am about to visit my coUieries in Lan- 
cashire on the 16th inst. which is so unpoetical an em- 
ployment that I need say no more. I am, sir, 

“ Your most obedient, &c.” 


LETTER LXXXIV. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

‘‘Newstead Abbey, Sept. 7, 1811. 

“As Gifford has been ever my ‘ Magnus Apollo,’ anj 
approbation, such as you mention, would, of course, be 
more welcome than ‘ all Bokara’s vaunted gold, tlian al 
the gems of Samarkand.’ But I am sorry the MS. was 
shown to him in such a manner, and 1 had written tc 
Murray to say as much, before 1 was aware that it was 
t(K) laUs. 

“Your objection to the expression ‘central line,’ I can 
only meet by saying that, before Childc Harold left Eng- 
land, it was his full intcaition to trav(‘rse Persia, and re* 
turn by Indio, which he could not have done withoul 
[»assing the equinoctial. 

“ The other errors you mention, I must correct in the 
progress through the press. I feel honoured by the w'i.sh I 
of such men that the poem should lx* continued, hut to do| 
ihat, I must return to Greece and Asia ; 1 must have a 
'Mirni sun Jind a blue sky ; I cannot describe scenes so 
dear to me by a sea-coal lire. 1 had projected an addi- 
tional Canto when I was in the Troad and Coristuntino- 
ple, and if 1 saw them again, it would gf» on ; but under 
existing eircumstair^-'^A'ud sensatiom^^ 1 have neither 
harp, ‘ heart, nor voice’ to proceed. 1 feel thait ^you arc 
all right as to the metaphysical part ; but I also feel that 
I am sincere, and that if I am only to write, ‘ ad captan^ 
dum vulgu^ I might as well edit a magazine at once, or 
spin canzonettas for Vauxhall. 

‘ My work must make its way a.s well as it can ; I 
know I have ev8lry thing against me, angry poets and 
prejudice.s *, but if the poem is a poem, it will surmount 
these obstacles, and if no<, it deserves its fate. Your 
fiend’s Ode 1 have read — it is ug great comj»Ument to 
pronounce it far siiperi^ Ip S * *’s on the same sub- 
jn (for to the merits new chancellor. It is evi- 

dently the production of a man of taste, and a poet, 
though 1 should not be willing to say it was fully .fuqiyful to 
what might be expected from the author of ‘ 

I thank yoti for it, and that is more than I wouldiflo for 
any other Ode of the present day. 

“I am very sensible of your good wishes, and, indeed, 

I have need of them. My whole life has been at vari- 
ance with propriety, not to say decency; my circum- 
stances are become involved ; ray friends are dead or 
wtrangeA and my existence a dreary void. In Mat- 
i lost my ‘ guide, philosopher, and friend 

* The preeeiil second stauaa oriipuall; atood firet. 


in Wingfield a friend only, but one whom I could have 
wished to have preceded in his long journey. 

“ Matthews was indeed an extraordinary man ; it has 
not entered into tlie heart of a stranger to conceive such 
a man ; there was the stamp of immortality in all he said 
or did ; and now what is he ? When we see such men 
pass away and be no more— men, who seem created to 
display what the Creator cotdd make his creatures, ga- 
thered into corruption, before the maturity of minds that 
might have been the pride of posterity, what are we to 
conclude ? For my own part I am bewildered. To me 
he was much, to Hobhouse every thing. — My poor Hob- 
house doted on Matthews. For me, 1 did not love quite 
so much as I honoured him ; I was indeed so sensible of 
Iiis infinite superiority, that Uiough 1 did not envy, I stood 
in awe of it. He, Hobhouse, Davies, and myself, formed 
a coterie of our own at Cambridge and elsewhere. Da- 
vies is a wit and man of the world, and feels as much as 
such a character can do ; but not as Hobhouse has been 
affected. Davies, who is not a scribbler, has always 
beaten us all in the war of words, and by his colloquial 
powers at once delighted and kept us in order. H. and 
myself always had the worst of it with the other two ; and 
even M. yielded to the dashing vivacity of S. D. But I 
am talking to you of men, or boys, as if you cared aboui 
such beings. 

“ I expect mine agent down on the 14ih to proceed to 
Lancashire, where, 1 hear from aU quarters, that I have 
a very valuable property in coals, &c. I then intend to 
accept an invitation to Cambridge in October, and shall, 
)erhaps, run up to town. I have four invitations— to 
Waites, Dorset, Cambridge, and Chester ; but I must be 
a man of business. I am quite alone, as these long 
etters sadly testify. I perceive, by referring to your 
litter, that the Ode is from the author ; make my thanks 
acceptabhi to liim^ His muse is worthy a nobler theme. 
You will write, as usual, I hope. 1 wish you a good 
livening, “ And am, &c.” 

LETTER LXXXV. 

TO K. C. DALLAS, ESq. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 10, 181 L 

“dear sill, 

“I rather think in one of the opening stanzas of Child* 
!iarold there is this line — 

“ ‘ ’Ti« BaUl at Itmus the Bullcn tear would Uart.* 

S'ow, a line or two tift.er, I have a repetition of the 
fpithet ^sullen reverie;’ so (if it be so) let us have, 
Rpecchlcss reverie,’ or ‘ silent reverie ;’ but, at all events, 
io aw'ay the recurrence. 

“ Yours ever, “ B— — . 

“P. S. Perhajis, as ‘reverie’ implies silence of itself 
wayward, dowmeast, gloomy, wrinkling, joyless, may bo 
otter epithets.” 

LETTER LXXXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newstead Abbey, Notts, Sept. 14, 1811. 

“sir, 

“Since your former letter, Mr. Dallas informs me that 
le MS. has been submitted to the perusal of Mr. Gifford, 
lost contrary to my wishes, as Mr. D. could have ex- 
laaied, and as my own letter to you did, in fact, explain, 
'il.i my motive.s for objecting to sucli a proceeding, 
•oine late domestic events, of which you arc probably 
wTire, prevented letter from being sent before ; in- 
iced, 1 hardly conceived you would so hastily thrust my 
•roduclions into the hands of a stranger, who could bo as 
ittlo pleased by receiving them, as ilieir author is at 
hoir l^ing offered in such a manner, and to such a maxu 
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•My address, when I leave Newstead, will be U 
'Rochdale, Lancashire but I have not yet fixed t|j< 
day of departure, and I will apprize you when ready i< 
set oC 

•You have placed me in a very ridiculous situation 
but it is past, and nothing more is to be said on the subject. 
You hiiited to me that you wished some alterations to be 
made ; if they have nothing to do with politics or religion 
I will Qtake them with great readiness. 

• I am, sir, &c. &c.” 

LETTER LXXXVII. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, £8^. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 16, 1811. 
“mv dear sir, 

“My agent will not be here for at least a week, and 
even afterwards my letters will be forwarded to Roch- 
dale. I am sorry that Murray should groan on my ac- 
count, though that is better than the anticijiation of ap- 
plause, of which men and books are generally disap- 
pointed. 

• The notes 1 sent are merely matter to be divided, ar- 
ranged, and published for notes hereafter, in proper 
places; at present I am too much occupied with eartlily 
cares, to waste time or trouble upon rhyme, or its modern 
mdi8|>en8ables, annotations. 

“ Pray let me hear from you, when at leisure. I have 
written to abuse Murray for showing the MS. to Mr. 
Gifford ; who must certainly think it was done by my 
wish, though you know tlie contrary. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 

LETTER LXXXVm. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, £S<1. 

“Nowstead Abbey, Sept. 16, 1811. 

• DEAR SIR, 

“ I send you a motto — * 

* L’univen eat uneeapdee de lirre, ftc.* 

If not too long, I think it will suit the book. The pas- 
sage is from a French volume, a great favourite with me. 
which I picked up in the Archipelago. I don’t think it 
is well known in England. Moubron is the author, but 
it is a work sixty years old. Good morning. I won’t 
take up your time. “Yours ever, 

“ Bvron.” 

LETTER LXXXIX. 

TO MH. MURRAY. 

•Newstead Abbey, Sept. 16, 1811. 

•I return the proo^ which I should wish to be shown 
to Mr. Dallas, who understands typographical arrange- 
ments much better than 1 can pr<«tcrid to do. The 
printer may place the notes in his own way^ or any uxiy, 
so that they are out of my way I care nothing about 
types or margins. 

“ If you have any communication to make, 1 shall be 
here at least a week or ten days longer. 

“I am, sir, &c. &€.” 


LEt^ER XC. 

TO MlU.rPALLA8. 


frequent invasions on your attention, because I have 
this moment notlung to interpose between you and n 
epistles. 

“ I cannot settle to any thing, and my days pass, wi- 
the exception of bodily e.xercise to some extent, with<m 
form indolence, and idle insipidity. I have been e: 
pecting, and still expect, my agent, when I shall hav 
enough to occupy my reflections in business of no vet 
pleasant aspect. Before ray journey to Rochdale, yc 
shall have due notice where to address me — believe * 
the postofiice of that township. Prom Murray I re 
ceived a second proof of the same pages, which I re 
quested him to show you, that any thing which may hav 
sscaped my observation may be detected before the prii 
ter lays tlie corner-stone of an errata column. 

“ I am now not quite alone, having an old acquaintanc 
and schoolfellow with me, so oid, indeed, that we hav 
nothing new to say on any subject, and yawn at cac 
other in a sort of quiet inquietude. 1 hear nothing froi 
hawthorn, or Captain Hobhouse, and their quarto — ^Lor 
have mercy on mankind ! We come on like Cerben 
with our triple publications. As for mysdfy by mysdf 
must be satisfied with a comparison to Janus. 

“ I arn not at all pleased with Murray for showing tf 
MS. ; and I am certain Gifford must see it in the san 
liglit that I do. His praise is nothing to the purpos« 
4at could he say ? He could not spit in die face of or 
who had praised him in every possible way. I mu 
'wn that I wi.sh to have the impression removed from h 
mind, that I had any concern in such a paltry transa* 
ion. The more J think, the more it di.squiefs me ; so 
will say no more about it.. It is had enough to he 
(cribblci;, without having recourse to such shifts to exto 
iraise, or deprecate censure. It is anticipating, it 
egging, kneeling, adulating — the devil! the devil! tl 
devil ! and all without my wish, and contrary to my e 
>ress desire. I wish Murray had been tied to Payn. 
leck when ho jumped into the Paddington Canal, and = 
ell him , — that is the proper receptacle for publishci 
You have thoughts of settling in the country, why n 
ry Notts ? I think there are places which would si 
oil in all points, and then you are nearer the rnetropol 
But of this anon. 

“ I am yours, fee.” 
LETTER XCI. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, £S(l. 

"Newstcad Abbey, Sept. 17, 1811. 

“dear SIR, 

“ I have just discovered some pages of observations 
he modem Greeks, written at Athens, by me, under I 
.ille of ‘ Noctes Attic®.’ They will do to cut up ii 
lotes, and to be cut up afterwards, which is all that no 
ire generally good for. They were written at Athe 
as you will see by the date. 

“Yours ever. “B.’ 


IsStTE^ :^CU. 

TO MR. DALLAS. ' . 

a “ Newstead Abbey, Sept. 31, 1811 
ve shown my respect for your suggestions 
them; but I have made many alterations in 
5rst proof, over and above ; as?, for example : 

< oil Thou, la HeUat d«eai*d of heavenly birth, 
kc. Ac.* 


• Newstnnd Abbey, Sept. 17, 1811. “ ‘ o/t by foter lym on earth, 

excuse your not writing, as you have, I * 

better to do, and you must pardon my “ * ^ wandtr’d by th« vaunted ril} .* 

* For Chiide Harold.'* and SO on. So I have got rid of Dr. Lowth, and ' dro 
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to boot, and veiy glad I am to say so. I have also sul- 
bnized the line as heretofore, and in short have been 
" quite conformable, 

“ Pray, write ; you shall hoar wlien I remove to Lancs, 
f'jjave brought you and my friend Juvenal Hodgson upon 
my back, on the score of revelation. You are fervent, 
but he is quite glowing ; and if he lakes half the pains to 
save his own soul, which he volunteers to redeem mine 
great will he his reward hereafter. I honour and thank 
you both, but am convinced by neither. Now for notes. 
Besides those I have sent, I shall send the observations 
on the Eldinburgh Reviewer’s remarks on the modern 
Greek, an Albanian song in the Albanian {not Greek) lan- 
guage, specimens of modern Greek from their New 
Testament, a comedy of Goldoni’s translated, one scency 
a prosjwctus of a friend’s book, and perhaps a song or 
two, all in Romaic, besides tlieir Paler Nostcr ; so there 
will be enough, if not too much, with what I have already 
s^nt. Have you received the 'Noctes Atticai?’ I sent 
also an annotation on Portugal. Hobhouse is also forth- 
coming.” 


LETTER XCIII. 

TO MU. DALLAS. 

Newstead Abbey, Sept. 23, 1811. 
Lisboa is the Portuguese word, conse(|tu;ntly llr 
very best. Ulissiponf is pedantic ; and, as I have Hellas 
and Kros not long before, there would ho somtilbing like 
an affeclatiori of Greek terms, which 1 wisli to avoid, 
since 1 sliall have a perilous quantity oC modern Greek in 
my notes, as specimens of the tongue; therefore Lisboa 
may keep its place. You are right about the ‘Hints;’ 
they must not prece<le the ‘Romaunt,*’ but Cawthorn 
will be savage if they don’t ; however, keep them back, 
ujid him in good humour y if w’c can, but do not let him 
publish. 

“ r have adopted, I believe, most of your suggestions, 
hut ‘Lisboa’ will be an exception, to prove the rule. I 
have sent a quantity of notes, and shall continue; but 
pray let them be copied ; no devil can read my hand. 
By-the-by, I do not mean to e.xcliunge the ninth verse of j 
tlie ‘Good Night.’ I have no reason to suppo.se my 
dog he.Ucr than his brother brutes, mankind ; and Argus 
we know to be a fable.* The ‘ Cosm(»polite’\vas an ac- 
quisition abroad. 1 do not believe it is to be found in 
England. It is an ainvising little volume, and full of^ 
Prerich flippancy. I road, tliough I do not speak, the 
language. 

I will be angry with Murray. It was a bookselling, 
backshop, PateriKJstcr-rovv, paltry proceeding, and if the 
e.xpcrirnent had turned out as it deserved, I would have 
raised all Fleet-street, and borrowed the giant’.s staflT | 
from St. Dunstan’s church, to immolate the betrayer of| 
trust. I have written to him as he never wa.s written to 
before by an Jiuthor, I ’ll be sworn, and I hope you will 
amplify my wrath, till it has an effect upon him. You tell 
me always you have much to write about. Write it, 
but let us drop metaphysics ;— on that point we shall 
never agree. I am dull and drowsy, as usual. I do no- 
^ Aing, and even that nothing fatigues mo. Adieu.” 

LETTER XCIV. 

• 1 

TO H. C. DALLAS, KS^. ' 

“ Newstead Abbey, Sept. 26, 1811. 
“mv dear sir, 

0 In a stanza towards the end of canto first there is, in 
the concluding line, 

*■ ‘ Soioe bitter bitItMea tip, And eVn nil ttiogi.* 

• Htv LeUer 2 -3. 

6 


I have altered it as follows 

‘ Tull from the heart of joy’a delicious ipringt 
Some bitter o’er the flowera iti bubbting venom fling*.* 

“ If you will point out the stanzas on Cintra which you 
wish recast, I will send you mine answer. Be good 
enough to address your letters here, and they nrill either 
be forwarded or saved till iny return. My agent comes 
to-morrow, and we shall set out immediately. 

” The press must not proceed of course without my 
seeing the proofs, as I have much to do. Pray do you 
think any alterations should be made in the stanzas on 
Vathek? I should be sorry to make any improper 
allusion, as I merely wish to adduce an example of 
wasted wealth, and the reflection whicli arose in survey- 
ng tlie most desolate mansion in the most beautiful spot 
ever beheld. 

“ Pray keep Cawthorn back; he was not to begin till 
November, and even that will be two months too soon. 
I am so sorry my hand is unintelligible ; butl can neither 
deny your accusation, nor remove the cause of it. — It is 
a sad scrawl, certos. — A perilous quantity of annotation 
latli been sent ; I think almost enougky with the speci- 
uens of Romaic I mean to annex. 

“ 1 will have nothing to say to your motaphysics, and 
dlegnries of rocks and beaches ; we shall all go to Ihe 
lollom together, so ‘ let us eat and drink, for to-morrow, 
&c.’ 1 arn as comfortable in my creed as others, inas- 
inuch as it is better to sleep than to be awake. 

“ T have heard nothing of Murray ; I hope he is 
ashamed of himself. He sent me a vastly complimentary 
epistle, with a reijuestto alter the two, and finish another 
canto. 1 s<‘rit liim as civil an answer as if I had been 
mgaged to translate by the sheet, declined altering any 
hing in sentiment, but offered to tag rhymes, and mend 
them as long as he liked. 

‘ I will write from Rochdale when I arrive, if my affairs 
allow me ; but I shall be so busy and savage all the time, 
kvitli the whole set, that my letters will bo as pettish as 
aiyself. If so, lay the blame on coal and coal-heavers, 
Very probably I may i)roceed to town by way of New- 
{t«*ad on my return from Lancs. I mean to be at Cam- 
jridge in November, so that at all events we shall be 
icarer. I will not apologize for the trouble I have given, 
and do give you, though 1 ought to do so; but I have 
worn out iny politest periods, and can only say that I am 
very much obliged to you. 

‘ Believe me, yours always, 
‘‘Bykon.” 


LETTER XCV. 

TO R. C. DALLAS, ESq. 

“ Newstead Abbey. Oct. 10, 1811. 

‘ DEAR sin., 

“ Stanzas 24, 26, 29, though crossed, must stand with 
heir alterations. The other three are cut out to your 
wishes.* Wo must, however, have a repetition of the 
iroof, xvhich is tlie first. 1 will write soim. 

“ Yours ever, <‘B. 

‘ P. S. Yesterday I returned from Lanes.” 

• Th** fuliowlnK are the Mx itanER* ai they originally atooi}. Thoto 
api.iearing lx>low, ne 24, 26, 29, aupearrrl in the poem, in an alterect alaie, 
numhered thurr ae 24, 2S, 26, of the firat canto. The atanza* marked 
below 25, 27, and 28, were tboae omitted : 


Behold (ho hall where chlefa were late corirened, 

Oh, dome diaplenaing unto Brltieh «ye ! 

With diadem Inglu Foolacep, lo ! a fiend, 

A little fiend that acoif* inceMantly. 

There ailain pitrciimnit robe arrayed, and by 
Hia aide la hung a teal and aable aeroll, 

Where blazoned glarea a name af>elt Wellaatey : 

And BMiidry eigiiaturra adorn th* roll, 

Whereat the urchin poiuta and laugh* with all bU toul. 
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LETTERS, 1811. 


TO MK. DALLAS. 


T TT'n'TTtJ regularly apprized. Your objections I have in part done 

LtXii I X jlkj V 1. away by alterations, which I hope will suflice ; and £ 

TO MK. DALLAS. jhavc sent two or throe additional stanzas for both 

Ptjttcs.^ I have been again shoo.Ued with a death, aiyi* 
•Newstead Abbey, Oct. 11, 1811. have lost one very dear to me in happier times ; but M 
**! have returned from Lancs, and ascertained that have almost forgot the taste ofgrieij’ and ‘supped full of 
tny property there may be made very valuable, but vari- horrors’ till 1 have become callous, nor have J a tear h;ft 
ous circumstances very much circumscribe niy exertions for an event which five years ago would have bowed 
at present. I shall be in town on business in Uie begin- down my head to the earth. It seems as though I wort- 
Ding of Novennber, and perhaps at Cambridge before the to experience in my youth the greatest misery of age * 
end of this month ; but of my movements you shall be My friends fall around me, and I shall bo left a lonely 


XXV. 

Ml golden chnractern, right wulldeaignfd, 
rirelou the liit apnenreth one “ .hinni 
Then certain other glorious names we find ; 

(Which rhyme comjielletli me to plnci' below ;) 

Dull victors ! batned l)y a vatHpiinbeii fue, 

Wheeilii'd by conynge tongues of lam-els due, 

Stand, worthy of each other, in a r<iw 
Sirs Arthur, Harry, atitl the tlr/zard Hew 
Dairymple, secly wigUt, sore dupu ortothcr U-w. 

XXVI. 

ronveution is the dwarfy tlrmnu stvlrcl 
That ioiltfl the knigbla in Mnri.tlvti'M douir : 

Of brains (if brains they hud) br tbeiii begoile<i, 

And turned a iinlion's sbailow joy lu giooin. 

For well 1 wot, when lirst the nrw« dnl tdnie, 

Tliut Virniera’s field by (Jaiil wu.s lost ; 

^ For paragraph uc paper sR.in'r luul 1-00111, 

Such pnns teemed for our ti-iiiiTijfhaiU lioia, 
lu Courier, Chronicle, aud eke in Moniiiig Post. 

XXVII. 

But when f/onventlon sent his handy w'orlt, 

IViJS, tongues, feet, bands, coinfuiied in wild uproar ; 

Mayor, alilennen, Uiddown tli’ uplifted lork ; 

The bench ol Uishopn hull ioigoi to snore . 

Stern (.'obbett, who for one whole week forbore 
To (question augbt, once more with transport leapt, 

And bit his dev'lish quill aKen, nml swore 
With foe such treaty never should be kept. 

Than burst the blatant ' boast, aud roared anil raged, and — slept 1 1 1 
XXVill. 

Thus imto heaven opfienled ibe people ; heaven, 

Which loves the lieges ot our gnu ioiis king, 

Decreed that ere. oui generals were torgivcu, 

Inqniry should he held about the ibiiig. 

But mercy cloaked the bnbos benciuh h«‘r wing ; 

And as limy spared our foes so spared we them. 

(Whore was the pity of onr sire>i for Byiis.'')| 

Yet knaves, not idiots, should (he law cuiidenin. 

Then live ye, gallant knights ! and bless your judges’ plilegm. 

XXIX. 

But ever since that martial synod met, 

Britanriiu sickens, Hintra !' at thy name ; 

And folks in office at llio nienliou sa eat , 

And fniii would blush, If liliiali thrv could, for Bhamc. 

How will posterity the deed procluim I 
WTll notour own and 'ellow luUions smer, 

To view these chainpiiiiiB chriMcd of llu-ir fame 
By fors in fight o'ertlirowii, yet vi» tor* here, 

Where scorn her riuget- [luinlti through inniiy a coming year ? 

^Originally, the “little )»age,’’ aud “ yeonmn,’’ of 1 'hilde IJnrold, 
>arito I. were liilnsliiced in tin.- following siimzas, which were ulier- 
vards erased : 

And of Ills train throe was a heiiciiiMiin page 
A peasant boy, wlioservfd Ins uiiistor well ; 

And often w’oiild bis pranksoine prate tmgiige 
(Miilde IJiii-un's ear when bis ptoud bean did swell 
With sullen (boiighls iJiul In- disibiiir'ii to it-ll. 

Then wradd hu smile on him, aud Alwiiij smiled. 

When aught that Iroiii Ins young lips ai'cblv tell 
The gloomy film from Harold’s eye beguiled. 

Him and one yeoman only did he take 
To travel easttvai-d to a fai coiijitrie ; 

And though the bov was grieved to leave tlie lake, 
tin whose fair hanks he givw from infancy, 

Kftsoons his little heart heat merrily, 

With ho|a} offortiign nations Ui beliokl, 

And many things right iniirvelloiis to see, 

(If whidi our vamiling travellers oft have told. 

From Mandevilb 

This stanza was also omitted : 

Y«, wlio would more of Spain and Spaniards know, 

Sights, saints, oiitlimes, arts, anecdotes, and war. 

Go, hie ye hence toPateriiosier-row,— 

A re they iwt written in the boke of Carr ? 

Green Krin’s Knight, Mini Kurope’e wandering star 1 
Then listen, readers, to the Man of Ink. 

Hear what he did. and sought, and wrote afar, 

All these are cotip d within one Q,Liarfn '8 brink, 
u his borrow, steal, (don’t buy,) aud tell us wliul you think. 

* “ Blatant beast,’’ a figure for the mob; I think first used hy 
Smollell in his Adventures of an Atom. Horace has the “ Bellu njijUo> 
mm r.a|Aiuni.’' in England, fortunately enongb, the iitnslrious mo- 
bility have mil even oa«. 

t By this query it is not meant that our foolish generals should have 
wen shot , biU that Hyng might have been sparetl ; tliougb the one 
laOered and the others escaped, probably for Candida’s reason, “rwwr 
nrouroftr ^ I 

} In OW BiB. the names ** Robin” and “ Rupert” hud boon aiic- 
sesslfsiy inserted here and scratched out again. j 


Tlie second )mrogr«ph in the preface was originally thus ; 

“ It liaa ia-en sug^ji'steil to me by iriemis, on whose nplnions 1 set a 
lii"li v.diie, tiiut 111 till* fictitious cliui-actcr of ‘ ( ‘hildr li.vrolfl,' 1 may lu- 
tlii! suspicion of tin vmg drawn ‘ fi-tnn inyselt 'I'liis I beir leave once 
for alt to ftisclaim. I wantrii a cliiiiiiclrr !■> aive soiiu' i->!i!i‘ vi<'ii« lo (Ik- 
jsM'iii, and till* oMP iuliiptril ‘.iiiied ; pup- w • '! ,1 ■ jmy -i-.i.i 1 In 
r Vfiy tiivial parUciilars, aiul tlutse iiici-ely haul, lia-ii' iniglit be 
lids for tutcii an idea ; but m llie mam points. I should bofie none 
lever. My i-eiiili'i- will observe ilj-it wlieii (lie uuilior spruko iii livi 
person, he ftj.omiieri a very ililVi-renl tone from that ol 

‘ Tlie chei ile-jii lliin'T, tlie man without a fiim i.' 

.at le.i'-.i till death liad deprivul him ol bis uoavi-Hl i-oum’xioii<j . 

e partlon for ibis I'fTolisni, vi'liicli [iroi euis lioni iny wiisli to ilia- 
caid any probable ini(mt,tlnm of it. lo tbc lexi,.’’ 

7 ’lie note to Canto T. stanza 21 , was in tlie manuscript .is followa : 

“ In the year it is a well-known bict, that Ihe io.(.a,vsH).itiomi in 

the slierts ol Idsbonniul its vii iiiity. w'eie iioi cnuruied liv tin- t oi-lii. 
giicse lo Ibeir coiiiilryinen : tint KiiKlislmien weieibiily biiU liei ed. iiiul 
80 l.ii li om tin* HOI vivor.N olit!iiiini2 redress, tbeywen 1 1 (|iie.'.teil ‘not lu 
inlerlen-’ if they pi iceivnl ibi 11 comp.ilriol ilelenilme, bi»o.-.e|| a.caiuet bis 
liiibk allies. 1 was imct- sloiqicd m llu- way to llie llieatre, at ei"lil m 
tilt* evening, wlit-n Ihc siieets were uot nane empty tlian lliey Keiiei ally 
re, oppiiHile to 1111 Ofirn iiiiil m a can iiige with 11 (ricnd, by liiic'e 

if nur a//?V» ,* und luid we not furl, urmlely been iinneil, I Inive nut the 
least doubt wi* sbonlii biive • (Kionied a l.ile,' inslead of ttdliiir it, VVe 
beard wnntlerp »»f llir Pm tiigiieHe lately, mid llieiv gnlliiiitry, — 
pray Heaven it contuiiie. j'et ‘would it w-ere bi-dtirne lliil, aiui aP 
vere well!' Tliey iiuist fight a great many bouis ‘by .slirewsbm-y 
lock,’ lielore the number 1)1 Iheir slam eiiui'ls tlial of niiV cumilrvineu 
bulcliereil by these kind creatiires, now nieUiniurpliuseil into ‘t nea- 
1 what not. T nieirly Kiale a fact not cmirmed tu I’oi tiigai, 
for in .•''icily und Malta we are knocked on ih<‘ head at a liaudaoiue 
iivei-.ige nightly, aud not u Siciliiiii or Maltese is ever piiiiihlied ! Thu 
neglect of protection is disgtacefiil to our govenimeiil and govi nior.s, for 
the murderH are ns uotoiions as the mnoo tlnii sljinrs upon them, and 
the apathy that overlookB lliein. Tin- I’orliip,iiese, it is (o be Jiiipnl, ore 
couipUiiieiiti d w itb tin- * Knrloi-n Hope.’ It the cowards are bei imn; 
brave, (hk>- the rest offbeic kind, in a eoiner,) pi ay let tbrm diKjilny it. 
Hut thri-e is n suhscriptinn fur llirse * . 5 -fiuiTi ftAm',' (they need not be 
aslniinrd of the epithet once applied ti. the ^'pal-ll|n.,,) and all tlie i.lia- 
ble putronvinicks, fi-oin iinti'iitatioiiH \ to dilhdcnl ’/.and I/. Ih. Ud. 
n ‘unadniiier ol valour,' sue in reqinsitiun for Hm* lists at l.loydH, 

1 the lionoiir o| Hrilisii benevoltmi e. V\ ell, we have longbi and siib- 
lied. and In stowed peerages, end Imried the lulled bv om fnends 
and foes; and lo! ail tins is to be done over again! I.ike ' Vomig 
'I'lie.’ (Ill lioldsiriith’.'i t i'lzen nf the World, 1 as we ‘grow oldei, wo 
w iiev"i- the bettej.’ It would be plea.'siiiil lo ienrn wlin will siib- 
ibe for iis, III or uboiil (be year 18 ‘ 2 .), .iiid w'liid tialion will send filly 
tluiiisand nien, (n-si lolir dei iinaled ni the capital, and then ilecinmied 
(in Ibr Ir-isb fasbion/n/ie nnl of tr>i) in the bid of Imnoin . winch, 
as .Serjeant Kite savs, is coti.siderably larger and more cmiinaidioiis than 
Ilf ‘ bed of Ware.* Tln u iliey must bavr u poet to wi Me Ibe ‘ Vi.sion 
if J)on I’erci-V hI,’ and t’eneroiiKly brslow the piofil'* ol (In wn II imd 
Widely pointed ipi.irio to 11 build the ‘ J Jncknivni! ' anil tin- ‘ 1 .mongalt;,’ 
11 liiriiisii new kilts lor the b.ill-i ousted Iligblandi is. i.ord M'eilnig- 
011 however, luii einu'ted marvel'i ; and .‘lo did his orn iital biotlier, 
vhom 1 B,iw’ rliaiinieering over lliu J-'-. icI. I’ ■... m I ‘ -.i' i ‘ p; inu ad 
SjKinish, ufi-r listening to till; sjieeji M .1 ; .1 - .‘n i. ' 1 ■ : 1 

the event of Ins own entry into Ibat ritv atnl (lie eitil ol anirn- five iboii- 
uiid bold ItritoinH 01)1 of tins ‘ best ot all piuntde workls.' .■'Hidy were 
ve p)i 77 .lL-d bow lo dispose of ibut same vii tory of Taluveni ; and a 
'iclory it surely was somewhere, for tveiy body claimed it. ’riie Sjia- 
iIbIi dt:s|ia(cli and mob called it ('uestas, and made no great nu-ntioii u( 
(he Viscomn ; the I’lench ca’lr-d i! do ! •' , f<. >-,v -k dis,- n.fi!-n. . f.-r 
a French roiiRiil Niopia'd my iii.mih III Gii-i I • w.tiiii j. ■;.:ein 'aiiHti.-i- 
7.1 lie, inBl H» I hud killed Sebasliana ‘ in bnckrain,’ and King Josi-jili m 
‘ Kendal gi-eeii,’) and we liuve not yet determined u/i'tt to c.ill it, or 
Ufhfjse, for certes it was none uf our own. fJowbeit, Masseiia's retreat 
great comfort, and us we liave not been lu the balm of pursuing lor 
some years past, no wonder we ar,, n little awkward at lirsl . No doubt 
wealiall improve, or if not, wc liiive only lo take to our old way ot rc- 
‘rogrudiiig, and Ihon we an; at home.” 

The fidlouiiifr mile ( 'hi.io H n.\nz« S, was in (he original manu* 

■rii]ii, I III oiii.i:< d III till- )llll-ll■-.‘^;‘•n : 

” In this nge of higolry, when the puriUvn and jiriest have dianged 
il.iCfs, and the wretched c-tUlmbc is viMied with llic ‘ sms of Ins futhers,’ 
•ven uiKo pmorulions far beyond the pule of tin; conimandinent, the cast 
of opinion in tXevrstun 7 .n .'4 will doubt less uieet with iriaiiya conieinpliioiis 
anathema. Hnl let it be remembered, that the spu it they breathe i« 
desiainding, not wieering. skriitirism ; that he who Inis seen Ihe Greek 
and Mwleni siqa-i-stitioiiH conti'iiding for mastery over the former sbi inea 
if Polytlieism, — wlio has left in ins own ( 'ouiilry ‘ I liariseeK tbimkiiig 
iod that they are not piiblu-ans and sinnerM,' and Spaiiiai-ds in liu-irs, 
liihorriiig liw iiei-elics, who liave liol|Kn them ni their need will be 
not a lilt la bewildered, and begin to tliink that us only one of theui ciui 
be right, they may neisi of t liem be w'roug. W ith regard to rnornls, and 1 
'he eflecl of religion ou iminkiud, it appputs,lrom all historkal testi- 
nony. (o have had less eflVc.f m making them love tlieir neigh bums, 
iian imluciiig that cordial chriaiian abhorrence b»tweei> factories und 
chismaiice. The Turks and (Annkers arc the must tolerant. If ua in- 
fidel pays his heralik to the former, he may pray how, when, and whe-_ 
be pleases ; and the mild tenets and devout diiincanonr of the latter, make 
tbeir livM the truest commentary on the iSoinioii on tite Mount, ' 



LETTERS, 1811 . 


u 


tree before I am witliercd. Other men can always lak 
r(‘fn;fc in iheir families ; f have no resource but my ovv 
rrjlectioMs, and they present no prospect here or hen 
■ifier, e.veept tlic seliisli sathTactien of survivin«y niy be 
I am indeed very wretched, and you will cxcus' 
inv savin;; so, as you know I am not ajit to cant of .sen 
sihillty. 

‘‘ Iiisli'ad of tiring yourself with ?ny concerns, I shoul 
he glad lo hear your jilans of retirement. I supposi 
•V'ovi would not like to be wholly shut out of society 
Now J know a larger villag<^ or small town, about twelv' 
mih's cdlj where your family would have the*, advantag 
of very genteel soedety, without the hazard of being an 
noyetl by mercantile alllucnce ; w’here you would mee 
with men of information and indejiendence ; and where 
have friends to wliom 1 sliould be i)roud to introduci 
you. There are besides, a coffee-room, assmnblics, &c. 

\vlii<‘h brill;' p(‘ojil(^ logi'ther. My mother had j 
hhu‘>e there some years, and I am well acquainUal will 
tlie (‘fojjomy of Soudivvell, the name of this iitlh^ coni' 
tieeiueaifli. Lastly, ytiu will not lu* very remote fron: 
lie-; aiitl tboiigh 1 am the very worst companion fc 
3'oi!Mg p' (»|>le in the. world, this ol>jeeti<»n would nt 
uiiply to yoi/., whom I could see frecjiumtly. Your e.\ 
pens<‘s lt»o would he such as best suil your iiiehmitioii; 
more or less, as you tlioiight prt'per ; but vo.ry liffl 
would h(' reijuisite to eiiahh' you to enter into all tin 
to'iyetics of a country life. You could be as ipiiet o 
biisiruig as you liked, rind certainly as well situated as oi 
the hikes of Cuinherland, unless you liave a parlicuia 
»Msh to h(' inclun srpia. 

“Pray, is your Ionian friend in town? Y'ou hav< 
promised me an introduction. — You mention having coi 
suited some friends on the MSS. — Is not this contrary 
to our usual wav ? Instruct M r. M nrray not to allov 
Ins shojimiin to ('.all tlic work Klliild of Harrow’s Pilgri- 
lo i je !!!!!’ as lie has done lo s(»rnc of my astorii.sh(.‘d 
Iriends, who wrote to iiiijiiirc.' afh'r mv muity on the oc- 
casion, as well they niielp. J havt^ heard nothing o 
Vliirray, whom 1 scolded heartily. — M\is< I write more 
tiolc'-: / — ^\n‘ there not enough .'* — ( hiwthorn must In 
kept back with the. ‘Hints.’ — 1 hoix* he is getting oi 
witJi Ho])house's (piarto. Good evening. 

“ Your.s ever, &c.” 


LKTTKR XCVII. 

TO Mil. jionr.soN. 

N«‘W.stead Abbey, Hcl. 1.3, 1811. j 
“You will begin to deem im; a most liberal eorn^- 
spoiiflcfil ; hut as my letters are free, you will overlook 
ihcir frequeney. 1 iuive sent you aiiswt^rs iu j»n)se ami 
ver.se to all your late cornmuuiealions, and though I am 
invading your ease again, I don’t know why, or what lo 
put down lIuH you are n«^t aeijuainted with already. I 
ruu growing rurvuufi (how you will langli!) — but it is 
true, — really, wretchedly, ridiculously, line-ladically /icr- 
I'liuf’,. > our climate hills me can neith(?r read, write, 
nor amuse myself, or any one ('Ise. AJy days arc ILsl- 
l^s ;, and my nights restless ; 1 liave very stjldom any 
f'oeiety, and when 1 liave, 1 run out of it. At ‘this pre- 
sent writing,’ tlu'n* nr<' in the iievt roimi three Indies^ 
and I have .stolen away t<.» writii tliis grnmlihiig letter. — 

I doni know that 1 shii’ii’l end with insanity, J find a 
want of method in arranging my thoughts tiiat perplexes 
me strani'cly: but tins looks more like silliness than 
inadness, as Scrope l)avies would facetiously remark in 
^ni-^ consoling maiima-. 1 must try the hartsliorn of your 
tonijiany ; and a session of Parliament would suit me 
Well, — any thing to cure me of conjugating the accursed 
verl) ^ernmyerJ 

^“When shall you be at Cambridge? You have 
Jmited, I think, that your friend Bland is rctiirnod from 


Holland. I have always had a great respect for his 
tahaits, and for all that T have heard of his chauractor; 
but of me, 1 believe, he knows nothing, except that he 
heard my sixth-form repetitions ten months together, at 
the average of two lines a morning, and those never per- 
fect. I remi’mlxTcd him and his ‘ Slaves’ as I passed 
between Cajies Matapan, St. Angelo, and his Isle of 
Ceriga, and I always bewailed tfie absence of the An- 
thology. I suppose he will now translate Vondel, the 
Dutch Shakspcarc, and ‘ Gysbert van Ainstel’ will easily 
bo accommodated to our stage in its present state ; and 
I presume he saw' the Dubdi poem, whore the love of 
Py ramus and Thishe is compared to the paAsion of 
ChrUt ; also the love of Lunfer for Eve, and other va- 
•ieties of Low Country literature. No doubt you will 
liiiik mo crazed to talk of such things, hut they arc all 
n black and wliite and good repute on the banks of evenr 
^atial from Amsterdam to Alktnaar. 

“Yours ever, “B. 

“P. S. My Poe.yy is in flic hands of its various pub- 
ishers; hut the ‘Hints from Horace,’ (to which I have 
uhjoiiied some savage lines (m Methodism, and fero- 
‘ious notes on the vanity of the triple Editory of Uie 
^din. Annual Register,) my ‘ I say, stand st^l , 

'ml why ? — I have not a friend in tlie world (but you 
and l>rury) who can construe Horace’s Latin, or iny 
Ongiish, well cnouirli to adjust them for the press, or to 
•orrect the proofs in a grammatical way. So that, unless 
y'ou have bowels wlieii you return to town, (lam too far 
ill* to do it for layscll^) this ineHahle work will be lost to 
he world for — T don’t know liow' many weeka, 

“‘Childe Harold’s Pilgrimage’ mnstw'ait till Murrafg 
is finished. IT(i is making a tour in Middlesex, and is 
o return soon, wlien higli matter may he expected. Ho 
wants to have it in quarto, w liich is a cursed un.saleable 
:i/.e ; hut it is pe.slile.iit long, and omMiin.st obey one’s 

Padiimgton 

hinal without being scdiic(*d by Payne and Maekinlay’s 
.\iunplc, — T say Payne ami Mackinlay, supposing that 
he partner.-'hip I add good. Drury, the villain, has not 
.vritlen lo im' ; ‘1 am never (as Mrs. Lumpkin says to 
n\) to he gralilied with tlie monster’s dear wild 
lies.’ 

“So }ou are going (gomg indeed !) info orders. You 
riust make y(.»ur jit'ace w ilh tlie Eclectic Re viow'ers — 
liey ni’ciise you t>f impiety, J fear, w’ith injustice. De- 
KUriu.s, the ‘Sieger of (’itie.^V is here, with ‘Gilpin 
loriier.’ 'J’he painter is not necessary, as the portraits 
lie already itaiuted arc (by anlieipation) very like the 
new animals. — AVrile, and send me your ‘ Love Song’— 
lit f waul ‘ ))uiilo niajora’ from you. Make a dash be- 
•r(‘ you are a di aeon, and try udrij publi.sher. 

“ ’l ours always, “B.” 

LLTTICR XCVIH. 

TO K. C. PALLAS, ESQ. 

“October 14, 1811. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

Stanza 9, for Canto 1 1, somewhat altered, to avoid a 
.?r.urrence in a former stanza. 

STANZA IX. 

‘ Tlii’re, ition '.—whose love uii<l life together fled, 
linve li'fl me here lo love and live in vain 

Twinril with my heart, and can 1 deem ihee dead, 

When hii'^y memory tlashtf* o’er my brnin ? 

Well—lwill dream that w'c may meet nguln, 

And woo Hje vision to my vacant breast : 

If might of ymmg rtnncmbraiice Uteu reinain, 
lie as it may 

Wbate’er beside Futurity’s behest ; 

01 Ttowe’er may be 

F^r me ’twcrc Uus enough lo see ihy si.»irit blest!’ 





it proper to etate to you, that this stanza < 
•Sudes to an event wWdi has taken place since my 
arrival here, and not to the death of any mote frien^ i 

« Yours, j 

1 

LETTER XCIX. 

TO ». C. DALLAS, ESa. ' 

** Newstead Abbey, Oct. 16, 1811. ’ 

• I am cm the wing for Cambridge. Thence, after a * 
thort stay, to London. WiU you be good, enough to 
keep an account of all the MSS. you receive, for fear of 
omission ? Have you adopted the three altered stanzas 
of the latest proof? I can do nothing more with them.— 

1 am glad you like the new ones.— Of the last, and of the 
triOf 1 sent you a new edition— to-day a. fresh note. The 
lines of the second sheet I fear must stand ; I will give 
you reasons when we meet. 

“ Believe me, yours ever, 
“Bveon 

LETTER C. 

TO n. C. DALLAS, ESQ. 

** C ambridge, Oct. 26, 1811. • 

^ BEAU SIR, 

** 1 send you a conclusion to the whole. In a stanza 
towards the end of Canto I. in the line, 


eomelimi^ which some years ago I consigned to Mm 
* ♦ ♦ indeed gam to her, and now I am going to make 
die most selfish and rude of requests. The person who ' 
gave it to me, when I was very young, is deod, and 
though a long time has elapsed since we met, as it Was 
he only memorial I possessed of that person, (in whom 
[ was very much interested,) it has acquired a value by 
this event I could have wished it never to have homo in 
my eyes. tlierefore, Miss * ♦ * ♦ should have pre- 
served it, I must, under these circumstances, beg her to 
xcuse my requesting it to be transmitted to me at No. 

8, St. James’s-street, London, and I will replace it by 
something she may remember me by equally well. As 
she was always so kind as to feel interested in the fate 
of him that formed the subject of our conversation, you 
may tell her that the giver of that cornelian died in May 
ast of a consumption, at the ago of twenty-one, making 
.h<? sixth, w’ithin four months, of friends and relatives th^it 
I have lost— between May and the end of August. 

“ Believe me, dear Madam, 

“ Yours very sincerely, 
^‘Bvron. 

“P. S. I go to London to-morrow.’* 


LETTER cm. 

MR. MOORE TO LORD BYRON. 

“Dublin, January 1, 1810. 


* Oh, known the earliest and beloved the most,* 

I shall alter the epithet to ‘ esteemed the most.* The 
present stanzas are p3r the end of Canto 11. In tlie be- 
ginning of the week 1 shall be at No. 8, my old lodgings, 
in St. JamesVstrcct, where I hoj»e to have the pleasurt 
of seeing you. 

“Yours ever, “B.** 

LETTER CL 

TO R. C. DALLAS, ESQ. 

“ 8, St. James*s-street, Oct. 31, 1811. 

“dear sir, 

“ I have already taken up so much of your time that 
there needs no excuse on your part, but a grtjat many on 
mine, ibr the present interruption. I have altered the 
passages according to your wish. With tliia note T 
send a few stanzas on a subject which has lately oecupied 
much of my thoughts. They refer to the death of one 
to whose name you are a Orangery and, consc(piently, 
cannot be interested. I mean them to complete th 
present volume. They relate to tlie same person whom 
I have mentioned in Canto II. and at the conclusk^n ol 


“my lord, 

“Having just seen the name of ‘Lord Byron’ pre- 
fixed to a work, entitled ‘English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,’ in which, as it appears to me, the lie is given 
to a public statement of mine, respecting an affair with 
Mr. Jeffrey some years since, I beg you will have the 
goodness to inform me whethiT I may consider yout 
lordshij) as the author of this publication. 

“ I shall not, I fear, be able to return to London for a 
<ek or two ; but, in the mean time, T trust your lord- 
ship will not deny me the satisfaction of knowing whellier 
you avow the insult contained in the passages alluded to, 
“It is needless to suggest to your lordship the pro- 
priety of keeping our correspondence secret. 

“ I have tlie honour to be, 

“Your lordship’s very humble servant, 

‘Thomas Moore. 

“22, Molesworth-streot.” 


“FIR, 


LETTER CIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Cambridge, Oct. 27, 1811. 


the poem.’*^ 

“ I by no means intend to identify myself with Harold^ 
hut to deny all connexion with him. If in parts I may 
be thought to have drawn from myself, believe me it is 
but in parts, and I shall not own even to that. As to 
the * Monastic dome,’ &c. 1 thought tliose circumstances 
would suit him as well as any other, and I could de- 
scribe what I had seen better than I could invent. 1 
would not be such a fellow as I have made my h ro foi 
the world. 

“ Yours ever, “ B.” 


LETTER CIL 

TO MISS PIOOT. 

“Cambridge, Oct. 28, 1811. 

“DEAR MADAM, 

“ 1 am about to write to you on a silly subject, and yei 
I cannot well do otherwise You may remember a 

* Mr. EfUetton. Bee tha Letter followins.' 


“Your letter followed rne from Notts, to this place, 
which will account for the delay of my reply. Your 
—— — - 

* Spi* L.'tler 17. 

t The Hbove letter was transmit U‘«1 by Mr. Monre to a friend of bis 

ill London, with u reqtieAl tiial he wunhl deliver il in ))HrS()u, but iia il did 
not reach Lunduti mild a few days iifii-r i.ord Byron’s depnrtnre for ihe 
Ciiinincnt, Mr. Moore's fi iend i^iccd it the hands of Mr. Hodgson, whvv 
undertook toforwunl il, but, ivs appears by the corresiKMidenoe to which 
It gave rise, neglected to do so. On Lord Byron’s retnni to England, 
Mr. Moore again wrote to him referrinfi; to his former leAter, cxpressiil.i^; 
doubts of its havinR t earhed liim, and restating in nearly the same words 
the nature «f the insult which, at it a])peured to him, the pussaK<! bi 
question was cnlrulated to convey. “ Il is now useless,” he continued, 
” to speak of the steps with which it •was my intention to follow up dial 
letter. The time which has ela|i8ed since then, thoitf^ Il has done away 
neither the uijury nor the feeling of it, has, in many respects, mnterially 
altered rny ktiiutiun . and ilic only ohjccl which I have now in writing to 
your lonlstiip is, to preserve some consistency with that former letter. 
And to prove to you that the injured feelinj? still exists, however circum- 
aiances may compel me to he deaf to its dktates at present. "When I 
say ‘injured lecIniK,’ let me assure vour lordship that there is not a 
single vindictive sendment in my mind towards you. 1 menu but to ex* 
press tliiit uneasiness, under (what 1 consider to Ire) a charge of fulsc-^ 
hood, which must haunt a man of ojiy feelinn; to his grave, unless tliA 
insult he retracted or atoned for ; and which, if I did not feel. I should, 
Indeed, deserve far worse than your lorrlsinp’s Satire could inflict upon 
me.” Ill conclusion he added, llml so fur from being in^enced by Any 
angry or resentful feeling towards him, it would give him sincere plea- 
sure,' if, by Aliy satisfactory explaimtiuti, he would enable him to 
the honour at being iienceforward ranked among las acquaintance.** 
I’o this letter, Lonl juyrou returned the aboro answer. 
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former letter 1 never had the honour to receive be as- 
« suredf in whatever part of the world it had foimd me, I 

* should have deemed it my duty to return and answer ii 
in person. 

<*The advertisement you mention, I know nothing of. 

At the time of your meeting with Mr. Jeftrey, I had 

recently entered College, and remember to have heard 
and read a number of squibs on the occasion, and from 
the recollection of Uiese I derived all my knowledge on 
the subject, without the slightest idea of ‘giving the lie’ 
to an address which I never beheld^ When I put my 
name to the production which has occasioned this cor- 
respondence, I bccfunc responsible to all whom it migh’ 
corujern, — to explain where it requires explanation, ant 
where insufficiently or too sufficiently explicit, at al 
events to satisfy. My situation leaves me no choice 
it rests with the injured and tlie angry to obtain repara- 
tion in their own way. 

• *“ With regard to the passage in question, ymi were 
cej-tainly not the person towards wdiom \ felt personally 
hostile. On the contrary, my whole thoughts were 
grossed by on<* whom I had reason to consider as niy 
worst literary enemy, nor could I foresee thatliis former 
antagonist was about to become his champion. Yol 
do not specify W'liat you would wish to have done : 1 car 
neiiber retract, nor apologize for a charge of falsehood 
which I never advanced. 

“ In the beginning of the week, I shall be at No. 8, St. 
James’s-street. — Neither the better nor the friend to 
whom you stated your intention ever made their aji- 
pearance. 

“Your friend, Mr. Rogers, or any other gentleman 
delegated by you, will find me most ready to adopt any 
concilialory proposition which shall not comproniisc niy 
own honour, — or, failing in that, to make the iitomanciit 
yon dcL’in it necessary to rerjuire. 

“ 1 have the honour to be, sir, 

“ Your most obedionl, humble .servant, 

“BvilON.” 


LETTER CV. 

TO MR. MOOUK. 

“8, St. James’s-street, Oct. 29, 1811. 

“sir, 

“Soon after my return to England, my friend, Mr. 
Hodgson, apprized me that a letter for me was in his 
pos.session ; but a domo.stic event hurrying me from 
liondon immediately after, the letter (which may most 
probably be your own) is still unopened in his kerping, 
ir, on examination of the address, the similarity of the 
handwriting should lead to such a eonclusioii, it shall he 
opened in your jireseiie.t;, for the satisfaction of all parties. 
Mr. H. is at p^*sent out of town ; — on Friday 1 sliall see 
liirn. and request him to forward it to my address. 

“ With regard to the latter part of both your letters, 
until the principal point wa.s dii^^aisscd between us,l fidt 
myself at a loss in what manner to reply. Was I to an- 
^t#ij»ate friendship from one, who conceivi^j me to have 
charged him with falsehood ? Were not culvancvs 
under such circurnstancos, to be rniseoiistmed, — ^not, 
}»erh'a.j>s, by the person to whom they wxre addressed, 
hut by others ? In my case, such a step was jpipracti- 
cable. If you, who conceived yourself to be the oflciided 
person, are satisfied that you had no cause l<>r offence, it 
will not be difficult to convince me of it. My situation, 
as 1 have before stated, leaves me no choice. I should 
^ve felt proud of your acquaintance, had it commenced 
under other circumstances ; but it must rest with you to 
determine thow far it may proceed after so auspicious a 
beginning. 

*'! have the honour to Ijc, &c.” 


LETTER CVI. 

TO MK. MOOAB. 

“8, St. James’s-streot, Oct. 30, 1811. 

“si», 

“You must excuse my troubling you once more upon 
this very unpleasant subject. It would be a satisfaction 
to me, and I should think, to yourself that the unopened 
letter in Mr. Hodgson’s possession, (supposing it to prove 
your own,) should be returned ‘in statu quo’ to the 
writer, particularly as you expressed yourself * not 
quite easy under the manner in which I had dwelt on its 
miscarriage.’ 

“A few words more, and I shall not trouble you 
further. 1 felt, and still feel, very much flattered by 
those parts of your correspondence, which held out the 
prospect of our becoming acquainted. If I did not 
meet them in the first instance as perhaps I ought, let 
the situation in which I was placed be my defence. 
Y'ou have now declared yourself sati^fied^ and on that 
point we are no longer at issue. If, therefore, you still 
retain any wish to do me tlie honour you hinted at, 1 
shall be most happy to meet you, when, where, and how 
you please, and I presume you will not attribute my 
saying thus much to any unworthy motive. 

“ I have the honour to remain, 

LETTER CVH. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“8, St. .Tames’s-street, Nov. 1, 1811. 

“.SIR, 

“As 1 should he very Korr}’to interrupt your Sunday’s 
engagement, if Monday, or any other day of the ensuin!; 
w'ei‘k, would he equally convenient to yourself and friend, 
I will then have the honour of nccejUing his inviiatioti. 
Of the professions of esteem with whicli Mr. Rogers has 
honoured nu', I cannot but feel proud, though undeserv- 
ing. 1 should bo wanting to myself if insensible to tho 
praise of such a man : and should my approaching in- 
terview with him and his friimd lead to any degree of 
utimacy with both or eillier, I shall regard our past cor- 
respondence as one of the happiest events of my life. 

“ J have the honour to he, 

“ Y'our very sincere and obedient servant, 

“Bvron.* 


LETTER CVllI. 

TO MR. HARPIESS. 

“8, St. James’s-stroet, Dec. 6, 1811. 
“mv pfir jiap.ness, 

“ I will write again, but don’t suppose I mean to lav 
such a tax on your pen and patience as to exp(u;t regular 
replies. When you are inclined, write ; vvlien silent, I 
shall have the consolation of knowing that you arc much 
bettor employed. Y'esterday, Bland and 1 called on 
Mr. Miller, who. being then out, will call on Bland to- 
day or to-morrow. I shall certainly cinleavour to bring 
hem togetlier. — Y'ou are. censorious, child ; when you 
are a little older, you w ill learn to dislike every body, but 
abuse nobody. 

“ With rcgartl to the person of whom you speak, your 
iwn good sense must direct you. 1 never pretend to 
advise, being an implicit believer in Uic old proverb. 
This yircsent fro.sl is detestable. It is the first 1 have 
hit these throe years, though I longed lor one in the 
iriental summer, when no such thing is to be had, unless 
1 had gone to the top of Ilymettus for it. 

“ I thank you mo.st truly for the concluding part of 
'our letter. I have been of late not much accustomed 
o kindnesf^ from any quarter, and 1 am not the less 



pW to meet with it again from one. where I had range for M. with a Mo confriTance IwiahH.wa, 
known it earliest. I have not eh.inged in nil niy ram- [not tjinle «o fat, and wo should pack ^tter. Has he 
blin«s,-Harrow and, of course, yourself never left me, loti oti vmons ln,uors He js an excellent soul ; hm j t 

tloii’t «al<fr would improve him, at least wtoriially, 

* Dulces rcniinlucUur jirgoa ^ OU wi/1 WUIlt tO JitlOW wliat I am doill^—* cllOV^ltr 

attended me to the very sjiot to which that sentence al- ‘.obacco. , . ir c 

hides in the mind of the Men Ar^rive.— Our intimacy « You sec notinng of my allies, Scrope Davies and 

beaan before we began to date at all, and it rests with Matthews-thoy don’t suit you ; and how does it happen 
you to continue it till the lioiir which must number it and that I— who am u piphin of the same pottery— continue 
me witli the things that were. m your good graces 7 Good night, I will go on in the 

‘‘ Do road mathematirs, — I should think -ST pius Y al tnoniing. 
least as amusing a.s tlio Curso of Koharna, and mucdi “Dee. 9. — In a morning 1 m always sullen, and to- 
more intelligible! Master S.’s poems f/rc, in fact, what day is as soinhre as myself. Rain and mist are worse 
parallel lines might ho — viz. proloriiiotl nil iu^fitiditm than a sirocco, fiarticularly in a heel-eating and beer- 
without meeting any tiling half so ah aird as themselves, drmlang country. IMy bookseller, Oawthorne, has just 

left me, and telks me, with a most important face, that he 
is ill treaty f>r u novel of Madame D’Arblay’.s, for whieii 
-ft, ttij J Ix—fi ?— jfxjQ atiincas are iiskc'd I 11c wants me to road the MS. 


Coleridge is lecturing. ‘Many an old fool/ sai 
Hannibal to .soiuesucii leelurer, ‘ iiut such as this, never, 
‘^Kv(T yours, &e.” 

. LETTER CIX. 

TO Mil. HARNESS. 

“8, St. .laines’s-strcot, Dec. 8, 1811. 

“Behold a most furniidablo shoot, without gilt orblacl 
edging, anil consequently very vulgar and indecorous 
particularly to one of your pnunsion ; Init this being Sun- 
day, I can procure no belter, and will atonic for its lerigtl 
by not filling if. Bland I have not seen since iny 
loiter ; but on Tuesday h<‘ dines with mo and will m 
M * * c, the epitome of all that is exfpiisite in poetical or 
personal accomplishments. How Bland has s<;ltle 
with Milli‘r, J know not. I have very little, iiitcirc.st wit 
either, and tliey must arrange their concerns according 
to their own gii.sto. 1 havi.'* done my endeavours, (dyour 
request^ to bring them togctlicr, and hope they may agree 
to their mutual a<lvantagii. 

“Coleridge has been Itucturing against Campbel 
Rogers was present, and from liim I derive the informa- 
tion. Wc are going to make a [»arty to Iicar this Ma- 
iiichcan of [)Ocsy. — l^ole is to marry Miss Long, and 
will be a very miserable dog for all that. I’lio present 
ministers are to continue, and his majesty does continue 
in tlic same stal e. So there ’s folly and madness for you, 
both in a breath. 

“I never heard but of one man truly fortunate, and he 
was Beaimiarehais, the author of Figaro, who buried 
two w'ives and gained three lawsuits before he w'as 
tiiirty. 

“ And now, child, wliat art thou doing ? Rcadintr, / 
trust. I want to see you take a degree. Remember 
this is the most important, period ofyour life ; and <lon’t 
disappoint your papa and your aunt, and all your kin — 
besides myself. 1 Jon’t you know that all male children 
are begotten for the express purpose of being graduat(?s? 
and that even 1 am an A. M. though how 1 bec.aine so 
the F^iblic Orator only can resolve. Besides, you are 
to be a priest; and to confute Sir William Drummond’s 
late book about the Bible, (printed, but not published,) 
and all other infidels whatever. Now leave master H.’s 
gig, and master S.'s Sapphics, and become as immortal 
as Cambridge can make you. 

“You se(i, Mio Cari.ssimo, what a pestilent corre- 
.spondent 1 am likely to become ; but tlien you shall be as 
quiet at Ne.wslead as you please, and T woift disturb 
your studies, as I do now. 'When do you lix the day, 
tiint I may take you up according to contract ? Hodg- 
son talks of making a tliird in our journey : but we can’t 
inside at least. Positively you shall go with 
agriMMl, and don’t let me have any of your 
L oiilho occasion. I shall manage to ar- 


(if Iw obtains it,) which 1 shall do with pleasure; bid I 
i^boulil he very cautious in venturing an opinion on her 
whose Cecilia J)r. Johnson superintended. If ho lends 
t to me, I shall f»ut it into tlie hands of Rogers and 
Moore, who are truly men of taste. I liave filled the 
sheet, and beg your jiardou ; 1 will not ilo it again. 1 
■ihall, perhaps, v/rite again, but if not, believe, silent or 
scribbling) that I am, 

“My dearest William, ever, &c.” 

LETTER CX. 

TO MR. HOncJSON. 

“London, Doc. 8, 18] L 

“ I sent you a sad Talc of Three Friars the other day, 
.nd now fake a dose in another style. J wrote it a day 
ir two ago, on hearing a song of former days. 

‘ (xwny, yc notpa of -wo,* Sic. &c.' 

“I have gotten a hook by Sir W. Drummond, (printed, 
•lit not published,) entitled ClCdipus Judaicus, in which 
.0 allempts to prove the greater part of the Old Testa- 
lent an allegory, particularly Genesis and Joshua. He 
-rofesses himself a ihidst in the preface, and handles the 
teral interjirotation very roughly. 1 wish you could 
X* it. Mr. W * * has lent it me, and I confess, to me, 
is worth fifty Watsons. 

“ Y on and Harness must fi.x on the time for your visit 
> Newsteatl ; I can command mine at your wish, unless 
ly thing particular occurs in tlie interim. + * ♦ 

dand dines with me on Tuesday to meet Moore, 
olcrulge has attacked liie ‘Pleasures of Hope/ and 
1 other pleasures what.'.'oevor. Mr. Rogers w'as pro- 
mt, and heard himself indirectly rowed by the lecturer. 
Ve are going in a party to bear the new Art of Poetry 
y Uiis reformed schismatic ; and were I one of tliese 
oetical luminaries, or of sufficient consequence to bo 
jticed by tlie man of lectures, T should not hear him 
ithout an answer. For, you know, ‘ an’ a man will be 
.aten with brains, lie .shall never keep a clean doublet.’ 
ompbell will be desperately annoyed. 1 never saw a * 
lan (and of him I have sctai very little) so sensitive ; — 
hat Q. hajipy temperament ! 1 am sorry for it ; wl it 

•an he fear from eriticism ? I don’t know if Bland has 
‘cn Miller, who was to call on him yesterday. 

“To-day is the Sabbath, — a day I never pass plea- 
inily, byt at (Cambridge ; and, even there, the organ is 
sad remembrancer. Things are stagnant enough in 
-wn, — as long as they don’t retrograde, ’t is all very well. 
>jhhouse. writes and writes and writes, aud-is an author, 
do nothing but eschew tobacco. I wish parliament 
ere assembled, that I may hear, and perhaps some da^ 
r heard ; — ^but on this [loint 1 am not very .sanguine. 1 • 
ave many plans ; — ^sometimes 1 thiiilcof thQ^Ea8t again, 

• .See Poems p. 186. 
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and dearly beloved Greece. I am well, but weakly. 
Yesterday Kinnaird told me I looked very ill, and sent 
'me home happy. 

“ You will never give up wine ; — see what it is to bo 
thirty ; if you were six years younger, you might leave 
olF any thing. You drink and repent, you repent and 
drink. Is Scrope still interesting and invalid? And 
how does Hinde with his cursed chymistry ? To Har- 
ness I have written, and he has written, and we have all 
wfittciij and have nothing now to do but write again, till 
death splits uj) the pen and the scribbler. 

“The AHWhI has 354 candidates for six vacancies. 
The cook has run away and It'ft us liahh', whiidi makes 
our eoniinittce vi'ry plaintive. Master Brook, our head 
serving man, has tlie gout, and our new cook is none of 
tlic best. J s[)eak from rejiort, — for ^vhat is cookery to 
a legununous-eating aseclic? So now you know as 
mucli of the matter as 1 do. Books acid quiet are still 
' Hiere, and they may dress their dishes in tlieirowii way 
fir m«'. Lc't me know your determination as to 
stead, and believe me, Yours exc'r, 

“ Kcaaepuiv.” 

LETTKll eXT, 

TO WU. IIOPGSON. 

“8, St. Junu^sVsfreel, Doc. 12, 1811. 

‘‘ Why, Hodgson ! 1 fear you liave Ic'ft off wine and m( 
ut t)ie same tune, — I have wvitteu aiul written and 
written, and no answer! My dear Sir Edgar, water 
disagrees with you, — drink sad. and write'. Iilaiid di' 
not eoine to his iippoinltnenl, being unwell, but Moori 
supplied all other vacancies most, ch lectuhly. I have 
ho|K.'s of Jiis joining us at Nmvslead. 1 am sure you 
would liktj liim more and mor«i a.s ho devdojies, — at 
least 1 do. 

“How Miller and Bland go on, I don’t know. Caw- 
tliorne talk's of h<;iiig in tri'uty lor a nov<-l of M*^. D'Ar- 
hlay’s, and if he obtains it (at KXIO gs. !!) wislu's me to 
see ihu MS. This 1 should read with ph-asiire, — not 
that I should ever dare to v«‘iitnre u eritiidsni on Jier 
whose wrilings Dr. Johiisoii oiieo revised, hut for the* 
pk’Hsiire of the thing. Jf my worthy piiblislier wanted a 
sound <»piiii(m, 1 should send the MS. to Uoger.s and 
Moore, as men most alive to true taste. I have had 
fn cjuent letl<*rs from Wm. Harness, and //oa are sih'id : 
ec rie.s, you are not a schoolboy. However, 1 have the 
eoiiMilai um of knowing that you are belter employed, vi/., 
reviewing, ^’ou don’t de.sorve tiiat I should add another 
«yilah!e, and I won’t. “ Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. 1 only wail for your answer to fix our meeting,” 


LETTER CXir. 


thus much of the cause. Y^ou know I am not one of 
your dolorous gentlemen ; so now' let ns laugh again. 

“Yesterday I went with Moore to Sydenham to visit 
Campbell. He wits not visible, so we jogged homeward, 
merrily enough. To-morrow I dine with Rogers, and 
am to hear Coleridge, who is a kind of rage at present. 
Last night I saw Kemble in Coriolunus ; — he wm ghri- 
owty and exerted himself wonderfully. By good luck, I 
got an excellent place in the best part of the house, which 
was more than overflowing, Clare and Delaware, w'ho 
were there on llie same speculation, were less fortunate, 
r saw them Ijy ae.mdi'nt, — we were not together. I 
wished for you, to gratify your love ofSliakspearc and of 
fine acting to its fullest extent, iai-sf week 1 saw an ex- 
I liibition of u dillercnt kind in a Mr. (hjates, at flic Ilay- 
market, w ho pi'rforined Lothario in a damned and damii- 
ahle manner. 

“ J t<»ld yon of Iho fatf*. of B. and H. in rny la.st. So 
much for tiie.se .‘^entimentalisfs, who console tlnanselves 
in their stews f<>r tli<^ Io.js — fhi’ never to he recovered 
loss — the despair of llie relliied allachment of a couple 
ofdralw ! Yon censnri' mi/ life, Ilarnes.s : wlien 1 corn- 
part'. niysHf with these men, my elders anti my betters, 1 
rt'ally begin to etinei'ive my.self a rnominient of prudence 
— a walking statut' — vvitlioiit fet'ling or failing; and y el 
the world in general luith given nit^ a proud pre-einincnce 
over tliem in prolligaey. Yet I likt' the men, an«l, God 
knows, tHight not. to ccMitlomn their ahtTrations. But I 
own I feel })rovolved when they dignify all this by the 
name office — romantic atlachnients for things market- 
able ftjr a dtillar 1 

“Det;. 16. — I have just received your letter, I feel 
your kindness very deofily. 'I’he foregoing jiart of iny 
letter, Avritteii yesterday, will I hope, account for the tone 
of the former, though it cannot e,\cuse it. I do like to 
!iear from you — more than like. Next to seeing you, I 
lave no greater satisfaction. But you have other duties 
nul greatt'r pleasures, and f .should regret to take, a mo- 
nentfrom eiliier. IJ. * was to call to-day, hut T have 
lot seen him. Tlie circunist area's you mention at the 
do‘-'<' of your letter is ariothrT proof in favour of my opi- 
nion of inanldnd. Such yon will always find tliern — 
si lfiNh and di.strustful. J excejit none. The c'aiise of 
this is the state of .society. In tlie worlfl, every one is to 
stir for iiimself — it is iiseles.s, perhajis selfish, to e.vjiect 
any tiling frmn his in'i^dihenr. kbit I do not think wo 
are horn of this tii.spositiun ; for you fmA friendHlirp as a 
schoolboy, and /oi>' enough before twenty. 

“ J went to .see * ^ ; he keeps me in town, where I 
don’t wish to be at present. lie is a good man, but 
totally without eoiulucl. And now, my dtnirest William, 

1 must wish you good morrow, and remain ever most sin- 
cerely and atfectionately yours, &;c.” 


, TO MR. HARNESS. 

“8, St. James's-.slreet, Dec. 15, 1811. 

“1 wrote you an answ er to your last, wliicli, on refli'c- 
Tion, jileases me as little as it prob^ibly lias [ileased your- 
f elt. T w'ill not wait for your rejoinder ; but proceed to 
l<‘!i^ou,that r had just tlien been greeted with an epi.stle 
uT ^ tull of his petty grievances, and this at the iiki- 
nieiit when (from circumstances it is not lu'cessary to 
enter upon) 1 was bearing up against recollect ions to 
uliieh hin imaginary sufferings are as a scraf^i t 
I'aiK cr. These things combined, put me out of inimonr 
witii liiia and all mankind. The latter part of my life 
luis been a pci*}>ctual struggle against alfeclioiis whielj 
irdiiitort-d tlie earliest jiortion ; and thougli 1 flatt 
•'“gtdi 1 ha' . „ great measure conquered them, yet 
mere; are inoiTients (and this was one) wht'n I am a; 
nolish as lomierly. I never said so much before, nor 
lad j^said this now, if I did not suspect myself of having 
been rather savage in my letter, and wish to infQrm you 


LETTER CXm. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


“ December 11, 1811. 

"my HEAR MOORE, 

“If von ph aM', we will drop our formal monosyllahlcs, 
and adle'.re t<» the a,p|M-]lations sanctioned by our godfa- 
thers and goduHithers. If yriu make it a point, I will 
witlulruw your name ; at tli<; same time there is no oc- 
as J have, this day juistponed your election ‘sine 
dii',’ till it Miiidl suit your wishes to be among us. I do 
not SUV tlii.^ from any aw kwardness the erasure of your 
pn»posul would occasion to /nc, but sinqily such is the 
.^lale of the ease ; and, indeed, the longer your name is 
uj), tlie Stronger wilUbecome the probabililv of .'?nceess, 
and your voters more numerous. Of course you will de- 
cide — your wish shall be my law. If my zeal has 
j already outrun discretion, pardon me, and attribute my 
1 officiousness Jfo an excusable motive. 



40 


LETTERS, ISliJ. 


**I wisJi you would go down with me to Newslead. 
Hodgson will be there, and a young friend, named Har- 
ness, the earliest and dearest I ever had from tiic third 
form at Harrow to this hour. I can promise you good 
wine, and, if you like shooting, a manor of 4000 acres, 
fires, books, your own free will, and my own very indif- 
ferent company. ‘ Balnea, vina ♦ ^ 

“ Hodgson will plague you, I fear, with visrse ; — ^for my 
own part, i will conclude, with Martial, ‘ nil recitabo 
tibi and surely the last inducement is not the least. 
Ponder on my proposition, and believe me, my dear 
Moore, Yours ever, “Byron.” 

LETTER CXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“January 29, 1812. 

“my dear MOORE, 

“ I wish very much I could have seen you ; I am in a 
state of ludicrous tribulation. 

“ Why do you say that I dislike your poesy ? I have 
expressed no such opinion, either in jiriiU or elsewhere. 
In scribbling, mysellj it was necessary for me to find fault, 
rand I fixed upon the trite charge of immorality, because 
I could discover no other, and was so perfectly qualified, 
in the innocence of my heart, to ‘ pluck that mote from 
my neighbour’s eye.’ 

“ I feel very, very much obliged by your approbation ; 
but, at this moment^ praisii, cviui your praise, passes by 
me like ‘ tlie idle wind.’ 1 meant and mean to send you 
a copy the moment of publication ; but now, I can think 
of nothing but damned, deceitful, — delightful woman, as 
Mr. Liston says in the Knight of Snowdon. 

“ Believe me, my dear Moore, 

“ ever yours, most affectionately, 

“By Ron” 

LETTER CXV. 

TO ROBERT RUSHTON. 

“ 8, St. James’s-street, Jan. 21, 1812. 

“ Though I have no objection to your refusal to carry 
liters to Mcaley’s, you will take care that the letters arc 
taken by Spero at the proper time. I have also to ob- 
serve, that Susan [a servant in the family] is to be 
treated with civility, and not iusuUvd by any person over 
whom I have tlic smallest control, or, indeed, by any one 
whatever, while I have tlic power to protect her. I am 
truly sorry to have any subject of complaint against you ; 
I have too good an opinion of you to think I shall have 
occasion to repeat it, after the care I have taken of you, 
and my favourable intentions in your behalf. I see no 
occasion for any communication whatever bctw'cen you 
and the uyomen^ and wish you to occupy yourself in pre- 
paring for the situation in which you will be placed. If 
a common sense of decency cannot prevent you from 
conducting yourself tow ards them with rudeness, I should 
at least hope that your own interest^ and regard for a 
master who has never treated you with unkindness, will 
have some weight. “Yours, &c. 

“ Byron. 

“P. S.— I wish you to attend to your arithmetic, to 
occupy yourself in surveying, measuring, and making 
yourself acquainted with every particular relative to the 
land of Newstead, and you will write to me one letter 
every week^ tliat I may know how you go on.” 


the language you used to the girl was (as she stated it) ' 
highly improper. 

“ You sny that you also have something to complai?! 
of; then stale it to me immediately; it would be very 
unfair, and very contrary to riiy disjiosition, not to hear 
oth sides of the question, 

“ If any thing has passed between you b^ore or since 
my last visit to New’stead, do not be afraid to mention it. 

I am sure you w^ould not deceive me, though she would. 
Whatever it is, you shall be forgiven. I have not b^en 
witliont some suspicions on the subject, and am certain 
that, at your time of life, tho blame could not attach to 
you. You will not consult any one as to your answer, 
but write to me immediately. 1 shall be more ready to 
hear what you have to advance, as I do not remember 
ever to have heard a word from you before against any 
human being, which convinces me you would not ma-' 
liciously assiTt an untruth. There is not any one who 
can do tlie least injury to you while you conduct yoursejf ^ 
properly. I sliall expect your answer immediately. 

“Yours, &c. “Byron” 

LETTER CXVII. 

TO MR. IIODCSON. 

“8, St. .lamcs’s-strect, Feb. 16, 1812, 

“dear HODGSON, 

“ I send you a proof. I^ast w’eok I was very ill and 
confined to bed with stone in the kidney, but I am now 
]uite recovered. If the stone had got into my heart in- 
stead of my liidneys, it would have been all the better. 
The w’omcii arc gone to their relatives, after many at- 
tempts to explain what was already too clear. How'ever, 

I have quite recovered tluxt also, and only wonder at my 
fi>lly in excepting my own strum[)cts from the general 
corrujition, — albeit, a two rnontlis’ weakness is better 
than ten years. I have one request to make, which is, 
never mention a woman again in any letter to me, or 
even allude to the existence of this sex. I won’t even 
r<‘ad a word of the feniiniiie gender; it must all be 
‘ projiria qua^ inaribus.’ 

“ In tlie spring of 1813 1 shall leave England for ever. 
Every tiling in my affairs tends to this, and niy inclina- 
tions and health do not discourage it. Neither my 
habits nor coiLslitution are improved by your customs or 
your climate. I shall find employment in making myself 
a good oriental scholar, I shall retain a mansion in one 
of the fairest islands, and retrace, at intervals, the most 
interesling [lortions of the East. In the mean time, I 
am adjust iiig my concerns, which will (when arranged) 
leave me with weal th—sufficient even for home, but enough 
for a principality in Turkey. At present they are in- 
volved, but 1 hope, by taking some necessary but un- 
pleasant. steps, to clear every thing, Ilobhouse is ex- 
pected daily in London ; we shall he very glad to see 
liim; and, perhaps, you will come up. and ‘drink deep 
ere he depart,’ if not, ‘ Maliomet must go to the moun- 
tain but Cambridge will bring sad recollections to him 
and worse to me, though for very diflerent rea.sons. j 
believe tlie only human being that ever loved me in truti 
and entirely was olj or belonging to, Cambridge, an#^ ii 
that, no change can now take place. There is one coli 
solution in dcatli — where he sets his seal, tho impressioi 
can neither be melted or broken, but endureth for ever. 

^ “ Yours always, «B.” 


LETTER C XVIII. 


LETTER CXVI. to master john coweld. ,, 

TO ROBERT RUSHTON. «8^ St. Jamos’s-strcot, Feb. 12, 1812. 

“ 8, St. James’s-street, Jan. 26, 1812. “my dear john, ^ 

“ Your refusal to carry the letter was not a subject of j “ You liave probably long ago forgotten the writer • 
remonstmiice ; it was not a part of your business ; but these lines, who would, perhaps, bo unable to roc^gnii 
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ymrselfi from tli© difference which must naturally havi 
taken plage in your stature and appearance since he 

> saw you last. 1 have been rambling tlirough Portugal, 
Spain, Greece, &c. &c. for some years, and have found 
so giany changes on my return, that it would be very 
unfair not to expect that you should have had your share 
of alteration and improvement with the rest. I write to 
request a favour of you : a little boy of eleven years, the 
son of Mr. * +, my part icular friend, is about to become 
an Etonian, and I should esteem any act of protection or 
kindness to him as an obligation to myself ; let me beg 
of you then to take some little notice of him at first, till 
he is able to shift for himself. 

* I was happy to hear a very favourable account of | 
you from a schoolfellow a few weeks ago, and should be 
glad to learn that your family are as well as 1 wish theiii 
to he. I presume you are in the upper school ; as an 
Etonian, you will look down upon a Harrow man ; but I 
ne^er, even in my boyish days, disputed your superiority, 
which I onc.e experienced in a cricket match, where I 
had the honour of making one of eleven, who were 
beaten to their hearts’ content by your college in one 
innings, 

“ Believe me to be, with great truth, &c. &c.” 
LETTER CXIX. 

TO MU. nOQEllS. 

“February 4, 1812. 

•‘MY DEAR SIR, 

“ With my best acknowledgments to Lord Holland, I 
have to offer my perfect concurrence in the propriety of 
the question previously to be put. to ministers. If their 
answer is in the negative, 1 shall, with his lordship’s ap- 
pr()l)Utiori, give notice of a motion for a Committee of In- 
quiry. I would also gladly avail myself of his most able 
adviee, and any information or dr)cuments with which he 
might bo pleased to intrust me, to bear me out in the 
stalement of facts it may be necessary to submit to the 
House. 

“ From all that fell under my own observation during 
my Christinas visit to Newstead, I feel convinced that, 
if corwilintorif measures are not very soon adopted, the 
most unhappy consoquen(!(\s may ho a[)prehendcd. 
Nightly outrage and daily depredation are already at 
their height, and not only tlie masters of frames, who 
are obnoxious on account ofilieir occupation, but persons 
in no degree connecte-d with the malcontents or tlieir 
0})|)ressors, arc liable to insult and pillage. 

“ I am very much obliged to you for the trouble you 
have taken on rny account, and beg you to believe me 
ever your obliged and sincere, &c.” 

LETTER CXX. 

•TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“8, St. J ames’s-street, Feb. 25, 1812. 

^ “ MY LORD, 

" With my bc'st thanks, T hav^ the honour to return 
the Notts, letter to your lordship. I have read it with 
^l^Uion, but do not think I shall venture to avail myself 
oi its contents, as rny view of the question differs in some 
measure from Mr. Coldham’s. 1 hope I do not wrong 
him, but his objections to the bill appear to mo to he 
founded on certain ajiprohensions that he and his coad- 
jutors might be mistaken for the * original advisers' (to 
quote him) of the measure. For rny own part, 1 con- 
sider the manufacturers as a much injured body of men, 
pj^rificed to the views of certain individuals who have 
en^ched themselves by those practices which have de- 
prived the frame- work cjrs of employment. For instance ; 
■^by (he adiqnlion of a certain kind of frame, one man . 
perf^tns the work of seven — six arc thus thrown out of| 

> "usmeas. But it is to be observed that the w<irk thus 
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done is far inferior in quality, hardly maiketable at home^ 
and hurried over with a view to cxfiortation. Surely, 
my lord, however wo may rejoice in any improvement in 
the arts which may be beneficial to mankind, we must 
not allow mankind to bo sacrificed to improvements in 
mechanism. The maintenance and well-doing of the 
industrious poor is an object of greater cousoqucnco to 
the community than the enrichment of a ferw monopolists 
by any improvement in the implements of trade, which 
deprives the workman of his bread, and renders the la- 
bourer * unworthy of his hire.’ My own motive for op- 
posing the bill is founded on its palpable injustice, and 
its certain incfficacy. 1 have seen the slate of these 
miserable men, and it is a disgrace to a civilized country* 
Their excesses may be condemned, but cannot be 
subject of wonder. The effect of the present bill would 
be to drive them into actual rebellion. The few words 
1 shall venture to offer on Thursday will be founded 
upon these opinions formed from my own observations 
on the spot.* By previous iiHpiiry, 1 am convineeil 
the.se men would have; been restored to employment and 
the county to tranquillity. It i.s, perhaps, not yet too 
late, and is surely worlli the trial. It can never be too 
late to employ force in such circumstances. I believe 
your lordship docs not coimiidc willi me entirely on thfs 
subject, and most cheerfully and sincerely shall 1 submit 
to your superior judgment and experience, and take 
some other line of argument against the hill, or b© silent 
altogether, should you deem it more advisable. Con- 
demning, as every one must condemn, the conduct of 
these wretches, I believe in the existence of grievances 
which call rather for pity than punishment. 1 have tho 
honour to be, with great rcsfiect, my lord, 

“ Your lordship’s 

“ most obedient and obliged servant, 
“Bvron. 

“P. S. — I am a little apprehensive that your lordship 
w'ill think me too lenient tow’ards these men, and half a 
frame^breaker mysdf," 

LETTER CXXl. 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“8, St. James’s-street, March 5, 1812. 
“my dear HODGSON, 

“ TVe are not answi'ralde for reporfs of speeches in 
tlic paper.s, they are always given incorrectly, and on 
this occasion more so (ban usual, from the debate in the 
Commons on the same night. I'lie Morning Post should 
have said eightem years. However, you will find the 
speech, as spoken, in the Parliamentary Register, when 
it comes out. Lords Holland and (jJreiiville, particularly 
the latter, paid me some higli conqilirnentR in the course 
)f their speeches, as you may have seen in tho papers, 
and Lords Eldon and Harrowhy answered me. I have 
had many marvellous eulogies repeated to me since, in 
person and by proxy, from divers persons ministerial---- 
yea minislerial ! — as well as oppositionists ; of them I 
sliall only mention Sir F. Burdett. He says, it is tho 
best speech by a lord since the ‘Lord knows when,* 
probably from a fellow-feeling in the sentiments. I.ord 
H. tells mo I shall beat them all if I persevere, and 
Lord G- remarked that the construction of some of my 
periods are very like Burke's I! And so much for 
vanity. I spoke very violent sentences with a sort of 
modest impudence, abused every thing and every body, 
and put the Lord Chancellor very much out of humour ; 
and if I may liclieve what I hoar, have not lost any 
character by the experiment. As to my delivery, loud 
and fluent enough, pterhaps a little theatrical. I could 
not recognise myself or any one else in the newspapers. 


Ree hih first Sjteech, S72. 
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**My poesy comes out on Salurday. Hobhouse is 
here ; I shall tell him to write. My stone is gone for 
the present, but I fear is part of my habit. We all talk 
of a visit to Cambridge. 

“Yours ever. «B.” 


he most readily consented to remove this obstade. At 
his request I drew a pen across the parts I considered 
objcctioiiabh?, and he undertook to send me the letter 
rc-written, next morning. In the mean time, I received 
from Lord Byron the following paper for my guidance.* 


LETTER CXXII. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“ St. James’s-street, March 5th, 1812. 

*MY LORD, 

“May I request your Lordship to accept a copy* ** of 
the thing which accompanies this note? You have 
already bo fully proved tlio truth of Uio first lino of 
Pope’s couplet, 

Forgivcnesii to tin* injtJretl doth helon*;. 

that I long for an opportunity to give the lie to the verst 
that follows. If I were not perfectly (M>nviiiccd that any 
tiling I may have fornn^rly ulter<;d in llie hoyish rashiniss 
of my misplaced resentment had medo as little impres- 
sion as it deserved to make, I should liardly have the roii- 
fidenco— perhaps your lordship may give it a stronger 
add more appropriate apfiellation — to K<‘nd you a qiiart< 
of the same scribbler. But your lordship, T am sorry to 
observe to-day, is troubled with the gout : if my book c'.iri 
produce a laugh against itself or the author, it will lie of 
some service. If it can set you to »Ur.py the benefit will 
be yet greater ; and as some facet iou.s personage, observed 
half a century ago, that ‘ poetry is a mere <lrug,’ I offer 
you mine a.s an humble assistant to the ‘ eau medeciimle.’ 
1 trust you will forgive this and all my other buffooneries, 
and believe me to be, with great, respect, 

“ Your lordship’s obliged and sincere servant, 

“ Bvron.” 


In relation to the follovring note of Lord Byron, Mr. 
Moore says 

“Not long nflcr the publication of Cliihlc ITarokl, the 
noble author paid me a visit, one inorning, and, putting a 
letter into my hands, which ho liad just received, request- 
ed that I would undertake to inunage for him whatever 
proceedings it might rimdi.T necessary. This letter, I 
found, had been delivered to him by Mr. lieckk;, (a gen- 
tleman well known by a work on Sicilian utfairs,) ami 
came from a once active, and popular member of the 
fashionable world, (yoloiudflrovillc, — its purport being to 
require of his lordship, ai? author of ‘Jilnglish Bards, &c.’ 
such rcj>aration as it was in his power to make for the 
injury which, as Colonel Grevillo eone.eive.d, certain pa.s- 
sages in that Satire, reflecting upon his conduct, a.s 
manager of the Argylc Institution, wert? calculated to 
inflict upon his character. In the appeal of the gallant 
colonel, there were some expressions of rather an angry 
cast, which Lord Byrt»n, though fully cou.sciou.s of the 
lengtli to which he himself had gone, was but little in- 
clined to bro(jlc, and, on my returning the letter into his 
hands, he said, ‘ To such a letter as that tliere can bo 
but one sort of answer.’ lie agreed, bow(‘vcr, to trust 
the matter entirely to rny discretion, anil I had, shortly 
offer, an interview with the friend of Colonel Greville. 
By this gentleman, who was then an utter stranger to 
me, 1 was received with iinjch courtesy, and with every 
disposition to bring the affair intrusted to us to an ami'* 
cable issue. On my promising that the tone of his friend’s 
k^ter stood in Uio way of negotiation, and that some ob- 
expressions which it contained must be removed 
l^fore 1 could proceed a single step towards explanation, 


“ With regard to the passage on Mr. W ay’s loss, no 
unfair filay was hinted at, as may be seen by referring tc 
the book ; and it is expressly added that the managers 
were ig7u>rant of that transaction. As to the prevalence 
of play at the Argyle, it cannot be denied that there were 
billiards and dire ; — Lord B. has boon a witness to the 
use of both at the Argj’le Rooms. These, it is pro* 
sumed, come under the denotuinafion of play. If play 
be allowed, the President of the Fiistitution can hardly 
complain of being termed the ‘Arbiter of Play,’ — or 
I what becomes of his authority ? 

“ l.ord B. has no personal animosity to Colonel 
Grcvillc. A public ii).«titotion, to which he, himscl!^ was" 
a subscriber, be considered lurnself to have a right to 
notice puhUdj/. Of that institution, Colonel Greville 
was the avowt‘d director ; — it is too late to enter into the 
(fiscussion of its merits or demerits. 

“Lord B. must leave the discussion of the reparation, 
fi>r the real or suj)posecl injury, to Colonel G.’s friend 
anil Mr. IVloort', the friend of Lord B. — bogging them to 
roi olleel tliat, while ffiey consiiter (/olonel (i.’s honour, 
Lord B. must also maintain his own. If the business 
can be settled amicably, l.ord B. will do as much as can 
and onglit to bo done by a man of lionour tow'ards con- 
ciliation ; — if not, ho must satisfy (yolonel G. in the man- 
ner most comlucivo to his further wishes.” 

“In the morning I receivesd the letter, in its new form, 
from Mr. Leckie, with the annexed note. 

“‘mv dear sir, 

“‘I fiiund iny friend very ill in bed ; he has, however, 
managed to copy the enclo.serJ, with the alterations pro- 
jM>sed. Perhaps you may wdsh to S(;e me m the morn- 
ing ; I shall thoroforc be glad to see you any time till 
twelve o’clock. Tf you rather wish mo to call on you, 
tell me, and I shall obey your summons. 

“‘ Yours, very truly, 

“‘G. T. Leckie. 

“With such facilities towards patuficalion, it is almost 
needless to add, that there w as but little delay in settling 
the matter amicably,” 

LETTER CXXIII. 

TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

“April 20th, 1812. 

■‘MV DEAR BANKES, 

“ I feel rather hurt (not savagely) at the speech you 
made to me last night, and my hope is, that it was only 
one of your profane jests. I should bc^very sorry that 
ail)' jiart of iny behaviour should give you cause to sup- 
pose that I think higher of myself, or otherwise of you, 
than I have always done. I can assure you Uiat 1 am 
as much the humblest df your servants as at Trin. Coll. ; 
and if I have not been at home when you favoured me 
with a call, the loss was more mine than yours. In 
bustle of buzzing parties, there is, tliere can be, no 
rational conversation ; but when I can enjoy it, there is 
nobody’s I can prefer to your own. 

“Believe me ever faithfully 

“ and most affectionately yours, 

“Bvron.” 

LETTER eXXIV. 


• OhMto Mnrold. Tohi«tintar, Mr«. Leiiilh, one of Ujp first prenen* 
tftUon copies was ahto sent, with the foiinwlni; inscription in it:— 

** To AufUsUi, mj dearest sister, aiut my best fruMnI, who tins evvr 
loved me much better than I deserved, this voliimo is pn-esentsd bv her 
fmthir'M son, and most aSectiouats broUtar, “ 


TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES. 

“MV DEAR BANKES, 

“My eagerness to come to an explanation h^s, I 
trust, convinced you that whatever my unlucky matu^ 
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might inadvertently be, the change was as unintentional LETTER CXXV. 


as (if intended) it would have been ungrateful. I reall 
^was not aware that, while we were together, I l»a 
evinced such caprices ; that we were not so mutdi i 
oac(| other’s company as 1 could liave wished, I we, 
know, hut 1 think so oxMe an observer as yourself niusi 
have perceived enough to ejcjtlain lliL% without supposing 
any slight to one in whose society I have firide and 
pleasure. liecollect that I do not allude here to ‘ <*x- 
tended’ or ‘extending’ acquaintances, but to circum- 
stances you will understand, i think, on a little reflection 

“ And now, my dear Bankos, do not distress me bv 
supposing that I can think of you, or you of me, otherwise 
than 1 trust we have long thought. You told me not 
long ago that my temper was improved, and I should bo 
sorry that opinion should be revoked. Believe me, your 
friendship is of more account to me than all those absurd 
vanities in which, 1 fear, you conceive me to take; tot 
much interest. I have never disputed your superiority, 
or doubled (seriously) your good will, and no one shall 
ever ‘ make mischief between us’ without the sincere 
regret on the part of your ever affectionate, &c. 

“ P. S. I shall see you, 1 hope, at l,iady Jersey’s. 
Hobhouse goes also.” 


NOTES TO MR. MOORE. 

“ March 2hth, 1812. 

“Know all men by these presents, that you, Thomas 
Moore, stand indicted — no — invited, by special and par- 
ticular solicitation, to Lady Caroline Lamb’s, to-morrow 
even, at half-past nine; o’clock, where you will iiicot with 
a civil recejjtion and decent entertainment. Pray, come 
— 1 was so examined after you this morning, that 1 en- 
treat you to answer in person. Believe me, &c.” 

“ Friday noon. 

“I should have answered your note yesterday, but 1 
hoped to have seen you this morning. I must consult 
with you about the day wo dine with Sir Francis. 1 
suppose w’c shall meet at Lady Spencer's to-night. 1 
did not know that yon w'cre at Miss Berry’s the other 
night, or 1 should have certainly gone there. 

“As usual, I am in all sorts of scrapes, though none, 
at present, of a martial description. Believe me, &c.” 

“May 8th, 1812. 

“lam too proud of being your friend to care with 
whom 1 urn linked in your estimation, and, God knows, 
I want friends more at this time than at any other. 1 
am ‘ Uiking care of myself’ to no great purpose. If you 
knew my .situation in every point of view, yf*n would 
excuse apparent and unintentional m gloet. * ^ 

I .sliill leave towm, I, think; hut do not you leave it with- 
out iiceing me. I wish you, from my soul, every happi- 
ness you can wish yourself ; and 1 think you have taken 
the road to seeflre it. Peace be wdth you ! I fear slie 
has abandoned me. Ever, &c.” 

“May 20l.h, 1812. 

“ On Monday, afi.er sitting up fill night, I saw Belling- 
hiqp launched into eternity, and at throe the same day 
4 saw * + ♦ launched into the country. ♦ + ♦ 

“ I believe, in the beginning of June, I shall be down 
for a fow^ days in Notts. If so, 1 shall beat you up 
' on passant’ with Hobhouse, who is endeavouring, 
like you and every body else, to keep me out off crapes. 

‘ I meant to have written you a long letter, but I find I 
cannot. If any thing remarkable occurs, you will boar 
it from me — if good ; if bad., there are plenty to tell it. 
mean time do you be happy. 

“Ever yours, &c, 

“ P. S. IV^ best wishes and respects to Mrs. Moore, 
—she is beautiful. I may say so even to you, for 1 
TU'tf r was more struck with a countenance.” 


TO LORD HOLLAND, 

“June 25th, 1812. 

“mV dear LOUD, 

“I must appear very ungrateful, and have, indeed, 
beem very negligent, but till last night 1 was not apprized 
of Lady Holland’s restoration, and 1 shall call to-morrow 
to have the satisfaction, 1 trust, of hearing that she is 
well. — I hope that, neither politics nor gout have assailed 
your lordship since 1 last saw you, and that you also are 
' as well as could be expected.’ 

“ The other night, at a ball, T was presented by ordei 
our gracious Regent, who honoured me with some 
roiiversation, and professed a pr»‘dilection for poetry.— 
1 confess it was a most unexpected honour, and I thought 
of poor BrurnmoH’s adventure, with some apprehensions 
of a similar blunder. 1 have now great hope, in the 
event of Mr. Pye’s decea.se, of ‘ warbling truth at court,’ 
like Mr. Mallei!, of indifferent memory. — Coiisiuer 100 
triark.s a year ! besides the wme and the disgrace; but 
then remorse woultl make me drown myself in iny own 
.uitt before the year’s luid, or the finishing of my first 
tlithyramhic. So that, iifu^r ail, I shall not meditate our 
laureate’s death by pen or poison. 

“Will you prcsiMit iny bc.st respects to liOdy Holland^ 
and believe me hors and yours very sincerely.” 


LETTER CXXVL 

TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

“ St. Jamcs’.s-strcet, .Tuiy 6th, 1812, 

SIR, 

“ 1 liai-e just been honoured with your letter. — I feci 
orry that you should have thought it wortli while to 
loiiee. the ‘evil works of rny non-age,’ as the thing is 
uppre.ssed voinn/nrib/, and your explanation is too kind 
ol to give rno jiain. 'I’lie Satire was written when I 
\as very young and very angri', and fully bent on dls- 
ilayiiig my wrath and niy wit, anrl now I am haunted 
»y the ghosts of my wholesale assertions. I cannot 
ufii<;itntly thank you for your praise; and now, waiving 
iiy.sc-lfj l<-1 me talk to you of the I’rince Regent. He 
rdcred me to he presented to him at a hall ; and after 
some sayings peculiarly pleasing from royal lips, as to 
iiy own attempt H, he talked to mo of you and your ira- 
nortalitics: he preferred you to every hard past and 
iroseiit, and asked which of your works pleased me 
lo.sT. It was a difficult quc.stion. I answered, I 
bought the ‘ T..ay.’ He said his own opinion was nearly 
iinilar, Jn speaking of the other.s, 1 told him that I 
liought you more jiarticularly the poet of Prhices^ as 
/cv never appeared more fascinating than in ‘Marmion, 
nil the ‘Lady of the Lake.’ He was plea.sed to coin- 
ido, and to dwell on the description of your Jameses as 
lO less royal than poetical. He spoke alternately of 
lomcr arul yonr.selfj and seemed well acquainted with 
olh ; so that (witlitlie e.veeption ofthe Turks and your 
umble servant) you were in very good company. I 
efy Murray to have exaggerated his royal highness’s 
►pillion of your powers, nor can I pretend to enumerate 
he said on the subject ; but it may give you pleasure 
o hear that it was conveyed in language which would 
>iily .suffer by my attempting to transcribe it, and with a 
one. and taste which gave rne a very high idea of his 
biliiie.s and accom})li.shmonts, which I had hitherto con- 
ude red as fronfined to manners, certainly superior to 
.hose of any living gentleman, 

“ This interview was accidental. I never wont to the 
evec ; fur having seen the courts of Mussulman and 
catholic sovereigns, *my curiosity was sufficiently allayed, 
and my politics being as perverse as my rhynie.s, 1 had, 
in fact, * no business there.’ To be thus praised by your 
Sovereign must be gratifying to you : and if that gratifV* 
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cation ia not alloyed by the communication being made 
through me, the bearer of it will consider himself very 
fortunately and Bincerely 

“ Your obliged and obedient servant, 

* Bvhon. 

“P. S. Excuse this scrawl, scratched in a great hurry 
and just after a journey,” 


LETTER CXXVII. 

TO LORI) HOLLAND, 

“ Cheltenham, September 10, 1812. | 

“my DRAR LORD, 

The linos* which 1 sketched off on your hint are still, 
or rather joert, in an unfinished stale, fur 1 have just corn- 
initled them to a tlame more de.ci.sive than that of J )rury. 
■Under all the. circumstance.^, f should hardly wish a con- 
test with Philt)-draiua — Philo-Drnry — A.shestos, II * *, 
and all the anonymes and synonyrnes of the Committee 
candidat<‘H. Seriously, I tliink you have a chance of some- 
thing much belter; fur prologuizing is not my forte, and, 
at all events, cither my jiridc or my modesty won’t lot me 
meur tile hazard of having my rhymes buried in ne.vi 
month’s Magazine, under ‘ l^ssays on the Murder of Mr. 
Perceval,’ and ‘ Cures for the Bite of a Mad Dog/ as 
poor Goldsmith coinplainod of the fate of far superior 
performances. 

“ I arn still sufficiently interested to wish to know' the 
successful candi(lat(‘ ; and, among so many, I have no 
doubt some will he excellent, f)urticularly in an age when 
writing verse is the easiest of all attainments. 

“I cannot answer your inti'lligenec with the ‘like 
comfort,’ unless, as you are deeply theatrical, you may 
wish to hear of Mr. * *, vvhose acting is, 1 fi*ar, utterly 
iiuidequate to the London engagement into which the 
managers of C event Garden have lately entered. His 
figure is fat, his features flat, his voice imnianageable, his 
action ungract^iil, arul, as Diggory say.s, ‘ I defy him to 
ca?tort that d — d muffin face of Ins into madness.’ I was 
very sorry to see him in the character of the ‘ Elephant 
on the slack rope ;* for, whe.n I last saw him, I was in 
raptures with hi.s performance. But then I was sixteen, 
— an age to which all London then condescended to 
subside. After all, much better judges have admired, 
and may again ; but I venture to ‘ prognosticate a pro- 
pliecy’ (see the Courier) that he will not succeed. 

So, poor dear Rogers has stuck fast on ‘ the brow of i 
the mighty Helvellyn’ — I hope not for ever. My best 
respects to I^ady H. — ^lier departure, with that of my 
other friends, was a sad event for rne, now reduced to a 
state of the most cynical solitude. ‘By the waters of | 
Cheltenham I sat down and drank; when I remembered 
thee, oil, Georgiana Cottage ! As for our Itarps^ we 
banged them upon the willows that grew thereby. Then 
they said, Sing us a song of Drury-lane/ &c.— but I am 
dumb and dreary as the Israelites. The watcre have 
disordered me to roy heart’s content, — ^you were rights as 
you always are. 

“ Believe me ever your obliged 

‘‘ and oiTectionate servant, 

“Byron.” 


LETTER CXXVIII. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“September 22, 1812, 

“my dear lord, 

“ In a day or two 1 will send you loraelhing which you 
will still have the liberty to reject if you dislike it. 1 
should like to have had more time, but will do my best, 

• AddreiR at the o{)enbigof Drury Unc Theatre. 


—but too happy if I can oblige you, though I may ofTend 
100 scribblers and the discerning public. 

“ Ever yours, 

“ Keep my name a sea'd ; or 1 shall be beset by all 
the rejected, and perhaps damned by a party.” • 

LETTER CXXIX. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Cheltenham, September 23, 1812. 

“Ecco! — I have marked some passages yrith double 
readings— choose between them— or 
destroy — do with them as you will — leave it to you and 
the Committee — you cannot say so called a ‘non com- 
rmtte 7 ido.^ What will they do (and 1 do) with the hun- 
dred and one rejecled Troubadours? ‘With trumpets, 
yea, and with sliawms/ will you be assailed in the most 
diabolktal doggerel. I wish rny name not to transpire* till 
the day is decided. I shall not be in town, so it won’t 
much mat ter; but let us have a good deliverer. I think 
lilli.ston should be the man, or Pope ; not Raymond, I 
niplorc you by the love f>f Rhythmus ! 

“ 'riie passages marked thus = =, above and below, 
are for you to choose between epithets, and such like 
jioctical furniture. IVay write me a line, and believe 
me ever, Sec. 

“ My best remembrances to Lady H. Will you be 
good enough to decide hetw'een the various readings 
markt'd, and erase tin’s other ; or our deliverer may be as 
puzzlcil as a commentator, and belike repeat both. If 
these versicles won’t do I will hammer out some more 
endccasyllahles. 

“ P. S. Tell Lady H. I have had sad work to keep out 
(he Phcpnix — I mean the Fire-Office of that name. It 
has ensured the theatre, and why not the Address ?” 


LETTER exXX. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“ September 24. 

“ I send a recast of the first four lines of the concluding 
paragraph. 

** TIjIb greeting o’er, the ancient mle obey’d, 

The drama’s tiomage by her Herald paid, 

Receive our tt>et come too, wboie every lone 
Springs from ovir hearts and fain would win your own. 

The curtain rises, &c. Ac. 

And do forgive all this trouble. See what it is to have 
to do even with the gcnteelcst of us. Ever, &c.” 

LETTER CXXXT. 

TO LORI) HOLLAND. 

“ Cheltenham, Sept. 25, 1812. 

“Still ‘more matter for a May morning.’ Having 
patched the middle and end of the Address, I send one 
more couplet for a part of the beginning, which, if not too’^ 
turgid, you will have the goodness to add. After that 
flagrant imago of the Thames, (T hope no unlucky iiag 
will .say 1 have set it on fire, though Dryden, in hiA 
‘ Annus Mirabilis/ and Churchill, in his ‘Times/ did it 
before me,) I mean to insert this : 

“ AU flashing far the new Volcano shone 
me/eore 

And swept the skies with lightnings not their own, 

While thousands throng’d around the burning dome, Ac. Ac. 

I think * thousands* less flat than ‘ crowds collected’— but 
don’t lot me ]>lurige into the bathos, or rise into 
Lee’s Bedlam metaphors, By-the-hy, the be.st view of 
the said fire (which I myself saw from ashousetop in 
Covent-gardon) was at Westminster Bridge, fton^the 
reflection on tlie Thames. ' ,, 



« Perhaps the present couplet had better come in after 
‘ trembled for tlieir homes,’ the two lines after ; — as other- 
wise the image ctjrtauily sirilts, and it will run just as 
well. 

‘^The lines themselves, perhaps, may be better tlms — 
(‘choose,’ or * refuse’ — but please y ourself j and doii’i 
mind ‘Sir Fretful’) — 

sadly 

As flash'd the volumed blaze, and gliastly shone 
* The skies with ligitlnlngs awful as their own. 

The last rum smoothest, and, I think, best ; but you know 
bdter than best. ‘ Lurid’ is also a less indistinct epithet 
(hail ‘ livid wave,’ and, if you tliirik so, a dash of the pen 
will do. 

“ J expected one line this morning ; in tlic mean time. 

I shall remodel and condense, and if 1 do not licai from 
you, shall stmd another copy. 

“ I am ever, &.c.” 
LETTER CXXXIL 

TO LORI3 HOLLAND. 

“September 26,1812. 

You will think there is no end to my villnnous 
emendations. The fifth and sixth lines I liiiiik to alter 
thus : I 

“Ye who bcJirlil — oh sight admired and mourn’d, 

Whose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn’d j 

because ‘night’ is repeated the next line but one; and, 
as it now stands, the conclusion of the paragra[)h, ‘wor- 
thy liirn (iShakspeart^) and aj»poars to opjily the 
‘ i/ow’ to those only who were out of lied and in Covent- 
garden market on the niglif of conflagration, instead of| 
the audiene.e or the discerning jiublic at Itirgc, all of wliom 
are inttinded to be comprised in that coinpreheiisive and, 

T hope, cornprehcnsihlc jiroiioun. 

“ By-the-by, one of my corrections in the fair copy 
sent yesterday has dived into the bathos some sixty 
fathom — 

“ When Garrick died, and Brinsley ceased to write. 

Ceasing to live is a much more serious concern, and 
ought not to be first ; therefore I will let the old couplet 
stand, with its half rhymes ‘ sought’ and ‘ wrote.’* Second 
thoughts in every thing are best, buh in rhyme, Uiird and 
fourth don’t come amiss, 1 am very anxious on this 
business, and 1 do liope that the very trouble I occasion 
you will plead its own excuse, and that it will tend lo 
sliow rriy endeavour to make the most of the tim<* allof- 
led. I wish I had known it months ago, fir in that case 
I liad not left one line standing on another. I always 
scrawl in this way, and smocith as much as I can, hut 
nevt'r sufficitmlly ; and, laUerly, I can weave a nine-line 
stanza faster than a couplet, for which measure J have 
not the cunnirij. When 1 began ‘Childe Harold,’ 1 had 
never tried S|>enscr’s measure, and now 1 cannot scribble 
^ in any other. 

“After all, my dear lord, if yqu can get a decent Ad- 
dress elsewhere, don’t hesitate lo put this aside. Why 
^ (ill you not trust your own Muse ? I arn very sure she 
would have been triumphant, and saved the Committee 
their trouble — ‘ ’t is a joyful one’ to me, but I fear I shall 
not satisfy even myself. After the account you sent me, 
t is no compliment to say, you would have beaten your 
candidates ; but I mean that, in that case, there would 
have been no occasion for their being beaten at all. 

“ There are but two decent prologues in our tongue — 
^Pope’s to Cato— •Johnson’s to Drury-lanc. These, with 


* “ Such are the narnra that here your jjlaiKlin souglit, 
^hen Garrick acted, and when Brinsley wrote,” 
At prasaol the couplet stands ttius : 

“ Dear are the days that made our annals bright, 

Ere Garrick tlwl, or Brinsley ceased lo write.’* 
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the epilogue to the ‘ Distressed Mother,’ and, I think, one 
of Goldsmith’s, and a prologue of old Colman’s to Beau- 
mont and Fletcher’s Philastor, are the best things of tlio 
kind we have. 

“P. S. I am diluted to the throat with medicine for the 
stone ; and Boisragon wants me to try a warm climate 
for the winter — but 1 won’t.” 


LETTER CXXXm. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“September 27, 1812. 

“I have just received your very kind letter, and hope 
you have mi’t with a second copy corrected and ad- 
Ircsscd to llolhiiid House, with some omissions and this 
new couplet, 

‘ A» ftlart'd t-ueb risiii*; flash,’' and ghastly shone 
The skies with ligliinings awful as tlieir own. 

As to remarks, I can only say 1 w ill alter and acquiesce in 
any thing. VViih regard to the part which Whitbread 
wislies t(» omit, I believe tiuj Address will go off quicker 
without it, though like the agility of the Hottentot, at the 
expense of its vigour. 1 leave to your choice entirely the 
litfereiit spceiiuens of stuccowork; and a brick of yotir 
)\vn will also imich improve rny Babylonish turret, I should 
like Kllistori to have it, with your leave. ‘Adorn’ and 
mourn’ are lawful rhymes in Pope’s death of the unfor- 
uiiale Lad}’ — Gray has ‘forlorn’ and ‘ mourn’ — and ‘torn* 
and ‘ mourn’ are in »SmoIlet’s famous Tears of Scotland. 

“As there will probably be an outcry among the re- 
j€icfed, I hope the (hmirniUee will testify (if it be need- 
ful) that t sent in nothing to the congress whatever, with 
)r without a name, as your lordshij) well knows. All I 
lave lo do with it is with and through you ; and though 
, ofeoursi*, wish lo satisfy the audience, I do assure 
i-’ou rny first obji-ct is to comply with your request, and 
III so doing to show tlie sense 1 have of the many obli- 
gations you have conferred upon mo. 

“ Y ours ever, “ B.” 

LETTER CXXXIV. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“ September 27, 1812. 

“ I bi'lieve this is the third scrawl since yesterday — all 
ibout epitbels. 1 think the epithet ‘intellectual’ won’t 
•.onvey the rm^nning 1 intend ; and though I hate com- 
lounds, for the ]»resent I w'ill try (col’ permesso) the 
vord ^ genins-gifted patriarchs of our line’f instead, 
ohnson has ‘ inanyH^oloured life,’ a compound — but they 
re always best av( tided. However, it is tlie only one in 
iinety lines, but will be ha})py to give way lo a belter, 

am ashamed to intrude any more remembrances on 
jady H. or letters upon you; but you are, fortunately 
or me, gifted with patience already too often tried by 
«Your,&c. &c.” 

LETTER CXXXV. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“September 28, 1812. 

“ Will this do better ? the metaphor is more complete. 

lava of the 

“ Till ilowty ebb’d tht‘ Bjient volcanic wave, 

And blackening antics mark’d tlic Muse’s grave. 

f not, we will say ‘burning’ wave, and instead of ‘bum- 
ug clime,’ in the line some couplets back, have ‘glowing.’ 

“Is Whitbread vletermined to castrate all my caval^ 

* At present, “ As glared the volumed 
t This, as finally altered, is 

. “ Immortal names, emi h twmt ff dk lUk 
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\ ,.o«) taken it for granted that these things are re- 

lines?* I don’t see why t’ other house should he spared ; '» j confess, I wish that part of the Address to 

besides, it is the public, who ori^^ht K. know honor; y.d is ino.vorable, e’en let it go. I have 

you recolloct Johnson’s^was ugamsC similar butloomrif S . . U , sonened the hint of 


C^t thehnes,and^cnedthehint^ftnure 

Instead of *effbnis/say ^ labours*—^ dvfrener&tc^ will conibustum* and sent them ofTtlns monung. Will you 
d4 yriU it? Mr, Betty is no longer a babe, therefore have the goodness to add, or insert, the approved altersi'^ 
the line cannot be personal. Itions as they arrive? I'liey ^c.otno like shadows, so 

depart occij(>y me, and, X fear, disturb you. 

“ J->o not lot Mr. W. put his Address into Elliston’s 
hands till you have settled on these alterations, E. will 
think it too long : — much depends on the speaking. J 
fear it will not boar much curtailing, without chasms in 
the sense. 

“ It is certainly too Jong in the reading ; but ifElUston 
xerts liimseH such a favourite with the public will not 


the line cannot be personal, 
do? 

the burning 

“ Till ebb’d the lava of tliat molten wave,| 

with * glowing dome,* in case you prefer ‘ burning’ adde^ 
to this ‘wave’ metaphorical. Tlie word ‘fiery pillai 
was suggested by the ‘ pillar of fire’ in the book of Ex- 
odus, which went before tJie Israelites through the Red 


Sea. I once thought of saying ‘like israel’s j.iUar,’ and thought tedious. / should think it so, if Ae were not 
making it a simile, but I did not Imovv, — the groat terni)* ^ speak it 


tation was leaving the epithet ‘fiery’ fijr the supplement- 
ary wave. 1 want to work up that passage, as it is the 
only new ground us prologuizers can go upon— 


Till* i* the place where, if a poet 
Shined in description, he might show it. 


“ Tours ever, &c. 

“P. S. On looking again, I doubt rny idea of having 
obviated W.’s objoclion. To tlie other House, allusion 
is a ‘ non sequitur’ — but I wish to plead for this part, 
>ecause the thing really is not to be passed over. 
If I part with the possibility of a future conflagration, Many aflcr-pioccs at die I.yccum by theyame 
we lessen the compliment to Shakspeare. However, '>ave already attacked tins ‘Augean StoWc-and John- 
wivwai e’en mend it Urns: in Ins prologue agamst‘I.mm, (the harlequm-ma- 

nager, Rich,) — ^‘llunt, — ‘Mahomet, &c. is surely a fair 

“ Yes, it ihftll be— iho magic of tlmt nninc, ►recedciit.” 

Th»t •corim (hi,' scythe, of Time, the torch of Flnme, 

Ou the same spot, &c. Ic. 


There — ^thc deuce is in it, if that is not an imfirovement 
to WbitbrcuifH content. Ri'rollect, it is the ‘naim*,’ and 
not the ‘ magitV that has a nolih* contempt for those same * 
weapons. If it were the ‘niawii;’ my metaphor would 
lie somewhat of the tuaiUlest — so the ‘ mime’ is the ante- 
cedent. But, my dear lord, your patience is not quite 
«o immortal — therefore, with many and sinctTC thanks, 
i am 

“ Yours ever most uneeiionately. 

“P. S. I fore.'iee there will be ehargos of partialily in 
the papers; but you know I sent in no i^ddress; and 
glad both you and I must he that f did not, fur, in that 
case, their ple-a had been plausible, J d.mbt the Pit will 
be testy ; but coiwcious iniiooenee, (a novel and phnming 
sensation) makes me bold.” 


LETTER CXXXVr. 


LETTER CXXXVIL 

TO LOUD HOLLAND. 

“ Sept. 29, 1812. 

“Shakspeare rerlainly ceased to reign in one of his 
fniirdoms, as George HI. did in America, and George 
V^. may in Ireiund.f Now, we have nothing to do out 
if onr own r«‘alrns, and whe.n the monarcliy was gone, 
i.s mai'‘sty had but a barren sceptre. I liavo cut atvap, 
I’on will see, and altered, but make it wliat you please ; 
•nly I tio imjilore, fir rny own gratification, one lash on 
hose aeeursed quadrupeds — ‘ a long shot, Sir J aiciiis, if 
lo\e me.’ J have altered ‘ wave,’ &c. and the ‘ fire,’ 
and .so forth, for the tiinid. 

“ I .et me liear from you when convenient, and believe 

le, ke. 

“P, S. Do let f/<af stand, and rut out elsewhere. I 
iluill choke, if we must overlook their d — d menagerie.” 


TO LORD JJOI.L.ATVD. 

“Sept. 28. 

“I have altered tlie middle couplet, so as I liope partly 
to do away with VV.’s objection. I do lliink, in tlni present 
state of the stage, it has been iiniiardoiiable to pass over 
the horses and Miss Mudie, &c. As Bftly is no longer] 
a boy, how can this he applied to biin? ,lle i.s now to bt 
judged os a man. If lie acts still like a boy, the public 
will but be more ashamed of ibeir blunder. J have, you 

‘ The lino* he hciw allmlr^ to, fiiuiliy wt'rt> oirtiUeil l<y (hi* C« 
tee ; th*'y we*re Uirsc ; 

* AVry, lower itiUl, the Prama xjet UcphtKta 
That Late ttfte ih ipii'ii lo ermel up i« u!t-fours. 

When itn/uirtl in tUniwoi ih J'in ii, htnee, 

1 1 j/< 

If you (teeree^ the 
'I’o Kooth the aickly 

Blnm* not our jmifinent thowtl we aequiesre, 

And frati/w yon more At/ ultmtlnp lens. 

Oh, tiiici’ ViMii' ri.vi i>tiuik|)H the hiwii, 

Korbeiu to imn’k ns with iMi*>iili\cvii upplii'iiti' ; 

That puh/ie pratMe he ne'er again dm graced, 
hriiirM to nitiii rt'i'nll 

JH'rom Itfihee and brutes redseui n nniion'e taste. 

Then pri<1i‘ nhall doubly iietve (he uclorn’ (Mwent, 

When Huttiiuiri vuivi) i« eehued Utt'k tiy ourv." 

The bet coupltit but uno wue ugniii uttei'«ii in u copy Uuie > 

“ The past reproach let present sranes refute, 

Nor shift from man to babe, from babe to brute. ''' 

t The fonn of thb e««|iili^iNi|N4ntt!d , U as follow* 

** Till MadMidHt eubee eitd the lonely wall 

tim end mark’d her fell.” 


LETTER cxxxvirr. 

TO LORD HOLLAND. 

“Sept, so, 1812. 

“ r send you llic rno.st I can make of it ; fir I am not 
I well as 1 was, ami find I ‘pall in rt'solution.’ 

“I wish much to see yon, and will be aj, Tethury by 
velve on Satnnlay ; and from thence I go on to Lord 
ersey’s. If is impossible mil to allud<; lo the degraded 
;iait‘ t>f the Slaje, but I have iiglitened it. and endea- 
voured to obviate your of/A r objections. Tliore is a new 
tiiiplet for Sheridan, allusive to bis Monody. All thg 
Iterations I liave marked thus [, — as you will see by 
•omparison with the other copy. I liava cudgelled my 
•ruins \%ilh the greatest willingness, and only wish I had 
mire lime to have done better. 

“You \Vill find a sort of clap-trap laudatory couplet 
inserted (or the quiet of the Committee, and I have 
added, towards the end, the couplet you were pleased 
to like. The whole Address is .st'venty-lhree lines, still 

• UIhmI been, oiigiuully, 

“ 'Fhoug'i other piles may einic in future flame. 

Oil ihe Huiii« Rpui,'* &c. &c. C 

t Some oh3*f lion, U.apneRi-ifi’om thU, hnd been made to the paMa'^e, 
and Bhak«ppare censed to reign.'* ' • 



perhaps too long , and, if shortened, you will save time, 
,Jbut, 1 fear, a little of what I meant for sense also. 

“ With myriads of thanlis, 1 am ever, &c. I 
“My sixteenth edition of respects to Lady 11. How 
she must laugh at all tliis ! 

“1 wish Murray, niy publisher, to print off soine^ 
copies as soon as your lordship reiunis to town — it wi 
ensure correctness in the }>apers afterward.” 


LETTER CXXXIX. 

TO l.OUD HOLLAND. 

“ Fat' l)A from him tliiil hour wliich noks in viuu 

Taara such as flow for Garrick in lil«i etraai ; 
or, 

Far be thal hour that vainly naka iu turn 
c rentin' d /liif 

Such versa for him uts wr]»< o’er (lairick’B urn. 

“tsept. 30,1812. 

“ Will you choose between Ihe.so added to the lincf 
on Sheridan 1 think they will wind up the panegyrie 
and agree with the train of tliought preceding them. 

“Now, one word as to the (.^ornirnttee — how ccmld 
they resolve on a rough copy of an Address never scmU 
in, unless you had hi (ui good enough to retain in meniorv, 
or on paper, the thing tli<*y have been good enough to 
a^lojil ? My-(he-l)y, the eircumstauees of llie rase should 
make tile CoimiiiKec' less ' avitius gloria’,’ for all j>raise 
of tiieni would look plainly suspicious. If neeessarv to 
l»e Slated afail, the simple facts bear them out. 'rhey 
surely liad a ri.dil to act as they [(leased. My sole ol)- 
ject is one which, T trust, niy wludc eondurt has slnmn; 
vi/. that I did nothing insidious — s<'nt in no Address 
wkatcvtr — hut, when applied to, (lid iny best for them and 
myself; but above all, that ihc'ro was no undue partial- 
ity, which will he what the rejected will endeavour to 
make out. Fortunately — most Ibrtunately — 1 sent in no 
lines on the occasion. For I am sure that had they, in 
thal eas(‘, been prefijrrod, it would have been a.sserled 
that / was known, and owed tlie pn’f.'rene(^ to privaf(‘- 
Inmidship. 7'hL is vvliat we shall probably liave t eti- 
|■([unl(•r, but, if once .spoken and afiproved, we sba’n’t he 
mie li emiianassed by tixur brilliant <’onj(iclure.s, and, as 
le eriiieism, an okl author, like an old bull, grows cooler 
(or ouglil) at every baiting. 

“The only thing vvould be to avoid a party on tlie 
night of delivery — afterward, tluj more; the belter, and 
tin* wIjoIi^ transaction inevitably lends to a good deal <»f 
disetissiuii. Murray tells me there are myriads of iron- 
ical A(l(lr(?sscs ready — «(;wir, in imitation of what is called 
mt/ style. If tlic'y are as good as the Probationary Odes, 
or Hawkins’s Pipe of Tobacco, it will not be bad fun f»r 
the imitated. 

«Ever,&c.” 


lines — two less than allotted. I will alter all Committee 
objections, but I hope you won’t permit Elliston to have 
any voice whatever. — except in speaking it.” 

l.KTTER CXLI. 

TO M«. »IURRAY. 

“ High-street, Chidtcnharn, Sept. 6, 1812. 

“ Pray have the goodness to .send those dcs[)atches, 
and a No. of the I blinhurgh Riwicw with the rest. I 
hope you have written to Mr. 'J'honipson, thanked him 
ill my name for his present, and told him that J .shall be 
truly ha[)py to comply with his re(]uesl. How do you 
o on ? and wIkti is the graven image, ‘ w ith bays and 
ivichd rhyme upon to grace, or disgrace, some of our 
tardy editioii.s ? 

•Sen<l me ‘ Roheby.^ Who the devil is lie 7 — no mat- 
ter, he has good eoimc.xioris, and will he well introduced. 

I iliank you ftu* your inquiries: I am so so, but my 
fliermonH'ter is .sadly Ixdow the fioclieal point. What 
1 yon give 7/ic or viunf f >r a poem of si.v Cantos, (wiien 
omph'te — no rhyme, no reef)mpense,) as like the last two 
s / cun make them? J have Ntunr ideas that one day 
lay be imbodied, and till winter I shall have much 
eisure. • 

]*. S. last question is in the true style of Grub- 
.slreet; but, like .b reniy I >iddler, 1 only ‘ask for inform- 
ation.’ Send me Adair on Diet and Ilegimen, just re- 
jiubhshed by Jiidgvvay.” 

LETTER CXI.II. 

TO MU. MUUIIAV. 

“(Miellenham, Sept. 14, 1812. 
“The parcels contained some letters and verses, all 
(but one.) anonymous aiul eomiiliiuentary, and very 
anxious f<»r my (am version from etirtain infidelilic.s into 
wliK'li my good-natured corresjioridtints conceive me to 
have fallen. The books were pn-sents of a convertible 
kind. Also, ‘ Chrislian knowledge’ and the ‘ Pioscope,’ 
a religions Ifial of Life explained ; and to the author of 
ihe former, ((bulell pubiUlier,) I beg you will forward my 
best thanks for liis letter, his [iri^sent, and, above all, his. 
good iuteiilions. T’he ‘ Hioscope’ contained a MS,. 
eoj»y of very exeelleni verses, from whom I know not, 
hut evidently tlie eompo.sition of some one in the habit of 
writing, and of writing well. I iJo not know if he be the 
author of llm ‘Bioscope’ which accompanied them; but 
whoever he is, if yrai can discover him, thank him from 
me most heartily. I’lie other letters were from ladies, 
who are welccune to convert me when th(‘y please ; and 
ifl ran discover them, and they bo young, as they say 
they ar(;, I could convince tlicm perha[)S of my devotion. 

I had also a letter from Mr. Walpole on matters of this 
world, whieli 1 have anisw'cred. 


LETTER CXL. 


TO LORD HOLLAND. 


“Octobers!, 1812. 

‘‘A copy of tliis still altered is ^*nt by the post, but this 
" iJi arrive first. It must be ‘ liumbfer ’ — ^ycl aspirinj^^ 
^oe.s aw^ay the mode.stv, and, after all, truth is truth. 
Pesidc.s, there is a puff direct altered, to please your 
plan^vy renters. 

“ I shall be at Tetbury by tw’elvc or one — l^ut send 
this for you to ponder over. There are several little 
tilings marked thus / altered for your perusal. I have 
dismounted the cavalry, and, I hope, arranged to your 
t^eneral sati.sfactioi 

«Ever,&c. 

At Tetbury by noon. I hope, after it is sent, there 
will be no giore elisions. It is not now so long — 73 

liiiea, IU bo ocen by retereoco to the {vinted Ad- 
^cre aoi rwniocd. 


“ So you are J iUcien’s publisluT ? I am promised an 
interview wilh him, and think I shall ask you for a letter 
of introduction, as ‘the gods have made him poetical.* 
From wlioiii could it come w'ith a better grace than from 
his publisher and inint^? Lsil not somew hat treasonable 
ill you to have to do with a relative of the ‘direfiil fee,* 
s the Morning Post calls his brother ? 

“ But iny book on ‘ Diet and Regimen,’ where is it ? I 
thirst for Scolt’.s Rokeby ; let me have your first-begotten 
copy. Tlie Antijacobin Review is all very well, and 
not a bit worse tluin the Quarterly, and at least less 
harmless. By tlie by, liave you secured my books 7 1 
want all the Reviews, at least the critiques, (juarterly, 
monthly, &c. Portuguese and Knglisli, extracted, and 
bound up in one volume for my old age; and pray, sort 
my Romaic books, and get tlie volumes lent to Mr. 
Hobhouse — he has had ihoni now a long time. If any 
thing occurs, you will favour me wilh a line, and in wine 
tor we shall be nearer neighbours. 
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letters* 


“P.si I was applied tc^ to write the Address foi 
Drury-laoe, but the moment I heard of contest, 
gave up the idea of contending against all GfuMircei 
and threw a few thoughts on the subject into the fire 
I did this out of respect to you, being sure you wouk 
have turned oft' any of your authors who had ontorcc 
the lists with such scurvy competitors. To triumpr 
would have been no glory; and to have been defeatec 

^’adeatli I — 1 would have choked myself like Otway 

with a quartenj loaf ; so, remember 1 had, and have, 
nothing to do with it, upon my homurP^ 

LETTER CXLIIL 

TO MR. WILLIAM BANKES 

“Cheltenham, Sept. 28, 1812, 

“MV DEAR BANKES, 

“When you point out to one how people can be inti- 
mate at the distance of. some seventy leagues, I will 
plead guilty to your charge, arid accept your farewell, 
but not wittingly^ till you give me some better reason than 
my silence, which merely proceeded from a notion 
(bunded on your own declaration- of o/d, that you hated 
writing and receiving letters. Besides, how was I to 
find out a man of many residences? If I had ad<lressed 
you, nffie, it had been to your borough, wherti I must 
have conjectured you were among your constituents. 
So now, in despite of JMr. N. and Lady W. you .shall 
bo as ‘ much better’ as the Hexham post-office will allow 
me to make you. 1 do assure you 1 am much inilebted 


terial watchword, and all will go wdtt vifHh you. 1 
you will- speak more frequently, 1 am sure 
oughti and it will be expected, I see Portman meanfi* 
to stand again. Good night. 

“ Ever yours most affectionately, 

LETTER eXUV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Chedtonham, Sept, 27, 1812. 

“I sent in no Address whatever to the Committee; 
but out of nearly one hundred, (this is cmijidentialy) 
none have been deemed worth acceptance ; and in con- t 
sequence of their guhsequent application to me, 1 have 
w’rittcn a prologue, which has been received, and will 
be spoken. The MS. is now in tho hands ofLord HoU* 
land. * ^ 

“ I write tliis merely to say, that (however it is* r<^ * 
ceived by the audience) you will publish it in the next 
edition ofChildo Harold; and I only beg you at present 
to keep my name secret till you hear farther from me, 
and as soon as possible I wisli you to have a correct 
opy, to do with as you think proper. 

“P. S. I should wish a few copies printed off before, 
that the newspaper copies may be correct after the 
delivery.^ 

LETTER CXLV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


to you for thinking of me at all, and can’t spare you 

even from among tho superabundance of friemls with Cheltenham, Oct. 12, 1812. 

whom you suppose me surrounded. '‘I ^'^ve a very strong objection to tho engraving of 

“You heard that Newstead* is sold— the sum 

X* 140, 000; sixty to remain in mortgage on the estate for P*‘chxed; but let aU the proofs be burned, and the [»late 
tlireo years, paying interest, of course. Rochdale is ‘^^oken. I will be at the expense which has been m- 
also likely to do well— so my worldla matters are mend- ^ I cannot por- 
ing. 1 have been here some time linking the waters, iniblication. I beg, as a particular favour, that 

simply because there arc waters to drink, and they an? having this done, for which I 

very medicinal, and sufficiently disgu.sting. In a few reasons that I will state when I see you. For- 
days I set out for Lord Jer.'^ey’s, but return here, where I have occasioned you. 

1 am quite alone, go out very little, and enjoy in its full- ^ have received no account of the reception of tlic 
est extent the ‘dolce far nientc.’ What you are about, Addres.s, but see it is vituperated in the papers, which 
I cannot guess, oven from your date ; not dancing to much embarrass an old author , I leave it to 

the sound of tho gifourm^y in tho Halls of the Lowlhers? judgment to add it, or not, to your next edi- 

one of whom is here, ill, poor thing, with a phthisic. I when roquirtal. Pray comply strictly with my 

heard tliat you passed through here (at tho sordid inn ^ ^he engraving, and believe mo, &c. 

whore I first alighted) the very day before 1 arrived in “P* Favour me with an answer, as I shall not be 
these parts. Wo Jiad a very pleasant set here ; at first ^ hoar that thepn)ofs, &c. are destroyed. I hear 

ftie Jerseys, Melbournos, Cowpers, and Holland.s, but Satirist has reviewed Childe Harold, in what 

all gone; and the only persons I know are tho Raw- ask; but I wish to know if the old 

dons and Oxfords, with some later acquaintances of less I pt^rsonahtios are revived . I have a butter reason for 
brilliant descent. asking this than any that merely concerns myself ; but 

“But I do not trouble them much; and as for your " publications of that kind, others, particularly female 
rooms and your assemblies, ‘ they are not dreamed of in somoUmes introduced.” 


our philosophy 1 !’ Did you read of a sad accident in 

the Wyc P other day? a dozen drowned, and Mr. Ro.s- LETTER CXLVI. 


soe, a corpulent gentleman, preserved by a boat-book 
or an eel-spear, begged, when he heard his wife was 
saved— no— — to be thrown in again!! — as if he 
could not have throwm liimself in, had he wisliod it ; but 
this passes for a trait of sensibility. What strange 
beings men are, in and out of tho Wye! 

“ I have to ask you a thousand pardons for not fulfill- 
ing some orders before 1 loft town ; but if you know all 
the cursed entanglements 1 had to wade tlirough, it 
would be unnecessary to bog your forgiveness. When 


TO LORD HOLLAND, ^ 

“ Cheltenham, Oct. 14, 1812. 

“MV DEAR LORD, * , 

“I perceive tliat the papers, yea, even Perry’s, are 
ioraowhat ruffled at tlie injudicious preference of the 
Jomiiiittee. My friend Perry has, indeed, ‘ et tu Brute’-d 
le rather scurvily, for which I will send him, for the 
Vl.C.f the next epigram I scribble, as a token of my 
ull (lirgiveness. 


will Parliament (the now one) meet? — in sixty days, < Do the Committee mean to enter into no explanation 
on account of Ireland, I presume; the Irish election ,f their proceedings? You must see there is a leaning 
will demand a longifiif period for completion than the owards a charge of partiality. You will, at least, acquit 
constitutional allotment. Yours, of course is safe, and of any great anxiety to push myself before so manv 
all your side of the quastion. Salamanca is the minis- 


Tb« MUtf BftierwarUiii cancuUtt«l. 


* A motif ut'Ki*;i)at)irt! he fraqutMJlIy adopted. ^ 

t The Muxuing Chronicle, ol wluch Mr. Ferry wan ilia proprietor. 



elder and better asoiiymoaei to wbomthe twenty luieeas 
(which 1 take to be about two thousand pounds Bank 
currency) and the honour would have been equally wel- 
come. * Honour/ 1 see, <hath no skill m paragri4>h- 

wish to know how it went off at the second reading, 
and whether any one has had the grace to give it a 
glance of approbation. I have seen no paper hut Per- 
ry’s, and two Sunday ones. Perry is severe, and the 
others silent. Ifj however, you and your Committee are 
not now dissatisfied with your own judgments, I shall 
not much embarrass myself about the brilliant remarks 
of the journals. My own opinion upon it is what it 
^ways was, perhaps pretty near that of the public. 

“ Believe me, my dear lord, &c, &c. 

« P. S. My best respects to Lady H. whose smiles 
will be veiy consolatory, even at this distance.” 

LETTER CXLVIL 

TO MU. Ml/KRAY. 

“Cheltenham, Oct. 18, 1812. 

“ Will you have the goodness to get this Parody of a 
peculiar kind* (for all the first lines are Bttsby's entire) 
inserted in several of the papers, (correctly^ and copied 
correctly i my hand is diflicuU,) —particularly the Moan- 
ing Chronicle ? Tell Mr. Perry 1 forgive him all he has 
said, and may say against my oddress^ but ho will allow 
me to deal with the doctor — (audi alteram partem) and 
not betray me. I cannot think what has befallen Mr. 
Perry, for of yore wc were very good friends ; — but no 
matter, only get this inserted. 

“I have a poem on Waltzing for yow, of which I 
make you a present ; but it must be anonymous. It is 
in the old style of English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. 

“P. S. With the next edition ofChildo Harold you 
may print the first fifty or a hundred opening lines of the 
* Curse of Minerva,’ down to the couplet beginning 

“ Mortal (’I wa« thus she spake, &c. 

Of course, the moment the Satire begins, there you will 
•top, and the opening is the best part.” 

LETTER CXLVIII. 


**P. S. The ed^r of the SaBrvilt oughl bf^tbstM . 
fyr hk revocation; it m done handaomely, after ilfw 
years* warfare.** 


LETTER CXLIX. 

TO MR. MtrRRAV* 

“Oct. 23, 1812. 

“Thanlts, as usual. You go on boldly; but have a 
care of glutting the public, who have by this time had 
enough of Chiide Harold. * W altzing’ shall be prepared. 
It is rather above two hundred lines, with an introduc- 
tory Letter to the Publisher. I think of publishing, with 
Chiide Harold, the opening lines of the ‘Curse of Mi- 
nerva,’* as far as the ^first speech of Pallas, — because 
some of the readers like that part better than any 1 have 
ever written, and as it contains nothing to affect the 
subject of the subsequent portion, it will find a place as 
a descriptive Fragment, 

“ The plate is broken ? between ourselves, it was un- 
I like the picture ; and besides, upon the whole, the fron- 
tispiece of an author’s visage is but a paltry exhibition. 
At all events, this woukl have been no recommendation 
to the book. I am sure Sanders would not have survived 
the engraving. By-the-by, the picture may remain with 
you or him (which you please) till my return. The one 
of two remainmg coi)ies is tit your service till I can give 
you a better; the other must be burned peremptorily. 
Again, do not forget that 1 have an account with you, 
and that this is included. I give you too much trouble to 
allow you to incur evpensc also. 

“ You best know how far this ‘Address riot’ will affect 
the future sale of Chiide Harold. I like the volume of 
‘Rejected Addresses’ better and better. The otlier 
parody which Perry lias received is mine also, (I be- 
lieve.) It is Dr. Bu.sby’s speech versified. You are 
removing to Alhcmarlefctrcct, I find, and I rejoice that 
wc shall be nearer neighbours. I am going to Lord 
Oxford’s, but letters here will be forwarded. When at . 
leisure, all communications from you will be willingly , 
received by the humblest of your scribes. Did Mr.^^ 
Ward write the review of Horne Tooke’s Life in the ^ 
Ctuarterly ? it is excellent.” 


TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Oct. 19, 1812. 

“ Many thanks, but I must pay the damage^ and will 
thank you to tell me the amount for the engraving. I 
think the ‘ Rejected Addresses’ by far the best thing of 
the kind since the Kolliad, and wish you had published 
them. Tell the author ‘I forgive him, were he twenty 
times over a satirist and think his imitations not at all 
inferior to the famous ones of Hawkins Browne. He 
must be a man very lively wit, and less scurrilous 
than wits often are : altogether, I very much admire the 
performance, and wish it all success. The Satirist has 
Men a new tone, as you will see: we have now, I 
think, finished with Chiide Haroldls critics. I have in 
hand a Satire on wWch you must publish 

ftBonymously ; it is not long, not quite two hundred 
lines, but will make a very small boarded pamphlet. In 
a few days you shall have it. 


LETTER CL. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Cheltenham, Nov. 22, 1812. . 

“On my return here from Lord Oxford’s, 1 found your 
obliging note, and will thank you to retain tlie letters, 
and any other subsequent ones to the same address, till 
I arrive in town to claim them, which will probably bo 
in a few days. I have in charge a curious and very 
long MS. poem, written by Lord Brooke, (the friend of 
Sir Philip Sirlney,) which I wish to submit to the in- 
spection of Mr. Gifford, with the following queries 
first, whether it has ever been published, and, secondly, , 
(if not,) whether it is worth publication? It is from 
Lord Oxford’s library, and must have escaped or been 
overlooked among the MSS. of the Harleian Miscellany. 
The writing is Lord Brooke’s, except a different hand 
towards the dose. It is very Jong, and in the six-line , 


the Addreeaee eeal in to the Drnry-lane Conunittee tree one 
Jr, Buaby, entitled a Monologue, of which the Parody wae encloeed in 
Mtter. The Aral four linea of Uie Doctor’a Addreii art at foUowa 
‘ When enerelzing objecta men puraue, 

What are the prodiglea they cannot do 7 
A magic £diAce you here aunrey, 

Shot from the niina of the other day 
nreea are thua ridiculed in the Parody 
“ tnergixing objacta men puraot,’ 

Tta^ord knowa what la writ by Lond kaowa who. 

* A ilbdMt MoDolofut you hare aunrey,* 

■ Hiaa*d from the theatre the* other day.’* 


stanza. It is not for me to liazard an opinion upon its . 
I merits ; but I would take the liberty, if not too trouble- 
some, to submit it to Mr. Gifford’s judgment, which, 
from his excellent edition of Massinger, I should con- 
ceive to be as decisive on the writings of that age as on 
those of our own. 

“Now for a less agreeable and important tiqne. 
How came Mr. Mae^Sonubody^ without consulting you 


7 


' See Fntmep. 44f. 
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mei to prefix thoAddreax to hisTokmnc* o^^JDejectet would like h, ho ctn have the mbittmee hr lut leeted 
Addresses?* Is not this somewhat larcenous? I think thi edition ; if not, I shall add it to our nezti though 1 think 
ceremony of leave might have been asked, though I have we already have enough of Lord Elgin, 
no objection to the tiling itself; and leave the ‘hundred and “What I have read of this work seems admisabiy 

eleven’ to tire themselves with ‘ base comparisons.’ I done. My praise, however, is not much wor^ the au> 
should think the ingenuous public tolerably sick of the thor*s having ; but you may thank him in my name Ibr 
subject, and, except the Parodies, I have not interfered, his. The idea is new — we have excellent imitations of 
nor shall ; indeed I did not know that Dr. Busby had the Satires, &c. by Pope ; but I remember but one imi* 
published his Apologetical Letter and Postscript, or ^ tative Ode in his works, and nme any where else. I 
. should have recalled them. But I confess I lookc can hardly suppose that they have lost any fame by the 
upon his conduct in a different light before its appear- fate of the farce ; but even should this be the case, the 
ance. I see some mountebank has taken Alderman present publication will again place them on their pin- 
Birch’s name to vituperate Dr. Busby; he had much nacle. “ Yours, fco.” 

better have pilfered his pastry, which I should imagine 
the more valuable ingredient — at least for a puff. — ^Pray 


secure me a copy of Woodfali’s now Junius, and believe 
me, &c * 


LETTER CLI. 

TO MR. WIXiLZAM BAI7XES. 

“ December 26. 

“ The multitude of your recommendations has already 
superseded niy humble endeavours to be of u.so to you. 
and, indeed, most of my principal friends are rc*turned. 
Leake from Jowmina, Canning and j^dair from the city 
of the faithful, and at Smyrna no letter is necessary, as 
the consuls are always willing to do every thing for per- 
sonages of respectability. 1 have sent yon three^ one to 
Gibraltar, which, though of no great necessity, will, per- 
haps, i»ut you on a more intimate footing with a very 
plea.- lat family there. You will very soon find out that 
a man of any consequence has very little occasion for 
any letters but to ministers and bankers, and of them 
you have already plenty, 1 will bo sworn. 

“It is by no means improbable, that I shall go in the 
spring, and if you will fix any place of rendezvous about 
August, I will wTtic or join you. — When in Albania, 1 
wish you would intjuire after Derviso Tahiri and Vas- 
cilUe, (or Basil,) and make my respects to the viziers, 
both tliere and in the Morea. If you mention niy nara' 
to Suleyman of Thebes, I think it will not hurt you; if* 
had ray dragoman, or wrote 'rurlush, I could have given 
you letters of real sennee ; but to the English they are 
hardly requisite, and the Greeks themselves can be 
little advantage. Liston you know already, and J do 
not, as he was not then minister. Mind you visit Ephe- 
su.s and the Troad, and hit me hear from you wlieu you 
please. 1 believe G. Forresti i.s now at Yanina, but if 
'not, whoever is there will be too happy to assist you. 
‘Be particular about never allow yourself to be 

bullied, for you are better protected in Turkey than any 
where ; trust not the Greeks ; and take some knicknach- 
eries for presents — watches^ pistols, &c. &c. to the Beys 
and Pachas. If you find one Denietriu.s, at Athens or 
elsewhere, 1 can recommend him as a good dragoman. 
1 hope to join you, however; but you will find swarms of 
English now in the Levant. 

“ Believe me, &c.’* 


LETTER cm. 

TO MR. MURBAV. 

“ February 20, 181S. 

* In * Horace in London,* I perceive some stanzas on 
Lord Elgin, in which (waiving the kind compliment to 
myself,) 1 heartily concur. I wish 1 had the pleasure 
of Mr. Smith’s acqu^tance, as^ I could communicate 
the curious anecdoh^rou read in Mr. T.’s letter. If be 

* "ThefWuiiM R«]eei«d Addratita, prwtntcd to th« CoininlUte of 

Manocomont for Dniry-luMi Theotrir; urooeded bfXhtX written by I..ord 
IlyroM ond adoptod by the Committeo c'—publiilud by B. M'MUUa. 


LETTER CLm. 

' TO MR. ROGERS. 

“March 25, 1813.’ 

“ I enclose you a draft for the usurious interest due to 

I Lord * *^3prot6gd ; — I also could wish you would state 
thus much for me to his lordship. Though the transac- 
tion speaks plainly in itself for the borrower’s folly and 
the lender’s usury, it jiever wa.s my intention to qttash 
the demand, as I legally might, nor to withhold payment 
of-ipriiicipal, or, ])erhaps, even unlawful interest. You 
know what my situation has been, and what it is. I have 
parted with an estate, (which has been in my family for 
nearly three hundred years, and was never disgraced by 
being in posse.ssion of a lawyer, a churchman, or a tvoman, 
during that period,) to licjuidate this and similar de- 
mands ; and ific payment of the purchase is still with- 
held, and may be, perhaps, for years. If, therefore, I am 
under the necessity of making those persons wait for 
their money, (which, considering the terms, they con 
afford to suffer,) it is my misfortune. 

“When I arrived at majority in 1809, 1 offered my 
own security on legal interest, and it was refused. 
Now, I will not accede to this. This man I may have 
icon, but T have no recollection of the names of any par- 
lies but the agents and the securities. The moment I 
can, it is assuredly my intention to pay my debts. This 
person’s case may be a hard one ; but, under all circum- 
stances, what is mine? I could not foresee that the 
purchaser of my estate was to demur in paying for it. 

“ 1 am glad it happens to be in my power so far to 
accommodate my Israelite, and only wish 1 could do as 
much for the rest of the Twelve Tribes. 

“ Ever yours, dear R. 

“ Bsr.** 


LETTER CLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ W estall has, I believe, agreed to illustrate your book,* 
and I fancy one of the engravings will be from the pretty 
little girl you saw the other day,? though without h<*l 
name, and merely a4>a model for some sketch connected 
with tlie subject. I would also have the portrait (which 
yo\i saw to-day) of the friend who is mentioned in ^e 
text at the close of Canto first, and in the notes,— which 
nre subjects sufficient to authorize that addilioo.** 

Euly in the spring he brought out, anonymously, his 
•ocm on Waltzing, which, though full of very lively 
satire, fell so far short of what was now expected from 
lim by tlie public, tliat the disavowal of it, which, as we 
lee by the following letter, he thought right to put fsi. ab- 
ound ready credence. 

* A new edition of Ciiilde Harold. 

t Lady Charlotte Harley, to whom, nnder the name of lazA** ^ 
{atroductory llnm to Childe Harold were afterward addmesid. „ 



LETTER CLV. 

TO MR. MURRA7. 

“April 21, 1813. 

“ I shall be in town by Sunday next, and will call an 
have sdtne conversation on the subject of Westali’s de 
signs. I am to sit to him for a picture at the request o' 
a friend of mine, and as Sanders’s is not a good one, yoi 
will probably prefer tlie other. I wish you to hav< 
Sanders’s t^cen down and sent to my lodgings imm 
diately— before my arrival. I hear that a certain m: 
licious publication on Waltzing is attributed to me 
This report, I suppose, you will take care to contradict, 
as the author, 1 am sure, will not like that I should weai 
%is cap and bells. Mr. Hobhouse’s quarto will be ou: 
immediately ; pray send to the author for an early copy, 
which I wish to take abroad with me. 

“P. S. 1 see the Examiner threatens some observa- 
jTbnsaipon you next week. What can you have done 
to share the wrath which has heretofore been principall) 
expended upon the Prince? I presume all youi 
Scribleri will be drawn up in battle array in defence o 
the modern Tonson — Mr. Bucke, for instance. 

“ Send in my account to Bennet-streot, as 1 wish to 
settle it before sailing.” 


LETTER CLVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Maidenhead, June 13, 1813. 

« * + * I have read the ‘ Strictures,’* which are 
just enough, and not grossly abusive, in very fair cou- 
plets, There is a note against Massinger near the end, 
and one cannot quarrel with one’s company, at any rate. 
The author detects some incongruous figures in a pas- 
sage of English Bards, page 23, but which edition I d< 
not know. In the sole copy in your possession— I mean 
the./y/i/i edition — you may make these alterations, that 1 
may profit (tliough a little too late) by his remarks: — 
For ^hellish instinct,’ substitute ^brutal instinct;’ '‘harpies^ 
alter to ^ felons'^ and for ‘blood-hounds’ write ‘1 
hounds.’f These be ‘very bitter words, by my troth,’ 
and the alterations not much sweeter ; but as I shall not 
publish the thing, they can do no harm, but arc a satis- 
faction to me in the way of amendment. The passage 
is only twelve lines. 

“You do not answer me about H.’s book ; I want to 
write to him, and not to say any thing unpleasing. If j 
you direct to Po.st-office, Portsmouth, till called for, I 
will send and receive your letter. Y'ou never told me 
of the forthcoming critique on Columbus, which is not 
<00 fair ; and 1 do not tliink justice quite done to the 
‘ Pleasures,’! which surely entitle the author to a higher 
rank than that assigned him in the Quarterly. But 1 
must not cavil at the decisions of Uie invisible mfaUibles ; 
and the article it very well written. The general Iior- 1 
ror aV fragment^ maltes me tremulous for tlie ‘Giaour;’ 
,[)Ut you would publish it — I presume, by this lime, to your 
repentance. But as I consentei^ whatever bo its fate, 

1 won't now quarrel with you, even though I detect it in 
uy^astry ; but I shall not open a pie without apprehen- 
sion for some weeks. 

“ The books which may be marked G. O. 1 will carry 
out. Do you know Clarke’s Naufragia? I am told 
that he asserts the^rst volume of Robinson Crusw was 
written by the first Lord Oxford, when in the Tower, 
and given by him to Defoe ; if true, it is a curious anec- 
dote. Have you got back Lord Brooke’s MS.? and 
^kat does Heber say of it? Write to me at Portsmouth. 

“Ever yours, &c. 


Um Sfttln, by Mr. Crowa. t 8a* En|Utk Barda. 

t Fpamt, by Mr. 


LETTER CLVII. 

I TO MB. MURRAY. 

“June 18, 1813. 

“DEAR SIR, 

“ Will you forward the enclosed answer to the kindest 
letter I ever received in my life, my sense of which I can 
neither express to Mr. Gifford himself nor to any one 
else. 

“Everyours,^ “N.” 

LETTER CLVIIL 

TO W. GIFFORD, ESQ. 

‘June 18,1813. 

“mt dear sir, 

“I foel greatly at a loss how to write to you at all — 
still more to thank you as I ought. If yon’ knew the 
veneration with which I have ever regarded you, long 
before 1 had the most distant prospect of becoming your 
acquaintance, literary or personal, my embarrassment 
would not surprise you. 

“Any suggestion of yours, even were it conveyed in 
-he less tender shape of the text of the Baviad, or a 
Monk Mason note in Massinger, would have been 
obeye»l ; ] should have endeavoured to improve myself 
by your censure ; judge then if 1 should be less willing 
,o profit by your kindness. It is not for me to bandy 
compliments with rny elders and my betters : I receive 
your approbation with gratitude, and will not return my 
irass for your gold, by (‘xpressing more fully those sen- 
iments of admiration, which, however sincere, would, I 
know, be unwelcome. 

“ To your advice on religious topics, I shall equally 
attend. Perhaps the best way will be by avoiding them 
altogether. The already published objectionable pas- 
lagcs have been much commented upon, but certainly 
lave been rather strongly interpreted. I am no bigot to 
infidelity, and did not expect that, because I doubted tho 
mmortality of man, I sliould be charged with denying 
he existence of a God. It was the comparative insig- 
nificance of ourselves and our mrld^ when placed in 
•omparison with the niighty whole, of which it is an 
atom, that first led me to imagine tliat our pretensions 
o eternity might be overrated. 

“ I'kis, and being early disgusted with a Calvinistic 
Scotch school, when I w'as cudgelled to church, for the 
irst ten years of iny life, afflicted me with this malady ; 
ir, after all, it is, I believe, a disease of the mind 08 
(iuch as otlier kinds of hypochondria.” 


LETTER CLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“June 22, 1813. 

“ Yesterday I dined in company with ‘ * *, the Epi- 
ine,’ whose politics arc sadly changed. She is for the 
jord of Israel and the Lord of Liverpool — a vile anti- 
lesis of a Methodist and a Tory — talks of nothing but 
levotion and the ministry, and, I presume, expects that 
Sod and the government will help her to a pension. 

+ ♦ ♦ ♦ ■ 

“Murray, the ava| of publishers, the Anac of station- 
trs, has a design upon you in the paper line. He wants 
'OU to become the staple and stipendiary editor of a 
^nodical work. What say you? Will you be bound, 
Uke ‘ Kit Smart, to write for ninety-nine years in tho 
Jniversal Visiter ?’ Seriously, he talks of hundreds a 
^ ear, and— though I hate prating of the beggarly eio- 
inents— his proposal may be to your honour ind profit, 
and, 1 am very sure, will be to our pleasure. 

“ I don’t know what to say about ‘ fidendship.* I never 
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m» m friendslup but once, in my nineteenth year, and 
tiien it gave me as much trouble as love. 1 am afraid, 
as Whitbread’s sire said to the king, when he wanted to 
knight him, that 1 am ‘ too old but, nevertheless, no 
one wishes you more friends, fame, and felicity, than 

“Yours, &c.” 

LETTER CLX. 

TO MR. MOORR. 

** 4,Benedictine-Btreet, St. James’s, July 8, 1813, 

** 1 presume by your silence that 1 have blundered 
into something noxious in my reply to your letter ; for 
the which I beg leave to send, beforehand, a sweeping 
apology, which you may apply to any, or all, parts of 
that unfortunate epistle. If I err in my conjecture, I 
expect the like from yon, in putting our correspondenct 
so long in qtiaranline. God ho knows what I have said 
but he also knows, (if he is not as indiflerent to mortals 
as the mmrJuxJant deities of Lucretius,) that you are llv 
last person 1 want to offend. So, if I have, — ^w'hy th< 
devil don’t you say it at once, and expectorate you 
spleen? 

“ Rogers is out of town with Madame de Stael, who 
hatli published an Essay against Suicide, which, I pre- 
* sumc, will make somebody shoot himself ; as a sermon 
by Blinkensop, in proof of Christianity, sent a hithert* 
most orthodox acquaintance of mine out of a chapel of 
ease a perfect atheist. Have you found or founded a 
residence yet ? and have you begun or finished a Poem? 
If you won’t tell mo what / have done, pray say what 
you have done, or left undone, yourself. I am still in 
equipment for voyaging, and anxious to hear from, or of, 
you before I go, wliich anxitjty you should remove more 
readily, as you think I shan’t cogitate about you after- 
ward, J shall give the lie to that calumny by fifty 
foreign Ictt(!rs, particularly from any place vvhcrcj the 
plague is rife, — without a drop of vinegar or a whiff of 
sulphur to save you from infection. Pray write ; I am 
sorry to say that ' 

“ The Oxfords have sailed almost a fortnight, and my 
sister is in town, which is a groat comfort — for, never 
having been much together, wo are naturally more at- 
tached to each other. I presume the illuminations have 
conflagrated to Derby (or wherever you arc) by tliis 
lime. We are just recovering from tumult, and train 
oil, and transparent fripperies, and all the noise and 
nonsense of victory. Drury-lane had a large M, IP. 
which some thought was Marshal W elluigton ; others tliat 
it might lie translated into Manager Whitbread ; while 
the ladies of the vicinity and the saloon conceived the 
last letter to be complimentary to themselves, 1 leave 
this to the commentators to illuminate. If you do n’t 
answer this, 1 shan’t say w'hat you deserve, but I think 
/ deserve a reply. Do you conceive there is no Post- 
Bag but the Twopenny? Sunburn me, if you are not 
t0O bad.” 


LETTER CLXI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 13, 1813. 

♦ 

* Your letter net me at ease ; for I really thought (as 
I hear of your susceptibility) that 1 had .said— I know 
not what — ^but something I i^ould have been very sorry 
for, had it, or I, offended you ; though I do n’t see how 
a man with a beautiful wife, hie own children, quiet, 
fame, competency, and friends, (I will vouch for a thou- 
sand, which is more than 1 will for a unit in my own 
behalQ can be oflfended with any tmng. 

“ Do you know, Moore, I am amazingly inclined— 
remember I say but 4o be seriously enamoured 

infli Lady A. F.— hut this *** has ruined jail my pros- 


pects. However, you know her; is she c2st«r, or seiw 
sible, or good-tempered ? either would do— 1 scratch out^ 
the will. I don’t ask as to her beauty, that I see ; but 
my circumstances are mending, and were not my other 
prospects blackening, I would take a wife, that 
should be the woman, had I a chance. 1 do not yet 
know her much, but better than I did. 

“ 1 want to get away, but find difficulty in compassing 
a passage in a ship of war. They had bettor let me go; 
if I cannot, patriotism is the word—* nay, an’ they ’ll 
mouth, I ’ll rant as well as they.’ Now, what are you 
doing ? writing, we all hope, for our own sakes. Re- 
member you must editc my posthumous works, with a 
Life of the Author, for which I will send you Confes.|> 
sions, dated ‘Ijazaretto,’ Smyrna, Malta, or Palermo-* 
one can die any where. 

“ There is to be a thing on Tuesday ycleped a na- 
tional fdte. The Regent and * ♦ * are to be therq^ 

and every body else, who has shillings enough for Vhat' 
was once a guinea. Vauxhall is the scene — ^there are 
six tickets issued for the modest women, and it is sup- 
posed there will be three to spare. The passports for 
the lax are beyond my arithmetic. 

“ P. S. The Stael last night attacked me most 
furiously — said that I had ‘no right to make love — that 
I had used * * barbarously — that I liad no feeling, and 
was totally insensible to la hdle passion^ and had been 
all my life.* I am very glad to hear it, but did not 
know it before. Let me hear from you anon.” 


LETTER CLXII. 

TO Mil. MOORE. 

“July 25, 181S. 

“lam not well versed enough in the ways of single 
women to make much matrimonial progress. * * 

“I have been dining like the dragon of Wantley for 
this last week. My head aches with the vintage of 
various cellars, and my brains are muddled as their 
[regs. I met your friends, the D * *s : she sung one 
of your best songs so well, that, but for the appearance 
of affectation, 1 could have cried ; ho reminds me of 
Iiinl, but handsomer, and more musical in soul, per- 
haps. I wLsh to God he may conquer his horrible 
anomalous complaint. The upper part of her face is 
beautiful, and she seems much attached to her husband. 
He is right, ncwrlheless, in leaving this nauseous town. 
The first winter would infallibly destroy her complexion, 
and the second, very |Mrobahly, every thing else. 

“I must toll you a .story. M * * (of indifferent me- 
mory) was dining out the other day, and complaining of 
the Prince’s coldness to his old vvassailers. D’ * (a 
learned Jew) bored liim with questions — why this ? and 
why that? ‘Why did the Prince act thus?’ ‘Why, 
sir, on account of I.ord * *, who ought to be ashamed 
of himself?’ ‘ And why ought Lord * ^ to be ashamed 
of himself?’ ‘Because the Prince, sir, + * ♦ ♦ 

t + +5 ‘And why, sir, did the Prince cut you?’ 

Because, G — d d — nyne, sir, 1 stuck to my principles.* 
‘And why did you stick to your principles?’ 

“ Is not this last question the best that ever was 
when you consider to whom ? It nearly killed M * 
Perhaps you may think it stupid, but, as Goldsmith said 
about the peas, it was a very good joke when I heard it 
— as I (^id from an ear-witness— and is only spoiled in 
my narration. 

“ The season has closed with a Dandy Ball ; — but I 
have dinners with the Harrowbys, Rogers, and Frere 
and Mackintosh, where I shall drink your health in 
a silent bumper, and regret your absence till 
much canaries’ wash away my memory, or render it 
superfluous by a vision of you at the ofiposite side 
of the table. Canning has disbanded bis party^by 
a speech from his ♦ * * ♦—the true throne , 



of a Tory. Conceive his turning thorn off in a forms 
harangue, and bidding them think for themselves. < 
have led my ragamuffins where they arc well peppere 
There are but three of the 150 left alive, and they ari 
for the yWnVend (qu&'y, might not Faktaff mean th 
Bow-street officer ? I dare say Malone’s posthumor' 
edition will have it so) for life. 

“ Since I wrote last, I have been into the country, 
journeyed by night— no incident or accident, but ai 
alarm on the part of my valet on the outside, who^ ii 
crossing Epping Forest, actually, I believe, flung dovvi 
his purse before a mile-stone, with a glowworm in th' 
second figure of number XIX — ^mistaking it for a foot 
^ad and dark lantern. 1 can only attribute his fears tt 
a pair of new pistols, wherewith 1 had armed him ; anr 
he thought it necessary to display his vigilance by call 
ing out to me whenever we passed any thing — ^no matte 
^ethor moving or stationary. Conceive ten miles 
Vrirh 3. tremor every furlong. I have scribbled you 
fearfully long letter. This sheet must he blank, and ii 
merely a wrapper, to preclude the tabellarians of tin 
post from peeping. You once complained of my no 
writing ; — I will lieap ‘ coals of fire upon your head’ bj 
nU complaining of your mt reading. Ever, my deai 
Moore, your ’n, (isn \ that the Staffordshire termination ? 

“ Byron.” 


LETTER CLXm. 

TO MR. MOOR£. 

“July 27, 1813. 

“ When you next imitate tlic stylo of ‘ Tacitus,’ pra} 
add, ‘de moribus Germanorum — this last was a piece 
of barbarous silence, and could only be taken from the 
Woods^ and, as such, I attribute it entirely to your sylvan 
sequestration at Mayfield Cottage. Y^ou will find, on 
casting up accounts, that you arc my debtor by several 
sheets and one epistle. I shall bring my action if you 
do n’t discharge, expect to hear from my attorney. I 
have forwarded your letter to Ruggiero; but do n’t 
make a postman of me again, for fear I should be tempted 
to violate your sanctity of wax or wafer. 

“Believe me ever yours, indignantly^ 
“Bn.” 


LETTER CLXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“July 28, 1813. 

“Can’t you be satisfied with the pangs of my jealousy 
of Rogers, without actually making mo the pander of 
your epiMolary intrigue ? This is the second letter you 
have enclosed to my address, notwithstanding a miracu- 
lous long answer, and a subsequent short one or two of 
your own. If you do so again, I can’t tell to what pitch 
my fury may soar. I shall send you verse or arsenic, 
as likely as any thing,— four thousand couplets on sheets 
beyond the privilege of franking that privilege, sir, of 
^’#lich you take an undue advantage over a too suscepti- 
ble senator, by forwarding your lucubrations to every 
one but himself, I wont frank from, you, or for you, or 
to you, may I be cursed if I do, unless you mend your 
manners. I disown you— I disclaim you — and by all 
the powers of Eulogy, I will write a panegyric upon you 
—or dedicate a quarto— if you don’t make me ample 
amends. 

*‘P. S. I am in training to dine with Sheridan and 
Rogers this evening. I have a little spite against R. 
ttnd will shed his ‘ Clary wines pottlo-dcep.’ This is 
nearly mywultimate or penultimate letter ; for 1 am quite 
quipped, and only wait a passage. Perhaps I may 
tvait a few weeks for Sligo ; but not if I can help it.” 


LETT 

TO MR. CROKER. 

“Bt. Str. August 2, 1813. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

“I was honoured with your unexpected and very 
obliging letter when on the point of leaving LondoOi 
which prevented me from acknowledging my obligation 
as quickly as I felt it sincerely, I am endeavouring all 
in my power to be ready before Saturday — and even if 
1 should not succeed, I can only blame my own tardi- 
ness, which will not the less enhance the benefit I have 
Io.st. I have only to add my hope of forgiveness for all 
my trespasses on your time and patience, and with my 
best wishes for your public and private welfare, I have 
the honour to be, most truly, 

“ Your obliged and most obedient servant, 
“Byron.” 


Tho following notes to Mr. Murray, have reference 
to a fifth edition of the “Giaour” then in press. The 
poem first appeared in the May preceding, and contained 
originally but about four hundred lines, and was gradu- 
ally increased through successive editions to its present 
number, nearly fourteen hundred. In a note which ac- 
companied the manuscript of the paragraph commencing 

“ Fair clime, where every «e«aoa smilea,” 

I he says, have not yet fixed the place of insertion for 
llie following lines, but will when I see you.” 

The whole portion from the line 

■‘For there the rose o’er crag and rale,” 

lown to 

'’/ind turn to groana hU roundelay,” 

-VRS inserted during tho revision of the proofs. 

The passage stood originally tlius; — 

” Fair clime I where rsnseless tummer antllM 
o’t-v ihoRe blcBaed islet, 

Which, seen from far ('olouna's height, 

Make gliui the heart that hnilt the tight, 

Anil gior lo luiielmetn delight. 

There aJitnt' the bright abodes ye ttaifc, 

Like dimples upon Ocean' e cheek 
So eniihng round the waters /are 
These Kdeiis of the castfrn wave- 
()r if, at times, the transient breete 
Break the smooth riystnl ol tlie seat, 

Or htush one lilosKom fnim the trees, 

How guiteful LI tlie gentle nif 

That wakes and wafts the fragrance then.” 

The several passages beginning— 

' fie who huth bent him o’er the dead 
‘The cygnet proudly walks the water:” 
and 

‘ My memory now is but the tomb 

cre added to the fourth edition, between which and 
ic first, only six week.s intervened. 

The verses commencing— 

*' Tbo browsing camels’ bells are tinkling t’ 

.nd the passage 

"Yes, love Indeed it light from heaven,” 

cre inserted in the fifth edition, and subsequently th , 
tllowing— 

She was a form of life and light, 

That, teen, became a part of tight, 

And rote, where’er t turn’d mine eye, 

The Morning-star of memory I” 

** If you send mq^c proofs, I shall never finish this in- 
emal story — ‘Ecco signum’ — thirty-three lines more 
mclosed ! to the utter discomfiture of the printer, and, 
fear, not to your advantage, “ B.” 



B4 LETTERS, ma. 


** Hal^past two in the morning, Aug. 10, 1 813. 
"dear sir, 

" Pray suspend the proof 9^ for I am bitten again, am 
have qwxntxtm for other parts of the bravura. 

"Yours ever, “B. 

”P. S. You shall have tliem in the course of tlic 

day.® 


LETTER CLXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

« Aug. 26, 1813. 

* I have looked over and corrected one proof, but no 
so carefully (God knows if you con read it tliroiigh, bu 
1 can’t) as to preclude your eye from discovering som< 
omission of mine or rommission of your printer. If yoi 
have patience, look it over. Do you know any bod^ 
who can sto[j— I mean point — commas, and so forth " 
fori am, I hear, a sad hand at your punctuation. ] 
have, but with some difficulty, not added any more tc 
this snake of a Poem, which has boon lengthening it? 
rattles every month. It is now fearfully long, beinf 
more than a canto and a half of Childe Harold, whicl 
contains but 882 lines per book, with all late additions 
^ inclusive. 

" The last lines Hodgson likes. It is not often he 
does, and when he. don’t, he tells me witli great energy 
and 1 fret and alter. 1 have thrown them in to soften 
the ferocity of our Infidel, and, for a dying man, have 
given him a good deal to say for himself. + + ♦ + 

“ I was quite sorry to hear you say you stayed ir 
town on my account, and I hope sincerely you do not 
mean so superfluous a piece of j)oliten(\s.s. 

" Our six criti(]ues ! — they would have made half a 
Quarterly by themselves ; but, this Is the ago of criticism.’ | 

The following refer apparently to a still later edition. 
LETTER CLXVIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

"Stilton, Oct. 3, 1813. 

•I have just recollected an alteration you may make 
in the proof to be sent to Aston. — ^Among the linos on 
Uassan’s Serai, not far from the beginning, is this- 

" Unmeet for SoIituOe to share. 

Now to share implies more than one, and Solitude is a 
single gentleman \ it must be thu.s — 

" For rnntiy a pilded chamlirr ’s thero, ' 

W htch Solitude might well forbear ; 

and so on. — My address is Aston-Hall, Rotherham. i 

“ Will you adopt this correction ? and pray accept a 
Stilton cheese from me for your trouble. 

“Ever yours, “B.” 

“If* the old line stands, let the other run thus — 

“ Nor there will weary traveller halt, 

To bleu the eacred bread and salt. 

"JVbtc, — To partake of food— to break bread and 
taste salt with you r host, ensures the safety of the 
guest ; even an enemy, his person from that 

moment bo^fMiftegicrea. 

“ There is another additional note sent yesterday- 
on the Priest in the Confessional. 

®P. S. I leave this to your discretion; if any body 
thinks the old lino a good one, or the cheese a bad one, 
do n’t accept either. But, in that case, the word share 
ia fapeatod toon after line— 

bned uid mUi ; 

* Tht* so a 4pKrat» slip of puper caeloMd. 


I and must be altered to— 

To breitk the mMter’i bread and aalt. 

I Tills is not SO well, though— confound it !” 


I LETTER CLXVIIL 

TO MR. MUHKAV. 

“Oct. 12, 1818. 

“You must look the Giaour again over carefdlly; 
there are a few lapses, particularly in the last page.— 
‘ I know ’t was false ; she could not die ;’ it was, and 
ought to be — ‘1 knew.^ Pray observe this and similar 
mistakes. 

“I have received and read the British Review. I 
really think the writer in most points very right. Th^ 
only mortifying thing is the accusation of imitation. 
Crabbers passage 1 never saw, and Scott I no further* 
meant to fallow' than in his li/ric measure, which Tis 
Grsiy% Milton’s, and any one’s who likes it. The 
Giaour is certainly a bad character, but not dangerous ; 

I and I think his fate and his feelings will meet with few 
proselytes. I shall be very glad to hear from or of you, 
when you please ; hut do n’t put yourself out of your 
way on my accounr.” 


LETTER CLXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Bcnnct-strect, Aug. 22, 1813. 

“As our late — I might say, deceased — correspondence 
had too much of the town-Jife leaven in it, we will now 
‘ paulo majora,’ prattle a little of literature in all its 
branches ; and first of the first — criticism. The Prince 
is at Brighton, and .Tackson, the boxer, gone to Margate, 
having, J believe, decoyed Y armoutli to see a milling in 
that polite neighbourhood. Mad\ de Statll Holstein 
has lost one of her young barons, who has been car- 
bonadoed by a vile Teutonic adjutant, — kilt and killed 
in a coffee-houso at Scrawsenhawsen. Corinne is, of 
course, what all mother.^ must be, — but will, I venture to 
prophesy, do what few mothers could — ^write an Essay 
upon it. She cannot exist without a grievance — and 
somebody to see, or read, how much grief becomes her. 

I have not seen her since, the event ; hut inerciv ludije 
(not v(5ry charitably) from prior observation. 

“In a ‘mail-coach copy’ of the Edinburgh, I perceive 
the Giaour is 2d article. The numbers are still in the 
I.eith smack — prai/, v^liich wap is the uind 1 The said 
article is so very mild ami sentimental, tliat it must be 
written by Jeflrey in love ; — you know lie is gone to 
America to marry some fair one, of whom he has been 
for several quarters^ ^perdument amoureux. Seriously — 
as Winifred .Tenkins says of Lismahago — Mr. Jeffrey 
(or his deputy) ‘ has done the handsome thing by me,’ 
and I say nothing.'^ But this 1 will say, — if you and I 
had knocked one anollier on the head in this quarrel, 
iiow he would have laftghcd, and what a mighty bad 
figure we should have cut in our postliumous worlqf^ 
By-the-by, 1 was called in the other day to meditate 
betweeJi two gentlemen bent upon carnage, and, — after 
a long struggle between the natural desire of destroying 
one’s follow-creatures, and the disiilio of seeing men 
play the fool for nothing,-^! got one to malte an apology, 
and the other to take it, and left them to live happy 
ever after. One was a peer, the other a friend untitled, 
and both fond of high play and one, I can swear for, 
though very mild, ‘ not and so dead a dbot, thaL < 

though the other is the thinnest of men, he would ha^ 
iqslit him like a cane. They botli conducted jhemselves 


’ Sw n<Mi Ju*n. Caala X. mtMntm. IS 



very waH and I put thorn out of pain as soon as 1 

There is an American Life pf G. F, Cooke, Scwrra 
deceased, lately published. Such a book ! — I believe, 
since Drunken Burnaby’s Journal, nothing like it has 
drenched tlie press. All green-room and tap-room— 
drams and the drama— brandy, whisky-punch, and, laJ- 
ter/v, toddy, overflow every page. Two things are 
rather marvellous— first, that a man should live so long 
drunk, and, next, that he should have found a sober bio- 
grapher. There arc some very laughable things in it, 
tleverthcless but the pints he swallowed, and the parts 
[le performed, arc too regularly registered. 

All this time you wonder I am not gone : so do I ; 
but the accounts of the plague are very perplexing— not 
io much for the thing itself as the quarantine established 
in ail ports, and from all places, even from England. It 
18 true the forty or sixty days would, in all probability, 
:)e as foolishly spent on shore as in the ship ; but one 
iltes to have one’s choice, ncverthele.ss. Town is 
iwfully empty ; but not the worse for that. I am really 
Duzzled with my perfect ignorance of what I mean to 
io not stay, if I can help it, but where to go ? Sligo 
s for the North,— a }>leasant ])lace, Petersbtirgh, in Sep- 
:cn)bcr, with one’s ears and nose in a inuffj or else; 
lumbling into one’s neckcloth or pocket handkerchief! 
[fthc winter treated Buonaparte with so little ceremony, 
ivhat would it inflict upon your solitary traveller? give 
nea.w/tjl care not how hoi, and sherbet, I care not 
now cool, and my Heaven is as easily made as your Per- 
sian’s.* The Giaour is now 1000 and odd lines. ‘ Lord 
Panny spins a thousand such a day)’ eh, Moore? — thou 
wilt needs be a wag, but 1 forgive it. 

“Yours ever, “Bn. 

“P. S. I perceive I have written a flippant and rather 
3 old-hearted letter ; let it go, however. I have said 
nothing, either, of the brilliant sex ; but the fact is, I am, 
It this moment, in a far more serious, and entirely new, 
scrape than any of the last twelvemonth, — and that is 
saying a good deal. * * * It is unlucky wc can 
leither live with or w'ilhout tliesc women. 

“ 1 am now thinking and regretting tliat just as I have 
,efl Nevvslead, you reside near it. Did you ever sec it ? 
io — but do n’t Icll me that you like it. If I had known 
nf such intellectual neighbourhood, I do n’t think 1 should 
luvc quitted it. You could have come over so often, as 
i bachelor, — for it was a thorough bachelor s mansion — 
alenty of wine and such sordid sensualities — with books 
niough, room enough, and an air of antkpiity about all 
[except the lasses) that would have suited you, when 
lensive, and served you to laugh at when in glee. I 
lad built myself a bath and a vault — and now I shan’t 
iiven be buried in it. It is odd that we can’t even be 
certain of a grai>e, at least a particular one. 1 remem- 
ber, wlien abolit fifteen, reading your poems there, — 
ivliich I can repeat almost now, — and asliing all kinds 
jf (juestions about the author, when I heard that he was 
lot dead according to the preface j wondering if I should 
5ver see him— and though, at* that time, without the 
i^allcst poetical propensity myself, very much taken, as 
(rou may imagine, with that volume. Adieu — I commit 
l^ou to the care of the gods— Hindoo, Scandinavian, and 
Hellenic ! 

“ P. S. 2d. There is an excellent review of Grimm’s 
Correspondence and Mad", de Stael in this of the 
Edinburgh Review. + + * + 

leffrey, himself, was my critic last year ; but this is, I 
believe, by another hand. I hope you are going on with 
)^0ur coup— pray do— or that damned Lucien 

Buonaparte will beat us all. 1 have seen much of his 


A Pecii«i’» HesT’n U aaiily mad»— 

'T U but black ayea and lamonada.’’— it&>ora. 


poem in MS. and he really surpasses every thing he* 
ncath Tasso. Hodgson is translating him agedtut ano- 
ther bard. You and (1 believe, Rogers) Scott, Giflbrd, 
and myself) are to be referred to as judges between the 
twain, — that is, if you accept the office. Conceive our 
diflferenl opinions ! I think wc, most of us (I am talking 
very impudently, you will think— its, indeed!) have a 
way of our own, — at least, you and Scott certainly 
have.” 

LETTER CLXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Aug. 28, 1813. 

“Ay, my dear Moore, ‘there was a time’— I have 
hoard of your tricks when * you was campaigning at the 
king of Bohemy.’ I am much mistaken if) some fine 
London spring, about the year 1815, that lime does not 
come again. After all we must end in marriage ; and 
1 can conceive nothing more delightful than such a slate 
in the country, reading the county newspaper, &c. and 
kissing one’s wife’s maid. Seriously, I would incorpo- 
rate with any woman of decent demeanour to-morrow— 
that is, I would a month ago, but, at present, * * 

“Why do n’t you ‘parody that Ode?’* — Do you 
think 1 should lie tetchy ? or have you done it, and won’t 
toll me? — You arc quite right about Giamschid, and I 
have r<*duce(l it to a dissyllable within this lialf-hour.l 
I am glad to hear you tallc of Richardson, because it 
tells me what you won’t — that you are going to beat 
Lucien. At least, tell me how far you have proceeded. 
Do you think me less interested about your works, or 
less sincere than our friend Ruggiero ? X am not — and 
never was. In that thing of mine, the ‘ English Bards, 
at the time when 1 was angry with all the world, 1 never 
‘ disparaged your parts,’ although I did not know you 
personally and have always regretted that you do n’t 
give us an entire W(br]c, and not sprinkle yourself in de- 
tached pir ces — beautiful, I allow, and quite alone in our 
language, hut still giving us a right to expect a Shah 
Nameh (is that the name?) as well a.*! Gazels. Slick 
to the East ; the oracle, Slatil, told me it was the only 
poetical jiolicy. The North, South, and West, have all 
been exhausted ; but from the East, we liave nothing 
but Southey’s unsaleablcs, — and these ho has contrived 
to spoil, by adopting only their most outrageous fictions. 
His personages do n’t interest us, and yours will. You 
will have no competitor ; and if you had, you ought to be 
glad of it. The little I have done in that way is merely 
a ‘ voice in the wilderness’ for you ; and, if it has had 
any success, that also will prove that the jiublic are 
orientalizing, and jjavc the path for you. 

“1 have been thinking of a story, grafted on the 
amours of a Peri and a mortal — something like, only 
more phitanthropical^ than Cazolte’s Diahle Amoureux.J 
It would require a good deal of poesy ; and tenderness 
is not iny forte. For that, and other reasons, 1 havo 
given up the idea, and merely suggest it to you, because, 
in intervals of your greater work, I think it a subject 
you might make much of. If you want any more books, 


“ Null* in usum laiititt,” See. 

lome pnM«g(!ii of wtticb Mr. Moore told him might be parodied, in ello- 
elou to eome of hie lute ad 

‘ Cluanla lahoras in Chnrybdl t 
J)igiiC puer meliorp flammd 1” 

t In hie first edition of the Oinour he iin.t used tide word as a tritylla* 
ble,— “ Bright as the gem »>f (fittms<.‘liid,"~buton Mr. Moore’s remark- 
bie to him, upon the aiiihoritv of Ricimrdeon’e Persian Dictionary, thy t 
this was incorrect, lie alAreu it to Bnght as the ruby o| Giaimehid.'* 
On seeing this, however, Mr. M. wrote to him that, os the comjMrisoa 
of hie heroine's eye to a * ruby’ might unluckily coll up the idee of Ito 
being bloodehot, he had better chang* the line to ‘ Bright u the Jowelof 
Ghimaehid ’’—which he accordingly did in the (bHowlnf edition* 

X See Heeve^ nod Earth, page ass. 



LETTERS, 1813. 


S6 

there hi ^CastelUm’e MoBurt dei Ottomans,* tho best ‘^P.S. This letter was written to me on account of a 
oonq^endittm of the kind 1 ever met with, in six small diferent story circulated by some gentlewomen of oar 
tomes. I am really taking a liberty by talking in this acquaintance, a little too close to the text. The part 
style to my ^ elders and my bettors ;* — ^pardon it, and erased contained merely some Turkish names, and cir- 
do n*t Rocftffeucault my motives.” cumstantial evidence of the girl’s detection, not very im- 

portant or decorous.” 


LETTER CLXXI. 


LETTER CLXXn. 


TO MR. MOORS. 


TO MR. MOORE. 


** August — September, I mean — 1, 1813. “ Sept. S, 1813. 


• I send you, begging your acceptance, Castellan, and 
three vols. on Turkish Literature, not yet looked into. 
The loft 1 will thank you to read, extract what you 
want, and return in a week, as they are lent to me by 
that brightest of northern constellations, Mackintosh, — 
among many other kind things into which India has 
warmed him, for I am sure your home Scotsman is of a 
less genial description. 

“Your Pori, my dear M., is sacred and inviolable; I 
have no idea of touching the hem of her petticoat. 
Your affectation of a dislike to encounter mo is so flat- 
tering, that 1 begin to think myself a very fine fellow. 
But you arc laughing at me — ‘stap my vitals, Tom! 
thou art a very impudent person and, if you are not 
laughing at mo, you deserve te be laughed at. Serious- 
ly, what on earth can you, or have you, to dread from 
any poetical flesh breathing? It really puts me out of| 
humour to hear you talk thus. 

iS ))i 4^ * 4c 4c 4c 

“ The ‘Giaour* I have added to a good deal ; but still 
in foolish fragments. It contains about 1200 lines, or 
rather more— now printing. You will allow me to send 
you a copy. You delight mo much by telling mo that I 
am in your good graces, and more particularly as to 
temper ; for, unluckily, I have the reputation of a very 
bad one. But they say the devil is amusing when pleased, 
and I must have been more venomous than the old ser- 
pent, to have hissed or stung in your company. It may j 
be, and would appear to a third person, an incredible 
thing, but 1 know you will believe me when I say that 1 
am as anxious for your success as one human being can 
be for another’s,— as much as if 1 had never scribbled a | 
line. Surely the fleld of fame is wide enough fOr all ; | 
and if it were not, I would not willingly rob my neighbour i 
of a rood of it. Now you have a pretty property of 
come thousand acres there, and when you have passed 
your present Enclosure Bill, your income will bo doubted 
(there ’s a metaphor, worthy of a Templar, namely, pert 
and low,) while my wild common is too remote to in- 
commode you, and quite incapable of such fertility. I 
send you (which return per post, as tlie printer would 
say) a curious letter from a friend of mine,* which will 
let you into the origin of ‘ the Giaour.’ Write soon. 

“ Ever, dear Moore, yours most entirely, &c. 

* The following letter of Lord Sligo. 

' Albany, Moridny, Aug. 81, 1818. 

' My dear Byron, 

'* Yon have remieeted me to tell you all that I heard at Athena about 
the affair of (hat girl who waa ao near l>eing put an end to while you were 
there ; you have aakod me to mention every circumilitnce, in the remoteet 
degree reiating to It, which I heard. In romplinnee with your wiahea, I 
wnte to you all I lieard, and 1 cannot imagine it to be very far from the 
fact, as tne clrcumatancc happened only a day or two before I arrived at 
Atheoe, and conaequently waa a matter of common converaatioo at the 
time. 


“ You need not tie yourself down to a day with Tode- 
rini, but send him at your leisure, having anatomized him 
into such annotations as you want ; I do not believe that 
he has ever undergone that process before, which is the 
best reason for not sparing him now. 

“Rogers has returned to town, but not yet rccoveret^ 
of tlie (Quarterly. What fellows these reviewers are*! • 
‘ these bugs do fear us all.’ They made you fight, and 
me (the milkiest of men) a satirist, and will end by mak- 
ing Rogers madder than Ajax. 1 have been reading 
Memory again, the other day, and Hope together, and 
retain all my preference of the former. His elegance is 
really wonderful — there is no such thing as a vulgar lino 
in his book. + ♦ * 4e 

“ What say you to Buonaparte ? Remember, I back 
him against the field, barring Catalo[)sy and the Ele- 
ments. Nay, I rflrnost wish him success against all 
countries but this, — were it only to choke the Morning 
Post, and his undutiful fathcr-in-law, with that rebellious 
bastard of Scandinavian adoption, Bernadotte. Rogers 
wants me to go with him on a cru.sade to the Lakes, and 
to besiege you on our way. This last is a great tem|>- 
tation, but I fear it will not be in my power, unless you 
would go on with one of us somewhere — no matter 
where. It is too late for Matlock, but wo might hit upon 
some scheme, high life or low, — tho last would be much 
the best for amusement. I am so sick of tlie other, that 
I quite sigh for a cider-cellar, or a cruise in a smuggler’s 
sloop. 

“You cannot wish more than I do that the Fates 
were a little more accommodating to our parallel lines, 
which prolong ad infinitum without coming a jot tho 
nearer. I almost wish J were married too— which is 
saying much. All rny friends, seniors and juniors, aro 
in for it, and ask me to be godfatlier, — the only species 
of parentage which, 1 believe, will ever come to my .share 
in a lawful way ; aud, in an unlawful one, by the blessing 
of Lucina, wo can never be certain, — though the parish 
may. I suppose I shall hear from you to-morrow. If 
not, tliis goes as it is ; hut 1 leave room for a P. S., in 
case any thing requires an answer. Ever, &c. 

‘‘‘No letter — nHmporte. Rogers thinks the Quarterly 
will be at me this time : if so, it shall be a war of exter- 
mination — no (Quarter. From the youngest devil down 
to the oldest woman of that Review, alf shall perish by 
one fatal lampoon. The ties of nature shall be torn 
asunder, for I will not even spare my bookseller ; nay, if 
one were to include rea<jiers also all the better.” 


LETTER CLXXm. 

TO MR. MOORE. 


'* The new ||OTen>or, unaccuatomeil to hav« the Damn intercoum with “Sent 8 ISIS 

th* ChHatiana ae hi* predeceMor, hart of connie the barharou* Turkish rr* i ^ * i *** 

idea* with resai-d to women, lit consequence, and in compliance with “I am SOlTy tO S60 Tod, agam SO BOOn, for fear yOUT 
the strict letter of the Mabommedan law, he ordered this |t(irl to be sewed 


im in a sack, and thrown into the sea, — ns is, inrtm], quite customarj at 
^nstaiitinople. A* ,voa were returbinis; from bathiuj; in the Pirieu*, jou 
met the procession (oinf down to eaecuU; the sentence of the Waywode 
on iMs unfortunate girl. Report continues to yay, that on flndiM out 
what the object of tMr Journey was, and who was (he miserable suflerer, 
you Iminedwtelf interfered ; and on some delay in obepag your urdere, 
you were ohlifed to inform the leader of the eecorl, that force ehould make 
on farther heeltetfon, you drew a pistol, and told 
liimt ttmt u he dUI not immedUtety obey yonr ordere, and come back with 
y«a t« the Afs^f^ouae, you would ahool him dead. On Uiia, tha mao 
tomad about and want with you to the governor's house ; here you suc- 
ceeded, pertly hy pereonal threau, and partly by bribery^ and antreaty, 


to procure her pardon on condition of her leaving Athens. I was told 
that you then conveyed her in eafoty to the convent, and despatched her 
off at night to Thebra, where she found a safe asylum. Such is the story 
1 heard, as nearly as 1 can recollect it at present. Should you wish 
ask me any further questions about it, 1 sbail be very ready and willing 
to answer them. 

" I remain, my dear Byron, « 

*' yours, very eineere^^^ 

“lam afraid you will hardly be able to read thle eorawl ; but I a^ an 
hurried with the preparatlont for my Journey, that you muei axeuae H.* 



scrupulous conscience should have prevented you from fully 
availing yourself df his spoils. By tins coach I send you a 
» copy of that awful pamphlet, ‘llie Giaour,’ which lias never 
procured me half so high a compliment as your modest alami 
You will (if inclined in an evening) {icrceive that I have, 
addsd much in quantity, — a circumstance wliich may truly 
diminish your modesty upon the subject. 

“You stand certainly in great ne(;d of a ‘lift’ with Mack- 
intosh. My dear Moore, you strangely underrate yourself. 
1 should conceive it an adcctation in any otlicr ; hut 1 tliink 
rknow you well enough to believe that you don’t know your 
own value. However, ’t is a fault tliat generally mends ; 
and, in your case, it really ouglit I have heard liim spedk 
of you. as higWy as your wife could wish ; and enough to 
give all your friends tlie jaundice. 

“Yesterday I had a letter from Ali Padui ! brought by 
Doctor Holland, wlio is just returned from Albania. It is 
in Latin, and begins ‘ Excellcntissinie, ncc non Carissime,’ 
anj) ends about a giui he wants made for him ; — is signed 
' AU Vizir.’ What do you tliink he h<is been about? H. 
tells mo that, last spring, he took a hostile town, where, 
forty-two years ago, his raotlier and sisters were treated as 
Miss Cunigunde was by the Bulgarian cavalry. He takes 
the town, s(‘lects all tlie survivors ot' this exploit — children, 
grandchildren, &.c. to tlie tune of six hundred, and has tiicm 
shot before liis face. Recollect, he spared the rest of tlie 
city, and confined himself to tlie I’anpiin pedigree, — ^wliich 
is more tlian I would. So much for ‘ dearest friend.’” 

LETTER CLXXIV. 

TO KR. MOORE. i 

“Sept. 9, 1813. 1 

“I write to you from Murray’s, and 1 may say, fruiii 
Murray, who, if you are not predisjiosed in favour of any 
other publisher, would be happy to tnrat with y<Hi, at a fit- 
ting time, for your woik. 1 can safely reccmiinend him, as 
fair, liberal, and attcnitive, and certainly, in point of reputa- 
tion, he stands among tlni first of ‘the trade.’ 1 am sure he 
w'ould do you justice. 1 have w ritten to you so much lately 
tliat you will bo glad to see so little now. Ever, &c. &c.” 

LETTER CLXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Sept. 27, 1813. 

“THOMAS MOORE, 

“ (Thou wilt never be called ‘/rue Thomas,’ like he of 
Ercildoune,) wliy don’t you write to me ? — as you won’t, I 
must. I was near you at Aston the other day, and iiope 1 
S(Kjn shall be again. If so, you must and sliall nuujt me, 
and go to Matlock and clse.wh(Te, and take what, in Jfash 
dialect, is poetically termed ‘a lark,’ witJi Rogers and me fur 
accomplices. Yesterda)', at Holland-house, I was intro- 
duced to Southey — the best-looking bard I have seen for 
some time. T^ have that poet’s head and shoulders, 1 
would almost have written his Sapphics. He is certainly a 
prepossessing person to look on, and a man of talent, and all 
» that, and — there is his eulogy. 

“ * * read me peart of a letter from you. By tlie foot of 
Pliaraoh, T believe there was abuse, for he stopped short, so 
Jw^did, after a fine saying about our corrosjxmdence, and 
looked — I wish I could revenge myself by attacking you, or 
by telling you tliat I have had to defend you— an agreeable 
way which one’s fiiends have of rt'-cimiraenduig themselves, 
by saying — Ay, ay, I gave it Mr. Such-a-oiie for w hat he 
said about your being a plagiary, and a rake, and so on.* 
But do you know that you are one of tlie very few whom 1 
never have tlie satisfaction of hearing abused, but the 
reverse ; — and do you suppose T will forgive that ? 

•I have been in the country, and ran away from the 
Doncaster races. It is odtij — ^I w^as a visiter in tJie same 
house whiclf’came to my sire as a residence with Lady 
Ca*nartJien (with whom he adulterated before his majority 
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— ^by-the-by, remember, she was not my mamma)-— and 
they thrust me into an old room, witli a nauseous picture 
over tlie cliimney, which 1 .sliould suppose my papa regarded 
witli due respi-ct, and which, inhoriibig the family taste, 1 
Kioked upon with great satisfaction. I stayed a week with 
tlie family, and behaved ^'ery well — Uiough the lady of the 
iinu.se is young, and religious, and pretty, and the master is 
my paiticular friend. 1 felt no wish for any tiling but a 
poodle dog, which they kindly gave me. Now, for a man 
of my courses, not even tq^^vo coveted is a sign of great 
amendment. Pray pardon all tills nonsense, and don’t 
snub me when I ’m in spirits.’ 

“Ever yours, 

“Bn. 

“Here’s an impromptu for you by a * person of q^poJity,* 
written last week, wi being reproached for low spirits. 

“ Wlien from the heart where sorrow eite,* ftc. 

LETTER CLXXVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Oct, 2, 1813. 

“ You have not answered some six letters of mine. This, 
tliercfore, is my penultimate. I will write to you once more ; 
but after Uiat — 1 sw'ear by all the saints — 1 am silent an|| 
supercilious. I have met Curran at Holland-liousef — he 
beats over}' Inxly ; — his imagination is beyond human, and 
his humour (it is diflieult to define what is wit) perfect, 
riien he lias 1‘ifty fiices, and twice as many voices, when he 
minnes — I never met his eqtml. Now, w'ere I a woman, 
and eke a virgin, that Is the man I should make my Sca- 
niander. He is quite fascinating. Remember, I have met 
him but once; and you, who have known him long, may 
firubably deduct from my paneg}‘rie. I almost fear to meet 
liirri again, lest the bTipr('s.sion should he lowered. He talked 
a great deal about you— a theme never tiresome to me, nor 
any hixly else that I know’. What a variety of expression 
he conjures into that naturally not very fine countenance of 
his! He absolutely changes it entirely. I have done— 
(or 1 can’t describe liim, and you know him. On Sunday I 
return to * *, whore 1 shall not be far from you. Perhaps 
1 shall hear from you in tlie mean time. Good night. 

“Saturday morn. — Your letter has cancelled oil my 
aiixictie.s. I did vat susjjcct you in earnest. Modest again ! 
Because I don’t do a viTy shabby thing, it seems, I ‘ don’t 
fear your competition.’ If it were reduced to an alternative 
of preference, 1 should dread you, as much as Satan does 
Michael. But is there not room enough in our respective 
regions? Go on — it will s<K)n he iny turn to forgive. To- 
day I dine with Mackintosh and Mrs. Stale — as .lohn Bull 
nay be pleased to denominate (’orinne — whom I saw last 
light, at Covenl-gardcn, yawning over tlie humour of FaJstafE 

“I’he reputation of ‘gloom,’ if one’s friends are not in- 
diidetl in the. rqndants^ i.s of great service ; as it .saves ono 
rom a legion of iiiipertiiients, in the shape of commonplaco 
acquaintance. But thou knowc.st I can be a right merry 
ami conceited fellow, and rarely ‘ larmoyont.’ Murray shall 
reinstate your line forlliwilh.i I believe the blunder in the 
motto w as mine ; and yet I have-, in general, a memory for 
you, and am sure it was rightly printed at first. 

“ I do ‘ blush’ very often, if I may believe Ladies H. and 
M. — but luckily, at present, no one sees me. Adieu.” 

LETTER CLXXVn. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

•Nov. 30, 1813. 

• Since I last wrote to you, mucli has occurred, good, bad, 

* See Poem*, p. 189. * 

1 .See MemoraiKluma. p. S66. 

t The motto to the Giiioiir, wliich i* taken from one of the Iriab Mclo> 
die*, had been quoted bv him incorrerlly in the flint edition* of the Fa«m. 

I III fiidde afterwarii a almilar miataka In th« line* from Buna* rrollxud to 
th* Bride of Ali^'doa. 



LETTERS, 1813. 


■ad mdidereBtr-oot to make me forget you, but to prevent I 
mo (nan remindiDg you of one who, nevcrtiielos^ bus oucn 

flKiuglit of you, and to whom your th^ts, in many a Bonnet-street, Doc. 2, 1813 

mea-smc, have frequenUy been a consolanon. \\ e were . ^ 

once very near ncighixurs thia autunm; a g^l ^ „,o„, welcome than your rfote- 

bad ncijfhbourhood it has proved to me. ict . . y, Saturday moruiiif; 1 will avail myself of your per- 

that your French quotaUon was confomKlcdly to the ^.r- ^ time h^ ^ 

jKwer-tbougli very tnwtpecfcii/y pertinent, as )OU J [Sissed, since we met, citlier profitably or agreeably 


LETTER CLXXYHL 


TO LEIGH HUNT. 


However * Richard’s himself ai«un>d, except A very short period after my to visit, an incUent occurreg, 

However, wicnara snuroui , i b j not unacquainted, as report, in 

B(»no part of the morning, on y many mouths and more than one jmper, was busy witli tlio 

‘^•S'^vulsions end with me in rhyme; and to solace , That, natorally, gave me nnich uwasiness. Then 
Ali convuitfloiw e»u wiui / rp.itrUiiaK <,tnrv*— ^ w^a-^ly incurred a lawsuit on tlie sale of an estate : but 

my midnights, I have scrib ) e • > O ^ arranged : next— but why tsliould I go on with a 

notaFragment-wh.chyouw.^lrcce.ve^ , ^ 

1”!?; IKi ol^vTrL r hoimdaricl You’ '« ‘l'“ fr'''.''*™'® «»-geifulness of a mind oc- 


patiericc; but I have really ceased to care on that l«-.ad. 1 7 - "'V “-7 —o... x ,a.u« 

have wri ten this, and pulLhcd it, fia- the sake of die cm- «■«'> ""f f, and 

fhym«U,-io wing my thoughts from rcaUly, and take ^ ~ ‘'««« '"''o are cheerful. 

Sein!iuMgii.inl’however‘horrihlc;’an<t,astosuccess! “It m.ijy wish that our acquamtaucc, or, rf you plc;^ to 
thc^ who succeed wiU conside me foe a fadurc-cxcepting »«ce|>t «, fr.eiatslu|., may be permanent. I have been lucky 
yourself and one or two more, whom Inckdy I love too weU «»»«g > «>'“« fr'euds from a very early ijcnod, 

& wish one loaf of dieir laurels a tint yellower. Tliis is tlio / ho|»-, as I do not (at least nw) select them lightly, I 
work of a week, and will be tlic reading of an hour to you, >’>“ ‘I"'"' ra|*™ 'o.is!y. I have a thorough esteem 

or even loss,--and so let it go ♦ + ♦ **’'* UKlcpendtuuu: of spirit winch you have maintained 

«P. S. Ward and I Udk of going to Holland. I want ^^^^liiig laJcnt, and al tlic expense of some suffering, 
to see how a Dutch canal looki^ after the Bosphorus. Pray You hav<.- not, I trust, ubatidorH'd the (K>em you were com- 
j M posing, when Moore and [ parUxik of your hospitality in the 

respona. i \ t i,.. 


isDond ” posing, when Moore and [ parUxik of your hospitality in the 

* summer. 1 hope a lime will e.oitie when he and I may be 

• The Brio, of AbjfJo., T.. uu. ,,,..ra he mmie mUitio.,., in the run™, “i'll' "> yo" in biuJ f'T tlio MM—Sor the rhyme, at 


Bf prliitinR, Iiniotiiiting allajfcthrf to nuar two hundretl liiien; Hrid the least UiquuiUitl/y VOtt arc in ari'Oar tO both. 

“BeUeveme very truly and afleeUonalcly 


Inner lioiia, os 'wore also tlio**; vem;«, “ Who hath not proved how feebly 
words essay,*’ &c. Having, at iirst, written the Unu in nUtua 6, 

“ Mind 0(1 her lip and music iu her face,” 
be afterward nllered it to-> • 

** The mind of music breathing iu her face.” ' 

Blit, this not satisfying him, the next step of correction brought tho line 
(0 what it is at prciwni— 

" The mind, the music breathing from tier face.” 

The whole passage whicit follows— 

” Thou, my Zuloika, share nnd iiless my bark,” 


ly yours, 
“Bykon" 


LETTER CLXXIX. 


TO Mil. MOORE. 


” The mind, tho music breathing from Iii;r face.” ^ DoC. 8, 1813. 

10 whole passage which follows— ' ® Your loiter, like all (iio host, and even kindosl, things in 

” Thou, my Zuloika, share nnd iiless my bark,” tills world, is holli painful and pleasing. But, lirst, tu what 

s lent iu smscesske scraps to the printer, rorrection following corrcc- sits Moarcst. Do you klK.ov 1 was uf'tuallv about to dodicalG 


to you, — not in a lurnial in.-^orijition, as to one's dderx ^ — hut 
ThcJi«e,»AudtJuUto.iiwnwwithpropheticray,**wu«o(igi.mlly through a short prefatory Utter, in which J boasted myself 

“And tints to-moiTow with a fancied ray,” .V**'^* iritimatt', iuid Jicld fortli the pnwjioct ol yw/rPocm; 

tho following note being annexed;-” Mr. Minrny’-C'hfHme wi.ich of ^ recollection of yonr strict injunctions of secrecy 

the two epiiheu, * fancied, ’ or ‘ airy,’ inny be (he beit; or, if neiifn-r will as to the Said Poeui, more than oriCf: fi'peatcd by word and 
do, tell me, ami 1 will dream nriother.” In the long riiisM.-tgi- ji/bI rci'emd i .. #1 i i , i * • . / t 

to, tho six linrs beginning “ iJlest as thi' Miir/./.iii's sir:ii/i,” Ac. having letter, flashed Upon mcj jind marred iiiy intents. I could 

been despatched to the pi inter tuo late tor iurtcriion, w*>ic, by lii'< desirr, ijavo no motive for n'prcs.sinrf mv owii (jcsirc of alludinff to 
added m an errata jaige ; the first couplet, m u» orignml toriu, being ns / i • .7 "-r i i • i i n r 

follows:— you, (and not a day pas.s'es tiiat. 1 do not think and talk of 

“ Soft as the Mccca-MuczMii’s sir.aiiw invite you.) but an idea that you miglit, yoursclfj dislike it. Y ou 

Him who hell) Journey d tar to join the nie.” I’aniiot douht my sincere admiration, waiving personal friond- 

ihiw *^***^’ aoolficr scrap was sent off, containing the Unes for tlio present, which, hy-the-by, is not less .sincere and 

Blest as the Muezwn’s stmio from Mecca’s dome, Iccji-rotlted. I have you by rote and by kt art ; of whidl 

Which welcomes Faith to view her rrophet’s toi ’ ccce sigiium!’ When I was at * *, on my first visit,! 

with the following note to Mr. Murray;— lavo a habit, in passing luy time a good deal alone, of— I 

December 3d, 1813. kvon’t call it singing, Dr that J nevtT atlempt except to my- 
'* Look out In Uw Encyclopedia, article Afocca, whether ills there or T .... j^yi i 

at Medina the Prophet is entombed. If at Medina, the first hues of roy uttcilllg, to Nt Juit 1 tllinlt tunc.s, your Oh hrc.ilho 

alteration most rur- * "When the last glirnfisc,’ and ‘ When he who adorfs 

** Medina’s dome ^hce,’ with Others of tile same minstrel : — tliey are my ma- ' 

Invites Devotion to her Prophet’s tomb, &c.” . ’ , t n v , • i i 

rr .mr— 1 r « . 1 - and vespcrs. I assuredly did not mtcrid them to lie 

ir at Mecca, the lines may stand as before. Page 45, canto Sd, Urii'e of 111 • 

Abydoi. “ Yours, werhcard, but, one morning, in comes, not I..a Donna, but II 

“ Marito, with a very grave face, saying, ‘ Byron, I must re- 
JZThivl no1)wk J^r^mK^by of iJtOSe SOngS.’ 1 

Immediately after succeeded another note;- Stored, and said, ‘Certainly, hut why ?»— ‘ I’o tell you the 

“ Did you took out ? Is it Medhui or Mecca that contains tho Holy 'Ditli, quoth lie, tlicy make niy v\ife cn/, and so melancholy, 
Bepulchrcl Don’t make me bIa#i»Jieme by your noflllgenco. I h:ivr no hat I W'lsh her I 0 hear 110 more of them.’ 

book of referonce, or 1 would save you the trouble. I hlush as a eoixl aivT. as. a. . . ir. .* 1 1 r 

Mussulinun, to littve coufusod the jMiint. • “ Yours, Now, my ar Mijorc, the efiet t must have been from 

” B.” -our words, and certainl v not mv mask;. 1 merel v mention 


stored, and said, ‘Certainly, but why?’ — ‘I’o tell you the 
quoth he, ‘tliey make my wife an/, and so melancholy, 


book of retaronce, or iwouiu save you me irounie. l oiugn as a eoixl aivT. as. a. . . ir. i i r 

Mussulinun, to littve coufusod the jaiint. • “ Yours, Now, my ar Mijorc, the efiet t must have been from . 

” B.” -our words, and certainly not my mu.sk;. 1 merely mention 
I^twithstandlng all thew various changes, the couplet in question filis foolish Story, to show you how much I i|jrn indebted 

«u , at piwBot, thMs— jo you for even your pastuues. A man may praise and 

♦' Blest os the Muetiin’s strain from Mecca’s wall ' , ^ •« 

To pUgrinia puvB and prostrate at bis call.” ^ i ^raise, but no onc rocoUccls but that wlucli pleascs-^t 



K asi, in composition. Though I think no one equal to yon MS,? Ilad I been less awake to, and interested in, bii 
in t!)at d<q)ai1menl, or in satire, — and surely no one was ever theme, I hml been less obtrusive ; but you know / always 
* 'so )>f)})ular in both, — I certainly am of opinion that you have take this in g(Kxl putt, and 1 hope he will. It is difficult to 
not yet done all ym emt di>, tfjouglt more than enough for say what iviil sueejeed, arul still more to pronounce what 
any one else. I w«uit, and die world expects, a longer work / am at lliis moment in ihai uricertawty (on our oiwi 
from you ; a/id I see in you what I never saw in poet before, score,) and it is no small proof of tlio author’s powers to be 
a strange diffiderntje of your own powers, which I cannot able to eftarm and fix a mind^s aftention on similar subjects 
iu c«>unt for, and which must unaccountable, when a Cos- and climates in such a j^rc'dicament. That ho may have 
sac like me can apital a cuirassier » Your stoiy I did not, the same efieci upon all iiis readers is very sincerely the 
could not, know,— 1 tliought only of a Peri, I wish you had wisli, and liarUly the doubly of yours truly, “ B,” 

confided in me, not for your sake, but mine, and to prevent 


die world from losing a much better |)oem Uian my own, but 
which, I yet hope, this dashing will not even now deprive 
them of. Mine is the work of a week, written, why I have 
pardy told you, and partly 1 cannot tell you by letter— some 
day 1 will. 

♦ ♦ ♦ * ♦ 

*Go on — shall really he very unliappy if I at all inter- 
' fori) with you. Tlie siu-ccss of mine is yet problematical ; 
*diougU die piiljlic will prnljably purchase a certain quantity, 
on the presumption of their own propensity for ‘ die Giaour’ 
and siv„ii ‘ horrid mysteries.’ The only advantage I have is 
being on die spot; and tliat merely amounts to saving me 
die trouble of turning over books, which I had better read 
again, l^ymr chamber was furnished in the same way, you 
have no need to go there to describe — I mean only as to oo- 
cMrfflry— because i drew it from recollection. 

“Tills last tiling of mine may have tlio same fate, and 1 
assure yrni 1 have groat doubts about it. But, even if not, 
its little day will be over betlirc you are ready and willing. 
Como out — ^ screw your courage to die sticking-placo.* Ex- 
co]»t tho Post Bag (and surely you cannot conqilain of a 
warn of suc(;oss there,) you have not been regularly out for 
some )'ears. No man stands liighcr,— -whatever you may 
think on a rainy day, in your provincial retreat, ‘j^iiciin 
homine, dans aucune langur, ii’a ete, pcut-<^tre, plus com- 
plrternenl, li‘ jiortc du cenur et le pocte des femme.s. Les 
critiijueslui reprocheiit do n’avoir rejtrcscnfo le mondeni tel 
fju’il est, iii tel qu’il doit (“^.tro ; mci'S ks femmes r6pondent quit 
I'd riprescntc tel qu'elks k d^sirentd — I should liave drought 
Sisinondi had written tliis for you instead of Metastasio. 

“ VVrilc to me, and tell me yourself. Do you remember 
what Rousseau said to some one — ^‘Havowai quarrelled? 
you have talked to me often, and never once mentioned your- 
self’ 

“ P. S. I’he last senttmro is an indirect apology for my 
own egotism, — but I believe in letters it is allowed. I wish 
it was mutual. I liavo mot. with an odd rellection in Grimm ; 
it shall not — at least, the bod part, — be apfilied to you or me, 
thougii one of us has certainly an indifferent nanio— but this 
it is: ‘ Many people have die reputation of being wicked, with 
wlioni we should l>« too happy to pass our lives,’ I need not 
add it is a woman’s saying — a Maderaoisello de Som- 
mery’s.” 

^ ♦ 


LETTER CLXXX. 

TO MR. MUailAY. 

“Dec. 4,1813. 

I }iav(' r<*d(h; through your Persian Tales,’*' and have 
taken th*i lilxTly of making some remarks on die Wrmk pages, 
riiere jiri^ inniiy beautiful passages, and an interesting story ; 
and 1 raunot, give you a stronger proof that such is my opi- 
tiion tlian hy the date of the hmir—^two o'doch^ till which it 
bus kept mo awake wUhaut a yaum. The conclusion is not 
correct in rmtume: there is no Mussulman sukUk on 
record, — at, least {l)r hm. But this matters not. The talc 
nnist have been written by some one who has been on the 
spot, and 1 wish liiin, and he deserves, success. Will you 
Apologize to tlie author for the liberties I have taken wiUi his 


LETTER CLXXXl. 

TO MR. GIFFORD. 

“Nov. 12, 1813. 

“my dear sir, 

“I hope you will consider when I venture on any re- 
quest, that it is the reverse of a certain Dedication, and 
is addressed net to ‘ The Editor of the Ctuarterly Re- 
view,’ but to Mr. Gifford. You will understand this, 
and on tliat point I need trouble you no farther. 

“You have been good enough to look at a thing of 
mine in MS.* — a Turkish story, and 1 should feel grati- 
fied if you w ould do it the same favour in its probationary 
ifate of printing. It was written, I cannot say fy 
amusemcnl, nor ‘obliged by hunger and request of 
friends,’ but in a state of mind, from circumstances w'hich 
occasionally occur to ‘ us youth,’ that rendered it neces- 
sary for me to apfily my mind to something, any thing 
hut reality ; and under this not very brilliant inspiration 
it was composed. Being done, and having at least 
liverted mo from myself, I thought you would not 
perhaps be offendesd if Mr. Murray forwmrded it to you. 
He has done so, and to apologize for his doing so a 
second time is the object of my present letter. 

“ 1 beg you will not send me any answer. I assure 
you very sincerely I know' your time to be occupied, and 
it is enough, more than enough, if you read ; you are 
not to be bored with the fatigue of answers, 

“A wor<l to Mr. Murray will be sufficient, and send it 
cither to the flames, or 

‘ A liumlrpd hawkfra’ load, 

On wingg of winda to fly or tiill abroad.’ 

It deserves no belter than the first, a.s the work of a week, 
and scribbled ‘ stairs pede in uno’ (by-tlie-by, the only 
:»ot I have to stand on ;) and I promise never to trouble 
you again under forty Cantos, and a voyage betweeli 
3 ach. “ Believe me ever 

“Your obliged and affectionate servant, 
“Byron.” 


LETTER CLXXXIL 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

«Nov. 12, 1813. 

“Two friends of mine (Mr. Rogers and Mr, Sharpe) 
ave advised me not to ri.slc at present any single pub- 
ictttion separately, for various reasons. As they have 
not seen the one in question, tliey can have no bias for 
T against the merits (if it has any) or the faults of the 
^ircsent subject of our conversation. You say all tho 
last of the ‘Giaour’ are gone — at least out of your hands. 
Now, if you think of publishing any new edition with 
the last additions which have not yet been before the 
fader (I mean distinct from the two-volume publica- 
ion,) we can add the ‘ Bride of Abydos,’ which will thus 
?teal quietly into the world: if liked, wo can then throw 
off some copies for the purchasers of former ‘ Giaours ;* 
and, if not, I can omit it in any future publication* 
What tliink you ?• I really am no judge of those things, 
and with all my natural partiality for one’s own produc- 


* llderiiDi &c. by Mr. Knight 


The Bride of AbyiUw. 



LETTERS, 1813. 


tions, I would rather follow any one’s judgment than my j 


“P. S. Pray let me have the proofe I sent all to-night, 
f have some alterations that I wish to main? speedily. I 
ho}>e the proof will be on separate pages, and not all 
huddled together on a mile-long hallad-singing sheet, as 
those of the Giaour sometimes arc ; for tlicn I can’t read 
tliom distinctly.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

«Nov. 13, 1813. 

** Will you forward the letter to Mr, Gifford with the 
proof? There, is an alteration I may make in Zuleika’s 
speech, in second Canto (the only one of hers in that 
Canto.) It is now thus : — 

ud curse, if I could curse, tlic duy, 

It must be — 

And mourn — I dare not curse— -the day 
That saw my solitary birth, &c. &c. 

« Ever yours, “ B. 

“In the last MS. lines sent, instead of ‘living heart,’ 
convert to ‘ quivering heart.’ It is in the line 9th of the 
MS. passage. 

“ Ever yours again, “ B.” 


LETTER CLXXXlir. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


“Nov. 15, 1813. 

“Mr. Hodgson has looked over and stopped^ or rather 
pointed) thi-s revise, which must be the one to print from. 
He has also made some suggestions, with most of which 
I have complied, as he has always, for these ten years, 
been a very sincere, and by no means (at times) flatter- 
ing, intimate of mine. He likes it (you will think jlatter- 
inglp) in this instance) bettor than the Giaour, but 
doubts (and so do I) its being so popular, but, contrary 
to some others, advises a separate publication. On this 
we can easily decide, I confess I like tlie double form 
better. Hodgson says, it is better versified than any of 
the others ; which is odd, if true, as it has cost me less 
limo (though more hours at a time) than any attempt I , 
ever made. 

“P. S. Do attend to the punctuation: I can’t, for \ 
don’t know a comma — at least, where to place one. 

“ That tory of a printer has omitted two lines of the 
opening, and perhaps more.) which were in the MS. 
Will you, pray, give him a hint of accuracy ? I have re 
inserted the twO) but they wore in the manuscript, 1 can 


ROTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Alteration of a lino in Canto second. 

Instead of— 

*' And tints to-morrow with n fnneied. ray, 

“ And lliiU to-rnorrnw with prophutic ray. 

“ Tlio evening beam Uml amilc* the clouda away, 

And lints to-nionow wiUi propbetic roy ; 

giUlu 

• And litilM the hoiM* of niornlnii; with its ray ; 

** Ami gilds lo rnoiTow’s liojic with heavenly ray. 

“ I wish you would ask Mr. Gifford which of them is 
best, or rather not loorsL “ Ever, &c. 

“You can send the request contained in ihi.s at the 
same time with tlic revise^ after I have seen the said re- 
visei’ 

ROTE TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Nov. 13, 1813. 

“Certainly, Do you suppose that no one but the 
Galileans arc aequainted Avith Aduin, an<l ICve^ and 
Cainf and Noah ? Surely, 1 might, have hml Solomon, 
and Abraham, and David, and even Moses. When you 
know that Zuleika is tint Persian poctiral name for 
I^otiphar^s wife, on whom and .foseph there is a Ion* 
poem, in the Persian, this will not surprise yi»tn If you 
want authority, look at .Tones, D’Herhclot, Vathek, or 
the notes to the Arabian Nights; am), if you think it 
necessary, model this into a note.| 

“Alter, in the inscription, ‘ tho most ufTeciionate re- 
spect,’ to ‘ willi every seiilimcnt of regard and respect.” 

ROTE TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Nov. 14,1813. 

“I send you a note for the ignorant, I hut I really 
wonder at finding you among them. 1 don’t care onti 
lump of sugar for my poetry ; hut for my rosturne and my 
cMrrertnrss on those points (of wliieli I lliink tho funeral 
was a prout^) I will combat lustily. 

“ Yours, &c.” 
“Nov. 14, 1813. 

“Let the revise which I sent j:ist now (anil not tlu 
proof in Mr. Gifford’s posojssion) ho returrieil to the 
printer, as there are several additional corrections, and 
two IMW linos in it. “ Vours, &c.” 

tt«d bmi (•xprrnuci) hy Mr. Nfurrnv us m the 
•f nanw* of t'ain into tlie month of a Mu«»uiinnu. 

t w, to th« nrid(' uf Atiydoa. 

I tt, to th« Drtde of Ah'ydoa. 


LETTER CLXXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 17, 1813. 

“ That you and I may distinctly understand each other 
an a subject, which, like ‘ the dreadful reckoning when 
incn smile no more,’ makes conversation not very plea- 
sant, 1 think it as well to vmte a few lines on the topic. 
Before I left town for Yorkshire, you said that you were 
eady and willing to give live hundred guineas for the 
cojiyright uf ‘The Giaour:’ and my answer was, from 
which 1 do not mean to recede, that we would discuss 
tho fioint at Christmas. I'hc new story may or may 
not succeed ; tho probability, uniler present circum- 
slauces, seems to he, that it may at least pay its ex- 
penses ; hut even that remains to bo proved, and till it is 
proved one way or another, we will say nothing al>out it. 
Thus then he it ; I will postpone all arrangement about 
it, and the Giaour also, till Easter, 1814 ; and you shall 
then, according to your own notions of fairness, make 
your own offer for the two. At the same lime, I do not 
rate the last in my own estimation at half the Giaour ; 
and according to your own notions of its worth and its 
success within the time mentioned, he the addition or 
deduction to or from wliatever sum may he your pro- 
posal for the first, which lias already had its success. 

“ The pictures of Phillijis I consider as mine, all three; 
and tho one (not the Arnaont) of the two best Is much 
at your savicr, if you will accejit it as a present. 

“ P. 8. 3’hc expense of engraving from the miniature 
^ send rne in iny account, a? it was destroyed by my do- 
I sire ; and have the gocnlness to burn that detestable 
print from it immediately. 

“To make you some 'amends for eternally pestering 
you with alterations, I send you Cohbett, to confi* 7 ii 
your orthodoxy. ' 

“One more alteration of a into the in the MS.; it 
must be — ‘ The heart whose sfftness’ &c. 

“Remember — and in the inscription ‘to the Right 
Honourabic Lord Holland,’ without tho previous names, 
Henry, &c.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 20, 1813.' 

“More work for the Row, 1 am doing my best to 
beat the ‘Giaour’ — no difficult task lor any one hut the 
author.” * . 



NOTE TO MU. MURRAY. 

«Nov. 22, 1813. 

* 1 have no lime to cross-invesligate, but I believe and hop 
all is ri<»ht. 1 care less than you will believe about its su< 
cess, b^it 1 can’t survive a single misprint: it chokes me to se 
words niLsused by the printers. Pray look over, in case c 
some eyesore escaping me. 

“P. S. Send the earliest copies to Mr. Frcre, Mr. Can- 
ning, Mr. Heber, Mr. GifTord, Lord Holland, Lord Me 
boiSnc (Whitehall,) Lady Caroline Lamb (Brocket,) Mi 
Hodgson (Cambridge,) Mr. Merivale, Mr. Ward, from Ui 
author.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 23, 1813. 

, “ You wanted some reflections, and I send you per Selim 
(sec his speech in Canlo 2d, page 46,) eighteen lines in de- 
scent couplets, of a pensive, if not an ethical tendency. On- 
more revist^ — posidvelythe last, if decently done — at any rat< 
liie penultimate. Mr. (Mannings approbation (if he. did ap- 
})rove) I netid not say makes me proud. As to printing, 
f»rmt as you will and how you will — by itselfj if you like ; but 
let me have a few copies in fleets. 

“Nov. 24, 1813. 

“Y'ou must pardon me once more, as it is all for your 
good : it must be thus — 

Ht.- muki-a a aoHtudo, and rails it peace. 

‘iWaA»,«’ is closer to the f)assag(i of Tacitus, from which die 
line is taken, and is, besides, a stronger word than Heaves' 

“ Mark where his carnage and his couquesU cease, 

Hu luakuau suiiludu, aiul calls it—peucu.’^ 


higher than your present proposal, which is very handsome, 
and more than fair.* 

“I have had— but this must be antre nmiSy — a very kind 
note, on the subject of ‘ die Bride,’ from Sir James Mack- 
intosh, and an invitation to go dicro diis evening, wliich it is 
now too late to accept,” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 29, 1813, 

• Sunday — Monday moming“-3 o’clock — ^in 
my doublet and hose, swearing, 

“ I send you in time on errata page, containing an omis- 
sion of mine which must be thus added, as it is too late for 
insertion in die text. The passage Ls an imitation altogether 
from Medea in Ovid, and is incomplele without these two 
linf!.s. Pray let diis be done, and directly ; it is necessary, 
vill adtl one page to your book (making,) and can do no 
larm, and is yc*t in time for the putilic. Answer me, thou 
>racle, in the affirmative. Y'ou can send die loose pages to 
tliose who have copies already, if they like ; but certainly to 
,11 the critical cojiyholders. 

“ P. S. I have got out of my bed (in which, however, I 
:ould not sleep, whether I had amended this or not,) and so 
food morning. I am trying whether De L’Alleniagnc will 
xit as an opiate, but I doubt it.” 

NOTE TO MR. MTJRRAY. 

“Nov. 29,1818. 

ybu 7ianc looked at itP to much purpose, to allow so 
tipid a blunder to stand ; it is 7iot ^ courage^ hut^ carnage 
nd if you don’t want mti to cut my ow n throat, sec it altered. 

“ I am very sorry to hear of the fall of Dresden.” 


LETTER CLXXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 27, 1813. 

“If you look over this carefully by the last irroof with my 
corrections it is probably right ; this you can do as well or 
better;— -I liavc not now time. The cojiies 1 mentioned to 
bt! si-nt to (Jiirerent friimds last riiglil, I sliould wish to be 
made up with the wow (jiaours, if it also Is n'ady. If not, 
f’eiid the Giaour afirrward. 

“ The Morning J *o.st says I am the author of Nouijahad ! ! 
This comes of lending the drawings for their dresses ; but it 
IS not worth a, formal cArrUradictvm. Besides, the criticisms 
on the supiumtion will, some of them, be quite amusing and 
liirioi The Orientalism — which I hear is very splendid— 
of the mt'Uxlraine (whosever it Is, and I am sure J don’t 
know) is as good as an advertisement for your Eastern 
by lining their heads with gliller. 

“ P. S. You will of course say the truth, that T am not the 
na^lodramalist — if any one charges me in your presence with 
the performance.” 


LETTER CLXXXVI. 

TO AHl. MURRAY. 

* “Nov. 28, 1813. 

“ ^'nd anotlier copy (if not trx) much of a request) to Lady 
1^’1’aud of the Journal,^ in my name, when you receive 
d"' ; it is f )r Earl Grey — and I will relinquish my own. 

to Mr. Sharpe, aiKl l^axly Holland, and Lady Caroline 
hamh, copies of* The Bride,’ as soon as convenient. 

“1*. S. Mr. Ward and myself still continue our purpose ; 
f shall not trouble you on any arrangement on tlie score 
J d'c Giaour and the Bride till our return— or, at any rate, 
^>i‘e May, lgl4 — ^that is, six montlLs from lienee : and bo- 
diat time you will be able to ascertain flow far your 
, I er may be a losing one ; if so, you can deduct propor- 
tonably ; and not, I shall not at any rate allow you to go 

fturow'* Jonrnal, a book puhlwhcd by Mr. Murray at tbi« time. 


LETTER CLXXXVIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Nov. 29, 181.3, Monday. 

“You will act a.s you please upon that point ; but whether 
go or stay, 1 shall nut say another word on the subject till 
lay — nor then, unless ijuite convenient to yourself. I have 
laiiy things 1 wish to leave to your care, principally papers, 
'he vas(s nec'd not he now sent, as Mr. Ward is gone to 
colland. Y"ou are right about the errata page ; place it at 
e bcgiiuiiiig. Mr. Perry is a little premature in his com- 
imeiits ; these may do harm by exciting expectation, and I 
ink we ought to be above it — tliough 1 see tlie next para- 
aph is on the Journal which makes me suspect you as 
c aiitiior of lioth. 

“ "Would it not have been as well to have said ‘ in Two 
■antos’ in the advertisement? lliey will else tliink of frag» 
lenLs, a species of composition very well for once, like one 
m in a metv ; but one woi ild not build a town of them. The 
iride, such as ii Is, is my first entire com|K)sition ol any 
ingth (except the Satire, nnd ho d — d to it,) for the Giaour 
but a string of passages, and Childe Harold is, and I 
.Iher flunk alw ays will be, unconduded. I return Mr. Hay’s 
Me, with flianks to him and you, 

“There have been some ejugrams on Mr. Ward : one I 
ee to-day. The first I did not sec, but heard yesterday, 
'he second seems very bad. I only hope fliat Mr. Ward 
►cs not believe, that I had any connexion with either. I 
e and value him tix) will to allow my politics to contract 
ito spleen, or to admire any tiling intended to annoy him or 
s. You need not take flic trouble to an.swer tliis, as I shall 
)o you in flie course of flic aftcrnixin. 

“ P. S. I have said this much about the epigrams, because 
lived so much in flie opposite camp, and, from my post as 
engineer, niiglit be suspected as the flingcr of these hajid- 
•cnad(x‘s ; but w ith a worthy foe, I am all for open war, and 
It this bush-fighting, and have not had, nor will have, any 
ling to do witli it. I do not know flie author.” 


Mr. Murray had offered him a thousand guioeat for the two Poenii. 
t Peuroae’a Jovaiial, 
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LETTERS, 1813, 


NOTE TO MU. MUURAY, 

« Nov. 30, 1813. 

“ Print this at Oic «nd of all that is of the ^Hritlc of Ahydos^ 
as an errata page. * to. 

♦'OmiUetl, canto 2d, })age 47, after line 449, 

“ So tlmt Uw»fc arms cling round iriy neclr, 

Read, — 

Then if iny lip once jnnrtnur, it miiftt be 

No aigh for safety, but u prayer fur tiiee I*' 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

** Tuesday evening, Nov. 30, 1813. 

* For the sake of correctness, particularly in an errata 
page, the alteration of the couplet I have just, sent (half an 
hour ago) iniwl take place, in spitxi of delay or cancel ; let 
me see the prmf tjarly to-morrow. I found out murmur to 
be a neuter verb, and have been obligc-d to altt:r the line so 
as to moke it a substantive, thus — 

** Thr dt*rpe«t murmur of lliis lij) Hbnll be 
No eigh for sufoty, but a pmycr for thee I 

Don't send tlio copies to the country tiU tliis is all right.” 

NOTE TO MU. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 2, 1813. 

' “ When you can, let the couj )let enclosed be inserted either 

in the page, or in tlie errata page. I trusL it is in lime for 
some of tlic copies. This alteration is in Uio same part — 
the page hui one before, the last correction sent. 

“P. S. I am afraid, from all J hear, that pcojdeare rather 
inordutttte tu tlunr expec.tations, which is very tinhicky, hut 
cannot now be helped. 'Phis conies of Mr. I'erry ami one’s 
'Wise frit'nds ; but <lo not you wind yonr liopes of .sucees.s li 
tile same fiit<;h, for fear of aceidtails, and 1 ean assure you 
that my philosophy will stand iIkj test very fairly; and I have 
done everv untig to ensure yon, at. all events, from jtositive 
loss, whicn will bo some satisfaction to both.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 3, 1813. 

“ I send you a scratch or the which heal. The Chris- 
tian Observer is very savage, bill c(*rtainly well written — and 
quite, uricoinfortable at. tin* naughtiness of book and author. 
I rather suspe<*t you won’t much like, ihe present to he more 
moral, if it is to share also the usual fate, of your virtuou.'? 
volumes. 

**Lt!t me see a proof of Ihc six before incorporation ” 

NOTE TO Mil. MURRAY. 

“ Monday evening, Dec. 6, 1813. 

•It is all very well, except lliat iJio limisaro not numbered 
projiei’ly, and a dials^lical mistalu*, i»uge G7, vvliicrh must be 
corrected witli the pen^ if no oilier way remains ; it is the 
omission of ‘ no/’ bi fori^ ‘ dmi^rcejJiUil in the note on tlie amlfcr 
rosary. 7’lus is really horriljk*, and nearly as bad as the 
stumble of mine at the thrcsliold — 1 mean the misnmur of 
Bride.. Pray do not let a eojiy go without the ‘no/;’ it i.s 
nonsense and worse than wniseuse as it now stands. I wish 
tlie printer was saddled witli a vampire. 

“P. 18. It is still ludh instead of have in page 20; never 
was tuiy one .so misused as 1 am by your devils of printers. 

*P. S. 1 hop<i and Iru.st the ‘-no/’ wa.s inserted in the first 
editiiai. AVe must have, soini’illiing — any thing— to set it 
right. It is liiiough to answer for one’s own bulls, witliout 
oilier people’s.” 

LETTER CLXXXVITI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


new work. I know they are not out; but it is perliaps pos- 
sible for your Majesty to command wliat wo cannot with 
uueh suing purchase, as yet. 1 need not say that when you 
are ahk*. or willing to confer llie same favour on me, 1 shall 
obliged. I would almost full sick myself to get at Ma- 
iame jj’Arblay’s writings. ” 

“P. S. You were, talking to-day of the i\nierican edition 
tf a certain unque.iicliable ni< nK*iial of my younger days. 
As it can’t he helped now, I own I have some curiosity to 
eo a copy of Transatlantic typography. This you will per- 
I haps obtain, and one for yourself'.; but 1 must beg that you 
'will not imjjort morc^ because, seriously^ Ido wish to have 
tliat thing forgotten as much as it has been forgiven. 

“ If you send to tlie Globe editor, say that 1 want neither 
excuse nor contradiction, but merely a discoritinuani^e of a 
most ill-grounded charge. 1 never was consistent in any 
tiling but my politics ; and as my redcinjition depends on that 
solitary virtue, it is murder to carry away my last anchor.” 


LETTER CLXXXIX. 

TO MR. ASHE.* 

“4, Bcnnet-strccl, St. James’s, Dec. 14, 1813, 

•sir, 

“Heave town for a few days to-morrow: on my return, 
I will answer your letter more, at lengtli. Whatever may 
he your situation, I cannot but, eommeiid your resolution to 
abjure and aliaudon tlu' publication and composition of works 
such os those to wbieh you have. aUiid<‘d. Depend upon it, 
they amuse /iic, disgraee hntli rearltr and wr?7ir,and hcnefil 
none. Jt will lie iny w ish to assist you, as far as my limitoil 
means will admit, to hrt*ak such a bondage. In your an- 
swer, inform me whal sum you think would enahkr you to 
e.xtrirate yourselffrom tlu* hands of your employers, and to 
regain at least temporary independi'iice., and J shall he, glad 
to contribute my riiite towards it. At presiait 1 must con- 
clude. Ybiur name is not unknown to me, and 1 rt*gref, f(»r 
your own sake, tluit you have, ever lent it f,o the works you 
mention, lu saying this, I merely rejieat your onm vvrds 
ill your letter 1»> me, and liave no w ish W'lialover to soy a 
single syllable, that may appc'ar lo insult your misfortunes. 
Ifl have, excuse me ; it is nnint<*iilional. 

“ A’ours, &c. “ Byron.” 

(In answer to this letter, Ashe mentioned as the sum ne- 
cessary to extricate him from his dilhciilties, 150/. — and, some- 
short delay having <»ecurriul in the reply to this demand, he, 
in renewing his suit, coniplaiued, it appears, ofm^glect.J 


LETTER CXC. 

TO MR. ASHE, 

«Jan.5,1814. 

“ SIR, 

“AVlien you accuse a stranger of neglect, yon forget dial 
it is possible business or absence from l.ondon may have^ 
interfered to delay liis ^jnswer, as has actually cK-curred in 
tlic present instance. But to the point. I am willing to do 
wlial 1 can to extricate you from 3 U)ur situation. Y’oiir>first 
sc'hemc 1 was considering ; but your ow'n impatience aff- 
pears to have remlered it alu>rtive, if not irretrievable. I 
will depositc in Mr. Murray’s hands (witli his consent) the 
sum you mentioned, to be advanct?d for the time t i ton 
|K)ijukLs per month. 

“P. S. I write in the greatest hurry, which may make 
my letter a little abrupt; but, as I said before, I have no wish 
to distress your feelings.” 


’ “Dec. 27, 1813. 

•Lord Holland is laid np with the gout, and wTiuld tee’ 
very much obliged if you could obtain, and send as soon a> 
poimle, Madame DArbla/s (or even Mlss^K<lgcwor(h’s) 


* Author of a puhlicaliun rfiatinfr to tin* Ctueon, calleil The Book;’^ 
ftlfMj of “ Trnvt’J« throuffli America,” hu 1 oilirr IIucIk. He hmt 

writlen to Lonl Byron, povi-r* y *.'> rjii lor ihr vilr iiif*. w 

which ho hod prostituted iiia ])cu,auu ruUciliiig the meant of ol^taluing 
some honcat oiiiploynii'ut. . ^ 



LETTER CXCI. 

TO MK. GALT. 

“Dec. 11, 1813. 

“MV DEAR GALT, 

Thg'e was m) oHencc — ^thcre could be none.* I thouglj 
it hy no means impoKSsiblc that wo iniglit have hit on somo- 
liiing similar, particularly as you arc a dramatist, and was 
aJL\ious to assure you of tlio trutli, viz. tliat 1 had not wit- 
tingly seized upon plot, sentiment, or incident; and X am very 
glad that I have not in any respect trenched ujk>ii your 
suhj«icts. Something still more singular is, that Ihe first part, 
where you have found a coincidence in some events within 
your obsi'rvations on lifi^ was drawn from obscrvaliuTt of 
•lino also ; and 1 meant t(j have gime on wiUi the story, hut 
on sticond thoughts, X liioughl myself two centuries at least 
^ too late for the subjeid ; which, though admitting <»f very 
powedul fooling and di-scription, yet is not adapted for tins 
age, at least tins c'ountry, tliough the finest works of tlui 
one. of l;?ehiller’s and Alfieri’s, in nuKh'rn time's, 
besides several of our old (and best) dramatists, have been 
grounded on incidents of a similar cast. I therefore altered 
it as you perceive, and, in so doing, have weakened the 
vvliole hy internipling the train tif thought; and, in coin|M)si- 
tion, I do not think strimi thoughts an', the best, tliough second 
expressions may improve tlie first ideas. 

^ 1 do not know hoiv other men feel towards tliose they have 
met al*road, hut to me there seems a kind of tic established 
l»elwe('n all who luive met together in a foreign country, as 
if w(^ hud met in a stall' of pre-exist, I'liei', and were talking 
over a lile that has ct'ased; but I idways kxik for\%'ard to 
renewing my travels, jukI though jyou, 1 think, are now sta- 
tionary, ifJ etin at all forward your pursuits ilurc as well as | 
here, 1 shall be truly glad in the opportunity. 

‘‘ Ever yours very sincerely, “ B. 

^ P. S. 1 believe T leave town for a day or two, on Mon- 
day, lull after that J am always at home, and happy to see 
\'ou till half past two,” 


LETTER CXCU. 

TO MK. l.EJGU HUNT. 

“Dec. 22, 1813, 

“MV dear MK, 

“ 1 am, indeed, ‘in your debt’ — and what is still W'orse,am 
obli^fcd to follow rojyoi example, [he has just apjirized his 
ereditors that tliey must wait till tin; meeting,] and entreat 
V'nir indulgeneo tbr, 1 hope, a very short time. The nearest 
I' l.itioiij riiij almost the only frientl 1 possess, has lus'ii in 
kondon f(»r a week, and leaves it lo-rnorrow, with ni«*, fl^r 
li»T own resident'. 1 returiiiinmediately ; hut we meet so 
idol n, and are sow /Vm/edw'h<*inve meet at all,thatl give up 
ill! eiiiragt'nunits, (ill vNilhout relnelaiiee. On my' return, 

I nmsl see you to console, myself for my past disappoint- i 

»*-nts. 1 should feel highly honoured in Mr. TJ ’s| 

lierniissi(»n to luakc^hls accjiiaintanee, and tJurc you are in 
7/0/ debt, lor it is a promise of last summer which 1 still hope 
In sfr peiiormed. Yesterday I had a biller from Moore; 
.l»>n liave. probably heanl from him lately; ])iit if not, you 
V ill 1)0 glad to learn that he is tlie atwiic in heart, head, and 


LETTER CXCUI, 


TO Mil. MERIVALE. 


«Jan. 1814. 

MY DEAR MF.RIVALE, 

I luive, redde Roneesvaux with very groat plea.sure, and 
Wore so disposed) see very little room for criticism. 
^Wt rii is a choice of two lines in one of llic last Cantos, — I 


‘.11 ill, that ho bad writtmi to me Homething which led nit 

iHiP, at my oh!M’rva,tiou8, and Uiat 1 Lad, iu cotuiu- 

4'<vuu.',ft,i>recated his wrath.w-lc^. 


think ‘Live and protect’ better, because ‘Oh who?’ implies 
a doubt of Rohuid’s |H>w'er or inclination. I would aJlow 
the — but dial point you yourself must determine on— I moan 
tlie doubt as to where to place a part of the Poem, whether 
between tlie actions or no. Only if you wish to have all the 
success you deserve, never Ustm to fricnxis^ and — as 1 am 
not the least troublesome of the number — least of all to me. 

“I hope you will be out soon. JV/wrc/i, sir, JV/nrc/i, is tho 
month for tlic trade^ and they must be con.sidered. You 
liavc written a very noble Poem, and nothingbut tlie detest- 
able taste of (lie day can do you harm, — but 1 think you will 
beat it. Your measure is unconunonly well chosen and 
ivielded.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 


LETTER CXCIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Sunday, Jan. 2, 1814. 

“ Excuse, tills dirty paper — it, is the //eniiltimate half-sheet 
of a quire. Thanks for your book and the Ln . Chron. w hich 
return, I'lie (birsair is copied, and now at Lord Hol- 
lands; but J wish Mr. Ciitlbrd to have it to-night. 

“ Mr. 1 )allas is very perverse ,* so t ha 1 1 1 uive offended both 
liiii and you, whi'n 1 really nieaut to do good, at least to one, 
and certainly not to annoy citJier.* But 1 shall manage 
ru, I hope. I am pretty confident of the *J\de itself; but 
ini' cannot be sort'. If I get it from Lord Holland, it shall 
sent. Yours, & c.” 


LETTER CXCV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 6, 1814. 

“I have got a devil of a long story in the ])ress, entitled 
‘ The- Corsair,’ in tho regular heroic measure. It is a pirate’s 
sic, peopled with my own creatures, and you may ('asily 
:u]>pose they do a world of mischief through the tliree cantos. 
Now fiir your Di'dication— if you will accejit it. Tliis is 
iosit.ive.ly ni}' last exjieriinent on public litri'ary opinion, till 
turn iny Uiirtielli year, — if so be 1 flourish until that down- 
ill perirKl. J have a confidence for you — a perplexing one- 
Lo me, and, just at present, in a state of abeyance in itself. 

♦ ije + ♦ Jf. + J*; 

Towe.ver,\vc shall see. In the mean time, you may amuse, 
'ourself with my suspense, and put all the justices of tho 
reace in requisition, in ease 1 come into your county wdlh 
hack hut bent.’ 

JSeriously, whether T am lo hear from her or him, it is a 
irn/Ac, which I shall fill up with as few thoughts of rny own 
iis 1 <'an lairrow from other people. Any thing is better tlian 
stagnation; and now, in the interregnum of my autumn and 
a strange sumnier adventure, whu'.h 1 don’t like lo think 
ofj (I don’t mean * *’s, however, which Is langhahie only,) 

' aniilhcticai state, of my liieubratioris makes me alive,, 
and Macbeth can ‘sleep no more:’ — ho was lucky in getting 
id of the drow'sy sensation of waking again. 

“Pray write to me.. I must si'ud you a C()[>y of the letter 
jf IX'dieation. When do you come out ? 1 am sure we 
lon’t dadi this time, for 1 am all at sea, and in action, — and 
wife, and a mistress, &.c. &c. 

“ Thomas, thou art a liupjiy fellow ; but if you wish us to 
be so, you mast come up to town, as you d‘ui last year ; and 
we shall have, a world to say, and lo see, and to hear. liCl 
me hear from you. 

“ P. S. Of course you will keep my secret, and don’t itvon 
t alk in your sice) » of it . Ha] ipen what may, you r Dedication 
iis ensured, In'iug already written; and 1 shall copy it out 
j fair to-night, in case business or amusement — Amant aUerrut 
1 Camten/Ej' 


• He liiut nuuL* a nrt’fioiit of llii’. cniiy-riglil of tlie Corsair lo Mr. 7!)attni'', 
wLlcL occneiuiwU bohm; L-ii)bana6»uieul lietwecu him aud Mr. Murray. 
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WOTK TO MU. MUKKAT. 

« Jan. 7, 1814. 

“You don’t like tlie IJedicalion—very well; tliere is an- 
other: hut you will send the otlior to Mr. Moore, that he 
iHiay know I heul written it. I tjond also mottos f<)r the 
cantos. 1 think you will allow that an clepliaiit may be more 
sagacious, but cannot bo more docile. 

' Yours, “B»r. 

“ The name is again alttM-ed to MethraP"^ 

LETTER CXCVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 8, 1814. 

* As it would not be fair to press you into a Dedication, 
without previous notice, 1 send you and 1 will tell you 
uihy tivo. The first, Mr. Murray, who sometimes fitkes 
upon him die critic (and I bear it from aslmibikmetd) 
says, may do you tuarm — God forbid! this alone makers me 
listen to him. The fact is, he is a damned 'I’ory, and has, 
I dare swear, sornolhing of nc//,’ which J t'unnol divin^•, at 
the bottom of his objection, as it is the allusion to Ireland to 
wllich he objects. But he he d— hI, 1 hough a good fellow 
enough, (your sinner would not be w'orth a d — n.) 

* Take your choice ; no one, sav(‘- he and Mr. Dallas, has 
seen eitlicr, and D. is ejuite my side, and for the first 
If! can hut testify to you and the wtirld how truly I admire 
und esteem you, 1 shall be quite salisfiet!. As to prose, I 
don’t know Addison’s from Johnson’s; but I will try ti) iiienii 
my cacology. Pray perpend, pronounce, and don't be of- 
fended with cither. 

“My last epistle would probably put you in a fidget. But 
the Devil, who ought to be civil on such occa.sioris, jirovcd 
BOf and took my letter to tlie right phwjc. 

“ Is it not odd ? Uie very fate 1 said she hud escap«3dfrom 

♦ *, she has now undergoiK' from thr*, worthy * *. Like 
Mr. Fitzgerald, shall I rmt lay clnirn to the character of 

* Vates?’ as ho did in the Morning H«irald for prophesying 
tlic fall of Buonaparte, wlio, hy-lhe-by, 1 don’t tliink is yet 
fallen. 1 wisli ho wotild rally and rout your legitimate 
sovereigns, having a mortal hate to all royal entails. But 
1 am scrawbng a ircalisc. Got»d night. Ever, &c.® 

NOTE TO MU. MURRAV. 

‘•Jan. 11, 1814. 

“Correct tliis proof by Mr. Gitibrd’s (and from tlie 
MSS.) }>articiiUirly as to the ]M)int.lng. 1 have added a 
section for Giilfiarc^ to fill up the parting, and dismiss her 
more ceremoniously. If Mr. (titlbrd or you dislike, ’tls 
but a Hpemge^ and another midnigitt better employed tlian 
in yawning over Mbs * + ; ^^•ht^, by-tlie-by, may soon 
retuni the compliment. 

“Wednesday or Thursday. 

“P. S. I have rodde * *. Tt is full of [)rabes of Lord 
Ellonborough ! ! ! (from which I infer near and dear rela- 
tions at the bar,) and * * * * 

“I do not love Mailame de Stacl, but depend upon it, slie 
beats all your natives hollow a.s an aiitlioress, in my o{iini<iu ; 
and I would not say tliLs if' 1 could lielp it. 


* Itiiatl bn«n at first Genovro. 

t The llril waa the one preferred. The other wus us follow s: — 

“Jan.?, 1814. 

“ My dear Moore, 

I had vrriileu to y«iu n liMig letter of dedication, which I Btipprcaa, hr 
cause, ihou^)! it coiitiiined soituHiiiiig relating to you Mhich every one tmd 
been ^ad to Iwar, yet there, was too much ahool politics, and (hk’hv, ami 
all thU»K« whatsoever, eniUnf; wiili f iiat topic ui\ which iiiosi incit are tliieiit, 
and oooo very amnuuiff— Mrm*# «e//. It mi^ifht have hern re wriiwn — hut 
to what purple.'* My praise could add nothiiiK to your well-earned and 
firmly etnahlislied fame ; and with iny most liearty adimratioit of 
talents, and delight in your ponvemmion, yop aiv.alivudy acquainted. In 
avttiiitiff myself of your friendly perraission to inscribe this Poem to you, 
I can only wislt Ums ofiVring were tu» worthy yuur acceptance os your re- 
gard ia dear to 

'* Yours, moat afiactionately ami faithfully, 

jaYkoN,” 


“P. S. Pray report my best acknowledgments to Mr. 

Gifford in any words tliat may best express how truly his 
kindness obliges me. I won’t bore him with Up thanka .qr 
notes,'* 

NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 13,1814. 

“I have but a moment to write, but all is as it should be. 
I have said really far short, of my opinion, but if you think 
enough, I am ct>nl,ent. Will you return Uie proof by tlie 
post, as 1 leavi! town on Sunday, arul have no other cor- 
rected cojty. 1 put ‘servant,* as being less familiar before 
the public ; because I don’t like presuming upon our friend- 
ship to infringe upon forms. As to the other word, you may 
be sure it is one 1 cannot hear or repeat too often. 

“I write in an agony of haste and confusion. — Perdonate.” 


LETTER exevn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Jan. 15, 1814. 

“ Before any proof goes to Mr. Gifford, it may be as well 
to i>*vi.se thi5?, where there are words orniitoflt faults ct»ni- 
initled, and tlie devil knows what. As to tiie Dedication, I 
e.iit out llu* parcuithesis of Mr* but not another w'ord .shall 
move unless for a beiUT. Mr. Moore has seen, and de- 
cidedly prefernid, the part your Tory bile sickens at. If 
every syllable were a ratllesnake, or every letter a pcsli- 
leijce, tliey should not be expungt A. I^ct tliose who cannot 
swallow, chew the e.vpr(?ssions on Ireland; or shouJfl even 
Air. C/'rokur array himself in all his terrors against tliein, I 
care for none of you, oxc(?pt Gitlbrd ; and he won’t abuse me 
‘*.\c’ept 1 deserve it — which will at least reconcilo me to liis 
jiistic«;. As to the poems in Hobhousi-’s voliune.f the trans- 
lation from the Romaic is well enough ; but the best of the 
idler volume (of 1 mean) liave been already printed. 
But do as you please — only, us I shall be absent when you 
:.ome out, do, prai/i lei Air. Dallas and you have a rare of 
die prm. “ Y ours, &.c.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

[“1814, Jan. 16.] 

“I do believe that the Devil never created or perverted 
such a fiend as the fool of a jirinler. I am obliged to enclose 
you, lurMly for me, this second proofj cvrrcctcti^ because tliere 
is an ingenuity in his blunders peculiar to himself. Let the 
press be guided by the. present sheet. “ Yours, &c. 

“Burn die other. 

“Correct lias also by the oilier in some things wliich 1 may 
have forgotten. There is one mistake he made, which, if it 
had stooii, 1 would most certainly have broken his neck.” 


LETTER CXCVTII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. I 

“Newsload Abbey, Jan. 22, 1814. 

“You will be glad to hear of my safe arrival hero. Tlj/^ 
time of my return will/lepcnd upon the weather, wliicdi is so 
impracticable that this letter has to advance through more 
snows than ever opptised the emperors retreat. The4roads 
are impassable, and return impossible for tlie present; which 
I do not regret, as I am much at my ease, and siaf-and^tv)€nty 
complete this day — a very pretty age, if it would always last. 
Our coals arc excellent, our fire-places large, my cellar full, 
and my heail empty ; and I have not yet recovered rny joy 
at. leaving London. If any unex}>eeted turn occurred with 
my purchasers, I helievei I should Imrdly (juit the place at all; 
but shut my door, and let my heard grow. 

“1 forgot to mention (and I hope it is unnecessary) 


* He had. at first, after tlte words " Scott alone,’' llt^erted, in a pare 
the«i«. — “ He will excuse lilt: A/? ‘ wc do not aay Air C'ataar.’ *' 
f ^ Pooins, p. 18 j ,, 



liie lines beginning*-— JRcwicwi&er &c* must tuA appear by a wisli to put tliem to thoir combined uses, except in lot- 
witJi tlie Corscdr. You may slip them in witli tlie smaller Ujrs dfbusiness. My rhyming propensity is quite gone, and 
pieces newly annexed to Ctiikle Jtiarokl; but on wo account I feel much as I did at Patras on recovering from my fever 
permit them to be appended to tlie Corsair. Have the — ^woak, but in health, and only airaid of a relapse. J do 
goodness to recollect lliis imrlicularly. most fervently hope 1 never shall. 

“^riie books I have brought with me arc a great consola- “I see by the Morning Chronicle there haUi been 


boii for tlie conlinomeiit, and I bought more as we came 
along. In short, I never consult tlie thermometer, and slial’ 
not put up jiraycrs for a tliaw, unless 1 iliought it would 
sweep away die rastially invaders of France. “Was ever 
such a tiling as Bluchers jiroclamation? 

“Just before 1 left town, Kemble paid me the compliment 
of desiring me to write a tragedy ; I wish I could, but I fend 
my scribbling mocxl subsiding — not before it was time ; but 
it is lucky to check it at all. If I Icngtl len my letter you will 
think it is coming on again ; so, good bye. 

“ Y ours alvvay, “ B. 

“P. S. If you hear any nows of battle or retreat on the 
• part of the Allies, (as they call them,) [n*ay scud it. He 
has my best wislics to manure tJi(3 fields of France witli an 
inveuiing army. I hate invaders of all countries, and Jiave 
no patience with the ccnvardly cry of exultation ovtir liim, 
at whose name you all turned whiter than the snow to 
which you are indebted for your triuuiplis. 

“I ojien rriy letter to thank you for yours just received. 
Th(i ‘ Lines to a Lady VVe«'})iug’ must go with the Corsiiir. 
I care nothing for coiisi'quenoc on this point. My politics 
are to me like a young mistress to an old man — ^liie worse 
they grow, the foiahir T liccomo of them. As Mr. Gitiiird 
likes tlic ‘Portuguese Translation,’! j»ray insert it as an ad- 
dition to the Corsair. 

“ In all })ointsofditference between Mr. Giflord and Mr. 
Dallas, let the first keep Ills [ilace ; and in all points of dif- 
ference; b(;tvve(ni i\jr. (iirtonlandMr. Anyhody-elsc, I shall 
abide by the former*, if J am wrong, 1 can’t, help it. But 1 
would rallu'-r not be right, with any otJicr person. So there 
Ls an end of that inatli’.r. After ail tlio trouble he has taken 
about me and mine, 1 should b(' very uiigrtiteful lo feel or 
act otherwise. Besides, in point of judgirierit, he is not to 
be lowered by a comparison. In politicfii he may be right 
too; but tliat with me Is x\. feeling^ and I can’t my na- 
ture.” 


LETTER CXCIX. 

TO MU. MU nil AY. 


cus.sion in the Cmtrirr; and I n;ad in the Morning Post a 
wrailiful letter about Mr. Moore, in whicli some Protestant 
licader has made a sad confusion about huiia and Ireland. 

“You are to do as you please about the smaller poems : 
hut I think removing them mm from the CJorsair looks like 
fear; and if so, you must allow mo not to 1 k 3 pleased. I 
should also suppose that, after the fusH of tliose new.spaper 
esquires, they would materially assist the circulation of Uie 
Corsiiir ; an object I should imagine at present of more im- 
\t(tri8i\\ce U) yourself tlian Cliilde Ilarokl’s seventh appear- 
ance;. Do as you like ; but don’t allow tht; withdrawing that 
•jMcrn to draw any imputation of dummy upon me.* 

“Pray make rny respects to Mr. Ward, whose pnusc I 
value most highly, as you w ell know ; it Is in tiie approbation 
>f such men tlmt fame hecoines wortli having. To Mr. 
-iilford I uiii always gnileflil, and surely not less so now 
than tiver. And so go(Hl niglU to my authorship. 

“I have been sauntering and dozing liere very quietly, 
and not unha|)pily. You will be happy to hear that I have 
[•.oniplet(;ly cstublished my title deeds as marketable, apd 
hat the purchaser has suceiunhed to the terms, and fulfils 
Uiem, (T Is to fulfil tlu-m forthwilli. He is now hi;re, and we 
>[o on very amkahly together — one in each wing of the 
Allbey. \\'c set off on Sunday' — I for town, ho for (Jhe- 
.sliirc. 

“Mrs. Leigh is with me — mueli pleased with the place., 
nd lej'S so with me for parting with it, to which not even the 
'rice can r<‘C()iicil<* Ikt. Vonr panad has not yei an’iv«'<l— 
t least the ISJags. &c. ; but 1 have received CMiilde Harold 
and tlie ('orsair. I believe both art; very correctly printed, 
\vliich is a great satisfaction. 

“ I tliank you for wishing me in town ; but I think one’s 
success Is most felt at a distance, and I enjoy my solitary 
s«;lf-im|)ortance. in an agreeably sulky way of rny own, upon 
the strength of your letter — f(>r wliicli I once more thank you, 
and am, very truly, &c.. 

“P. Don’t you think Buonaparte’s i\oxi piddiration will 
he rut licr expensive to the Alli(»s? Perry’s Paris letter of 
\sl erday lo« >kK very rcwivirig. W ha t a Hydra and Briareus 
it is! I wish tliey would pacify: Uiere is no end to thii 


“Newstead Abbey, Fob. 4, 1814. ^ 1 b ts 

“I need not say tlmt your obliging letter was very wel- 
come, and not tlie less so for beuig unexpected. LETTER CC. 

“ It doubtlt3.ss gratific.s me much that ourfnalc has plojised, 
and that tlic curtain drops gracefully .J You deserve it lo Mil. murh. v. 

should, for your promptitude luid gixid nature in arranging “IViewstea<I Abbey, Feb. 5, 1814. 

rmmciliately witli Mr. Dallas ; and I can assure you that 1 ® I quite forgot, in rny answer of yesterday, to mention that 

esteem your entering so warmly into the subject, and WTitiiig 1 have no means of ascertaining whether the New ark Pirate 
to me so s(Kjn upon it, as a personal obligation. We shall has been doing what you sny.f If so, he is a rascal, and a 
now part, I htl|)e, satisfied with each otlier. I was and am shaM)y rascal too; and if his ofh'nc.e is punishable by law or 
quite in earnest in my prefatory promise not to intrude any pugilism, he shall b(‘ fined or buffeted. Do you try and dis- 
morc; and tliis not from any afTectation, but a thorough con- cover, and I will make some inquiry here. Per}ia|)8 some 
viction that it is the host policy^d is at least respectful to other in town may have gone on printing, and used tlie same 
my readtTs, as it shows tlmt 1 would not willingly run the deception. 

•isk of forfeiting their favour in future. Besides, I have “ The /ac-.wVni/c is omitted in Childe Harold, which is 
other views and objects, and tliiiiktiiat I shall keep this reso- very awkward, as there is a note expressly on tlie subject, 
lution ; for, since I left London, though shut up, .w/no-bouiid, Vrdy rfpJme it ns usual. 

f/wwvbound, and templed with all kinds of paper, tlic dirtiest * On se<'ond and third thoughts, the withdrawing the small 
of ink, and Uic bluntest of fiens, 1 have not even been haunted poems from the Corsair (even to add to Ghildc Harold) 

kicks like shrinking and shuffling, after the fuss made upon 


* St'p Pooms, p. 191. 

t Ui* IratmlHtion of the pretty Portupuciie nonfit. “ Tu mi chnmo 
He was templed lo try another version of this iriReniMUs Iliought, wl 
perhaps, siiJt more happy, and has never, I brjii-vr, aiipenretl uipr 
• “ You call me still your ti/e-— ah J change the word— 

Life is AS tvauslent as tti’ inconsiant sigh ; 

Say, rather, I ’m your soul, more just that name, 

•r’or, like the soul, my love c&u never die.” — Moore, 

It will be recoUectetl that he had announced the Corsair as “ the last 
J>nwuction with which he should trespass on pulilic patience for some 
Tears.*' 

9 


one of them by the Tories. Pray replace them in the 
Corsair’s appendix. I am sorry tliat Childe Harold requires 
some and such abetrnents to make him move off: but, 
if you rememben I told you his popularity would not be 
I permanent. It is very lucky for the aullior that he hod 

♦ He altudps to lines beginning ‘‘Weep, daughter of a royal line.** 
Faema, j». IW. 

t Rei>ru»tiug the ” Hours of ldlenck!i.” 
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made up his nund to a temporary reputation in time. The 
truth is, I do nut think that any of the present day (and 
least of aU, erne who has not consulted tlie flattering side of 
human nature) have much to hope from jwsturiiy ; and you 
may think it affectation very probalily, but to me, my present 
and past success has appeared veiy suignlar, sirire it was 
m the teeth of so many prejudices. I almost think people 
like to he contradicted. If Childc Harold flags, it will hardly 
be woKh while to go on with the ongravirigs: but do as you 
please ; I have done with tl>c whole concern ; and the en- 
closed lines written years ago, and copieil from my .skullcaj), 
are among tl)e last with wliich you will he troubled. If you 
Kkc, add them to Childe Harold, if only for tlie sake of 
another outcry. You rccfdvod so long an answer yesterday, 
that I will not intrude on you further tlian to rey>cat myseltj 

“ Yours, &.C. 

*P. S. Of course, in reprinting (if y^i have occasion) 
you will take great care to b<J correct. 'I'lie y»rcscnt editions 
seem very much so, except in the last note of (jiiildi^ Harold, 
whore the word resporu^flc wcurs twice, nearly together ; 
correct the second into amaverMe^ 

VOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Newark, Feb. 6, 1814. 

*1 am tlms far on my w'ay to town. Master Rulgc* I 
Have seen, and he owns to having reprinted sorix' sheeU^ to 
make up a few comyilete remauung copies \ I have now 
given him fair warning, and if he plays such trades again, I 
must either got an injundiorj, or call for an account of profits, 
(as I never have parted with the c<*pyriglit,) or, in short, 
any ihitig vexatious to npny him in his own way. If the 
weather does not i'elap.se., 1 hope to he in town in a day w 
two. “ Yours, &c." 

NOTE TO MR, MURRA.Y. 

“Feb. 7,1814. 

•1 sec all tlie papers in a sad commotion witli those eight 
lines ;f and tlw Morniriff Post, in particular, has fimnd out 
that I am a sort of Kicliard HI. — deformed in mind and 
fjorl//, 'Vhe lu»lt pioce of mfonnation is not very new t.o a 
man who ftansod /ivt? years at u puhJj*; scIkhiI. 

“I am very sorry you cut out those lines fur Childc 
Harold. Pray reinsert tlicm in Uieir old place in ‘The 
Corsair,’” 


LETTER CCI, 

TO MR. HODGSON. 

“Feb. 28, 1814. 

• There is a yoimgstor — and a clever one, named R«>y- 
nolds, who has just puhlisluul a poem called ‘ Satie?,’ published 
by Cawthornu. He i.s in the most natural and fearful ayi- 
prohen.sion t>f die Reviewers — and as you ami I botli know 
by experience die etfecl of such things upon a yoiitt^ mind, 
I wisli .yow would take his jirtxluetion into dissection and do 
H gently. I cannot, because it is in, scribed to me ; but J 
assure you this is not riiy motive for wishing him to be ten- 
derly entreated, but because 1 know the misery, at his time 
of life, of untow'ard remarks upon lirst apywarancc. 

“Now for self. Pray diaiik your emmn — it is just as it 
should be, to my liking, and probably mwe tJian will suit any 
one oWs. I hope and trust tliat you arc well and wcU 
doing. Peace be wiUi you. Ever yours, my dcai* friend.” 


LETTER CGTI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

'•‘Feb. 1(\ 1814. 

*^1 arrived in town late yesterday evening, having been 
absent throe weeks, which I passed in Notts, quietly luid 


I pleasantly. Y ou can have no conception of the uproar tlje 
‘ eight lines on the little Royalty’s weeping in 1812 (now re^ 
published) have occasioned, 'fhe Regent, w ho had always 
thought dicm yot/r.'?, chase — God knows why — on discover- 
ing them to be mine, to be qff'ceted ‘ in sorrtiw rather dian 
anger.’ The Moniirig Post, Sim, Herald, (’ouricr, have all 
been in hysterics ever since. Murray is in a fright, and 
wanted to shuffle— and the abuse again.st me in a!) dirt;ctioos 
is vehement, unceasing, loud — some of it good, and all of it 

arty. I feel a litllo compunctious as to the licgfntV rc- 
tprei ; — would he had liccn only angry! but I fear huii not.’ 

“Some of tlie.se same assailmcnts you have probably seen. 
My person (wdiicli is e.xctdh.mt for ‘the nonce’) liasht^m «lrw 
noimced in verses, the more like the subject, inasmuch as 
they halt exceedingly. Th(‘n,ln an(*ther, I am an 
a rebel — and, at last, the (Unity ijmteuxy 1 presume.) My 
demonism seems to be a fi-mak’s conje-eun t* : if so, prrhaj>s 
I could convince her that 1 am Imt a mere mortal, — if a 
queen of the Arna/ons may he belicviid, who ssiys u^iirrov 
X()\og oitpet. 1 quote from memory, so rny Grt’sek is [iro- 
hably deflcierit ; but tlio passage is meant to mean * * 

+ ♦ + 

“Stirioiwly, 1 am hi, vi hat the learned call, a dilemma, an<’ 
die vulgar, a scrapi.?; and rny friends desire me not to b<? in 
a pa.s.siojj, nn<l liki? Sir l<'retful, I assure them that I arn 
‘<juite calm,’ — ^liut 1 am ncvcrllioloss in a fury. 

“Since f wrote thus far, a frietui has come in, and we have 
been talking and budiMUiiug, till 1 have quiio lost the thread 
of my dioughts', and, as I won’t send them unstrung to you, 
good morning, and “ Believe me I'ver, &e, 

“P. S. Murray, during my absence, oniitted tlie 'I’ears in 
several of tlie copie.s. I have made him rcfiluce them, and 
am very WToth with his qimlins^ — ‘as the wine is fionred 
out, let It bo drunk to the dregs.’ ” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

» Feb. 10,1814. 

“I am much better, and indeed quite wcdl tiii uioni- 
ing. I liave received hvOy hut 1 presume tliere are more 
of the Ana, subsequently, and also something [u rvioiis, 
to which the Morning (’hronielc replied. S'ou 

! pi >ih on llw Skull, f wish to mv* j/«cn 

all, iM'causc th(*re may bo things that require nolice 
cillier by pen or person. 

“ Yours, &,r. 

“Y'ou need not trouble yourself to answer this; but 
send me the things wdien you g(‘t them,” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Feb. 12, 1814. 

“If you have copies of the ‘ Intcrcejitcd Letters, Lady 
Ilollarid wouKl be glad of a voluine, anil when you havt; 
served ofher.s, have flic goodness to think of ytmr hum- 
ble. servant. 

‘You have played the devil by that injudicious sup- 
prc.moti, which you did totally without my consent. 
Some of the papers have exactly said what might bo 
expected. Now T do not, and will not be snjiposed to 
shrink, although myself afid every thing belonging to me 
were to perish wdlh my memory. 

“ Yours, Sic. “ Bn. 

“P. S. Pray attend to what I stated yesterday on 
techniixd tojiics.” 


LETTER CCIIL 

TO MR HUNT. 

« Feh. 9, 1814. 

‘ MY bear sir, 

“I have bticn snow-bound and thaw-swamped \two 
compound epithets for you) in the ‘valley of life shadow 


The yriiitcr kt Newark. 


t '■ T.1.1 Ln.'i\ Wirpii 


* By Mr. Mooi e. 



of Ncwstead Abbey for iioarly a niontli, aiid Jiave not own obstinacy upon the subject. Take any courae you 
four hours returned to l^ondon. Nearly the first use please to vindicate yourself^ but leave me to fight my 
1 make of iny berminlied fingers, is to tliank you for your own way, and, as 1 l)t*fi>re saiil, do not cmtvpromm me by 
vtTV iuuidsoine note in the volume ^ you have just put any thing which may look like sltririkmg on my pari ; as 
fi rth, itnlv.l trust, to be followed by others on subjects for your own, make tlie best of it. 


nu>re worthy your notice than tlie works of conteinpc 
rtu'ics. Of myselfj you spealt only too highly, and you 
must think me strangely spoiled, or perversely peevisli, 
oven to suspect that any remarks of yours, in the spirit of 
ttaiidid criticism, could possibly prove uniialatable. Hud 
tli <.7 harsh, instead of being written as they are in the 
indelible ink and friendly admonition, had they been the 
harsliesl— os 1 Jtnew and Jmow that you are above any 
jxrrsonul bias, at least, against your fellow-kirds, believe 
me they would not liave caused a ri'inonstraiice, nor a mo- 
ment. of rankling on my part. Your poem I read long 
ayo in the ‘ Kellector,’ and it is not much to say it is the 
be^t ‘Seshfim’ W'e have, and with a more difficult subject, 

. tin- we are neither so good nor so bad (taking the best and 
worst) as tlie wits of the olden time. 

“ "j’o your smaller pieces I have not yet had lime to do 
justice hy perusal, and 1 liavo a quantity of unanswered, 
aiiil I hope unanswrrahlt* JeU<Jrs to wade liirotigh before j 
sicejt, hut tomorrow' w’ill see me through y'oiir volume. J 
am glrid to see you have tracked Cl ray among the. Italians, 
^ on will perhaps liiul a fiieml or two of jours there also, 
llioiii/li not to rlu> same extent ; but I have always thought 
fill Italiaus the most poetical modiTiis *, our iVlilton and 
Spt'fisi'r, and isluikspt'arc, (ilm last through traiifdations <if 
their Tah'^,) are very I'uscan, and surely it is far superior 
to the Fiench school. You are hardly fair enough to 
Kogers. Why tra ? you might suri'ly have given him sup- 
per, if only a sundwieh. Murray has, I iiope, sent you 
Mi> hantJing, ‘I'in* Corsair/ I have Ix'eu regaled at 
every 11)11 on the roiul by lampoons and other merry con- 
ceits Oil myself in the ministerial gazettes, ooea.sioMed hy, 
the repuhheuiion of two stanzas, in.sertcd in 1812, in 
I’erry's piipiT, 'I'he hysterics of tlio Morningl’osI are quite 
mti'ie.stmg an<l I hevir (Iml have not seen) «if something 
lernlic 111 a last week’s ( !onn<*r : all which 1 take w itli the 
‘<'alm mdilllTeriee' ofSir Fr( ifiil Plagiary. 'J 'lie Morning 
l'o«t lias one copv of devices upon my deformity, \Nhi<’h 
ee; i;ui/lv w :ll udtiiit of no 'hi.Nlorie dooht.s' hk<* ‘i)i<’kon 

mv niasierV,’ iiiiolhcr upoti my uliu'isin, which is not cjuilc 
so clear, and another very downrightly says, ‘1 um tin* 
d//7/, (hoi/ctu) they riughl have added,) and a rebel, and 
wha! nol ; possiiilv, niy aeciiM-r ofdiabolivm maybe l^osa 
iVljililfla ; and if so, il would not be ditlieult to eonviuei- 
her (hut I am a mere man. I hn*ak in upon you in 
a day or two, liislance lias liithcrto detained me; and I 
liojie to find you well, and inysi'lf wi'leome. 

“ J'jVer your obligi'd and sincere 

“Byiion. 

‘‘P. S. Since fins loiter was wrilti'ii, 1 liave been at 
your !c\t, wliich has much good liuriiour in evi-ry sens*: of 
tlie word. Vour notes arc of a very liigh urdtT indeed, 
particularly olt Word-sworllu” 

LFTTKIJ CCIY. 

^ TO Mil. MORK.Ay. I 

“Monday, Feb. 14, 1814. 

“Before J left town yesterd.Ty, I wrote you a note, which 
I l>rcsiimi' you received. I have heard so many iliffercnt 
acet.uri's ufijotir proeeediugs, or rather oftho.si'of iithcrs 
tOivar^U you, ni eonseipience of the publication of these 
evcrla^tinij 1 in dial I am anxious to hear from yoiir- 
If (lie real .'state of llie ea.se. Wlintever responsiliility, 
obloquy, or elfeet is to arise from iho pul>heafif»n, sliould 
^ surely not fall upon you in any degree ; and 1 can have 
» no objection to your stating, us distinctly and publicly as 
you plei^e, your unwillingness to publish thorn, and my 


* Ttm Ftaiji 1';'. Poe;*. 


« Yours, “Bm." 


LETTER CCV. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

"Feb. 16, 1814. 

"mv dear ROGERS, 

“ I wrote to Lord Holland briefly, but I hope distinctly, 
on the subject whicli has lately occupied much of my 
conversation with liim and you.* As things now stand, 
upon that topic my determination must be unalterable. 

“ 1 declare to you most sincerely that there is no hu- 
man being oil whose regard and esteem I set a higher 
value than on Lord Holland’s; and, as far as concerns 
hini.selfj 1 would concede even to humiliation without 
any view to the futiiri', and solely from my sense of his 
conduct as to tlie past. For the rest, 1 conceive that I 
have aln^ady done all m iny power by the suppression. f 
If that is not enough, they must, act as tiiey ph'ase ; but 
I will not ‘tea<‘h rny longue a most inherent baseness, 
come whiit niuy. You will [inibably be at the Marqtlki 
Laicsdownes to-night. I am asked, hut 1 am not sure 
that 1 shall be able to go. Ilobbouse will be there. I 
think, if yon km.'w him well, you would like him. 

“ Believe me always yours very affeclionatelv, 

LE 1’7’ER CeVL 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

« Feb. 16 , 1814 . 

‘ If I. ord Holland is satisfied, us far as regards hinri- 
s»‘,lf 5ind Lady Hd, and as this letter c-xpresses him to 
be, it is enough. 

“As for any impre.ssion the public may receive from 
tie* revival (»f lin* lines on Lord Carlisle, let tlieiii keep 
If, — (he more favourable for him, und the worse for me 
— hctler fur ail. 

“ i\ll the sayings and doings in the. world shall nol 
make me utter anotlier word of concjliiiiioii to any thing 
hat breathes. 1 .shall hi'ar wliat I can, and what I 
aunof, I shall resist. 'J 'he worst they could do would 
Ik' to e.\clu>le me from society. J have never courted 
It, nor, J may add, in tlx^ geneiui sense of the word, en- 
joyed it — and ‘ tliere. is a world elsevvlicre !’ 

“Any tiling remarkably injurious, I have Iho fame 
means of repaying as other men, with such interest as 
circumsluiices may iinnex to it. 

“Nothing but tlie necessity of adhering to regimen 
prevent. s me from dining with you to-morrow. 

“ J am yours most truly, 


LETTER CCVH. 

TO MR. MOORE, 

“Feb. 16, 1814. 

“You may be assured lliat the only prickles that sling 
from the Royal hedgeliog are those which possess a 
torpedo property, and may beniimh some of my friends, 
/am quite silent, and ‘liushVl in gnni ri'pose.’ The 
frequency of the as.sault.s has weakened their effects, — if 

rr l)M*y liatl any ; — and, if they had liad much I should 
hardly ha^e held rny longue, or withheld my fingers. It 
is soiiK'thing qu*Le new to attack a man for abandoning 

* Relative to a reccnnlitlioii tx't'Vi'ecu I.CKi CarJjale aiidhim* 

flf. 

1 0) ilic Satir;. 



letters, 1C14. 


6S 


nis resentments. 1 have hoard that previous praise and 

subsequent vituperation were ratlier ungrateful, but I cli 
not know that it was wrong to endeavour to do justice to 
those who did not wait till 1 had made some amends 
for former and boyish prejudices, but received me into 
their friendship, when I might still have been tiieir 

enemy. . „ , 

« You perceive justly that I must vntenUonmy have 
made my fortune, like Sir Francis Wronghead. It 
were better if there were more mcTit in my independence, 
but it really is something nowadays to be independent at 
ail, and the leas temptation to be otherwise, the more un- 
common the case, in those times of paradoxical servility. 
I believe that most of our hates and likings have been 
hitherto nearly the same; but from henceforth, they 
must, of necessity, be one and indivisible, — and now for 
it ! I am for any weafion, — the pen, till one can find 
something sharper, will do for a beginning. 

“ You can have no conception ol’ the ludicrous solem- 
nity with which those two stanzjis have been treated. 
The Morning Post gave notice of an intended motion in 
the House of my brethren on the subject, and God knows 
what proceedings besides and all this, as B«idriddcn in 
the ‘Nights’ says, ‘ for making a cream tart without pep- 
per.’ This last piece of intelligence is, 1 presume, too 
Icughable to be true ; and the destruction of the Custom- 
house appears to have, in some <lcgree, interfered with 
mine ; — added to which, the last battle of Jiuonaparte 
lias usurped the column hitherto devoted to my bulletin. 

“ 1 send you from this day’s Morning Post the best 
which have hitherto appeared on this ‘ impudent dog- 
gerel,’ as the Courier calls it. There was another about 
my fiifit, when a boy— not at all bad — some time ago ; 
but the rest are but indifferent. 

“ I shall think about your oratorical hint ;* — but I 
have never set much upon ‘ tliat cast,’ and am grown as 
tired a« Solomon of every thing, and of myself more llian 
any thing. I’his is being wlial tlic learned call philo- 
Bophical, and tlu3 vulgar, lack-a-daisical. I am, however, 
always glad of a blessing ;t pray repeat yours soon, — ai 
least, your letter, and 1 shall think the beuedicltoii in- 
cluded. 

«Ever,&c.” 


LETTER CC VIII. 

TO MR. DALLAS. 

“Feb. 17, 1814. 

** The Courier of this evening accuses me of having 
‘received and pocketed’ large sums for my works. 1 
have never yet received, nor wish to receive, a farthing 
for any. Mr. Murray offered a ihousarul for the Giaour 
and Bride of Abydos, which I said was too much, and 
that if he could afford it at the end of six months, I would 
then direct how it might be disposed of; but n».Mther 
then, nor at any other period, have 1 ever availed invseU 
of the. profits on my own account. For tlie republication 
of the Satire, I refused four hundnul guinea.s ; and fi>r the 
previous editions 1 never asked nor received a suns, noi 
for any writing whatever. 1 do not wisli you to do any 
tliing disagreeaVilo to ytuir.self ; there iu;ver was nor si 
bo any conditions nor sti|,)ulations with regani to any ac- 
commodation that 1 could afford you ; and, on you.* part, 
I can see nothing derogatory in receiving the copyriglit. 
U was only assistance afforded to a worthy man, by one 
not ([into so worthy. 

“Mr. Murray is going to contrailict this;}, but your 
nn/NC will not be mentioned : for your own part, you are 
a free agent, and are to do as you please. I only hope 

• Mr. Moore had eudcavoiinnl to i>enititirte him to take a ])art in p«r 
Uamt^iiUry aflTiiira, ami to exerciae bi« laleitl for oratory mors fnaiurntly 
t ill (.‘uueluduig hill letter, Mr. Moure having uiid “ Uotl blvM you f* 
athk**! — “ that i.<t, if you luwt' no 

4 The iitateini;ttt ofthc Courier, , 


that now, as always, you will think that I wish to take no 
unfair advantage of the accidental opportunity which ciri' 
cumstaiices permitted me of being of use to you. 

“ Ever, Slc.” 

In consequence of tliis letter, Mr. Dallas addressed an 
explanation to one of the newspapers, of which the fol 
lowing is a part; — 

TO THE EDITOR OT THE MORNING POST. 

“ SIR, 

“ I have seen the paragraph in an evening paper, in 
which T.ord Byron is acatacd of ‘ receiving and })Ocketiiig’ 
largo sums for his w'orks. J believe no one who knows 
him has the slightest suspicion of this kind ; but tins as- 
sertion being public, I think it a justice 1 owe to liOrd 
Byron to contradict it })nblicly. + * + 

“ I take upon me to affirm that I.ord Byron never re- 
■eived a shilling for any of his works. To my ccriain 
jiowledge, the profits iif the Satire w'cre left entirely to 
the piihllshcr of it. The gift of the copyright of Childc 
Harold’s Pilgrimage, I liave already publicly acknow- 
ledged in the dedication of the new eilition of my novels: 
and 1 now' add my acknowledgment fi>r that of the Cor- 
sair, not only for the profitable part of it, but fir the deli- 
cate anil delightful rnaiuKir of bestowing it while yet un- 
published. With respect to his two other poems, the 
Giaour and tlie Bride of Abydos, Mr. Murray, ilie pub- 
lislicr of them, can truly attest that no [lart of the sale of 
them has ever touched Iiis hands, or been disposed of for 
his use.” 

LETTER CCIX. 
xo * + * *. 

“sir, « Feb. 20, 1814. 

“My absence from London till within tliesc last few 
days, and business since, have hitherto prevented iny ac- 
knowledgment of the volume I have lately received, and 
the inscription which it contains, for both of which I beg 
leave to rcjturn you my thanks, and host wishes Ibr the 
success of the book and its author. The poem itseHJ as 
the work of a young man, is creditable to your talents, and 
promises better for future efforts than any winch 1 can now 
recollect. Whether you intend to pursue your poetical 
career, I do not know, and can have no rigid to iiKpiire — 
but, in whatever channel your abi!iti(?K are dinicted, I thmk 
it will be your own fault if they do not eve-ntually lead to 
distinction. Happiness must of course depend ujion con- 
duct — and even fame itself would be but a p(X)r cornpi'n- 
sation for self-reproacli. ^'ou will c.m'Uso iru; for talking 
to a man perliaps not many years my junior, with tlieso 
irravc airs of seniority ; but though I cannot claim much 
advantage in (hat re.sj»ect, it was my lot to be tlirown very 
early upon tin* world — to mi.v a good ileal in it in more cli- 
mates than one — and to purchase exfieriencu which W'ould 
probably have been of greater service to any one than 
myself. But my busirie.ss with you is in your capacity 
of author, and to that I will confine mvself. 

“ Tlie first thing a yourif writer must expect, and yet 
can least of all sutfer, is crilicism. I did not Ix'ar it — 
few years, and many changes have sinct3 passed over my 
head, and my reflections on Uiat subject are attended with 
regret. I find, on dis[)assiuuale comparison, my own re- 
venge more tliaii the provocation warranted. It is true, I 
was very young — lliai might be an excuse? to those I at- 
tacked — but to me it is none : the best reply to all objec- 
tions is to write better — and if your ciiemie.? uill not then 
do you justice, the world will. On tlie other hand, you 
sliuuld not be discouraged — to be ojiposecl, is not. to be 
vanquished, though a timid mind is apt to mi.stake every* 
scratch for a mortal wound. There is a saying of Dr. 
Joliiison’s, which it is as well to remember, that*^‘no man 
was ever written down e.vcept by himself.’ I sincerely 
hope that you will meet witli as few obstacles as yourself 



can dnsire — ^but if you should, you will find that thoy are 
to bo stejiped over ; to lack tliorn down is the first resolve 
uf ayounfj and fiery spirit— a pleasant thing enough al 
llio time — but not so afterwards : on this jtoint, I speak of 
a man’s oum reflections — what others tliink or say, is a 
sccoivdary consideration — at least, it has been so Avith me, 
but will not answer as a general maxim : he who would 
make his way in the world, must let the world believe that 
It was made for him, and accommcxlate himself to the 
mineitest obwrvance of its regulations. I beg once mor 
to thank you for your pleasing present, 

“ And have the honour to he 
“Your obliged and very ubodieut servant, 

, “ Bviioif.” 

LETTER OCX. 

TO Mil. MOOllE. I 

«Pcb.26,1814. 


is the only answer to the things you mention ; nor should 
I regard that man as my friend who said a word more on 
the subject. I care little for attacks, but I will not submit 
to defences ; and I do hope and trust tliat you have never 
entertained a serious thought of engaging in so foolish a 
controversy. Dallas’s letter was, to his credit, merely as 
to the facts which he had a right to state ; / neither have 
nor shall take the least public notice, nor permit any one 
else to do so. If I discover the writer, then I may act in 
a different manner ; but it will not be in writing. 

“ An expression in your letter has induced me to writ© 
tliis to you, to entreat you not to interfere in any way in 
such a business, — it is now nearly over, and depend upon 
it they are much more chagrined by iny silence than they 
could be by the best defence in the world. I do not know 
any thing that would vex me more tlian any further reply 
to tliesc things. 

“Ever yours, in haste, “B,” 


“Dallas liad, perhaps, have better kept silence; — but 
that was his conc,crn, and, as his facts are correct, and his 
motive not dishonoural)le to iiiinselfj I wished him well 
through if. As fi)r his interpretations of the lines, he and 
any one elst: may interpret tliem as they please. J have 
.'md shall adhere, to my taciturnity, unless something v«Ty 
particular occurs to render this impossible. Do not you 


LETTER CCXII. 

TO MK. MOOllE. 


"March 3, 1814. 

"my dear friend, 

I have a groat mind to tell you tliat 1 am * uncomfort- 
say a word. If any tme is to speak, it is the person prin- able,’ if only to make you come to town ; ivliere no one * 
cipally eon(;erned. 1 he most amusing thing is, that every evermore delighted in seeing you, nor is tliere anyone 
on*' (to mej attrihutt s lh*‘; abuse to the man they person-- 
(illy most (Jislike ! — some say Croker, some C * 
other^ h'ilzgeraid, &.C. &.C. &Lc. 1 do not know, and have 
no ( lue but eonjeijture. If discovered, and he turns out a 
hireling', he must he lefl to his wages ; if a cavalier, h< 
must ‘nmhK, ;iu(I iiold out his iron.’ 

“ I had some t)i<iughls ofpulfmg the question to Croker, 


whom I would sooner turn for consolation in my most 
vapourish moments. 'J'he truth is, I have ‘no lack of 
.rgument’ to ponder upon of the most gloomy description, 
lilt this arises from other causes. Some day or other, 
when we arc veterans^ 1 may tell you a tale of present and 
past times ; and it is not from want of confidence that 1 do 
not know, — but — but — always a hut to the end of the 


hu) IJohliouse, who, 1 airi sure, would not dissuade, me, if [jluipter. 
if w< r<‘ right, advised me by all nu'ans 7<oC — ‘that I had There is nothing, however, upon the spot either to 
no iiglit to take it upon suspicion, ’ &c. &c. 'Whether or hate ; — but I certainly have subjects for bolh at 
i lohhouse IS correct, 1 am not awan', Init ho believes him- great distance, and am besides embarrassed be- 


'■ll so, anil says fhere eun be but one opinion on that sub- 


very gre.'i 

ween three whom I know, and one (wdiosc name al least) 


J'-rt. Tin. 1 am, at least, sure of; that he would never j this would he very well, if I had no 

pi.'vent nn fforn doing wluit he deemed the duty of a . hut, unluckily, I have found that there is such a 

prro.r chevalier. Ill such cases~at least, in this couiilry hh,o still about nn*, though in no very good repair, and, 
—we must act ae.c(.rding to usages. In considering this ^Iso, that it has a habit of attaching itself to one, whether 
lUMiince, 1 dismiss my own personal feelings. Any man i will or no. ‘ Divide et inqicra,’ I begin to tliiiik, will 
will and must fight, w hen necessary, — even without a mo- politics. 

./{rrr,^ 1 slionUl talie it uji really without much re- j “Jfl disitover iJie ‘toad,’ as you call him,! shall ‘tread,’— 
senlment ; fhr unless a woman one likes is in the way, it ^nd put spikes in rny sIkk>s to do it more effectually. The 
IS some years since I felt a long anger. But, uridoubt- .jiect of all these fim^ things, I do not in<iuirfi much nor 
eillv, (;<»uid 1, or may T, trace it to a man of station, 1 . - - 

s'iiouid and shall do what is proper. 

“ + + was angorl y, but. tried to conct^al it. Yau arc not 

called uju.n ,o ^vow tJio ‘ Twopenny,’ and would only jut v. ry little last year, and mean to go about still les 
ih(;m by so <ioi,ig. Do you not see the groat oh- i,^ve „„ passion for circle.s, an<l have k.ng regretted t 
of all ilifse fooleries is to set liim, and you, and me, yer gave way to w'hat, is called a town life;— which, 
and all |jt:rsons vvhatsoevcr, by the cars ?— more especially j„, Jiy^.^ J ever saw' (and tluiy are nearly as many as Plu- 
I ''ho are ^n good term.s— and nearly succeeded tarch’.s) seems to me to leave tlie least for the past and 
»<»r(l 11, wished rne to concede to Lord C.’arlisle — concede I future 
to the devil ! — lo a man who used me ill ? I tokf him, m 


lerceive. I believe * felt tJiem more than either of us, 
'eople are rfivil enough, and I have had nodeartliof invita- 
ions, — none of w'hicli, however, 1 have accepted. 1 went 

less. ,I 

passion lor circles, an<l have long regretted that I 
ver gave way to w'hat, is called a town life; — which, of all 


answer, .'hat I wovild neitiicr Ci^cede, nor recede on the 
Milijt'iUj Inil b(! silent allogctlier; unless any thing more 


How» prtK;eeds the Poem? Do not neglect it, and I have 
lo fears. I neetl not say to you tliat your fame is dear to 
lie, — really might say dearct' liian my own ; fir 1 have 



le ever, my dear Moore, he” 


LETTER eeXT 

TO W ’t' * W * ESQ,.* 

“Feb. 28,1814. 

’’my dkar w 


nd the Corsair in ten days, — which 1 take to be a most 
humiliating confession, as it proves my own w'ant of judg- 
m*nt in publishing, and tlie public’s in reading things, which 
aiinot have stamina for permanent attention. ‘ So much 
or Buckingliani.’ 

“1 have no dread^of your being too hasty, and I have still 


MTU-,. 1 . r . ess of your failing. Rut 1 think a yeor a very fair allotment 

have l^it a few moments to write to you. Silence .ftjui/to a composition which is not to he Epic; and even 


^oluutcered lo dt;feu(l him In teUUou lo the “ Two 


Horace’s ‘Nomirn prematur’ must have been intended for 
the IMillefti'ium, or some longtT-lived generation tlinn ours. 



TO 


LETTERS, 1814. 


I wonder how much we should have had of /uwi, had he 
observed his own doctrines to the letter. Peace be with 
vou liemembor tliat I am always and most truly yours, &.e. 

“P. S. I never heard tlie ‘report’ you mention, nor, I 
dare say, many others. But, in course, you, as well as 
others, have ‘damned good-natured friends,’ who do their 
duty in the usual way. One tiling will moke you laugh 

4c V 

LETTER eexm. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“March 12, 1814. 

“Guess darkly, and you will seldom err. At prestmt, I 
shall say no more, and, perhaps — ^liut no matter. I hojie we 
shall some day meet, and whatever years may precede or 
succeed it, I shall mark it witli tiic ‘white stone' in my 
calendar. 1 am n(»t sure that I shall not soon be in your 
neighbourhood again. If so, and I am alone, (as will pro- 
bably be the case,) I shall invade and carry you offj and 
endeavour t«i atone for sorry fare by a siiictire welcome. I 
don’t know Uie person absent (barring ‘the .sect’) I should 
be so glad to sec again. 

“ 1 have iiotliing of llie sort you nienliori but Ou: lines, (the 
Weepers,) if you like to have them in the Bag. I wisli to 
give them all [>ossibIe circiilafion. 'I'be V(mU reflection is 
'downright actioriable, and to print it would be jieril to the 
publisher; but 1 think llie 'I’tjars have a natural right to be 
bagged, and the editor (whoever he may b(i) might supply 
a faceliou.s note or not, us luj pleasc'd. 

*1 cannot conceive how the Vault* has got about, — ^but 
so it is. It IS loo farourfw', but, truth to say, my satires 
arc not very playfid. 1 have the plan of an epistle in my 
head, at him and Ut him ; and, if tliey are nut a little (jiiicter, 

I shall inihody it. I should say little or noiliiug of mystlj. 
As to mirth and ridicule, that is out of luy way ; hut 1 have 
a tolerable fund of sternness and conieinpl, and, with Juvenal 
before me, 1 shall perhaps read him a Ice.turti he has not 
lately heard in the (lourl. From jiarticular circum-stunces, 
which (•arne to my knovvledgii almost l>y accident, 1 could 
^tell him what he is — J know him well.’ 

“ I meant, my d('.ar M. to write to you a long letter, but 1 
am hurried, and time clips my inclinaliou down to yours, &c. 

“ f *. S. Thi}ik again before )’ou shdf ymv Poem. There 
is a you!ig.ster, (older than me, hy-lhe-hy, hut a younger 
poet,) Mr. (d, ivnight, with a voi. of Eastern 'i’ale.s, wrifieu 
since his return, for ho lias been in the countries. lie. .sent 
to me last .summer, and 1 advised liuu to write one in «^c7^ 
measure, witlamt any hitenlion, at that time, of domg tlie 
same tlibig. Since tJiat, from a habit of writing in a fever, 

I have anticipated him in the. variety of measures, but quite 
unintentionally. Of the stories, 1 know nolhiug, not having 
seen them; but he has some lady in a sack, too, like tlie 
Giaour: — he told me at the tinu'. 

“ The best way to make the public ‘forget’ me is to remind 
them of yourself. You cannot sup/ rose that /would ask 
you or advise you to publisli, if 1 thought you would fail. I 
really have m literary envy; and 1 do not believe a friends 
success over sat nearer another tlian yours do to my host 
wishes. It is for elderly gaUlcmcn to ‘bear no brother near,’ 
and cannot btjcomc our disea.se for mure years tlian we may 
perhaps number. I wish you to be out before Ea.stern sub- 
jects are again before the public.” 


and, though I am and can bo no judge, (at least a fair 
one on this subject,) contaiiiing nothing which you migift 
to hc.sit!ite publishing upon my account. If the author 
i.s not Dr. Bndty himself, 1 think it a pity, on his own 
account, that lie should dedicate it to his subscribers • 
nor can 1 perceive what Dr. Busby has to do with tlie 
matter, except as a translator of Lucretius, for whose 
doctrines he is surely not responsible. I tell you openly, 
and really most sincerely, tliat, if jiublished at all, there 
is no earthly reason why you should mt; on the coiitrar)^ 

1 should receive it as tlie greatest compliment ^ou could 
pay to your good opinion of my candour, to print and 
circulate tliat, or any other work, attacking me in a manly 
manner, and without any malicious intention, from which, 
s far as I have si'en, I must exonerate this writer. 

“lie is wrong in one thing, — / am no atheist; but if he 
thinks I have published princijiles tending to such opH 
iiioiis, he has a perft;et right to controvert them. Pray 
publish it ; 1 shall never forgive myself if 1 think that 1 
have, prevonle-d you. 

“ Make my compliments to the author, and tell him 1 
wish liini .success; Ills verse is very de.serving of it ; and 
I shall be the last person to suspect his motives. Yours, 

&.C. 

“P. S. If ymi do not [lublish it, some one else will. 
You cannot suppose! me so narrow-minded as to shrink 
from discussion. 1 rejicut ruice f(»r all, that I think it a 
good Poem, (as far as 1 have redde ;) and that is the only 
point you should I'onsidt'r. How odd that eight lines 
«hoiild have given birth, I really think, to eight thousand, 
including all that has hi'(!ii said, and will be, on the 
subject I” 


LETTER eeXV. 

TO Mil. MIJRRAV. 

“April 9, 1814. 

“All these news are very fine; but nevertheless! want 
iny hooks, if you can find, or cause them to he found for 
ino, — if only to lend them to Napoleon in ‘the island of 
h.lha,’ during his retirement. I also (if coiivonicnt, and 
you have no party with you) should be glad to speak with 
you C)ra few nunufes this evening, as I have had a letter 
from Mr. Moore, and wish to ask you, as the liest judge, 
<if the be.st time for him to [lublish liie work he has com- 
posed. 1 need not say, ihal I have lus suei’css much at 
heart; not only because he is my friend, hut someihing 
much better — a man of great talent, of wiiich lie is less 
sensible than I believe any even of Ills enemies. If you 
can BO far oblige me as to ste[> down, do so ; and if vou 
are otherwise occupied, s;iy nothing about it. 1 shall find 
you at home in the course of ne.\f week. 

“P.8. I see Sotheby’s Tragedies advertised. The 
Death of Darnley is a famous .subject — one of the, be.st, I 
should tlnnk, fiir the drama. Pray let me have a cony, 
when really. r; 

“Mrs. Leigh was very much pleased with her bookK 
and <le.'.ired me to thank you; she means, I bel'evc. to 
write to you her acknowledgments.” 


LETTER CCXVr. 


I^ETTER CCJXIV. 

TO MR. MURR.^y. 

“Man'll 12, 1814 

“1 have not time to read the whole MS.f but what I 
have seen seems very well written, (both jrrosc and verse,) 

* The linen on i,he otiening of tt»e vkhU llmt coit«}riecI tlic j-etnaUis of 
fli'iiry Vlll.niid Clnuleit 1. 

* 'J’he munuiicitol of « long grave mUiir, eiiUtled “ Anti-Byron,” which 

bar} in-wn mnil to Mr. Murray, amt hy him I'orwai ilml lo l.iml llyroii, with 
i miiiesl—imt nie-int, I '•\- 'i a' 1 . uoulil (."ve Gwo^nniou 

lo ihe :y of ,iii ■ c 


TO MR. MOORE. 

“2, Albany, April 9, 1814. 

“ Viscount Althorp is about to be married, and 1 hav<! 
gotten his sjmeious bachelor apartments in Albany, to 
which you will, I hope, address a speedy answer to the^ 
mine epistle. 

“ I am but just returned to town, from which yon may 
infer that I have boon out of it ; and J have been' boximr 
for exercise, with Jackson for this last moniji daily, f, 
have also been drinking,— and, on one occasion, with three 
other fiirnds at the (jocoa Tree, from six till four, yda, 



unto five in Urn matin. Wc clareted and champaignec 
till ; wo— then supped, and finished with a kind of regonc 
punch composed of iiiadeira, brandy, and green tea, no m 
water being admitted therein. 'Inhere was a night ft 

you ! \\’ithout onco quitting the table, except to ambuiat. 

liome v^hich I did alone, and in utter contempt of a hack 
ney-coach and my own nwr, both of wliich w’cre dcemec 
necessary for our conveyance. And so, — 1 am very well 
and they say it will hurt my constitution. 

“ 1 have also, more or less, been breaking a few of th 
favourite commandments; but 1 mean to pull up anr 
marry, — if any ont* will have me. In the mean time, th< 
otiicr day I nearly killed myself w’ilh a collar of brawn 
twhirh 1 swallowed for supper, and mdigested for 1 don’t 
know’ how long; — but that is by-tlie-by. All tins gor- 
mandize v^'as iti honour of Lent ; for I am forbidden meat 
all the rest of the year, — hut it is .strictly enjoined ni 
during your soltunn last. I have been, and am, in very 
•toh^rsxlile love ; — but of that hereafter, as it may he. 

“My dear Moore, say wiiat you will in your preface 
and quiz any thing, or any body, — me, if you like it. Dons 
dost thou think me of th<‘ o/d, or rather iddrrly^ sr’hool ? J 
one can’t jest with one’s friends, with whom can wc be 
faeetious? Ton have notlnng to fear from + whom 
have not seen, being oui of town when he calletl. He wii 
be very correct, smoolh, and all that, but I doubt vvhetlie. . 
therii will be any ‘grace beyond the reach of art ;’ — and ' 
whetii(‘r tJierc is or not, how long will you be so d- 
rniKlest? As for .lelIVcy, if is a very iiaiidsome thing of 
hmi to sjieak well of an old anlagonisl, — and what a mean 
mind dared nol do. Any one will rc'vuke praise; but — 
were it not partly my own case — 1 should say that very 
few have strength of mind to unsay their censure, or follow’ 
it up with [iraise of other things. 

“ What think you of ihv. review of fjciis? It heats the 
Kag and my hand-grenade hollow, as an invective, am 
hath thrown the Court into hysterics, as I hear from very 
good authority. Have you h(?ard from + #= * ♦ 

“No more rhyme for — or rather, yrow — me. 1 hav< 
taken iny leave of that stage, and hencefortli will monnto- 
bank it no longer. 1 havt; liad my day, and there ’s an end 
The utmost I expect, <jr ev«ai v\ish, is to have it said ii 
tlie J^iographia Hrilamiica, tliat ] might perliup.s Iiavehecn 
a poet, had I gone on and arnendetl. My great comfort 
IS that tile temporary celebrity I have wrung from the 
world lias lieen in tlie vt3ry teeth of all opinions and preju- 
dices. 1 have llaltcred no ruling powers ; I have never 
concealed a single thought that tempted me. 'I'liey can’t 
say T have truckled to the times, nor to popular topics, (as 
John.soii, or somebody, said of Cleveland,) and whalewer I 
liiive gained lias been at the cxpen<liture of as much pa’- 
miud tavour ns possible ; for 1 do believe never was a hard 
more unpopular, quoacL hwnn, than myself. And now 1 
liave done; — ‘ludite nunc alios,’ — Kvery body may he 
d— d, as they seem fond of it, and resolved to stickle lustily 
^>r endless brim.^one. 


“Ah ! my poor little pagod, Napoleon, has wallted off his 
pedestal. He has ahiiicated, they say. This would draw 
molten brass from the eyes of Zataiiai. What ! * kiss the 
ground before young Malcolm’s feet, and tlien be baited by 
the rabble’s curse !’ I cannot bear such a crouching cata- 
strophe. 1 must slick to Sylla, for my modern favourites 
don’t do, — their resignations are of a difl'erent kind. All 
health and prosperity, my dear Moore. Excuse tins 
lengtliy letter. Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. The Q,uarterly quotes you frequently in an ar- 
ticle on America ; and every body I know asks perpetually 
after you and yours. W^hon will you an.swer them in 
person ?” 

I NOTE TO MR. MDRIIAY. 

April 10, 1814. 

“I Iiave wriitrn an Ode on the fall of Napoleon, which, 
if you like, I will copy out, and make you a present of. 
Mr. Mcrivale has se<!n part of it, and likes it. You may 
.show it to Mr. Clifford, and print it, or not, as you [»leiise — 
it is of no consequence. It contains nothing in his favour, 
ind no allusion whatever to our own government or tho 
Ihiurbons. Voiirs, &c. 

“i*. S. It is in the measure of my stanzas at the end of 
Ihilde Harold, which were much liked, hegiiining, ‘ And 
tliou art dead,’ &c. There are tern stanzas of it — ninety 
lines in all.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURK A V. 

“April 11,1814. 

“I enelfise you a leltercZ from Mrs. Leigh. 

“ It will be best not to [»ut my name to our Ode; but you 
may say as openly as you like that it is mine, and 1 can 
nseribo it to Mr. Hobhouse from tlie avttwr^ which will 
lark it .sufficiently. After tlw'. resolution of not publishing, 
Lliough it is a thing of little length and less eonseijuencc, it 
.vill be better altogether that it is anonymous ; but w^e will 
incorporate it in the first tome of ours that you find lime or 
tJic wish to publish. “ Yours alway, “ B. 

“P. S. 1 hope you got a note of alterations, sent tliis 

uatiii ? 

“ P. S. Oh my bixiks ! my books ! wall you never find 
ny books ? 

“Alter ^potent spell’ to ^quickenmg spell the first (as 
'olonius says) ‘ is a vile phrase,’ and means nothing, be- 
ides being commonplace and RosurMaiMaish^'^ 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 12, 1814. 

“ I send you a few notes and trifling alterations, and an 
ddilionul motto from Gibbon, wliich you will find mngu- 
arly aj>pr(^friute. A ‘Gooil-natured Priend' tells me tliere 
K a most scurrilous attack on vs in the Antijacobin Rc- 
■iew, w'hich you liave ntU sent. Send it, as I am in tliat 
itate of languor which will derive benefit from getting into 
passion. Ever, &c.’' 


“ Oh — by-the-hy, 1 had nearly forgot. Tliere is a long 
Poem, an ‘Anti-Byron,’ coming out, to prove that I have 
formed a conspiracy to overthrow, by rhyvie^ all religion 
and government, and have alreacTy m*ade great progress ! 
I nol v/*ry scurrilous, hut .serious and etliereal. I never 
Trlt mysell important, till I saw and heard of my being such 
a little, Voltaire as to induce such a production. Murray 
woul<l not publish it, for which lie was a f m)1, and so 1 told 
him ; but some one else will, doubtless. ‘ Sornetliing too 
much of this.’ 

“ \ our French scheme is good, but let it be Italian ; all 
!v* "^**'~^*^*^ Let it be Rome, Milan, 

^ Naples, h’loreiice, Turin, Venice, or Switzerland, and 
tjjpad !’ (as Bayes saith,) I will connubiate and j<»iri you ; 
afin vve will write a new ‘Inferno’ in our Paradise. Pray, 
t link oi tliis^and 1 will really buy a wife and a ring, and 
»a^the ceremony, and settle near you in a summer-house 
t>lK)n the Amo, or the Poj or the Adriatic. 


LETTER CCXVII. 

TO MR. MOOBF.. 

“Albany, A[)nl 20, 1814. 

I am very glad to hear that you are to be transient from 
Mayfield so very soon, and was taken in by the first part 
>f your letter.f Indeed, for aught 1 know, you may bo 

* S<*i* PoAiiis, p. 178. . 

f 1 had iM-eun my letter in the followini? innnner:--“ Havr you «tH*n the 
tide to Napoleon Uuonaparte 1 »'i»pect ittojje either r it^geraW a 

• Itusa Matiida’a. Thoae rapid and masterly jiortraUa oj all the tyranU 

lal nrcced«?d Naiioteon have a vigour in them which would incline ine lO 
.y that Rosa M.itililn i» tin* fwi aoii — tint thm, on the other tiaiid. Unit 
iwerliil giaap ol hiylonr,” &c. Ac. Alter a liulu more of this rn.»ck 
inillel, the Inter wnit 8ii thus: I should like to know what y >u think 

the nittiMT ? Some frumds of mine here u?iU iiuiat that it la the work 
the aiilhof of Childe Harold, --hut then they are not so welt rMd m 
iiMcrald and lioan Matilda a.s I am; and, liesides, they aaem tulor^ 
at you prifinieH’d, aliout a rnootb or two Bfo, not to wrila any intjr* lOf 
S«noi*#lv,’' &c. Ac. 



LETTERS, 18H, 


7^5 

treating mo, as Slipslop says, with ^ ironing' even now'. I 
shall say nothing of the ^tock, which had nothing of hummr 
in it; as 1 am afit to take even a critic, and still more a 
friend, at his word, and never to doubt that I have been 
writing cursed nonsense if they say so. There was a men- 
tal reservation in my pact with the public, in belialf of 
(monyme» ; and, even had there not, the provocation was 
such as to make it physically impossible to pass over tliis 
damnable of)och of triumphant tameness. ’Tis a cursed 
business ; and, after all, 1 shall think liigher of rhyme and 
reason, and very humbly of your heroic jieople, till — Elba 
becomes a volcano, and sends him out again. 1 can't tlunk 
it all over yet. 

“ My departure for tlic Continent depends, in some mea- 
sure, on die incontinent. I have two country invitations 
at home, and don’t know what to say or do. In the mean 
time, 1 have bought a macaw and a parrot, and have got 
up my books ; and I box and fence daily, and go out very 
little. 

“At tills present writing, I^ouis the Gouty is wheeling in 
triumph into l^ccadilly, in all the pomp and rabblenumt of 
royalty. I had an offer of scats to see them pass ; but, as 
I have seen a sultan going to inos(|uc, and been at hLs 
reception of an ambassador, the mcjst (Christian King ‘hath 
no attractions for me — tiiough in some coining year of 
the Hegira, I should not dislike to see tlie pla(;e where he 
hofi reigned, shortly after tlie second revolution, and a 
happy sovereignty of two months, the last six weeks being 
civil war. 

“ Pray write, and deem me ever, &c.” 


LETTER CCXVm. 

TO MK, MTtRRAY. 

“April 21, 1814. 

“Many tlionka with Uie letters which I return. You 
know I am a jacobin, and could not wimr wliite, nor sec iho 
uistallatiim of Louis the Gouty. 

“ 'I'his i.s sad news, and very hard ujion the sufferers at 
any, but mor(^ at muJi a time — I moan the Bayonne sortie. 

“ You should urge Moore to come out. 

“ P. S. 1 want Mortri to purchase for g(M>d and all. 1 
have a Bayle, but want Mf»reri t<Kj. 

“ P. S. Perry hath a picc<‘. of compliment to-day ; hut I 
think tlie name might have been as well omitted. No 
matter ; they can hut throw the old story of inconsistency 
in my toctli — ^Icf them, — I moan as t(> not publishing. How- 
ever, naw I will keep iny word. Nothing hut tlie occasion, 
which was j)hysicaUy irresistible, iiuwle me swerve ; and 1 
thought an anxmyme within my jjnet with tlie public. It is 
the only thing 1 have or sliall set about.” 


LETTER CCXIX. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“April 25, 1814. 

• Let Mr. Giflbrd liavt< the letter and return it at his loi- 
Bure. T would have offered it, had 1 thought tJiat he liked 
things of tlie kind. 

“ I>o you want the last page inxmedialdy ? I have doubt 
the lines being worth printing ; at any rate, I mixst see Uiein 
again and alter some passages, b<?fore they go forth in any 
shape into the ocean ot' circulation a very conceited 
phrase, by-the-by : well then t ij ft lili ic / of ])ublication will do. 

“‘lam not i’ die vein,’ or f'wW knoik df a stanza or 
three for the Ode, that miglit answer tlie purpose better. 
At all event.s, I must see tlie lines again firsts as there be 
two I have alu^red in my mind’s manuscript already. Has 
any one seen and jislg^id of them ? that is tlie criterion by 
wliicli I will al)idt>— only giv-c me a fair report, and ‘ nothing 
extenuate,’ os 1 will in tliat case do sometliing else. 

“ Ever, &c. 


LETTER eeXX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 26, 1814. 

I have been thinking that it might be as well to publish 
no more of tlie Ode separdlcly, but incorporate it with jiny 
of tlic other things, and include the smaUcr Poem too (in 
that case) — which I must previously correct, neverllicless. 
I can't, for the head of me, add a line w'orth scribbling ; my 
‘vein’ is quite gone, and my present occupalions are of the 
gymnastic order — boxing and fencing — and my priiicipal 
wxiversation is witli my macaw and Bayle. 1 want iiiy 
Moreri, and I want Atlienaius. 

“P. S. I hojie you sent back that poetical packet to the 
address whkdi I forw'ardeil to you on Sunday : if not, pra^J 
do ; or 1 shall have the author screaming after liis Epic^.” 


LETTER CCXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 26, 1814. 

“ I have no gijc.ss at your author, — ^bul it is a uo]>]t‘ Poeni,+ 
and worth a thousand Odes of any body’s. 1 suppose I may 
keep this copy; — after reading it, 1 really regret having 
wriiten iny own. 1 say this very sincerity, albeit unused to 
think humbly i>f myself, 

* 1 don’t like tlie additional stanzas al ally and th(?y had 
better be left out. The fa(‘t is, 1 can’t do any thing t am 
asked to do, however gladly I vmukl ; and at the end of a 
week my interest in a coni}>osition goes off. .This will 
account to you for rny doing no bett<*r for your ‘Suunp 
Duty’ Postscript. 

“The 8. R. is very civil — ^Imt what do Uiey mean by 
Childi: Harold resernhling Marmion? and the next two, 
Giaour ami Bridr*, ?u)t resembling Sc'otl ? 1 eerlainly never 
intended t<» <;opy him ; but, if there be any c<»}>yisrn, it must 
be in the two Poems, where tli(‘ same versilieation is 
adopt'd. However, they e.veTvipt the (’orsair from all 
resemblance to any thing, — though I rallier wonder at his 
escape, 

“ If ever I did any thing original, it was in Cliilde Harold, 
which / prefer to the other things always, afu^r the fir.st 
we<“k. Yesterday 1 re-read English Bards; — ^bating ibe 
mnlice, it is the best. “ Ever, &c.” 


LETTICR CCXXH. 

TO MU. MURHAV. 

“2, Albany, April 29,1814. 

“pear sir, 

“ I enclose a draft for the monc'y ; when paid, senri the 
copyright. 1 release you from the tliousand pounds agri ed 
on for the Giaour and Bride, and there ’s an end. 

“ If any accident occurs to me, you n\ iy do tlien as you 
please; but, with the exception of two copies of each f(»r 
yourself only, I expect and request that tlie atlvertisemeiits 
be withdrawn, and die romaluing eopies of a// dest roy ed 
and any expense so incurred, 1 w-ill be glad to defray.f 

“For all this, if might be as w'eil to assign some reipon. 
I have none to give, except my own caprice, and I do n<*t 
considcT the circumstance of consequence e-nough to require 
e.xplanation. 

“ In course, I need hardly assure you dial they never 
shall be published with my consent, directly or indirocdy,hy 
any other pers<.)n whatsm'ver, — that I am perfectly satislieu, 
and have every reas'in so to be, W'ith your conduct in all 
transactit.>ns between us as piiblislie.r and auduir. 

“ It will give me great pleasure to preserve your acquaint- 

• ‘‘ DMonttiMirtr,’' by Mr. StraUunI C'lninins. 

t He tirtd, at thia tiinr, forrnrtl a reHohtuon of piirrh»)t'.ii(t |>ack the whf>!r 
of bia {WHt cDpyri^hU, uml mipiin asioj? pveiy jiuge uud li«»e lie hatl evo 


I wont Moreri and an 



anrtJ, aiwJ to consider you as my frit^nd. Believe me ven 
tfidy, and for much aticntion, 

“Your obliged and very obodioiit servant, 

“jiYKON. 

«P. S. T do not thijik that. I have ovonlrawn at Hatn- 
merslt'v’s ; but if tluU be the case, I can draw fijr the supertlu? 
on lloares’. The draft is 51. short, but tliat I A\ill make up 
On payment — not before— j cturn Liio copyright papers.” 


I to you to rt'cornnK'nd to them to go for half an hour, if only 
t<i see llie ihinl ael — tlioy V\ill not easily ljav<i another op- 
portunity. ^^'e — at least, 1 — cannot be tiiere, so tlicre will 
ho no one in the way. Will you give or send it to tliem? 
it will come with a better grace from you than me. 

“I arn in no good i)light, but will dine at * *’a with you, 
if I can. There is music and Covent-g. — WiD you go, at 
all ewents, to my box there afterward, to see a cidbiit of^ 
young 16j* in tlie ‘Child of Nature?’” 


LETTER CCXXIII. 

TO MK. MUIIK/VV. 

“May 1, 1814. 

“dear sir, 

* If your [)resent note is serious, o.nd it really would be 
'iiiconveuieut, tluirc is an cud of Uui mutter: tear iny draft, 
and go oij as usual: in that case, vve will re<air to our Ibriner 
llasfs. That / was p<*rfoctly wriuws, in wishing to suppress 
all future puhiication, is true ; but (‘ertaiuly not to mlerfbre 
with the cotivenienee, of otliers, and more particularly your 
ow 11 . Some day, 1 will tell you the reason of this ajiparently 
strange ri'solution. At prcjsent, it may 1x5 enough to say 
that 1 recall it at your suggestion: and as it appears to have 
annoyed yon, I lose no time in sa} iiig .so. 

“lours, truly, “B.” 

NOTE TO Mil. MOOIIF. 


I NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“Sunday matin. 

“Was not lago perfection ? particularly tlie last look. I 
was c/oftf to him (in tlic* orchestra,) and never saw an Eng- 
lisJi countenance half so expressive. I am acquainted with 
iu> m/matcrial sensuality so delightful as good acting ; and, 
as it is titling there should be g(H>d plays, now and tlien, 
K‘sides Shakspeare’s, I wish you or Campbell would w’rite 
•m* : the rest of ‘ us j'outh’ have not lieart enough. 

“Vlui ^^ere, cut up in tlie Charn[»ion — i.s it not so? this 
lay, so am I — cv(‘u to shocking tlie editor. The critic 
.vriies \\(‘)!; and as, at present, poe.sy Is not my passion 
iredumiiianl, and iny snake of Aarcui has swallowed up all 
he olhi.T serpciif.s, J don’t feel fractious. 1 send you tlie 
iuper, whicli I mean to talie in for iJic future. Wc go to 
M.’.s togctlier. Perhaps I shall see you before, but don’t ItJl 
tiio hare you, now, ii</r ever. 

“ Ever, as now, truly and alleclionately, &c.” 


“May 4, 1814. 

“I.ast night we supp’d at K fc’s hoani, itc. 

+ * + -4! Jf: + 

“I wish pi'Ofile would not .shirk l hcliv/i/iwcn'? — ought ii not 
to have b(*.en a dinner / — and that, d — d anrlxivv saixKvich! 

“ Tliat plaguy voice of yours iiuide me senlmiental, and 
almost fall in love AAith a girl \\ho was n'romnn ndiiig her- 
seJt'dmiiig your hating music. .1 »nt the .s<nig is 

p;!"!, wild my passion can wail, till tlx* jnirrlh-hi more liar- 
nioiiious. 

“Do you go to Lady .fc'rst'y’-? tc^-iiiohl ! It is a large 
l<arty, and you woiTl be bored iiilo ‘sofu ning rocls,’ and all 
tliaf. (nliello IS (fr-morrow and Salurduy too. Whu lidav 
shall we go '/ When sliali J sco you f jf you rail, let il be 
after llirec and as near lour a.s you please. Ever, &c. 

NOTE TO Mil, MOORE. 

“May 4, 1814. 

“ DEAR TOM, 

“Tliou hast asked me fvir a song, and 1 cnclost) you an 
exjicriinrnt, wlddi lias cost me souietJiing more than Irouhlej 
and is, therefore, less likely to !«• worlli y<»ur taking any in i 
your proposed setting.* Now, if it be .so, throw it into th<‘ I 
lire without jjArojse. 

“Evcryouri^ “Bvron.” 

# 

“ I N|icak not, I trace u<>l, I breathe not thy name, &c.’* 


NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 5, 1814. 

' “ J'>o you go to I.ady Cahir’s this even ? If you do — and 

I vheuevi r vvi- are hound to the same. foUie.s— let us embark 
' i\ the same ‘ Siiippe of h’ooles.’ I have Ix'cn up till five, and 
up at nine; and fi'ej heavy with only winking for the Iasi 
1 tliriM' or four mglils. 

I l»*st my party and place at supper, trying to keep out 
ol'the way <»1‘ * * *. I would have gone away altogether, 
l.oi lliut wouM have appear<Hi a worse aflertaluin than 
I’oilx r. Voii arc of coiirst' engaged to dinner, or w’e may 
g'Mjtiielly together lo my box at ( 'ovei it -garth m, and afier- 
wtiol to ilii.s ussemblugc'. Wliy du) ytiu go away so soon? 

“ Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. Oui^ht nut H * rt‘'s siqiper to liavc been a 
thnner? Juck.son is here, and 1 must fatigue myself into 
.s] lints.” 

NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 18, 1814. 

“Thank.s — and piuiclualily. irhut lias passed at * * * * 
House? I .siipjjo.se tliat J am lo know, and ‘ fiars fui’of Uie 
coiifenuice. 1 regrt‘1 that your + + will detain you so 
late, lull 1 sujjjiose you will hv. at l.ady Jersey’s. 1 am 
going earlier wit h J lobliouse. You recAjUect Liiat to-morrow 
we sup and see Kean. 

“P. »8. 2\t)o to-morroNV is the hour of pugilism.” 


NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

‘ Will you and Rogers come ,t.o%iy btxv at Covent, then ? 
1 ijiall be there, and none else — or I wtm’t he there, if you 
•tn uhi winikl like to go witluxit rno. You will not get so 
};*xkI u jilaee hustling among tlic jjul»hcan lyoxtra, with 
damimble iijiprenlices (six let-t liigli) on a hack row. Will 
ytui hotli oblige me. and come — or one — or neilht r — or, what 
)o(i will? 

P. S. An’ you wdll, T will call for you at half past six, or 
time of your own dial.” 

, NOTE TO MR. MOORE. 

have gotten a Ixix fi>r DihclltJ bwiight, and send the 
beket for yrmr frierKls tlie U — fe’s. 1 seriously recommend 


LETTER CCXXIV. 

TO MU. MOORE. 

“May 23, 1814. 

must .send you tlir. Java government gazette of July 3, 
1811^ ju.st .sent to me by Murray. Only think r/ tnir (for it 
is you and I) setting paper warriors in array in the IiKiian 
seas. Does not tliis sound like fame — sometliiug almost 
like jjoshriiii ? 1 1 i.s si imotl iing to have scribblers si|uabbling 
about us oOUO miles off, w liiJe w e arc agreeing so well at 
home. Bring it with you in your pocket ; it vviB make you 
laugii,as it balli me. 

* * Ever yours, “ B. 

“P. S. Oh, the anecdote ! * * * *.* 


• Sec j(. 4S0. 

10 
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LETTER CCXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 31, 1814. 

® As I shall probably not seo yoii here to-day, I write to 
request that if not inconvenient to y<Mjrself, you will stay 
in town till Staidm/ ; if not to gratify me, yet to please a 
great many others, who will be very sorry to lose you. As 
for myself, I can only repeat tliat I wish you would either 
remain a long time with us, or not come at all ; for these 
snatches of society make the subsequent separations bitterer 
than ever. 

“I believe you think tliat I have not been quite fair wdth 
that Alpha and Omega of beauty, See. with whom you would 
willingly have united me. But if you consider what her 
sister said on the subject, you will less wonder thatrny pride 
should have taken the alarm; particularly as nothing but 
the every-day flirtation of every-day people ever occurred 
between your heroine and myself. Had I-ady * ♦ appeared 
to wish it, or even not to oppose it, I would have gone on, 
and very possibly married (that is, if the other liad been 
equally accordant) with the same indifference which has 
frozen over the ‘Black Sea* ofahiKist all my passions. It is 
that very indifference which makes me so uncertain and 
apparently capricious. It is not eagerness of new pursuits, 
but that nothing impresses me sufficiently to^,* neither do 
'j: feel disgusted, but simply indifferent to almost all excite- 
ments. The proof of this is, that obstacles, the slightest 
even, stop me. This can hardly be tiniiditi/j for I have done 
some impudent tilings too, in iny time ; and in aliiuist all 
cases, opjMXsition is a stimulus. In mine, it is not ; if a straw 
W'ero in my way, 1 could not. stoop to pick it up. 

“ I have sent this long tirade, becuiisc I would not have 
you suppose tliat 1 liave been frj/Zing designedly with you 
or otliers. If you think so, hi the name of St. Hubert (tla 
patron of antlers and hunters) let me be married out of hand 
-I don’t care to whom, so tliat it amuses any body eLsi 
and don’t interfere with mo much in the daytime. 

«Evcr,&c.’’ 


LETTER CCXXVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“June 14,1814. 

* I could be very sentimental now, but I won’t. Tlie trull 
is, that I have been all my life trying to harden my heart, 
and have not yet quite succeeded — though there arc grea 
hoiKSfi— and you do not know how it. sunk with your depar 
turo. A/Vhal adds to my regret is having seen so little of 
you during your stay hi this crowded desert where one 
ouglit to bo able to bear thirst like a camel, — ^tlie sjirings are 
80 few, and most of tlieni so muddy. 

“The newspapers will tell you all that is to be told of 
emperors, &c. They have dined, and sujiped, and show 
tlieir flat faces in all thoroughfiires, and several saloont 
Their uniforms are very b«5Coining, but rather short in th 
skirts ; and their conversation is a catechism, for which anc 
the answers I refer you to those who have heard it. 

“I tliink of leaving town for Newsteoil scKin. If so,T shnl 
not be remote from your reces.s, and (unless Mrs. M. detains 
you at home over the caudle-cup and a new cradle,) we wi' 

meet. You shall come to me, or I to you, as you like it ; 

but metst we will. An hivitathm from Aston has reached 
me, but T do not think I shall go. I have also heard of 
* * *— I should like to sec her again, for I have not mei 
her for yoare; and though ‘tlie light that ne’er can shim 
again^ is set, I do not know tliat ‘one dear smile like those 
of old* might not make me for a moment forget the ‘dubies® 
of* life’s stream.* 

“lam going to R * to-night— to qne of those suppers 
^•’bich ^oughi to be dinners.* I have hardly seen her, and 
iwver Aim, since you sot out. I told you, you were the last 

hnk of that chain. As for ♦♦ wo have not syllabled on- 


^another’s names since. The post will not permit me to 
tontinue iny scrawl. More anon. 

“ Ever, dear Moore, &c, 

“P. S. Keep the Journal, I care not what becomes of 
r, anti if it has amused you, I am glad that I kejR it. ‘ Lara’ 
s finislietl, and I am copying him for my iliird vol,’'now 
:oUecting ; but no separate publication.” 


NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ June 14, 1814. 

“ I return your packet of tliis morning. Have you heard 
liat Bertrand has returned to Paris with the account of 
'I apoleon’s having lost his senses? It is a report; but, if 
-ue, I must, like Mr. Fitzgerald and Jeremiaii, (of lament- 
,ble memory,) lay claim to prophecy ; that is to say, of saying 
bat he 07eg/tt to go out of his senses, in die penultimate 
itaiizaof a certain Ode^ — the which, having lieen pronoun 9 cd 
ommse by several profound critics, has a still furtlicr pre- 
3iision, by its unintclligibility, to inspiration. 

“Ever, &c.” 


LETTER CCXXVIL 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“June 19, 1814. 

“I am always obliged to trouble you with my awkward- 
lesses, and now 1 have a fresh one. Mr. W,* called on me 
3veral times, and I have missed tJir honour of making his 
equaintance, which I regret, but which yw/, w’ho know my 
esultory and uncertain habits, will not wonder at, and will, 
am sure, attribute to any thing but a wish to offend a 
person who luis shown me much kindness, and possesses 
character and talents entitled to general respect. My 
mornings are late, and passed in fencing and boxing, and a 
ariety of most unpoetical exercises, very wholesome, &c.; 
>ul would be very disagreeable to iny friends, whom I am 
obliged to exclude during their operation. 1 never go out 
till ffic evening, and 1 have not been fortunate enough to 
meet Mr. W. at Lord Lansdowiic’s or Lord Jersey’s, where 
1 bad hoped to pay liim my respects. 

“ 1 would have written to him, but a few words from you 
.ill go furtlier than all tlie apologctical sesquipedalilies I 
ould muster on tlie occasion. It is only to say that, without 
itending it, I contrive to behave very ill to every bexly, and 
am very sorry for it. 

“Ever, dear R. &c.” 

The following undated notes to Mr. Rogers were written 
about this time. 

“Sunday. 

“Your non-attendance at Coriime’s is very ajmpos^ as I 
was on the eve of sending you an excuse. 1 do not feel 
well enough to go there tliis evening, and have been obliged 
to despatcii an a|)ology. 1 believe I need not add one fiir not 
accepting Mr. Sheridan’s invitati(»n on W^'ilne.sday, v\ hirli 
1 fancy both you and I understood in tlie same sense ; — 
with him the saying of Mirabeau, that ‘M.wd 5 are things'^ is 
not to be taken literally. « Ever, &,c. 

“I will call for you at a'quartcr before sewn, if that will 
suit you. I return you Sir I'roteusjf and shall merely ad)’ 
in return, as Johnson said ofj and to, somebody or other 
Are we alive after all tliis censure?’ 

“ Believe me, &:c.” 

“ Tuesday. 

“ Sheridan was yesterday, at first, too sober to remembe» 
your invitation, but in ffie dregs of the third bottle he fished 
up his memory. The Stael out-talked Wlutbrcad, wa» 
ironed by Sheridan, confounded Sir Humphrey, and utterly, 
perplexed your slave. The rest (great names in the reo 

• Mr. Wranjtham. 

t A pamphlet , in which all the wr item of the day 'S attackK). 
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bot)k, nevcrtJiehss) were mere segments of the circle 
Ma’mselle danced a Russ sarabaiid with ^reat vigour 
grace, and exjircssion. “ Rv'er, &c. 

KOTE TO MU. MUUK.Vr. 

• “June 21, 1814. 

“ I suppose ‘liara’ is gone to the devil, — which is no great 
mutter, only let me know, that I muy bo saved the trouble 
of copying the rest, arid put tJie first part into (he fire. I 
rc.'illv have no anxitity about it, and siiall not be sorry to 
be saved the copying, which goes on very slowly, and may 
prove to you tliat you may .'gacoft out^-or I should be less 
sluggish.' “ Vours, &c.” 


LETTER CCXXVni. 

TO MU. jaOGEKS. 

. . ^ Juno 27,1814. 

• Yoti could not have made me a more acceptable pre- 
sent than Jactjueline, — she is all grac.i , and soflneas, and 
poetry; there, is so much of the last, that we do not feel the 
want of story, which is simjile, yet enough. 1 wonder tliat 
yoji do not ofieuer uirbend to more of the same kind. 1 j 
have some sympathy with the Rofier affections, thongh very 
littl*' iii ruf! way, and no one can depict them sf) truly anil 
siicecssfully as yourself. 1 havti half a mind to jmy you in 
kiiul, or ratlier unkind, for I ha.v(‘ just ‘ sujipiMl fiiil of horror 
in two Cantiis i/f diirkncss and dismay. 

“Do you go to l^orrl Essex’s to-iiighJ ? if so, will you let 
tnc call for you at your tivvn hour ? 1 dined with Holland- 
h(msc yesterday at Li^rd ( /Owp<‘r’s ; my lady very gracious, 
which she can be more than any one when she fikcs. 1 
was not sijrry to see them again, for I forget that tliey 
havii boon Vijry kind to me. 

** Ever yours most truly, “ Bn. 

“P. S. Is there any cliance or possibility of making it 
iij) with Lortl Carlisle, as I feci disposed to do any thing 
reasonable or unreasonable to effect it ? I would before, 
but for thc! ‘ Courier,’ and the possible misconstructions at 
sJich a time. Perpend, pronounce.” 


or kept you in humeur. Never mind — it is hardly worth 
while. 

7’his day have I received information from my man of 
law of thc nan — and never likely to be ? — performance of 
jUirchase**^ by Mr.C laugh ton, of iVwpccuniary memory. Ho 
lon’l know what to do, or when to pay ; and so all my hopes 
trid worldly projects anil prosfiects arc gone to the devil. 
He (the purchaser, and thc devil too, for aught I care) and 
' , and my legal advist*rs, are to meet to-morrow’, — ^iho said 
'Urchaser having first taken special care to inquire ‘ whe- 
hcr I would meet him wiUi temper?* — Certainly. Tho 
fuestion is tliis — I shall either have tlie estate back, which 
s as good as ruin, or I shall go on with him dawdling, 
which is rather worse. 1 have brought my pigs to aMus- 
miman market. If 1 had but a wife now, and children, 
>f whose paternity I entertained doubts, 1 should be hap- 
jy, or rather fortunate, as Candido or Scarmentado. In 
he mean time, if you don’t come and see me, I shall think 
I hat Sam’s bank is broke too ; and that you, having assets 
here, are despairing of more tlian a piastre in the pound 
lor your dividend. ‘ ‘ Ever, &c.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“July 11, 1814. 

“ You shall have one of the pictures. I wish you to senjj 
he prod* of ‘Lara’ to Mr. Moore, 33, Bury-street, to-nigm, 
X 3 he leaves l,own to-morrow, and wishes to sec it before ho 
goes ; and 1 am also willing to have tlie benefit of his re- 
marks. “ Y ours, &C.” 

NOTE TO MR. MURRAY. 

“July 18, 1814. 

“ I tlfmk 7/m/ will be satisfied even to repletion with our 
northern fricnd.s,| and 1 won’t deprive you longer of what I 
think will give you pleasure: for my own part, my modesty 
Dr my vanity must be silent. 

“P. S. If you could spare it for an hour in thc evening, I 
wish you to send it up to Mrs. Leigh, your neighbour, at the 
London Hotel, Albemarle-strect.” 


LETTER CC^XXIX. 

TO MR.. MOORE. 

“July 8, 1814. 

“Irotunicd to town last night, and had some hopes of 
seeing you to-day, and would have called, — but 1 have been 
(llioiiglj in exceeding distempered good health) a littlt? bead- 
iehy with ficc? living, a.s it is called, and am now at the 
Ireczing point of n'turuing soberness. Of crourse, 1 should 
be sorry that our parallel lines did not deviate into inter- 
f'< f*!ion before you return to the country, — after lluit same 
nonsuit whereof the papers have ti4d us, — but, as you must 
be rnneli occui^*.d, 1 won’t bo affronted, should your time 
atiil busini'ss imlitate against our meeting. 

“ RogtTs and 1 have almost coalesced into a joint invasion 
of i}i<> public. Whether it will lake place or not, I do not 
yet know, and 1 am afraid Jacqueline (which is very boau- 
(jful) will be in bad company.* But, in Uiis ca.se, tlie lady 
^ ♦ill not be the sufferer. 

‘‘lam going to thc sea, and then to Scotland; and I have 
been doing iiotliing, — that is, no good, — and am very truly, 


LETTER CCXXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

• “I su])pose, by your non-appearance, tliat the philosophy 
^my note, and the previous ^ence of the writer, have put 

"■ ir iti Yoluax Mr. Rngart, both apreurcd in thc 


LETTER CCXXXL 

'TO MR- MURRAY. 

“July 23, 1814. 

“lam sorry to say that thc print J is by no means ap- 
proved of by those who have s<*en it, ivho are pretty con- 
versant with tlie original, as w ell as thi? picture from whence 
it Ls taken. I rather suspect that it is from the co^yy and not 
the Civhifnird |>ortrail,and in this dilenima would reconunond 
a suspension, if not an abmidoinneiit of the prrjixion to tJia 
volumes which you j)urposc inflicting upon tlie public. 

With regard to Imth don’t hi? in any hurry. I have not 
yet madii up my mind on the subject, nor know what to tliink 
or do till 1 hear from you ; and Mr. Moore appeared to nio 
111 a similar stale of indctcrininaiion. I do not know that it 
may not be belter to reserve it for the aiiire publication you 
proposed, and not adventure in hardy singleness, or even 
backed by the, fairy Jacqueline. 1 have been seized with 
all kinds of doubts, &c. &c. since T left London. 

I^ray let me liear from you, and believe me, &c.” 


LETTER CCXXXIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“July 24, 181f 

“The minority mu.st, in this case, carry it, so pray lot it be 
so, for I don’t rare sixjience for any of the opinions you 
mention, on such a subject ; and Phillips must be a dunce to 
• ■ — ■ 

• PuirhaRP of NewBtcRil Abbey. See Letter 141. 

1 He here refer* to an article in the number ot the Er^raireh ReTiCV 
taat then pnbliahed, (No. 45.) i>n the Uorsair and Bride of Abyoo*. 

J An rngmvins by Afitur from Phillip*’* portrait of him. 
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a^e with them. For my own pin t, I have no ohj«ietioTi nt 
all; but Mrs. Leigh and my oousim iruist he heller judges 
of the likeness than others ; and they hale it ; and so 1 w.m't 
liavc it at all. 

“Mr. Hobhousc Is right as for liis rondusitm; but f deny 
the premises. The name only Ls Spanish ;* tlie country is 
not Spain, but the Morea. 

“Waverley is the best and most intt^restlng novel I have 
redde innce~-I don*t know when. I like it as miudi as 1 
and * *, and * *, and all the feminine trash of the 
last four months. Besides, it is all easy to me, I have, been 
b) Scotland so much, (though then young enough too,) and 
feel at home with tlie people, Tiravlarul and CJaol. 

“A note will correct what Mr. Hohhowsi* tlarik.s* an error, 
(about the feudal system in Spain;) it is w>/ Spain. It lie 
puts a few words of prose any where, il will set all right. 

“1 have boon orderwl to town to vole. I .shall dis<jhey. 
There is no good in so much prating, since. ‘«u*.rtain i«isues 
strokes should arbitrate.’ If you have any thing to say, h‘t 
me hear from you. “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCXXXJII. 

TO MK. MCnUAy. 

^ “Aiig.3,1814. 

“It is certainly a little extraordinary that, you have not 
sent the Edinburgh Review, as I r(^qiu'st,e<l, and hoped it 
Would ifv»t renpiire a note a day to romuKl you. 1 s<'(‘ ufJvn- 
hsfiwcnt'j of Lara and .laetmeline ; pray, ?/•% / when 1 r<*- 
quested you to poslpon<‘ publication till my return to town. 

“I hnvt; a most armisuig «?pistlc from the- ICttriek hard — 
Hogg; in which, spejiking of hi.s bookseller, whom lie tleri-i- 
ininate.s the 'shahlike-sf of tlie Irmle for not ‘lifiing his hills/ 
lie adds, in so many words, ‘ Cl — d d — ii liiin and lliem both.’ 
This is a pretty prelude to asking you to a<lopt liiin (the said 
Hogg ;) but this he wishes ; and if you please., you and 1 will 
talk it over. He has a poem ready flir (In; press, (and your 
bills too, if ‘Zf/lable,’) and bestows some boiuidietions on 
Mr. Moore ff>r his abduction of Lara from the fortlicomiug 
Miscellany. 

“P. S. Smeerely, T think Mr. Hogg would suit you very 
well; and surely he is a man of great powers, nod deserving 
of cneourage, merit. 1 must knockout a tab* for h.iiu, and 
you .slioiild at all events C(>iriider Ix'lore you i. jeei his .-.uii, 
Scott is gone to the Orkneys in a gale »»r wind, and Hogg 
says tJiat, during the said gale, ‘he is sure lliat S<*o{i is. not 
quite at his easi', to say the best of it.’ Ahl I wi'^’h these 
home-keeping bards could taste a Mediterrnneau w'hit<' 
squall, or the Gut in a gale of wind, or even the Hay of 
Biscay with no wind at all.” 

LETTER COXXXIV. 

TO MH. MOOHE. 

“HastiiigfN Aug. \ L9M, 

“By the time this reaches your dwcdliug, I shall ((,\>d 
wot) be in town again probably. I have h«‘re been re- 
newing my acquaintance with my old friend < )eeau ; and I 
find his bosom as pleasant a pillow for au hour in the morn- 
ing as his daughters of Paphos could he in llic twilight. 
1 havt? been swimming and i^aliug lurhol^ anti sinuggliuLi 
neat brandies and silk handkerehiefs, — ami lisu-ning to 
iny friend Hodgson’s raptures about a jiretty wifc-cU.,;i 
of his, — and walking on cUtl's, ami tuiuhling down lulls, 
and making the most of die ‘ tlolei* farnienle’ for the last 
fortnight. 1 met a sou of Lord wh«) savs h< 

has been married a year, and is the ‘hapjuest of men ami 
I have met tlie aforesaid II. who is also the ‘hapjdcst of 
men;’ so, it is worth wliile Inung her»', if only t vvitm-^s 
the superlative felicity of these foxes, who hav<* cut otf 
their tails, and would ])ersuade the Vest to part vvitli 
their bruslics to keep them in countenance. 


“It rcjoiceth me that you like ‘Lara.’ JoflVey is out 
with his forty-tifih rmriibc.r, whieli 1 suppose you have 
goi- He is tuily too kind tf> me, in riiy .share of it, and 1 
begin to faney myself a golden pheasant, upon the strength 
of the plumage wluTewith he hatli bedecked me. But 
then, ‘ surgit amari,’ &c. — the gentlemen of the Chanudori, 
and Perry, have got hold (1 know not liow) of the condo- 
latory address to Lady J. on the picture -abduction by oin 
RtJgent, and have published them — ^witli iny name, too, 
lack — without even asking leave, or inquiring whether 
.. no ! D — n their impudence, and d — every thing. It 
has put nio out of patience, and so I shall say no more 
about it.* 

^'on shall have Lara and .Tacquo (bol)i with some 
.•uliliuoiis) when out ; but I am still demurring and de- 
laying, and in a fuss, and so is Rogers in his way, 

“ J\’ew'stcad is to be mine again. Claughton fiirfeits 
twenty-five thousand pounds ; but tliat don’t prevent, me 
from bting very prettily ruined. I mean to bury my.Self 
there — and let my beard grow — and hate you all. 

“ Oh ! I liave had the most amusing letter from Hogg, 
the. Ettrick minstrel and shepherd. He wants me to 
j recommend him to Murray, and, Sficaking of liis pre.sent 
j hookselk'r, wliose ‘ bills’ art^ never ‘ lifted,’ he adds, totUkm 
rrrhis^ ‘G — J il — n liiin and them l>olh.’ 1 iauglied, and so 
would you loo, at the way hi which this extrication was 
introduced. I'hc said Hogg is a strange being, but of 
gn at, lliough lUK'oulh, jiovvers. I think very highly of him 
as a poet ; hut he, and half of tliese Scotch and I.ako 
trouhailours, are spoiled by living in little circles and petty 
soeielies. Loudon and the world is the only jilacc to take 
liic conceit oul of a man — in the milling phrase. Scott, 
lie said, is gone to the Orkneys in a gale of w'ind ; — during 
which wind, he allinn.s, llic said Scott, ‘ho is sure is not at 
hi;? < as<*, — to s;iy the hi‘.';l of it.’ Lord, Lor<l, if llies<* horno 
iie«*puig miustn’ls had crossed your Atlantic or niy Medi- 
terranean, and lasted a liule opmi boating in a wiiite 
sijuall — or a gale iuHho Gut’ — or the ‘Jiay of Biscay, 
vviilinogale at all — how it would enliven and introduce 
them to a few of the sen.salions I — to say nothing of an 
illieii amour or two ujion shore, in the way of essay upon 
the Pussion-s, heginning witii sinqile adultery, and com- 
pounding it as ihey went along. 

“ I have flirwardc^d your Jt tter to Murray, — by the way, 
you had addressed il lo JMilhr, Pray write to nu*, and -say 
wlial art ihou doing? ‘N<ft finished! — Ooiis! how is ihis ? 
— these ‘ flaws and starts’ must be ‘ aiitliorized by your 
grautlam,’ aiul are lieeomiug of any other author. I w;is 
sorry to hear of your discrepancy with ^ *s, or rather, 
your abjuration of agreement. I cUai’l want to be iniper- 
tiru'Tit, or bulllion on a serious subject, and am therefore at 
a lo.ss what lo say. 

“ I hojie nothing will induce you to abate from the proper 
[nieo of your |xjeni, as long as tlien' Is a jinjsjirjct of getting 
il. Fur inv own part, 7 have striousli/ and 7 iot 
(for lliat L not my way — at lea.st, it usi'd not lobe,) neither 
Isipes, nor pro: peels, and scarcely even w'i^ies. 1 am, in 
.some ro.speefs hapjw, hut not in a manner tliat canorouglit 
lo last,— hut enough of that. 7’h('. worst ofit is, 1 feel quite 
eiHTvatixl and inditfereiil^ T really do not know', if .lupiler 
were to offer me my choice of tlie contents of liis benevolent 
ea‘-k, \vh;it I wMulil pi<’k t>ut of it. If I was bom as thfe 
nurses say w'ith a ‘silver spoon in my mouth,’ it has stuek 
in my throat, and spoiled my palate so tliat nothing put into 
It is sNvidloued witli much relisli, — unle.ss it be raycnni 
.vevor, i liavo grlevanc(*s enougli to oeciipy m*‘ that wav 
too; hut for fi'.ir of ruMing to yours hv this pe.stileiit long 
(Imfrlhe, I (Histpone the reading them, sinr dir. Ever, dear 
M. yours, &e, 

‘‘ P. S. forget my jrodsou. 'Wai could not have 

fixed on a fitter jiorter for his sins tluui me, being ased 1<? 
(tarry tloublo without inconvenience.” * ♦ 


' Alluding to Luru. 


* See j), 'ISI. 
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LETTER CCXXXV. 

, TO Mli. MWKHAV. 

‘^i\ug.4, 1814. 

“Ts'iil havin:^ rowivi*<] thr ;uis\\«t lo iiiy lu-sf 

rhrf< Jeltcr.-s f the hook (the kusl. iiuiuhor of the hhlijH 
burf,'}! Rcvitn\) wiiich ihey rctjucslal, 1 firesunio that y«m 
wort; tlie uiiroifuiiaro person* who jM'rishcd in tin- paooda 
on MoikIuv last, jurI uiMress this rather to your e.veeniors 
(l.'iiM vour.scifj reeroUinjT that you sh«mki have had tJie. ill- 
luck lo he ilic .solo vietini on llial joyous occasion. 

‘‘ I iiiiff leave then lo inform liicse oenllemea (whiK'.vcr 
tliev mav he) iliat I am a lillhi snrjinscd at the previous 
neuieel iil the i(e<“east\l, aiul al.so ai ohs«-r\ui” an ati^niiAr- 
miMil of an approaching publication on Safunlay ncAt, 
ai'ainsl the which I jirotc-sted, and do prulest, llir the 
. present. 

‘‘Yours, (or theirs,) &,c. “13.’' 

LJilTTER CCXXXVl. 

TO MK. WlJKllAV. 

“Aiirr. r,. 1814. 

“ 'riic Edinhurfjli Revi('w is arrived — thanks. I «uiclose 
Mr. Jloldiouse’s letttr, from which you will perreive t)ii’ 
work you hav(‘ made. iTowt'ver, 1 have done ; you iiiusl 
.scud niy rhymes to the devil your own way. It seems 
also that the ‘faiihliil and spirited likeness’ is another of 
your puhlieatmns. I widi you joy <jf it ; hut it is in* like- 
ness— dial is tlie point. Seriously, ifl have delaved \onr 
jouniey to Scoiland. I arn sorry th.'il you e,arried Nour eom- 
plai'i.'inee so tar: jiarlii'ularlv as upon Irilli's you have a 
... . ummary mmhoi; — witnt'ss tlie irrammar of Hub 
house's ‘ hit of prose,’ which has put him andmeinlt>a lever. 

‘■Il():»e must translate his own wotxis; ^ lifting' Js a 
(jiiotalion iVotn his letter, toiretln-r svilli ‘U — dd — n,’ &(’, 
whieh I suppose rcipiire.s no translation. 

“ I was unaware of the C(»n(enrs of Mr. Moore’s letter; 

1 think your otfl r very hauds(»me, l)ut of that you ami he 
must judije.. If ho can get rnon*, you wmi’t woudm- that lie 
should accept it. 

‘‘Out wiiIi l.ara since it must lu'. I’lio tome looks 
preiiy ('nougli — on the outside. T shall he iii town next 
Week, and in tlie mean time wish you a pleasant journev. 

“ Yours, &e.” 

LETTER COXXXVII. 

'Jo 2MK. MOOIIK. 

‘ Aug. li>, ISM. 

^ I yvas ?jo/ alone, nor will he while I ean help it. Xew- 
sl'^ad i.s noi yef derirksl. <daughli»n to make a grand 
•'ill'll hy Saturday week t<i romplete,— It'not, he must give 
•ip tweui v-fivc thousand j'outids, and tlie esta1i% Viilh e\- 
|J''nsfs, ^ve. &(• It I resMiue the A hha'-y, you sludl have 
< Ue iiurieej aiuFa cell set a'part for your rr <-ej)tu»ri, with a 
pioti. weleoine. R.,eers I liuve no’l u.-en, hut l.arr-y and 
■ '*■' Lainj<. ^ ^ clloel, i know 

nutiung. * " 

* * + + + + 

» • fli‘*rc is soini'iliing very amusing in t^our being an 

aihurgh It e\ie\\er. Von know, f suppose, that, 'rhurke.v 

none of the plaeidest, and may f»ossihlv e,na< t srmie 
on h.-ing fold tiial he 1^ oiiiy a fool. J f, now, .le-llVey 
•I' to he slain on aceoimt of an article of vonr.s there 
"(III , Po coneliision. h’or my part, as IMis. Winifrerl 
• iiuiH says, ‘he h;is' rlone the handsotne tiling hv me,' 
E'l leularly ill Ins last, uumher; so, he is the best of men 
Ui!' * i'*' crifics, and I won’t have him killed, — 

V • dale, say many xvish lie were, fir being .so good- 
uiirnoured. > « ^ 

EeforeJ left Hastings, I got in a passion with an iiik- 

* ♦Nt'Ciiol,. lo tiu- Jput, fo.m Horace, 4-lS. 


hottk , wliich 1 Hung out of the window one night with a 
V'l'geaiiee. : — and what then? wh\', next morning I was 
li" (ilied hy sf^emg that it hari struck, sind .split upon, the 
p< oi<-,»jii of' ]':u(erp« ’s graven image in the garden, ;uid 
gM'i«‘,d her as if it were on jinrjiose.* Only think of my 
di '-re.sK, and tlie epigrants that iniglit be erigr'iidered on 
fli'- Aluse and licr rnisadv(’ntur<‘. 

" 1 liad an adveiiturr*, almost as rkliculous, at some privato 

l h. alricals m‘ar thmibridge — though of a diUcronl descrip- 

li. ii— siiitx- 1 .saw yon last. 1 tinarrelled with a man in the 
dc k for asking me who 1 wa.*:, (insolently enough, to be 
sure,) and followed him into the green-room (a siahle) in a 
ru-e, among a .set ol j ample I never saw b<fore. He turned 

j oiii to he a low' eome< (km, engaged to art with the amateurs, 
i.mdlo lie a civil-spoken man enough, when he found out 
th.ii iioflimg very i>leasfinf was to he g(it hy rn<lt!ne.s.s. But 
\ . 'll Would have been amnstaJ witji th<' row, and the dialogue, 
ai'd the dre.'S — (jr rather the, mulress— of the })arty, where 
I liad introduced mv.sdfin a devil of a luirry, and the a.sto- 
iiubmenl dial eu.'<u< d. ] had gone out of the tlieatro, ft)r 
coolness, Into the garden : there I had tnmhled over some 
dogs, ai,d, coming awa y from them in very i!l-hiimoiir, en- 
imler«‘d llie man in a worse, which pnxluced all this 
e )nfnsiori. 

“ Well — and why don’t you ‘launch ?’ — Now is your lime 
rile peo|)le are tolerably tir«'d with me, and not very much 
uainoureil of Wonksworth, who lias just spawned aipiarto 
of metaphysieal bi'ink ver.se, wliich is ijeverlheles.s only a 
part of' a poem. 

‘‘ A'lurray talks of divoreing 1 .arry and .Tacky — a had sign 
lor the an I hors, who, 1 suppose, will he divorced loo, and 
i.hrow file blame upon one anofJier. Seriou.s)y, 1 tlon’t care 
a < ignr about it, and I don’t .see wliy Sam .should. 

‘\Ta*i in«' hear from and of you and my godson. If a 
tiauglit<*r, the name will do (juile as w'ell. 

“ Ever, 

letti:r (K’xxxvnr. 

'JO MU. MOOKF. 

Aug. 13, 1814. 

“I wrote yesterday lo l\Ta\ field, and have just now eii- 
fratiked loiirleiier to ni.'imnia. Aly slay in town is .so im- 
e( rlain (not lat'-rthan ne\t w«'ek) that \our paeket.s {(►r die 
iiorili muN nut reach me; and as I know not t'.'iartly where 
I am goioi.' — however, Ntivutmtl is my most probable des- 
tination, and if you send your de'sjiatelK's hefiire Tuesday, | 
I can h a ward them to our new ally. Hut, after dial day, ‘ 
you had hetli'r not trust to their arri\al in lime. 

1' ^ has been <'.xiied from Pa^‘^, nn flit, for saying tho 
Bourbons were old women. 'I’he IJuurhoiis might have 
iieen content, 1 think, with reuirning the. compliment. * 

1. 

“1 told you all uhool .liuTiv and liarry yesferdav; — tliey 
are tw he. separated, — at h asl, so says the grand Alurray, 
aid 1 know im rnor«- (/ the inal.liT. .leflW'y has done me 
more liian ‘ jn^tiee;’ hut as to tragedy — nni ! — I have no 
time for lielmn at present. A man cannot paint a storm 
with die ve,s.sel under hare pole.s, on a lee shorn. When 1 
gel to land, I will try what i.s to he done, and, if I founder, 
tliore he plenty of mine ekliTS and hettors to console Mel- 
pomene. 

“ When at New ■leail. you must come over, if only flir a 
day — should Airs. Al. he c.rigeo/i/.r' of your presence. Tho 
place is worth se<-ing, asa ruin, and J ean as.surc you there 
tnis som»' full there, even in my lime; but thutis pasl. The 
ghosis, how'ever, ami the gothi»:s, and tho waters, and the 
dcsoluiion, make it very lively .‘^lill. 

“J^'iVer, dear Tom, yours, &c.* 

* 1 ’;k !..!.• : i^uclif I'im ni- .. l:irp,> Jur ofiiik, into which, not tup* 

(rfjsiii.; ! .■ I. !■! I ■ iiii 1 1 :» !l(>\vii ii» ihf vnj-y bnUenn, Eie 

(<n fiMiliDt; it conin «na ull smcnivd with ink, he lliJii|? thf» bottle out 
Ilf j 1 )«' VI iiidi'w intoihi* K.udcii, wIrit it lifjhied, ns here dc-srribed, ujiou 
HIM- lit I !;.■■■■• ’■ ■ ■: * .r! ’ 11 !■ i:ii, .irs-d. .■■111.' Mn.f i.i f.-’i", fimn 

IIiiU.viilI - . .-.e v:. ■ :ii!- 1. 1,!. 1. !.,.h:iid. '-.U.oii. 
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LETTER CCXXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

‘‘NewsUiad Abbey, Sept. 2, 1814. 

®I am obliged by what you have sent, but would rather 
not see any thing of the kind wo liuve had enough of 
these things already, good and bad, and next month you 
need not trouble yourself to collect even tlie higfier gene- 
••ationrron my accounL It gives me much pleasure to hear 
of Mr. Hobhouse’s and Mr. Mtirivale’s good entreatment 
by the journals you mention. 

**I still think Mr. Hogg and yourself might make out an 
alliance. Dodsley's was, I believe, the last decent thing of 
the kind, and Ids had great success in its day, and lasted 
several years ; but then he had the double advantage of 
editing and publishing. The Spleen, and several of Gray's 
odes, mucli of Shmstone, and many others of good repute, 
made their first appearance in his collection. Now, witli 
the support t/ Scott, Wordsworth, Southey, &c. I see little 
reason why you should not do as well ; and if once fairly 
established, you would have assistance from the youngsters, 
1 dare say. Stratford Canning (whose ‘ Huonapartc’ is 
excellent,) and many others, and Moore, and Hobhouse, 
and I, woukl try a fall now and then (if permit te<i,) and you 
might coax (Campbell, too, into it. Hy-the-by, fui has an 
unpublished (though printed) poem on a scene in Germany 
f^varia, I tliink,) which 1 saw last y<iar, that is perfectly 
magnificent, and equal to himself. 1 wonder he don’t pul> 
Ush it. 

•Oh!— <lo you recollect S * the engraver’s, mad Icjtter 
about not engraving Phillips’s picture of Lord Folty ? (as 
be blundered it Q well, 1 have traced it, T think. It seems, 
by the payjers, a preacher of .Tohanna Southcote’s is named 
FoUy; and 1 can noway at^couni for ihe said S ♦ *’s con- 
fiision of words and ideas, luit by that <jf his head’s running 
on Johanna and her apostles. It was a mercy he did not 
say Lord Tozer. You know, of cours(', that S * is a 
believer in Uiis now (old) virgin ofspiiitual impregnation. 

long to know what she will f»rodiice: her being with 
cliild at sixty-five is indeed a miracle, but her getting any 
one to beget it, a greater. 

“ If you were nut going to Paris or Scotland, I could send 
you some game : if you remain, let me know. 

“P. S. A word or two of ‘Lara,’ which your enclosure 
brings before me. It is of no great promise separately ; 
but, as connected with the other talcs, it will do very well 
for the volumes you mean to jjublish. 1 would recommend 
this arrangement — Childe Harold, the smaller I’ocms, 
Giaour, Bride, C^orsair, Lara; tlic bust completes the .series, 
and its very likeness renders it necessary to the otliers. 
Cawthorne writes that they arc publishing English .Bards 
in Jrekoul : pray inquire into this ; because it must be 
stopped.” 

LETTER CCJXL. 

TO MU. MURRAY. 

“Newstcad Abbey, Sept. 7, 1814. 

”I should diink Mr. Hogg, for his own sake as well as 
yours, w'ould be ‘ critical’ as lago himself in his editorial 
capacity ; and that such a publication would unaw'er his 
purpose, and yours too, with tolerable management. Y^ou 


“ Pray, who corrects the press of your volumes ? 1 hope 
The Corsair’ is printed from tlie copy 1 corrected with the 
additional lines in Uie first Canto, and some notes from Sis- 
mondi and Lavater, wliich 1 gave you to add thereto. The 
arrangement is very well. 

•My cursed peoy)lc have not sent my papers since Sun- 
day, and 1 have lost Johanna’s divorce from Jupiter. Who 
hath gotten her witli prophet ? Is it Sharpe ? and how ? 
♦ ♦ + * + ♦ 

I should like to buy one of her seals: if salvation can be 
had at half a guinea a head, the landlord of the Crown and 
Anchor should be ashamed of himself for charging double 
for tickets to a mere terrestrial banquet. 1 am afraid, se- 
riously, that those matters will lend a sad handle to your 
profane scoffers, and give a loose to much damnable laugh- 
ter. 

“I have not seen Hunt’s Sonnets nor Descent of Liberty: 
he has cho.scn a pretty place wherein to compose the last. 
Let me hear from you before you embark. Ever, &.cJ* 

LETTER CCXLI. 

TO MR. MOORX:. 

“Ncwstcad Abbey, Sept. 15, 1814. 

“This is the fourth letter 1 have begun to you witliin the 
month. Whether I shall finish or not, or burn it like the 
rest, I know not. When we meet, 1 shall cx]>lain why 1 
have not written — why I have not asked you here, as I 
wislied — witli a great many other v)hys and wherefores, 
whieh will keep cold. In short, you must excuse all my 
.seeming omi.ssious and commissions, and grant me more 
•emission than St. Athanasius will to yourself] if you lop 
iff a single shred of mystery from his pious puzzle. It is 
my creed (and it may be St. Athtuiasius’s too) that your 
article on T * * will get somebody killed, and that) on the 
Saints, get him d— d afterwanl, which will be quite enow 
for one number. Oons, I’oru! you must not meddle just 
now with the incomprehensible ; for if Johanna Soutlicote 
turns out to be * * * * * * * 

“Now for a little egotism. My affairs stand thus. To- 
morrow 1 shall know vvhctlicr a circumstance of importance 
enough to change many of rny plans will occur or not. If 
it does not, I am off* for Italy next month, and London, in 
the mean time, next week. I have got back Newstead and 
twenty-five thousand pounds (out of twenty-eight paid 
already,) — as a ‘ sacrifice,’ the late jiurchascr calls it, and 
he may choose hi.s own name. 1 liave paid some of my 
debts, uml contracted others; hut I have a few tiiousand 
pounds, wliich 1 can’t sjicnd after my own heart in this 
dimate, and so, X shall go back to tiic south. Hobhouse,! 
tliink and hope, will go willi me ; but, whether he will or 
ot, I sliall. 1 want to see V enicc', and the Alps, and Par- 
mesan clwoscs, and look at the coast of Greece, or rather 
Epirus, from Italy, as T once did — or fancied 1 did — that of 
Italy, when off Ckirfu. All tliis, however, depends upon an 
event, which may, or may not, happen, w hether it will, 
I slmll know jirobably to-morrow, and if it does, I can’t well 
go abroad at present. 

“Pray pardon this parenthetical scrawl. Y’ou sliall hear 
from mo again stion J dlai’t call this an answer. 

• Ever most affectionately, &c." 


should, however, have a gotnl number to start with — 1 

mean, good m quality ; in these days, tlierc can be little fcai The “circumstance of importance,” to which he alludes 
of not coming up to the m-ark in (quantity. Thi're mast be in Uus letter, w’as his second proposal for Miss Milbanke, 
many ‘ fine filings’ in Wordsworth ; but I should think it of which he was now waiting tlie result, 
difficult to make six quartos (the amount of the whole) all 
fine, particularly the pedler’s portion of tlie fioern ; but there 

can be no doubt of his powers to do almost any thing. LETTER CCXLII 

“ 1 am ‘ very idle.’ I have read tlie few Ixioks I had with 
me, and been forced to fish, for lack of argument. I ha-. « 

caught a great many perch, and somtf carp, which is a Nd. Sept. 15, 1814. 

comfixrt, as one would not lose one’s labour willingly. i written to you one letter to-night, but must send 

this much more, as I have not franked my number, to 
* rius KvTjfwi and Maguz'mcs of the mcniih, faay that I rejoice in my goddaughter, and will send herli 


LETTER CCXLII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 
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coral and bells, which I hope she will accept, the moment I 
ge^ back to Lcmdon. 

“My head is at this moment in a state of confusion. from 
various causes, wliich I can neither dcjscribe nor explain— 
but let that pass. My employnMints liave been very rural 
—fishing, shooting, batliing, and boating. Books I have 
but few here, and tliose I have read ten times over, till sick 
of iliem. So, I have taken to breaking soda water bottles 
witli my pistols, and jumping into the water, and rowing 
over it, and firing at the fowls of the air. But why should 
I ‘ monster my nothings’ to you who are well employed, and 
happily too, 1 should hope. For my part, I am happy too, 
lit my way — but, as usual, have contrived to get into three 
or four perftlexities, which 1 do not see my way through. 
But a few days, perhaps a day, will determine one of them. 

“You do not say a word to me of your Poem. I wish 1 
could see or hear it. I neitlter could, nor would, do it or its 
author any harm. I believe 1 told y«ni of liarry anti Jaoquy. 
• Ad'riend of mine was rttadiiig — af least a friend of his was 
reading — said Larry and Jaetpty in a J^iigliton t;oach. A 
passenger took up the btjok and tpieriod as fo the author. 
The proprietor said ‘tliere were tW — to which the answer 
of the unltnowm w-as, ‘Ay, ay — a joint coneerii, 1 suppose, 
summot like Sleriiliold and Hopkins.’ 

“Is not tliis excellent? I would not have missed the 
‘vile comparison’ to have straped being one of the ‘Arcades 
ambo ct cantare pares.’ GchkI night. Again yours.” 

, LETTER COXLlir. 

TO MK. MOOKK. 

“Newstead Abbey, Sept. 20, 1814. 

“ Hero’s to her wlio lonij 

IIhUi waked tlir |K)el.'» sigh I 
The girl wlio |>uve to sonff 
M'hatgold couhl never buy. 

“My dear Mrtore, I am going to be married — that is, 1 
am acccfited, and one ihsually hopes the rest will folltiw. 
My mother of the Gracchi (lhal are to ho) you think ft>o 
strait-laced for me, altliough tlie paragon of only children, 
and invested witli ‘golden opinions of all .sorts of im*ii,’ and 
full of ‘most ble.ssed conditions’ as Desdernona herself. JMiss 
Milbankc Is the lady, and 1 have her father’s invitation to 
proceed there in my elect capacity, — wliich, however, I can- 
not do till 1 have settled some business in London, and g<it 
a blue coat, 

“ Slic. is said to he an heiress, but of that 1 really know 
notliiija certainly, and shall not iiKjuire. But T do know, that 
she has talents and C'xceUent qualities, ainl you will no* deny 
hcT indgniont, after having refused sax suitors and taken me. 

“ Now, if you have any thirsg to say against this*!, pr.'iy (k» : I 
my mind’s made, up, positively tixed, determined, and liiero- 
f»ri: I will listen to reason, because now it <’.ando no harm. 

1 hings may wcur to break it off, but 1 will hope not. In 
the mean time, { tell you (a srerd, by-lhe-by, — at least, till 
I know she wishes it to be jiublic) that I have proposed 
and am accept^. You need not be in a hurry to wi.sh 
me JOY, for one may n’l be married for montlis. I am going 
\ to town to-morrow ; but expect to bt^ here, on my way there, 
within a fortnight. 

“If inis had not happened I should have gone to Italy, 
way down, perhaps, you will meet me at Notting- 
hani, ami come over witli me here. 1 need not say that 
nodnng will give me greater pleasure. I mast, of course, 
reform thoroughly, and, seriously, if I can contribute to her 

appincss, I shall secure my own. She is so good a person, 
Utat— tliat— in short, 1 wish I was a better. 

“Ever, &c.” 

LETTER CCXLIV. 

TO THE COUNTESS OF * * *. 

„ • “Albany, Oct. 5,1814. 

^ “ deah lady * 

Vour reooUectiou and invitation dome great honour; 


but I am going to be ‘married, and can’t come.’ My in- 
tended is tw o hundred miles otii and the moment my buai- 
ness liere is arranged, 1 must set out in a great hurry to lie 
liappy. Miss Milhanke is the goixl-natured person wdio 
has undertaken me, and, of course, I am very much in love, 
and os silly as all single gentlemen must be in that senti* 
mental situation. 1 have been accepted the.se three weeks ; 
but when the event will take place, X don’t exactly know. 
It depends partly upon lawyers, who are never in a hurry. 
One c.an be sure r>f nothing; but, at present, there appeam 
no other interruption to this intention, whicli seems as mu- 
tual as possible, and now no secret, though I did not tell 
first, — and all our relatives are congratulating away to right 
and left in tlie most fatiguing manner. 

*Vou perhaps know the lady. She is niece to Lady 
Melbourne, and cousin to Lady Cowper, and others of your 
acquaintance, and Inus no fault, except being a great deal 
too good for me, and that / must pardon, if nobody else 
should. It might have been tm) years ago, and, if it had, 
would have sav(.*d me a w'orld of trouble. She has em- 
iloyed the interval in refiLsing about half a dozen of my par- 
ticular fricijd.s (as she did me once, by tlie way,) and has 
fdicn me at last, for w hich 1 am very much obliged to her. 

I wish it w,'i.s well over, for I do hate bustle, and tliero is no 
marrying w ithout some ; — and then I must not marry in a 
black coat, tiny tell me, and I can't wear a blue one. ^ 

“i^ray Ibrgive me Ibr scribbling ail this noascthsc. You 
know’ 1 must be serious all the rest of iny life, and this is 
a parting piece of bulfouneiy, which I wriic with tears m 
my eyes, c.\p<'ctir.g to be agitated. Believe me most se- 
riously and sincerely your obliged servant, “BvitON. 

‘‘1’. S. My b(j.‘it rems. to Lord * * on hi.s return.” 


LETTER GCXLV. 

TO MH. MOORE. 

“an. 7, 1814. 

“Notwilhstandiiig the contradictory paragraph m the 
Morning ( 'hroniele, w'liieh must have be.en sent liy or 
»erbaps — T know not why 1 should .sn.spect Claiighlon of 
<mh a tiling, and yet I fiartly do, bec’ausc it might interrufH 
lis HTiewal of purchase, if so disposed; in short, it matters 
:Kif, but we are all in the road to matrimony — lawyers sot- 
liiig, relations congratulating, my intemled as kind as heart 
’ould w'ish, and <‘V(!ry one, whoso opinion I value, very 
;lail of it. All her relatives, and all mine too, seem (xjually 
ileased. 

“I’erry was very sorry, and has rc-coniradicted, as you 
will pe.re.civc by this day’s paper. It was, to be sure, a 
devil of an insertion, since the first paragraph came from 
Sir Ralph’s own County Journal, and lliis in the teclli of 
,t would app<*ar to him and liis as 7uy denial. But I have 
written to do away that, cncUj&ing Ferry’s letter, which was 
very polite and kind. 

“ Nobody hates bastle so much as T do ; but there seems 
a fatality over every scene of my drama, always a row of 
tome sort or other. mat ter— Fortuiir; is my best friend, 

and a.s I acknowledge my obligations to her, I hope she 
will treat me better than she treated the Athenian, who 
took some merit fo funistif on some occa.sion, but (after 
that) took no more towns. In fact, s/ic,tliat ex<|ui.site god- 
dess, has hitherto carried me through every thing, and 
will, I hope, now ; since 1 own it will be all her doing. 

* Well, now' for thee. Your article on * * is perfbetion 
itself. You must not leave oil' rcv'iew'ing. By Jove, I be- 
lieve you can do any thing. There is wit, and taste, and 
learning, and good-humour (though not a whit less severe 
for that) in every lino of that critique. 

♦ 4 = + + + + 

“Next to your being an E. Reviewer, my being of tlie 
same kidney, and Jeffrey’s being such a friend to both, are 
among the events which 1 conceive were not calculated 
upon in Mt.— what’s liia name ?’s—‘ Essay on Probabili- 
ties.* 
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•But, Tom, I say— Oonsl Scott menaces the ‘Lord of 
die Isles.’ E)o yow moan 1o c<Hnapete ? or lay by, till this 
wave has broke u|)on the sltdvi^ (of boolcsellers, not nicks 
—a broken metaphor, by the way.) You ougk to be alraid 
d* nobody ; but your modesty is really as provoking and 
unnecessary as a * *’s. I am very merry, and l^avc just 
been writing some elegiac stanzas on the death of Sir P. 
Parker.* He was my first cousin, but never met since 
boyhood. Our relations desired me, and I have scribbled 
and given it to Perry, who will chronicle it to-morrow. I 
am as sorry for him as one could be for one 1 never saw 
since I was a child ; but should not have wept melodiously, 
Ciccept ‘ at the request of friends.’ 

“1 hope to get out of town and bo married, but I shall 
take Newstead in my way, and you must meet me at 
Nottingham and accornfiany me to mine Abbt^y. I will 
tell you the day when I know it. * Kver, &c. 

•P. S. By the way, my wife-elect, is perf'cction ; and I 
bear of notliing but her merits and her wonders, and that 
she LS ‘very pretty.’ Her expectations, I am told, are 
great ; but whal^ I have not asked. 1 have not seen her 
those ten months.” 

LETTER CCXLVI. 

TO MU. HUNT. 

“Oct. 15, 1814. 

“mv dear hunt, 

“I send you some game, f>f which I beg your accept- 
ance. I specily the ({uantily as a security against lliii 
porter; a hare, a pheasant, and two brace of partridges, 
whicli, I hope, an* fr(;sh. stay in towTi has not been 
long, and I am in all the agonies of (putting it again next 
week on business, preparatory to ‘a change of c(>n(Iitioii,’ 
as it is called by th(5 talkers on such matters. 1 am about 
to be married ; and am, of course, in all tlu5 mis«'ry of a man 
in pursuit of iiappuii?ss. M y intended is tw^o hundri‘(l miles 
oflj and the efibrts I am making vvitli lawyers, &e.. &c. to 
join my future connexions, arc, for a i»ersunago of my sin- 
gle ami inveterate habits, to say uotliing of indolence, (juite. 
irodigiou.s ! J siucarvly hoiw you are heller than your 
taper intimated lalelv, and liiat your fqiproachiug fre.edom 
rill find you in full health to enjoy it. i our.s t'ver, 

“Bvkon.” 


LETTER CCXLVII. 

TO MR. MOOliK. 

«Od. 15, 1814. 

•An’ there were any tiling in marriage timt would nmko 
, diftercnce between friends and me, parlieiilurly in your 
ase, I would ‘none on’t..’ My ag«'ul .sets off for Durham 
ext week, and I .shall follow him, taking JSewstcad and 
ou in my way. I certainly did not address Miss Mil- 
anke with these views, but it is likely she may prove a 
onsidemble parti. All her father ran give, or leave her, 
e will ; and from her childless uncle, Lord Wentworth, 
rhose barony, it is supposed, will devolve onLy.Milbanke 
his sister,) she has expectations. But these will depend 
pon his own disposition, which seems very partial towards 
or. She is an only child, and Sir Ralph’s estates, though 
ipped by electioneering, are considerable. Part of thorn 
re settleil c«i her ; but whether i/ujU will be dmxrred now, 
do not know, — though, from what has lieen intimated to 
(le, it probably will. The lawyers are to settle this among 
Item, and I am getting my property into nuitrimonial array, 
nd myself ready for the journey to Seaham, which 1 must 
nakc in a week or ten days. 

• I certainly did not dream that she w’as attached to me, 
vhich it seems she has been for some time. 1 also thought 
icr of a very cold disposition, in which I w'os also mistaken 
>4t is a long story, and I won’t trouble you witli it. As to 


her virtues, &c. &c. you will Iwor enough of tliem (for she 
j is a kind of potfem in the north,) without my running into 
a display on the subject. It is well that <m of us is of sildj 
fame, since there is a sad deficit in the mo/rak of tliat article 
u|)on my part,— all owing to my ‘ hitch of a star,’ as Captain 
Tranchemont says of his planet. ^ 

“Don’t think you have not said enough of me in your 
article on T * what more could or need be said? 

* ♦ 4 : ♦ ♦ 4 : 

“Your long delayed and expected work— I suppose you 
will take fright at ‘ The Lord of the Isles’ and Scott now, 
You must do as you like,— I have said my say. You ought 
to fear comparison with none, and any one would stare 
who heard you were so tremulous, — thougli, ailer all, I be- 
lieve it is llie surest sign of talent. Good morning. I hojie 
we shall meet soon, hut I will write again, and perhaps yoi« 
will meet me at Nottingham. Pray say so. 

“P. S. If this union is productive, you shall name the 
first fruits.” . , 


LETTER CCXLVm. 

TO MR. HENRY DRURY. 

“Oct. 18, 1814. 

“my dear drurv, 

“Many tJianks for your hitlicrto unacknowledged ‘Anec- 
dotes.’ Now for one of mine — I am going to bo married, 
and have been engaged thi.s montli. It is a long story, and 
tlu^reforc I won’t toll it, — an old and (though 1 did not 
know if fill lately) a mutual attachment. The very sad 
lifi* I have led since I was your pupil must partly account 
jfi»r the offs and ovs in tiiis now to he arranged basinc.ss, 

' 'VVe are only waiting lor the. lawyers and .sottJenionLs, &c. 
and n(3xt w(‘ok, or the week aftiT, I shall go down to Sea- 
ham in tint now (diaractor of a regular suitor for a wile ot 
mine own. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ T hope Hodgson is in a fair way on tlic same voyage- 
f saw him and liis idol at Hastings. I wish he would b( 
married at the same time. I should like to make a party 
I — lik(‘ j>eopI(‘ oie('trifi(^(l in a row, by (or rather through' 
j iIki same chain, holding one another’s hands, and all feel 
' ing tlie shock at once. 1 have not yet ap}>rized him of this 
He makes such a serious matter (4* all th(^se things, andk 
so ‘nadancholy and gentlemanlike,’ tliat it is quite over 
ctmung to us choice spirits. 

* >tc >ic * ^ 

’ “ 'I hey say one shouldn’t be married ui a black coat, 

w'on’t have a bbui one, — dial’s flat. I hate it. 

“Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCXLIX. 

TO MR. COWELL. 

■'‘Oct 22, 1814. 

•my dear COWELL, 

“Many and sincere tharik.s for your kind letter — ^the bo 
or rather forfeit, was one hundred to Hawke, and fifty t- 
Hay (podiing to Kelly,) for a guinea received from each o 
the two former.* I shall feel mucli obliged by your settir; 
me right if I am incorrect in tliia statement in any way, an« 
have reasons for w’Lshing you to recollect os much as poc 
sible of what passed, and state it to llodg.son. My reaso 
is diis: some time ago Mr. * * * required a bet of m 
wliidi I never made, and of course refused to pay, and liav 
heard no more of it ; to prevent similar mistakes is my ob 
ject in wishing you to remember well what passed, and t 
])ut Hoilgson in possession of your memory on th(» snbjec 
“ I hope to .see you soon in my wuy dirough Oambridgi 
Remember me to H. and believe me ever and truly, &c 

* Ilt> hat] agrued to Torfeit th»se sums to Ute porsous iiuiMtioucd , »h«i< 

■ ’"Mrry, 


PMtlM, {1. ISX. 
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TO MR. MOORE. 

“Dec. 14, 1814. 

* MTT DEAREST TOM^ 

“IVill send the pattern to-morrow, and since you don- 
go to our friend (‘of the keqjing part of the town’) this 
evening, 1 shall e’en sulk at home over a solitary potation. 
My self-opinion rises much by your eulogy of my socia’ 
qualities. As my friend Scrope is pleased to say, I bcliew 
I am very well for a ‘ holyday drinker.’ Where the dcvi 
are you? with Woolridge, I conjecture — ^for which youd 
serve another abscess. Hoping that the American war 
will last for many years, and that all the prizes may bt 
registered at Bermootlies, believe mo, &c. 

“'RS. I have just been composing an epistle to th< 
'krchbishop for an especial license. Oons ! it looks serious 
Murray is impatient to see you, and would call, if you will 
give liim audience. Your new coat! — I wonder you lik< 
tlie colour, and don’t go about, like Dives, in purple.” 


LETTER CCLI. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 31, 1814. 

* A thousand tlianks for Gibbon: all the additions arc ver 
great improvements. 

* At last, I must be most perenijitory with you about the 
print from Phillips’s picture : it is pronounced on all hand: 
the most stupid and disagreeable possible ; so do, pray, hav« 
a new engraving, and let me see it first ; tliere really inui 
be no more from the same plate. I don’t much care, my- 
self; but every one I honour torments me to death about it, 
und abuses it to a degree beyond repeating. Now, don’t 
answer with excu.ses; but, for my sake, have it de.stroyed 
I never shall have peace till it is. I write in the greatesi 
haste. 

“P. S. 1 have written this most illegibly; hut it is to beg 
you to destroy the print, and have another ‘ by particular 
desire.’ It must her d— d had, to be sure, since every body 
says so but the original ; and he don’t know what to say. 
Blit do do it: that is, burn the plate, and employ a new e/cJ^ 
from tlie other picture. This is stupid and sulky.’* 


LETTER CCLII. 


LETTER CCLIU. 

TO MR. NATHAR. 

• Jaa. 7, 1815. 

“ DEAR NATHAN, 

“Murray, being about to publish a complete edition of 
my poetical fusions, has a wish to include the stanzas of 
the Hebrew MeUxlies. Will you allow lum that privilege 
without considering it an infringement on your copyright? 
I certainly wisli to oblige the gentleman, but you knov(( 
Nathan, it is against all good fashion to give and take bock. 
I therefore cannot grant what is not at my disposal Let 
me hear from you on tlie subject. Dear Nathan, 

“Yours truly, 
“Byron.” 


LETTER CCLIV. 

TO MR, MOORE. 

“ Halnaby, Darlington, Jan. 10, 1816. 

“ I was married tJjis day week. The parson has pro- 
nounced it — Perry has announced it — and the Morning 
Post, also, under tlie head of ‘Lord Byron’s marriage’ — as 
if it were a fabrication, or the puff-direct of a new stay- 
maker. 

“Now for thine affairs. I have redde thee upon the 
Fathers, and it is excellent well. Positively, you must not 
leave off reviewing. shine in it — you kill in it ; and 

this article has Ix'cn taken for Sydney Smith’s (as I heard 
in town,) which proves not only your proficiency in parson- 
ulogy, but tliat you have all the airs of a veteran critic at 
your first onset. Scj, pritlitie, go on and pros[>er. 

“ Scott’s ‘ Lonl of the Isltss' is out — ‘ the mail-coach copy 
1 1 have, by special license of Murray. 

I ♦ + * + ♦ ♦ 

“Now is your time ; — ^you will come upon tliem newly 
and freslily. It is impossible to read what you have lately 
done (verse or prose) without seeing tiiat you have trained 
)n tenfold. * * has floundered ; * * has foundered. / 
lave tired the rascals (i. e. tlie public) witli my Harrys and 
4arrys, Pilgrims and Pirates. Nobody but Southey has 
done any thing worth a slice of bookseller’s pudding ; and 
hi‘ has not luck enough to be found out in doing a good thing. 
Now, Torn, is thy time — ‘Oh joyful day ! — I would not taka 
a knighthood for thy fortune.’ Let me hear from you soon, 
mkI believe mo ever, &c. 

“P.S. Lady Byron is vastly well. How are Mrs. Moora 
.rid Joe Atkinson’s ‘ Graces ?’ We must present our wo- 
men to one another.” 


TO MR. MURRAY, 

“Kirkby, Jan. 6, 1815. 

“ The marriage took place on the 2d instant ; so pray 
make iiaste and congratulate away. 

“ Tlranks for the Edmburgh Review and the abolition of 
tlic print. Let tldH next be from the ot/ter of Phillips — I 
rtieaii (not the Albanian, but) tire ori^nal one in the exlii- 
bition ; the last was from tlie copy. 1 should wish my sister 
^nd 1 .ady Byron to decide upon tlie next, as they found 
fiiult with tlie last. I have no opinlftii of my own upon the 
“Uhiect. 

• *Mr. Kinnaird will, I dare say, have the goodness to 
nirnisli copies of the Melodies,* if you state ray wish upon 
the subject. You may have them, if you think them worth 
mscrtiiig. The volumes in their collected state must be 
>mjcribed to Mr. Hobhouse, but I have not yet mustered , 
•ht?. expressions of my inscription; but will supply them in | 
time. 

With many thanks for your good wishes, which have aD 
been realized, I remain very truly, “Yours, 

“Byron.” ! 

/iuriTiit Melwllw wWeh he had employed hixneelf m writing 

recent, eiay in London. 

11 


LETTER CCLV, 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 19, 1816. 

“Egad ! I don’t think he is ‘down and my prophecy- 
like most auguries, sacred and profane — ^is not annulled, 
jut inverted. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ To your question aliout the ‘dog’* — ^Umph!— my ‘mo- 
her I won’t say any thing against— that is, about her ; but 
low long a ‘ mistress’ or friend may recollect jiaramours or 
ompetitors (lust and tliirst being the two great and only 
onds between the amatory or the amicable,) I can’t say^- 
>r, ratlier, you know as w'cll as I could tell you. But as for 
canine recollections, as far a.s 1 could judge by a cur of 
line own (always bating Boatswain, the dearest, and, alas ! 
le maddest of dogs,) T had one (half a tvojf by the she side) 
tat doted cn me at ten years old, and very nearly ate me 

Mr. Moore hail juat been reading Mr. Southey*a poem of '*Rod«* 
..ck,” fU)d with rerprenre to an incident in it, had put the tbllowing qu«a- 
tion to I .ord Byron — “ 1 aholild like to know frutn you, who are one of the 
~^lIocynlc eect, wht'thcr it ia at all probable, that anj dog (out of a nwlo- 
Irame) could recogniae a maaler, whom neither hia owe mother or mis* 
a waa able to find out. I don't care about UlyMea'a dog, Ac.— «J1 1 
ii la to knnu- Trom ym (who are renown ’d aa ‘ friend of the do|, com* 
of ihr i<r ar^’ ) whaihar auch a thing ia probablo. 
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Et twenty. When I thought he was going to enact Argus, 
he bit away tiio backside of niy breeches, and never would 
consent to any kind of recognition, in despite of all kinds of 
bones which I offered him. So, let Southey blush, and 
Homer too, as far as I can decide upon quadruped mctno- 
ries.^ 

“1 humbly take it, the mother knows the son that pay.s 
her jointure— a mistress her mate, till he + * and refuses 
salary— a friend his fellow, till he lo-ses cash and character, 
and a dog his master, till he changes iiim. 

“ So, you want to know about Milady and mo ? Bui let 
me not, as Roderick Random says, ‘ profane the chaste 
mysteries of Hymen’f— damn the word, 1 had nearly spelled 
it with a small h, I like Bell as well as you do (<>r did, you 
villain !) Bessy — and that is (or was) saying a great dt'.al. 

** Address your next to Seahani, SroLkion-on-T<*es, 
where we are going on Saturday (a bore, by-the-way) t< 
•ee father-in-law, Sir Jacob, and iny laily’s lady-motlier. 
Writo— and write more at length — lK»th to the public and 
• Yours ever most affectionately, “ B.” 


LETTER CCLVl, 

* TO MR. MOORE. 

“Seaham, Sto<dcton-on-Tees, Feb. 2, 1S15. 

•I have heard from London that you have leftt’hals- 
worth and all the women full of ‘ entu.syinusy’| about you, 
personally and poetically ; and, in partieular, that ‘ Win n 
first I met thee' has been quite overwholining hi its effi'Cl. 
I told you it was one of the hirst things y<>u ever wrote, 
though tliat dog Power wanted you to omit part of it . Tlitry 
are all regretting your absence at Clratsworth, according to 
my informant—* all the ladies quite, &c. &c. &c.’ Slap my 
vitals! 

“Wen, nofw you have got home again — whicli 1 dare 
»ay is as agreeable as a ‘ draught of cool small beer to 
the scorched palate of a waking sot’ — now you have got 
home again, I say, probably [ shall hoar from you. Snicc 
I wrote last, I have been transferred to niy iathci-in-law’.s, 
with my lady and lady’s maid, Slc. &c. &c;. and the treacle- 
moon is over, and 1 am awake, and iind myself inurried. 
My spoase and I agree to— and in — admiration. Swift 
says *no vtise man ever married;’ hut, for a fool, I iliink it 
the most ambrosial of all possible future states. I still think 
one ought to marry upon kasc; hut am very sure I should 
renew mine at tlio expiration, tliough nc.xt term were f: 
ninety and nine years. 

“1 wish you would respond, for I am here ‘ohlitnsqm 
meorum obliviscendus et iUis.’ Pray lull me what is goinj; 

on in the way of intriguery, and how the vv s and rogn^^^ 

of the upper Beggar’s Opera go on— or ralJier gootl^ — in oi 
after marriage ; or who are going to break any part icular 
<x>mmandment. Upon thisilreary coast, w«^ have nothing 
but county meetings and shipwTocks ; and I have this day 
dined upon fish, which probably dined ujion the crows of 
several colliers lost in tlie late gales. But I .saw the sc 
once more in all the glories of surf and foam, — almost equal 
to the Bay of Biscay, and the interesting w'hite sijualls and 
■hort seas of Archipelago memory. 

“My papa, Sir Ralpho, hath recently made a .«q)ecch at 
a Durham tax-meeting; and not only at Durham, but here, 
several times since, after dinner. He is now, 1 believe, 
speaking it to himself (I left him in tlie middle) over various 
decanters, which can neither interrupt him nor fall aslecfi, 
—as might possibly have been the case with some of lus 
audience. “ Ever thine, “B.” 

• r must go to tea — damn tea. I wish it was I^maird’s 
brandy, and with you to lecture me about it.” 


LETTER CCLVII. 

TO MR. MVKKAV. 

“Scaham, Stock ton-upon-Teea, Feb. 2, 1815. 

“You will ohiigt* me very much by making rui occasional 
inquiry at Albiuiy, at my chambers, whetlier my books, &c. 
are kept in tolerable ordiT, luul how' far my old woman* 
continues in health and industry as keeper of my old den. 
Your parcels have been duly received and perused ; but I 
hud hoped to receive ‘Guy Mannering’ before this time. 
1 won’t intrude further fir the jirescnt on your avocations 
professional or pl(^asural^le, but arn, as usual, 

“Very truly, &c.*’ 


LETTER CCLVIIL 

TO MU. MOORE. 

“Feb. 4, 1815.. 

“I cnejose you half a letter from * * whicli will explain 
itself— at least the latter pari — the firmer refers to private 
})asin(*as of mine own. If Jcirrey will take such an article, 
and you will undertake the revision, or, indeed, any portion 
of' the article, itself (tor uule‘'S j/ou do, by Phmbus, I will 
have nothing to do with it,) we can tiook up, between us 
tliree, as pretty a dish ofsour-crout as evertijipcd over the 
tongue of a btKjk-inakcr. + + + 

“You can, at any rat(\ try Jeffrey’s inclination- Your 
lat(* pro]>osal from bun made mi' liint this to * *, who is a 
rnucli better proser and sch<»lar than 1 am, and a very 
superior man indet*.d. Excuse haste — answer this. 

‘‘ l^ivtT yours most, “B.” 

“ P. S. All is w ell at home. I wrote to you yesterday.” 


LETTER CCLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Feb. 10, 1815. 

“MV DEAR THOM, 

“Jeffrey has bei'ii so very kind about me and my damn- 
able works, that I would not be indirect or eijuivocal with 
him, even for a friend. So, it may be as well to tell him 
that it IS not mine ; hut that, if 1 did not firmly and truly 
believe it to be mui'h better tluui I could offer, 1 would 
jK'ver liave troubled him or you about it. You can judge 
between you Ikav far it is adrnissibli', and reject it, if not 
of the right sort. For my own part, 1 have no interest in 
the arlideoiie way or the other, further than loolilige * *, 
and should the composition be a good one, it can hurt 
neither party, — ^nor, imleed, any one, saving and excepting 
Mr. * * * 

+ * + 4 : 

“Curse catch me if I know wliat 11 * * means or 
meaned about the demonstrative pronoun, f but I admire 
your fear of being inoculated with llie^imc. Have you 
never found out tliat you have a particular style of your 
own, which is as distinct from all other people, as Hafiz of 
•Shiraz from Hafiz of the Morning l*<xst? • 

“So you allowed * and such like to hum and haw 
you, or, rallier, Lady Jersey out of her compliment, and w« 
out of mine.]; Sunburn me but tliis w'as pitiful hetSejI. 
Howi'vcr, 1 will tell her all about it when 1 see her. 

“Beil de.siros rno to say all kinds of civilities, and assure 
you of her recognition and high consideration. I will tell 
you of our moveinonts south, which may be in about three 
weeks from this present writing. By-the-way, don’t en- 
gage yourself in any travelling expedition, as 1 have apian 
of travel into Italy, which we will discuss. And tlion, think 
of the poesy wherewithal we should overflow, from Venice 


* Don JoM, ranto 3, atanxa 23, letter 92. 

1 The letter H ie blotted in the MS. 

I It WM ihui that, aecordlng to hie account, Mr. Braham, the celebrated 
Mid actor ueed frequent]/ to pronounce the wor#‘' euUiueiaem.’* 


• Mrs. Mule, his liouRekeeper, 

t Some P'uwrk which had been made with reepcett^ahe frequent use of 
the (leniunslralive pioiit>uu hoiii by himself sjtd by .sir VV. Scott. 

5 Vei-seitn l.a<ly Jersey (c<mlaimiin: an alliisiun to Lord Bvron* whicl 
Mr. Moore had wriitcu, while ut C’lmtsworih. but aflerwanu desti^/ed 
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to VesM'WUfijto say nothing of Grence, tlirough all which 
God willing— we might perambulate in on© twelvemonth 
*If I take my wife, you can take yours; and if I leave mine 
you may do the same. ‘Mind you stand by me, in eith 
case, Brother Bruin.’ 

. “And believe me invetorately yours, “B.” 


LETTER CCLX. 

TO MU. IMOOKE. 

“Feb. 22, 181.5. 

•Yesterday,! sent off the packet and loiter to Kclinburgh 
It consisted of forty-one pages, so tliat I have not added 
line ; but in my letter, 1 mentioned what jtassed Ixitwoeii 
you and me in autumn, as my iialucement fw jwesuming 
to trouble him either with my own or + iuriibrations 
I am any thing but sure that it will do ; but. 1 liave loK 
, Jeffrey that if there is any decent raw material mil, h( 
may cut it into what sliape he pleases, and vvarj> it to hii 
liking. 

“So you go abroad, then, with 7?tr , — hut alone.. ■ 

fully purpose starling inucli aliout the tinio you mention 
and alone, too. 

♦ ♦ + + ♦ + 

“I hope .TeflTrey w’on’t tliink mo very irnpuilenl in sojidins 
‘‘ ♦ only; there, was not room for a syllabic. 1 have avowee 
* as tlie author, and saiti lhal you ihouglit or said, \\ hei 
I met ymi last, Uiat lu' (.1.) would not be angry at the coali- 
tion (thougli, alas! \vc have* not coalesced,) and so, ifl havt 
got into a scrape, I must gel out of il — Heaven knows bow 
“Your Anacreon* is (\mi<', and with il J scaled (its lir.^i 
impression) tlie paeke.t and epistle to our patron. 

“Curse the M('t<xlies, and the Trihes lo hoot. Braham 
is to assist — or hath assisicjd — but will do no more gornl thai 
a second physk'iati. 1 merely interhTC'd t(» ol»lige- a whin, 
of Kinnaird\«:, and all I have got by it ^^as ‘a s]»c<-*ch’ and a 
receipt for stewed oysters. 

‘“Not meet’ — ^jiray tlou’t say so. We must meet some- 
where or soiiK'how'. Nevvstead is out of (he <piestion, being 
nearly sold again, or, if iiotjil is uninhahitable for my spou. 
Pray write again, 1 will soon. 

“P. S. Pray when do you come out? ever, or never? 
I hope I have made no blunder; but I e(‘rlainiy think j'oi 
said lo me (iifler Wordsworth, whom I first pondered upon, 
was given up) that * * and 1 might atU'riipt JJis 

length alone jireverite-d me frtun trying my part, tliough 1 
should have been less severe upon the Reviewee. 

Your seal is the best and prettiest of niy st‘l,aiid I thank 
you very much tliercfor. I liave just been — or, rather, 
ought lo be — very much shocked by the death of the J )uke 
of Dorset. We were at .school U)g«!ther, and tluTc I wa.s 
passionately attached to him. Siriee, we have iicvmt niel 
— but once, 1 think, since 180o-*and it would be a j>allrv 
affectation to pretend that I had any fueling for him worth 
die name. But^therc was a linn* in rny life wIk’Ii this ev i nt 
would have hnfken my heart ; and all 1 can say lor it now 
is;, that — ^it is not worUi breaking. 

“Adieu — it is all a farce.” 


LETTER CCLXI. 


feel merry enough to send you a sad song.'*' Yo* 
once aslitid me for some words which you would set. Now 
you may or not, as youhlic,— but there they are, in a 
legible hand,! and not in mine, but of my own scribbling ; 
so you may say of them what you please. Why don’t you 
write to nu’!? I shall make you ‘a speech’J if you don’t 
respond quickly. 

® X am in such a state of sameness and stagnation, and 
so totally occupied in consuming the fruits — and sauntering 
—and playing dull games at cards— and yawning— and 

try’ing to read old Annual Registers and Uie daily papers 

and gathering shells on the shore— and watcliing tlie growth 
of .stunted gooselu'rry bushes in the garden— that I have 
neither time nor sense to say more than 

“Yours ever, *B. 

“ P- S. I open my letter again to put a question to you. 
What would I..ady Cork, or any oUier fashionable F5dcock 
give, to collect you and .leffrey and me to one party? I 
have been answering his letter, which suggested this dainty 
qiKTy, 1 can’t help laughing at the thoughts of your face 
and mine; and our anxiety to keep the Aristarcli in gooc 
hum«rtir during tlie cur/jy jiart of a compotation, till we got 
clniiik enough to make him ‘ a speech.’ I think the critic 
woiikliiave much the best of us — of one, at least— for I 
Jon’t think dillulence (1 mean social) is a disease of yoursJ” 


LETTER CCLXII. 

TO MK. MOOEE. 

“March 8, 1815. 

“An event — the death of poor Dorset — and tlio recol- 
lertion of what 1 once felt, and ought to have felt now, but 
could not — set me pondering, and finally into the train of 
tlioiighr which yon have in your hands. 1 am very glad 
you like tliein, for 1 flatter myself they will pass as an imi- 
alion of your style. If J rould imitate, if w<sll, I should 
lave no great ambition of originality — 1 wish I could make 
.’ou exeJaim with Dennis, ‘ I'hal’s my thunder, by G — d !’ 
wrote them with a view to your setting them, and as a 
)re.s< n( to Power, if he. would accept the words, and j/ou did 
lot think yourst'lf degraded, for once in a way, by marrying 
hem to music. 

Sunburn Nathan! why do you always twit me with his 
rile Eiirevv na.‘-:alities ? Have I not told you il was all K.’s 
loiiig, and my own exquisite facility of temper? But thou 
►vilt be a wa j, I’liomas; and see wiiat you get for it. Novr 
»r my revenge. 

“JJepeiid — and perjiciid — upon it that your opinion of 
* *’.s Po(*ni will travc'l througli one or otlier of the quintuple 
orrcsjioiKkaits, till il readies the ear and tlie liver of the 
ntlwir,^ \'our adventure, liowevcr, is truly laughable ; but 
low could you be such a potato? You, ‘a brother’ (of the 
|iiill) too, ‘m ar the throne,’ to confide to a man’s aum pub^ 
IsJia' (who has ‘liought,’ or rather sold, ‘golden opinionb’ 
bout him) sudi a damnatory [larentlic.sis ! ‘Between you 
.nd me,’ (juoilui, it reminds me of a passage in the Heir at 
.aw — 7\*‘;te-?i-tele with 1 .ady Diihcrly, I suppose ’ — ^ No— 
Ue-a-lcio with hundred people;'' and your confidential 
immunication will doubtless be in circulation to tlial 
moimt, in a short time, with several additions, and in seversd 
Iters, all signed L. IL R. O. B, Stc. &c. &c. 


TO JVIR. MOOKE. 

“Marchs, 1815. 

“my dear THOM, 

“.Teffrey has sent me (he most friendly of all possible let- 
ters, and has accepted * *’s article. He says he has long 
hked not only, &c. See. hut my ‘character.’ This must be 
t/mvr doing, you dog — ar n’l you ashatiM*d of yourself; know- 
iiig me so w'cll ? This is what one gets for having you for 
a father confessor. 

• A Mat, with the he««l of Anacrcuii, which .Mr. Moore hft^t given h 
,,^966 Hour* of itJleiies*. 


* The ver*e* uncto*efl were tho-e melarKholy oiiei, now printed in hi* 
work*, “ There ’* aolajoy the world can give like thalittuke* away,’* 
“jrmn, p, 194. 

t The MS. wa* in llie hiiiulwriting of Lady Ryroii. 
j. These ftlluHon* to “a speech” are connected with a little inddrnt, 
ot worth rnemioiiing, which had amu»ed u* hoth whnn ] was in (own. 
e was rather loud (.ind hart .Ven always so, as may t.c ^een in hiseaijy 
ttprs) of ihua tmrping on some couventumsl phtoac or joke.— A/oore. 

§ lit: hei'e alludcR tua cirruirisUujce which i lind cunimmiicutcd to bint 
I* in-ecpdiii" li-iter. In \vi iling to onr ul’ tlie nnnii'rou* p.iiUn-rn of a 
ell'kunwn piihtisluug es! .ilihahioi'nt, (with wlnclt I havr 'iiimc tipfo lucky 
loiigii In form iiniMie mrniiiiir tonin xioii,) 1 luidH.iid I'on/idi-ninUJy, (a* 
IhoiiKht,; ill lefeieiicg to h ronn tJi.U tiud Jnai apjiejiii-d,— “ helvuse# 
III anil me, I donut nnRhiulmirn Mi. * *’» i^orin.” The lotler beio 
iiefly uixiiJ hnsiiicsM, was itiiswi ml tlirougli the regular hiisinuini channe 
id, lo niy dininiiy, ronchnled wiili the following word* ore van 

.iry lhal you do not appiove of Mr. * new Poera, and arc y« 
bediont> &c. &c. L. H. K . O. ic. o c. ’ Afoo/a. 
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*We leaive thk tomorrow, and shtdl stop on oc 

way to town (in the interval of taking a house tliere) at Co 
Leigh’s, near Newmarket, where any epistle of yours wi 
find its wekxmie way. 

* I have been very comfortable here, listening to that d— c 
monologue, whk^ elderly gentlemen call conversation, an 
in which my pious father-in-law repeats himself every eve 
ning, save one, when he played upon the fiddle. Howeve 
they have been very kind and hospitable, and I l&e thei 
and the place vastly, and I hope U»ey will live many hapf 
months. Bell is in health, aid unvaried good-humwr am 
behaviour. But we are all in the agonies of packing an< 
parting; and I suppose by this time to-morrow 1 sliall b 
stuck in the chariot with my chin upon a bandbox. 1 hav 
prepared, however, another carriage for die abigail, and a 
the trumpery which our wives drag along witli tliem. 

“ Ever thine, most dFectionately, “B.” 

LETTER CCLXIII. 

TO MH. MOORE. 

“March 27, 1815. 

•I meant to write to you before on the subject of you 
loss ;* but the rccolhM?tiou of tl»u uselessness and wortliloss 
ness of any observations on such events prevented roe. 
snail only now add, that I rejoice to see you hear it so wcl 
and tliat I trust time will enable Mrs. M. to sustain it betfei 
Every thing should bo done to divert and occupy he.r witi; 
other thoughts and cares, and I am sure all that can he don> 
will. 

“Now to your letter. Napoleon — but the papers wii 
have told you all. I quite lliink with you upon the suhjcc.t 
and for my real thoughts this time last year, I would refei 
you to the last pages of the .Tournal I gave you. I can 
forgive Ujo rogue for utterly falsifying every line of mine 
Ode — which I take to be tiio last and uttermost stretch of 
human magnanhuity. Do you remember tlie story of 
certain abbd, who wrote a IVeatisc on the Swedish C/oii 
atitution, and proved it indi.ssuluh]c and eternal ? Just a; 
he had corrected the la.st sheet, news came that Gustavu: 
ni. had destroyed tliis immortal govorninent: ‘Sir,’<juoth 
die abb^ * the king of Sweden may overt}ir<jw tbo consti- 
tution, but not my book I P 1 tliinli of the abbe, but not vjitt 
him. 

“Making every allowance for talent and most consum- 
mate daring, there is, afler all, a good deal in luck or destiny. 
He might have been .stopped by our frigates — or wrecked 
in the gulf of Lyons, which is particularly tempestuous — or 
—a thousand things. But he is certainly Fortune's fa- 
vourite, and 

Once fairly vet out on hia party of pleature, 

Taktog towns at hb liking and crowns at hia leisure, 

From Elba to l.yons and Faria he goes, 

Making btUlt for the ladies, and bow to his foes. 

You must have seen the accoimt of his driving into the 
middle of tlie royal army, and tlie immodiato effect of lus 
pretty speeches. And now, if he don’t, drub the allies, there 
is ‘no purchase in money.’ If he can take France by him- 
self, the devil’s in’t if he don’t repulse the invaders, w'hen 
hacked by those celebrated sworders — ^Ihose boys of the 
blade, the Imperial Guard, and the old and new army. It 
is imi^KMsible not to be dazzled and overwhelmed by his 
character and career. Nothing ever so disappointed me 
as his abdication, and nothing could have reconciled me to 
him but some such revival as his recent exploit ; though no 
one could anticipate such a complete and brilliant reno- 
vation. 

“To your question, I can only answer that there have 
been some symptoms which look a little gestatory. It is a 
■olyect upon which I am not particularly anxious, except 
fiiatl think it would please her unde, I.4ord Wentworth, 
and her father and motlier* W.) is now 

in town, and in very indif!|i||jK^ You perhajis know 

♦rhsdwihofhkilSSiiiii^ i 


that his property, amounting to seven or eight theusand a 
year, will eventually devolve u|)on Bell. But the old gen^ 
tleman has been so very kind to her and me, tlial I hardly 
know how to wish him in heaven, if be can be comfortable 
on earth. Her fafoer is still in the country. 

“ Wc mean to metropolize to-morrow, and you will ad- 
dress your next to Piccadilly. We have got tlie Dutchess 
of Devon’s house there, she being in France. 

“I don’t care what Power says to secure the property of 
the Song, so tliat it is 7iot complimentary to me, nor any 
thing about ‘condescending* or hiobU author*— botli ‘vile 
phrases,’ as Polonius says. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Pray, let me hear from you, and when you mean to bo 
in town. Your continental scheme is impracticable for the 
present. I have to thank you for a longer letter than usual, 
which I hope will induce you to tax my gratitude stUl far- 
ther in the same way. 

“Yoti never told me about ‘Longman’ and ‘next winter^ 
and I am not a ‘milestone.’”* 


LETTER CtJLXIV. 

TO MR. COLElllPOE. 

“Pure ad illy, March 31^ 1815. 

“dear sir, 

“It will give rue great [ilea.siire to comply with your re- 
quest, thougli 1 hofje there is still ta.ste enough left among 
us to render it almost unnecessary, sordid and interested 
as, it must be admitted, many of ‘the trade’ are, where 
circumstances give tlurrn an advantage. 1 trust you do not 
permit yoiirself to he depressed hy the temporary partiality 
>f what is called ‘the public,’ f >r tlur favourites of the mo- 
ment ; all experience is against the permancrury of such 
impressions. You must have lived lo see many of these 
:).ass away, and will survive many mor<5 — 1 mean person- 
ally, (or pOiiitfdly^ I would not insult you by a «romparison. 

■‘If 1 may he permitted, I would suggest that there never 
was .such an opening f<)r tragedy. In Kean, there is an 
actor worthy of expressing the thoughts of tin; (diaracters 
which you have ever}^ power of itnbodying ; anti I caitnot 
but regret that the part of Ordonio was disptjsed of before 
bis app(‘arance at Drury-lune. We have nothing to bo 
mentioned in the same breath W'ith ‘Rtiinorse.’ for very 
many yearKs; arid I sliould think that tlie returption of that 
day was sufficient to encourage the highest hopes of author 
nd audience. It is to be hoped that you are prtx,*eeding 
1 a career which could not but be suceesvsful. With my 
jest respects to Mr. Bowles, I have tlu; honour to be, 
“Your obliged and very obedient servant, 

“By RON.” 

“P. S. You mention my ‘Satire,’ lampoon, or whatever 
mu or others please to call it. I can only say, that it was 
vritten when I was very young and very angry, and has 
•cen a tliorn in rny side ever since? ; more particularly as 
.Imost all tlie persons animadvertetl upon^jecame subse- 
uently my acquaintances, and some of them my friends, 
diich is ‘heaping fire iqjon an enemy’s head,’ and forgiving 
1 C t()o readily to permit me lo forgive myself. TJie part 
jplied to you is pert, ani^ petulant, and shallow enough ; 
it, although I have long done every thing in my [jower to 
uppress the circulation of the whole thing. I shall alway^ 
egret the wonionness or generality of many of its attempt- 
'd attacks.” 

LETTER CCLXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 9, 1815. 

“Thanks for the books. I have great objection to your 

* I hari accuaed him of having entirely for^t that, in a prccetling letter, 
had informed him of niy intention to puhiJah with the JLoneinaa 

I the ensuing winter, and added (hat, in giving him thi^nformation, I 
lund I had been,— to use au elegant Irish metaphor,—'* wbiatliog Jigi^ 
milestone . ’ Afoore . v 
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proposition about inscribing; the vase,'*‘ which that it 
would appear oHmUa^mia on my part ; and of course 1 must 
send it as it without any alteration. Yours, kc” 

. LETTER CCLXVI, 

TO MR. MOORE, 

“April 23, 1815. 

“ Lord W cntworth died last week. The bulk of his prc 
perty (from seven to ci<;ht tljousand per ann.) is entaib 
on Lady Milbanke and Lady Byron. The first is gon' 
to take possession in Leicestershire, and attend the funeral] 
&c. this day. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ I have mentioned the facts of the settlement of Lo! 
W.’e property, because the newspapers, with their usua 
accuracy, have been making all kinds of blunders in th( 
statement. His will is just as expected — the principal 
part scitbd on Lady Milbanke (now Noel) and Bell, am 
a separate estate left for sale to jiay debts (which are no 
great,) and l(?ga<‘ies lo his natural son and daugliter. 

“Mrs. * *’s tragedy was last night damned. They ma^ 
bring it on again, and probably will ; but damned it was, — 
not a word of tlie last act audible, 1 went (malgT^ that 
ought to have staid at home in sackcloth for unc., but 
could not resist tlie^/rf night of any tiling) to a private am 
quiet nook of my private box, and witnessed the wlioh 
process. The first three acts, with transient gushes ol 
applause, oozed patiently hut heavily on. I must say ii 
was badly acted, [larticularly by * who was groanec 
upon in the third act, — something about ‘ horror — such a 
horror’ was the cause. WcD, the fourth act became as 
muddy and turbid as need be; but the fifth — ^whal Garricli 
used to call (like a fool) the concodian of a play — the fifth 
act stuck fast at tiie King’s prayer. You know he says, 
‘ho never went to bed without saying tliem, and did nc 
like to omit them now.’ But he was no sooner upon hh 
knees, than the audience got upon their legs — ^the damn- 
able pit — and roared, and groaiuxl, and hissed, and whis- 
tled. Well, that was choked a little ; but the ruftiaii scene 
—the penitent piiasantry — and killing the Bishop and the 
Princess — ofi, it was all over. The curtain fell upon un- 
heard actors, and the announcement attempted by Kean 
for Monday was equally ineflectnal. Mrs. Bartley was 
BO frightened, that, though the. people were tolerably quiet, 
the Ejnloguc v\asqiuto inaudil)le to half the house. In 
short, — you know all. I clapped till my hands were skin- 
less, and so did Sir James Mackintosli, who was with me 
in the box. All the world w ere in the house, from the 
Jerseys, Greys, &,c. &c. downwards. But it would not 
Jo. It is, after all, not an acting play ; good language, but 
ao power. * * it: + 4= * + 

Women (saving Joanna Baillie) cannot write tragedy; tJiey 
lave not seen enough nor felt enough of life for it. I think 
Semiramis or Catherine II. might have written (could tliey 
lave been unquicned) a rare play. 

* * ♦ 

“ It is, however, a good warning not to risk or write tra- 
gedies. I never had much Iwnl that way : hut, if I hatl, tliis 
ivould have cured me. “ Ever, carissirae Thom. 

^ “TIiinejE.” 

LETTER CCLXVn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“May 21, 1815. 

“You must have thought it very odd, not to say ungralc- 

* A large aepiilcliral v«»c of eitver, prwented by fjon,! Byron, through 
Mr, Murray, to Sir Walter Scott. It was full of dead ineu'R bniiea, and 
had inacrlpiiona on two aided of the baw. One ran tbud — ‘ The boriea 
contained in this um were found in certaui aiKient sepulchres within the 
land walls of Athens in the month of February, ISIt.” I’lie other face 
hears the Itoes ^Juvenal : 

, F,x|}fnd«— qnol libras in ducc summo inTcnlrs. 

--Mora sola faO;tur quantnla boinutnm corpuscula.”— wfue. x. 


ful, that I made no mention of the drawiiigs^*i‘ 5cc. vidieo I 
had the pleasure of seeing you tliis morning. The fact tt, 
tliat till this moment I had not seen thoin, nor heard of their 
arrival : they were carried up into the library, where I have 
not been till just now, and no intimation given me of their 
coming. The present is so very magnificent, that— in sliort, 
I leave Lady Byron lo thank you for it herself, and merely 
send this to apologize for a piece apparent and uninten- 
tional neglect on my own part. “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCLXVm. 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“13 Piccadilly Terrace, May— June 1, 1815. 
“my dear hunt, 

“I am as glad to hear from os 1 shall be to see you. We 
came to town what is called late in the season ; and since 
tliat time, tlie death of Lady Byron’s uncle (in the first 
ilacc) and her own delicate state of healtli, have prevented 
either of us from going out much ; however, she is now bet- 
ter, and in a fair way of going creditably llirough the whole 
■irfKjess of beginning a family. 

“I have tlic alternate weeks of a private box at Drury- 
lane Theatre ; this is my week, and I send you an ad« 
nission to it for Kean’s nights, h'riday and Saturday neac^ 
n case you should like to see. him (jtiietly; it is close to the 
itage, the entrance by tlie jtrivatohox door, and you can go 
rithout the bore of croAvding, jostling, or dressing. I alim 
inclose you a [larcel of rec(‘nt letters from Paris ; perhaps 
ou may find some extracts that may amuse yourself or 
our readers. I have only to beg you will prevent your 
lopyist, or printer, from mixing up any of tlic English namea^ 
>r jirivate matter contained therein, which might lead to a 
iisc.overy of the writer ; and as the. Examiner is sure to 
.ravel back to Pari.s, might get him into a scrape, to say 
lot lung of his correspondent at home. At any rate 1 hojx) 
md tliink the perusal will amuse you. Whenever you 
:omc this way, 1 shall he happy to make you acquainted 
with Laily Byron, whom you will find any thing but a fine 
idy, a species of animal whom you proliahly do not affect 
ior«? than myself. Tlmiiks fiir the ‘Mask;* there is not 
Illy poetry and thought in the body, hut much research 
nd good old reading in your prefatory matter. I hope 
-)U have not given up your narrative poem, of which I 
« ard you speak as in progress. — Jt rtjoiccs me to hear 
r the well-doing and regi'iieralioii of the ‘Feast,’ setting 
riile my own selfi.sJi rea.son.s for wi.shing it succe.ss. 1 fear 
m stand almost .single in your liking of ‘Lara,’ it i.s na- 
ral tliat I should, as being my last an«l most unpopular 
ftervcscencc; pa.ssing by its other sins, it is too little nar- 
.five, and loo metaphysical to please the greater number 
■ readers. 1 have, however, much consolation in the 
ctiptiori with wliich yon furnish me. From Moore I have 
Jt heard very lately ; I fear he is a little humorous, be- 
,usc I am a lazy correspondent; hut that shall be mended. 

“Ever your obliged 

and very sinc.(;re friend, 

“Byron. 

“P. S. ‘Politics!’ The barking of the war-dogs for their 
rion has sickened me of them for the present,” 


LETTER CCLXIX. 

to MR. MOORS. 

“13, Piccadilly Terrace, June 12, 1815. 

“I have nothing to offer in behalf of my late sikmce, ex- 
ipt the most inveterate and ineftkhle laziness ; hut 1 am 
0 supine to invent a lie, or I certairdy should, being 
ishamed of the truth. Kinnaird, 1 hope, has appeased 
*ur magnanimous 'indignation at lus blunders. 1 wished 

Mr. Murray had pi-enented Lady Byrou with twelva dnwUiga, by 
lotbard, rron^urd Byrw»’a Fueiaa. 
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ani wish you wiprc in Committee, with all my heart.* It' 
leeme so hopeless a business, that the company of a friend 
would be quite consoling,— but more of this when we meet. 
In the mean time, you are entreat ( d to prevail upon Mrs. 
Esterre to engage herself, I believe she has been written 
to, but your influence, in person, or proxy, would probably 
go farther than our proposals. What tliey are, I know 
not; all my new function consists in listening to the des{)air 
of Caven^h Bradshaw, tl»e hopes of Ivmiiaird, the wishes 
of Lord Essex, the complaints of Whitbread, and tlie cal- 
culations of Peter Moore, — all of which, and whom, seem 
totally at variance. C. Bradshaw wants to light the 
theatre with gas, which may, perhaps, (if the vulgar be. 
beUeved,) poison half the audience, and all the Dramatis 
PertoiuB, Essex has endeavoured to t)ersuadc Kean not 
to get drunk, the consequence of wliich is, that he has never 
been sober since. Kuinaird, with equal success, would 
have convinced Raymond that he, the said Raymond, had 
too much salary. Whitbread wants us to assess the pit 
another sixpence,— a d — d insidious propositiorj, — which 
will end in an O. P. combuslion. To crown all, Robins, 
the auctioneer, has the impudence to he displeased, be- 
cause he has no dividend. The villain is a proprietor of 
sharet^ and a long-lungcd orator in the meetings. T hear 
he has prophesied our incajiacity, — ‘ a foregone conclusion,’ 
whereof I hope to give him signal proofs bof »rc wo arc 
done. 

* Will you give us an Opera? no, I ’ll be sworn, hut I wish 
you would. + 

“To go on witli the poetical world, Walter Scott has 
gone back to Scotland. Murray, the bookseller, has been 
cruelly cudgelled of mishegotlen knaves, ‘in Kendal green,’ 
at Newington Butts, in his way home from a. purlieu dinner 
—and robbed,— would you bclit've it?— of three, or four 
bonds of forty pounds apie<M3, and u seal-ring of hi.s grand- 
father’s worth a million! This is his version, — hut others 
opine that D’lsraeli, with whom he dined, knocked him 
down with his last publication, ‘the Ciuurrels of Authors,’ 
—in a dispute about copyright. Be that as it ma}', the 
newspapers have tccm<5d witii hi.s ‘irijuriu foriruc,’ and he 
has been embrocated and invisible to all hut the apothecary 
ever since. 

“Lady B, is better than three months advanced in her 
progress towards maitTiiil y, and, w«- hojie, likely to go wril 
through with it. We have been very little out tliis season, 
as I wish to keep her (juiet in her pres(‘nt situation. Her 
father and mother have changed iheir names to Noel, in 
compliance with Imrd Wentworth’s will, and in (ioinplai- 
sance to the property bequeathed by him. 

“I hear that you have been gloriously reetdved by the 
Irisli,— and so you ought . But do u’t let them kill you with 
claret and kindness at the national dinner in your honour, 
which, I hear and hope, is in contemplation. If you will 
tell me the day, I ’ll get drunk myself oil this side of the 
water, and wail you an aj)plaiuling hiccup over Uie 
Channel. 

“Of politics, we have nothing hut the yell for war; and 
Castlereagh is preparing his head for the pike, on vvhicli 
we shall sec it carried before he has done. 'I’he loan has 
made every body sulky. I hear often from Paris, but in 
direct contradiction to the liomc statements of our hirelings, i 
Of dome.stic doings, there has been nothing since Lady | 
D * *. Not a ^vorce stirring, — ^but a good many in 
embryo, in the shape of marriages. 

“ I enclose you an epistle received this morning from I 
know not whom ; but 1 think it will amuse you. The 
writer must be a rare follmv, 

“P. S. A gentleman named D’Alton (not your Dalton) 
has sent me a N ational Poem called ‘ Dermid.’ The same 
cau.se which prevented my writing to yqu operated against 
ray wish to write to him an epistle of thanks. If you see 
fcjim, Will you make all kinds of fine speeches fur me, and 


tell him lliat I am the laziest and most ungrateful of 
mortals? 

“A word more;— don’t let Sir John Stevenson (as on 
evidence on trials for copyright, &c.) talk about the price 
of yiiiir next Poem, or they w ill come ujion you for the 
Property Tux for it. 1 am serious, and have just heard a 
long story of the rascally tax-men mulung Scott pay for 
his. So, take care. Three hundred is a devil of a de- 
duction out of three tliousand. 


LETTER CCLXX. 

TO MH. MOOKE. 

“July 7, 1815. 

“‘Grata siipervcniet,’ &c. &c. I had written to you 
again, hut burnt the letter, because I began to think you 
seriously liurt at my indolence, and did not Itnow how the 
buffoonery it contained might bo taken. In the mean time 
I have yfiurs, and all is w ell. 

“I had given over all hoj)es of j’ours, Ry-tho-by, my, 
‘grata .superveniet’ should he in the present tense; for 1 
perceive it looks now as if it applied to this present scrawd 
reaching you, whereas it is to tlie receipt of thy Kilkenny 
»‘pistk‘ that I have lacked that ven(‘ral)lo sentiment. 

“l^)or Whil}>r(!ad died yesterday morning,— a sudden and 
severe loss. His health liad l>eeu wavering, hut so fatal an 
attack was not ajqinduinded. He drop[)e(l down, and, I 
believe, never spolu* afierward. 1 pr*r(‘ei\'e Perry attributes 
hi.s death to Driiry-lane, — a cuiisolatory ♦aicouragemcnt to 
the new Committee. 1 hav(‘ no doubt that + *, who is of 
a plethoric habit, will he hied immediately; anrl as 1 have, 
since, my marriage, lost inueh of my paleness, and, — ^‘hor- 
r»5seo refennis’ (for I hate even inodiratv fat) — that happy 
slenderness, to which, when I first knew yon, I liad attained, 
J by no means sit ea.sy under this flisj>erisation of the Morn- 
ing fdironiele. livery oik' mii.s1 regret the, los.s of AVhil- 
hrc'ad; he was surely a great ami very good man. 

“ Paris is taken for the second time. I presume It, fur the 
future, will have an anniversary (“uptur'\ lit the late battles, 
like all the world, 1 have lost a connexion, — jioor Frederic*k 
Howard,* the best of Ifn race. I had little iniercourst*, of 
late years, will) Ins family, hut I iievtT saw or hoard but 
good of him. H(»hhous<j’s brother is killed. In short, the 
huvoe has not left a family out of its ttaidur mercies. 

“Every liope of a republic is over, ami w'e inu.st go on 
under the old sysli rn. But 1 am sick at heart of pjjlitiits 
and slaughters; and the luck vvhieh Pnwidence is pleased 
to lavisli on Lord * *, is only a ]iroof of the little value the 
gods set upon prosperity, when they permit such * * *s as 
he and that drunken coiporal, old Bluclier, to bully their 
betters. From this, liovvever, Wellington should he ex- 
cepted. He is a man, — and the Sripio of our Hannibal. 
How'ever, he may thank the Russian frosts, which destroyed 
the real tiUc of tlie French army, ftir the successes of Wa- 
terloo. • 

“La! Moore — how you blasphemes about ‘Parnassus’ 
and ‘MoS(\s !’ I am ashaim*d for you. Won’t you do any 
tiling for the drama ? W e beseech an Ojiera. Kinnaird’s 
blunder was partly mine. • I wanted you of all things in the 
Committee, and so did he. But we are now glad you were 
wiser; fir it Is, I doubt, a hitter business. 

“ When shall we see you in England ? Sir R alph Noel 
{liUe Milhanko — he don’t promise to be /ate Noel in a hurry) 
finding that one man eun’t inhabit two hotises, has given his 
place in the north to me for a habitation ; and there Larly 
B. threatens to h(5 brought to bed in November. Sir R. 
and my Lady Mother are to quarter at Kirby — l.(»rd 
Wentworth’s that was. Perhayts you and Mrs. M«)ore 
will pay us a visit at Seaharn in the course of tli(>i autumn. 
If so, you aud I {wiUmd our wives) will take a hirk to Edin- 
burgh and embrace Jtiflrey. It is not mticb above one 
hundred miles from us. But all this, and otli€r high mai- 


Th« Committee of Mauagen of Dniry-laoe TUAlre. 


* Sfc Chiltlc Harold^ Canto lll~*taiiza 
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ters, we will discuBS at meeting, vvliieh I hope will be on 
your return. We do n’t l<;avo town till August. 

“Everj&c” 


LETTER OCLXXI. 

TO MR. SOTHEBY. 

“Sept. 15, 1815. Picciadilly Terrace. 

“DEAR SIR, 

“‘Ivan’* is accepted, and will be put in progress on 
Kean’s arrival. 

The theatrical gentlemen have a confident hope of it? 
success. 1 know’ not tliat any alterations tor the stage wil, 
bf necessary: if any, they wall be trifling, and you shall be 
duly apprize.d. J would suggest that you should not attend 
•any, except tlie latter rehearsals — the mmiagers liave re- 
quested me to state this to you. You tjuii see them, viz. 
l^bdin and Rae, whenever you please, and I will do any 
tiling you wish to be done, on your suggestion, in the mean 
time. 

“Mrs. Mardyn is not yet out, ami nothing can be deter- 
mined till she has made her appt arunce — I mean as to h(!r 
capacity for the part you mention, which I take it for 
granted is not in Ivan — as 1 think Ivan may be [»orformed 
very well witliout Ikt. But of that hereaflcr. 

“ K ver you rs, ve ry t ruly, “ 1 > i Ron. 

“P. S. You will be glad to hear that the* season has 
begun uncommonly well — great and constant houses — tlu' 
performers in much liarmony with the Committer and one 
anothci’, and as much good-liuinour as can be {deserved in 
such complicated and extensive inter(5sts as the Drury-huie 
proprietary.” 


LETTER CCLXXII. 

TO MR. SOTHEBY. • 

“Sept. 25, 1815. • 

“dear SIR, 

“ T tliink it would be advisoahle for you to sec the acting 
managers when convenient, as tln'se must be points on 
which you will want to ciJiifcr ; tlie objection T slated was 
merely on the part of tlie performers, and is central and 
not particular to this instance. I thought it as well lo 
mention it at once — and some of the rehearsals you will 
doubtless see. notviithstanding. 

“ Rae, I rather think, has his eye on Narilzeu for him- 
self. He is a more popular jierfijinK.'r tlian Bartley, and 
certainly the cast will be stronger with Iiiiii in it; besides, 
he is one of the managers, and will feel doubly intertjsted 
if he can act in both cajiacities. Mrs. Bartley will be 
Potrowna; — as lo the Empress, I know not what lo say or 
tliink. The truth is, wo are not amply furnished witli 
tragic women ; but make tlie l>cst of tlio.se w’e have, you can 
take your choice <*f tlie^n. We have all great liopes of the 
success— on which, »«tting aside other considcralious, w e 
arc particularly anxion.s, as being the first trageily to be 
bright out since the old Coiiimittee. 

^By-thc-way — I have a charge against you. As (he 
great Mr. Dennis roared out on a .similar occasion — ‘By’ 
G— d, is my tluunler !’ so do T exclaim ‘ Thh is my 

lightning !’ I allude to a .speech of lvan% in tlic seme with 
Petrowna and the Empress, where the thought and almost 
expression are similar to Conrad’s in the 3d Canto of the 
‘Corsair.’ I, however, do not say this lo accuse yon, but 
to exempt myself from suspicion, as there is a priority of six 
months’ publication, on my part, between the appearanct- 
ofthat compositkxi and of your tragedies. 

“George Lambe meant to liave written to you. If yt»u 
do n’t like to confer with the managers at present, I w'iil 
attend to your wishes — so slate them. 

“Yours very truly, “Byron.” 


LETTER CCLXXIll. 

TO MR. TAVrOR. 

• “ 13, 'I’erracc, Piccadilly, Sept. 25, 1816. 

“PEAR SIR, 

1 “I am sorry you sliould feel uneasy at what ha.s by no 
means troubled me.* If your Editor, his correspondents, 
mid readers, are amused, 1 have no objection to be the 
theme of all the ballads he cun find room fory— provided his 
lucubrations arc confined to me only. 

“It is a long lime since things of this kind have ceased 
lo ‘fright me from my propri<‘ty nor do I know any similar 
attack which woukl induce me to turn again, — ^unle.ss it 
involved tliose coniii'clcd willi me, wliose (jualities, 1 hope, 
are such as to evempt tfiern in flic eyes of those who bear 
no go(xi-wiU to myself. In such a case, supposing it to 
occur — to liic saying of Dr. J(»hiison, — ‘what the 

law could not do for na-, I would do for myselfj’ be the 
consequences what they might. 

“I return you, w ith many t]ianks,Colnian and the letters. 
'J’he Poi'ms, 1 hope, you intended me to keep; — at least, I 
shall do so, till I hear tJic contrary. 

* Very truly yours.” 
LETTER (X;LXX1V. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Sept. 25, 1815. 

“Will you puhlisli the Drury-lane ‘Magfiye?’ nr, what is 
more, will you give fifty, or even forty, pounds for the copy- 
right of the said 7 J have unchTtaken to ask you this qiies- 
lioii on bidialf of the translator, and wish you would. Wo 
c’un’t get so much for him by ten pounds from any body 
else, and I, knowing your magnificent'-c, would be glad of an 
answer. “Ever, &c.” 

LETTER CCLXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Sept. 27, 1815. 

* That ’s right, and splendid, and becoming a publisher of 
high dijgree. Mr. Concaneu (the translator) will be de- 
ighled, and pay his washerwoman ; and in reward f(»ryour 
houniifiil heliaviour in this instance, 1 won’t ask you to 
luibli.'.h any more for Drury-lane, or any lane whatever 
igairi. ^ oil will have no tragedy or any thing else from 
me, I assure you, and may think your.self lucky in having 
got rid of mo, fa good and all, witliout more damage. But 
1 ’ll ti'll you what vve will do for you, — act Sotheby’s Ivan, 
which will .sucrec'd ; and then your present and next im- 
[ircssion of the dramas of that dramatic gentleiiian will b© 
•xp<’dited to your heart’s eontent; and if there Is any thing 
very good, you shall have the refusal ; but you sha’n’l have 
any more requests. 

“Sotheby has got a thought, and almost the words^ from 
he third Canto of the Corsair, which, you know, was pub- 
islicd six months before his tragedy. It is from the storm 
in Conrad’s cell. I have written lo Mr. Sotheby to claim 
t ; and, as Dennis roared out of the pit, ‘By G—iiftfuU^smy 
thuiKler !’ .so do 1, and will 1, exclaim, ‘By G — d, that’s my 
ifrhtningP tliat electrical fluid being, in fact, tlie subject of 
lie said passage. 

“ You will have a print of Fanny Kelly, in the Maid, to 
jrofix, which is hoiie.slly worth twice the money you have 
given for thi‘ MB. Pray what did you do with the note 1 
gave you about Mungo Park ? “Ever, &c.” 

LETTER CCLXXVL 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“13) Terrace, Piccadilly, Oct. 7. 1815. 

“my hear HUNT, * 

“I had written a long answer to your last, which I pul 


• A Trajjetty, hy Mr. Sotheby, 


* All Attack on Lord ami Lady Byron, in the Suo mwepeper, of irhich 
Mr. 'Paytor was propfltelor. 



LETTERS, 1815. 


68 


into the fire, partly^, because it was a repetition of what I 
have already said, and next, because I considered what 
my Opinions are worth, before 1 made you f)ay double 
postage, as your proximity lays you within the jaws of 
the tremendous ‘ Twopenny,* and beyond the verge of 
franking, the only parliamentary privilege, (saving one 
other,) of much avail in these ‘ costermonger’ days. 

* Piay diotHi’t make me an exception to the ‘Long live King 
Richard* of your bards in the ‘ Feast,’ I do allow him* to 
be ‘ the prince of the bards of his time,’ ujion the judgment 
of those who must judge more impartially than I probably 
do. I acknowledge him as I acknowledge tlie Houses of 
Hanover and Bourbon, the— -not the ‘one-eyed monarch of 
the blind,’ — but the blind monarch of the one-eyed. I merely 
lake the liberty of a frt^e subject to vituperate certain of 
his edicts, and that only in private. I shall be very glad to 
see you, or your remaining canto ; if both together, so 
much the better.— I am interrupted.’* ♦ ♦ * ♦ 


LETTER CCLXXVII. 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“Oct. 15, 1615. 

“dear hunt, 

“I send you a thing whose greatest value is its pre.senl 
rarity ;f the present copy i^outains some tmuiiiscript cor- 
rections previous to an edition which was printed, but not 
published, and, in short, all that is in the su[>pres»ed edition, 
the fifth, except twenty lines in addition, for which there 
was not room in the copy before me. There are in it man v 
opinions I have altered, and some which I retain ; upn tlie 
whole, I wish that it had never been written, though iny 
sending you this copy (the ojily one in my (H.>s&cssiou, unless 
one of Lady B.’s be excepted) may seem at variance with 
this statement ; but my rea.son for tliis is very dillerent ; it 
is, however, the only gift 1 have made of the kind thi.s many 
a day. 

•P. S. You probably know that it is iKjt in print for sale, 
nor ever will be (if I can Iielp it) again.” 


sion, which shan’t be longer than I can make it. My mo- 
tive for writing that poem was, 1 fear, not so fair as you are 
willing to believe it; I was angry, and determined to be 
witty, and, fighting in a crowd, dealt about my blows against 
ail alike, without distinction or diHceriunent. When 1 came 
home from tl)e East, among other new acquaintsmees and 
friends, {x)Iit.ics and the state of the Nottingham rioters, (of 
which county I am a landholder, and Lord Holland Re- 
corder of the town,) led me by the good ofiices of Mr. 
Rogers, into the society of Lord Holland, who, witli Lady 
Holland, was particularly kind to me; about March, 181^ 
tills introduction took place, when I made my first speech 
on the Frame Bill, in the same debate in which Lord Hoi-'" 
land sfK)ke. Soon after this, 1 was correcting the fifth 
edition of ‘E. B.’ for the press, when Rogers represented to 
me tliat he knew I.ord and Lady Holland wotiid not he 
sorry if I suppressed any farther publication of that Poem ; 
and I immediately acquiesced, and witli great pleasure, fur 
I had attacked them upon a fancied and false provocatk^n, 
with many otliers ; and iieitlier was, nor am sorry, to have 
done what I could to stifle Uiat ferixiious rhapsody. This 
was subsequent to my acquaintance with I lort* ’'Ir.lland, 
aiwl was neither expressed nor understotxl, as a condition 
of that acquaintance. Rogers told me he thought I oiioht 
to suppress it ; I thought so too, and did as far as I could, 
and tliat ’s all. I sent you niy copy, because I ciinsidi; /our 
having it mucli the same as having it inys<di“. Lady liyrr'n 
has one ; I desire not to have any other, and sent it only os 
a curiosity and a memento.” 


LETTER CflLXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“13, Terrare, Piccadilly, Oct. 28, 1815. 
“You are, it accnis, in England again, as 1 am to hear 
from every hwly but yourself; and 1 suppr^sc you punctilious 
because I did not answer your last Irish letti^r. When dwl 
ymi leave tlie ‘swate country?’ Never mind, 1 forgive you ; 
-a strong prcKif ol— 1 know not what — to give tlie he to— 

‘ tie never (mrdutis who linlh douB llic wrong.* 


LETTER COLXXVIII. 

TO MR. HUNT. 

“Oct. 22, 1815. 

“my dear hunt, 

“You have excelled yourseU^ if not all your contempo- 
raries, in the canto which 1 have just finished. 1 think it 
above the former books; but that is as it should be; it rises 
with the subject, the conception appears to me perfect, and 
the execution perhaps as nearly so as verse will admit. 
There is more originality than I recollect to have seen cNe- 
where within the same compass, and frequent and gr .at 
happiness of expression. In short, I must turn to the faults, 
or what ajipear to be such to me : these are not many, nor 
such as may not be easily altered, being almost all verbal; 
and of the same kind os 1 pretended to point out in the 
fixmer cantos, viz. occasional quaintness and obscurity, and 
a kind of harsh and yet colloquial compounding of epithets, 
as if to avoid saying common things in the common way ; 
difficile est propria communia dicore,’ seems at times to 
have met with in you a literal traiwlator. I have made a 
few, and but a few pencil marks on the MS. which you can 
follow, or not, as you please. 

“ The Poem, as a whole, will j|pvo you a very high station ; 
but where is the conclusion ? Do let it cixil in the com- 
poffltion! You can always delay as Iwig as you like re- 
vising, tliough I am not sure, in tlie very face of Horace, 
that the ‘ nonum,’ &c. is attended with advantage, unless 
we read ‘months’, for ‘years.’ am glad tlie b^k sentf 
reached you. I Ibrgot to tell you tlie story of its suppres- 


•Wordiworth. , 

t A Mfqr of th« Eufliih Sard* and Scotch R«vU‘wcn. 


“You have written to * *, You have also written to 
Perry, who iiitiniat<!s hope of an Opera from you. (.‘ole- 
ridge has promised a Tragedy. Now, if you keep Perry’s 
word, and Coleridge keeps his own, Drury-lane will be sot 
up; — and, sooth to say, it is in grievous want of such a lift.. 
W e began at speed, and are Wow n already. When I say 
‘we,’ I mean Kinnainl, who i.s the ‘all in all sufticieiit,’ and 
can count, which n<ine of the rest of the Committee can. 

It is really very good fun, as far as tlie daily and nightly 
stir of these stnitlcrs and frotters go; and, if the concern 
could be brought to pay a shilling in the pound, would do 
j much credit to llie management. Mr. has an ac- 

cepted tragedy, ** + *♦, whose first scene is in his sleep, 
(I do n’t mean the author’s.) It was forwarded to us as a 
prodigious favourite of Kean’s ; hr* the said Kean, upon 
interrogaliun, denies his eulogy, and protests against liis 
part. How it will end, J know not. 

“I say so much about tlie theatre, because there no- 
thing else alive in London at this season. All the world 
are out of it, except us, who remain to lie in,— in December, 
or perliaps earlier. Lady B. is very ponderous a*’d pros- 
perous, apparently, and 1 wish it well over. 

There is a play before me from a personage who ^ 
himself ‘Hibernicus.’ The hero Is Malachi, tlie Irishman 
and king; and tlie villain and usurjier, Turgesius the Dane. 
The conclusion is fine. Turgesius is chained by the leg 
(vide st^e direction) to a pillar on the stage; and King 
Malachi makes him a speech, not unlike l^ord Castle- 
reagh’s about tlie balance of power and the lawfulness of 
legitimacy, which puts Turgesius into a phrensy-rRs Cas- 
tlereagh’s would, if his audience was chained by the leg. 
He draws a dagger and rushes at thefcorator; but, finding 
himself at the end of hts tether, he sticks it into his own 
carcass, and dies, saying, he has fulfilled a prophdey. % 
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**Now, this is terimut daimright maUer offact^ and tlie 
gravest part of a tragedy which is not intended for bur- 
lesque. 1 tell it you for the honour of Ireland. The writer 
hc^es it will be represented : — but what is Hope ? nothing 
but4he paint on the face of Existence ; the least touch of 
Trutk rubs it of^ and then we see what a hollow-cheeked 
harlot we have got hold of. 1 am not sure that 1 have not 
said tills last superfine reflection before. But never mind ; 
—it will do for tlie tragedy of Turgesius, to which I can 
apfiend it. 

* Well, but how dost thou do? thou bard, not of a thou- 
sand, but three thousand ! I wish your friend, Sir John 
Piano-forte, liad kept that to himself and not made it [>ul>- 
lic at the trial of tlie song-seller in Dublin. 1 tell you why 
it is a liberal thing for Longman to do, and honourable for 
you to obtain ; but it will set all tlie ‘ hungry and dinnerles> 
iank-jawed judges’ upon the fortunate author. But tht^y 
be d— d! — the ‘Jeffrey and the Moore together are confi- 
dent against the world in ink !’ By-the-way, if poor 
ridge— who is a man of w'onderful talent, and in distress, 
and about to publish two vols. of 1‘ocjsy an<l Biography 
and wh«' h{..s been w'orse used by the critics than ever we 
we-e — will you, if he comes out, promise me to review liini 
fav^'urably in the E. R.? Praise him, 1 think 3 'ou must, 
but you will also praistJ him tw//,-— of all things the m<3st 
ddi '• t. It will he tlie. making of him. 

" 'fhis must be a secret between ytiU and me, as Jcjflrey 
might nut like such a project — nor, indeed, might Coleridge 
liuiiS-lf. iu Butl do think he only w’ants a pioneer, 
and a sparkle or two to explode most gloriously. 

Ever yours most aflectionately, “ B.” 


LETTER CCLXXX. 

TO Mil. HUNT, 

* 13, Tcrracii, Piccadilly, Sept.— Oct. 30, 1815. 

MY DEAR HUNT, 

‘‘Many thanks for your book.s, of which you alrcaily 
know my oplnum: their external splendour shouk I not dis- 
turb you as ina[)|)ropri.*1i — they hav** still nmre within than 
without. I take leave to diller from you on VVordswortli, 
as freely as 1 once agretul whh you ; at that time 1 gave 
him credit for a promise, which is unfulfilled. 1 still flunk 
las capacity warrants all you say of it only, but that his 
performances since ‘ Lyrical Ballads’ are miserably inade- 
quate to the ability which lurks within him: there Is un- 
doubtedly mucli natural talent spilt over the ‘Excursion,’ 
but it is rain upon rocks, when' it stands and stagnates, or 
rain upon sands, where it falls without fertilizing. Who 
can understemd him? Let those who do, make him intel- 
ligible, Jai^ib Behinen, Swedenborg, and .Ioanna SoiUh- 
cote, are mere types of this arch-apostle (»r my-stery and 
mysticism. But I have done,— no, I have not done, for I 
have two petty, and perhap.s unworthy obji'ctions in small 
matters to make^ito him, which, with his preteii.sions to 
accurate observations, and fury against Pope’s false trans- 
lation of ‘ the moonlight scene in Homer,’ I wonder he 
should have fallen into : these be tliey : — He says of Greece 
in the body of his book, that it is adotid of 

‘ Riverg, fertile jylains, mid «oumtiiif nhorea, 

^ • Under a coiw ol‘ variegated «ky.’ 

The rivers are dry half the year, the plains are barren, and 
flic shores stHl and Mckss as the Mediterranean can make 
fliem; the sky is any thing but variegated, being for months 
and montlis but ‘darkly, deeply, beautifully blue.*— I’he 
next is in his notes, where he talks of our ‘Monuments 
crowded together in the basy, See. of a largo town,’ as com- 
pared with the ‘still seclusion of a Turkish cemetery in 
some rejrwte place.’ This is pure stuff; for one monument 
in ^ churchyards there are ten in flie Turkish, and so 
crowded tba^you cannot walk between fliem; fliat is, 
divided merely by a path or road ; and as to ^remote places,* 
,ineii*iiever take the trouble, in a barbarous oountry, to 


carry their dead very far; tliey must have lived near to 
where they were buritsd. There are no cemeteries in 
‘remote pku^es,’ excejit such as have the cypress and the 
tombstone still left, where the olive and the habitation of 
the living have perislied. . . . These things I was struck 
with, as coming peculiarly in my own way ; and in Ixrth of 
these he is wrong : yet I sliould have noticed neither, but 
for his attack on Pop© for a like blunder, and a iieevish 
affectation about iiim of despising a po[mlarity which be 
will never obtain. I write in great haste, and, I doubt, not 
much to die purpose, but you have it hot and hot, just as it 
comes, and so let it go. By-the-way, both he and you go 
too far against Pope’s ‘So when flie mcKin,’ &c.; it is no 
translation, I know ; but it is not such false description as 
asserted. I have read it on the sjjot ; flicre is a burst, and 
a lightness, and a glow about the night in the Troad, which 
makes the ‘planets vivid,’ and the ‘ pole glaring.’ The miKiii 
Is, at least the sky is, clearness itself ; and I know no more 
appropriate ex{)ression for the expansion of such a heaven 

oor the scene — the plain — the sea — the sky — Ida — the 
Hellespont — Simoi.s — Scaniander — and the Isles — than 
that of a ‘flood of glory.’ I am getting horribly Jengtliy, 
luid must stop: to tJic whole of your letter I say ‘ditto to 
Mr. Burke,’ as tla; Bristol candidate cried by way of 
elcctioni'ering harangue. You mH‘d not s{)eak of morbk^ 
feelings and vexations tome; I have plenty; bull must 
iiHi partly tlu> Unies, and chiefly myself: but Ictus forget 
tliem. / shall be very apt to do so when I see you next. 
Will you come to the theatre atid see our new manage- 
ment? You shall cut it up to your heart’s content, root 
and branch, afterwards, if you like, but come and see it ! 
If not, I must come and see you. “Ever yours, 

“Very truly and affectionately, 
“Bykow, 

“ P. S. Not a word from Mtxire for these, two months. 
Pray let me have the rest of Rimini. Y'ou have two ex- 
cel)(mt points in that Poem, originality and Italianisrn. I 
will back you as a Bard against half the fellows on whom 
you have thrown awny much good criticism and eulogy ; 
but do n’t let your bookseller publish in quartOy it is flio 
worst siz«5 poK.«ible for circulation. I say this on biblio- 
lolicul authority. “Again, yours ever, “B.** 


LETTER CCLXXXL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Terrace, Piccadilly, Oct. 31, 1816. 

“ I have not been able to ascertain precisely the time of 
duration of the stock market; but 1 believe it is a good time 
fiir selling out, and I hope so. First, liccause 1 shall see 
you ; ruid, next, because 1 shall receive certain moneys on 
behalf of Lady B. tlie w'hich will materially conduce to my 
oinfort, — 1 wanting (as the duns say) ‘to make up a sum.* 
“Yesterday, I dined out witli a largeish party, where 
were Sheridan and Colmaii, Harry Harris of C. G. and his 
broflier, Sir Gilbert Heatlicote, l3s. Kinnaird, and oflicra 
>r note and notoriety. Like oflicr parties of flie kind, it 
was first silent, then talky, then argumentative, then dis- 
l^aitatious, then iiiunielligible, then altogethery, then inar- 
ticulate, and then drunk. When we liad reached the last 
step of tluB glorious ladder, it was difficult to get down again 
wifliout stumbling ;— and, to crown all, Kinnaird and 1 had 
to conduct Sheridan down a d— d corkscrew stairca.se, 
which had certainly been constructed before the discovery 
of fermented liquors, and to which no legs, however crooked, 
could possibly accommodate themselves. We de^iosited 
liim safe at home, where his man, evidently used to the 
business, waited to receive him in the hall. 

“ Both he and Colman were, as usual, very good ; but I 
carried away much* wine, and the wine had previously 
carried away my memory; so that all was hiccup and 
happiness for the last hour or so, and I am nut impregnutiid 
with any of fl^e cx>nvorsation. Pcrba{« you heard of a late 
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answer of Sheridan to the watchman who found him bereft 
^ that ‘ divine particle of air,’ called reason, — * 

^ * * *. He, the watchman, foiini 

Cherry in the street, fuddled and bnv\ildere<l, and ahnmi 
nsonsible. ‘Who are sir?’— no answer. ‘What’t 

our name T — ^ hiccup. ‘ W hat ’s yotir name ?’ — ns wer, 
1 a slow, deliberate, and imf>assive tone, — ‘Wilber- 
vee!!!’ Isnottliat Sherry all over? — and to my mind 
xcellent. Poor fellow, }da very dregs are better tlian the 
first sprightly runnings’ of olliers. 

“ My paper is full, and I have a grievous hcjidach. 

“P. S. Lady B. is in full progress. Next month will 
•ring to light (with the aid of ‘ Juno Luciiui, fer optnnj or 
ather for the last are moat wanted) the ttsnth w onder 
f the world ; Gil Bias being dte eightli, and he (my son’s 
Ltlier) the ninth.” 


LETTER CCLXXXII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Nov. 4,1815. 

•Had you not hcwdldcrcd my head with the ‘sl«K*ks,’ 
our letter would have been answered directly. Had n’t I 
) go to the city? and had n’t I to remember what to ask 
^hen I got there? and lia<l n’t I forgotten it ? 

“1 should bo undoubtedly delighted to see you; but 1 don’t 
ke to urge against your reasons my own inclinations. 
Jome you must soon, for stay you wmCt. I know you o, 
Id ; — you have been too much leavened with London t 
eep long out of it, 

“Lewis is go'mg to Jamaica to suck his sugar-canes, 
le sails in two days ; 1 enclose you his far<;well note. I 
aw him last niglit at D. L. T. for the last time previou? 
a his voyage. Poor fidlow ! he. is really a good man ; an 
xccKent man ; he left me. his walking-stick and a |K>t of 
(reserved ginger. I shall never cat the hest without tears 
a my eyes, it is so /tot. W e have had a devil of a row 
mong our ball arinas: Miss Smith has been wrongt'd about 
hurnfiipc. The Committee liave iiit^Tfered ; but Byrne, 
le d — d ballet-master, won’t budge a s(e)». I am furious, 
0 is George Lambe. Kinnaird is very glad, because — ^lie 
o n’t know wdiy ; and I arn very sorr}', r»*r the same reason, 
i’o-day I dine wilii Kd. — we arc to have Sheridan and 
Jolrnan again ; and to-morrow, once more, at Sir Gilbert 
[cathcote’s. I 

•Tieigh Hunt has written a real good and very original 
’oCTW, which I tliink will bo a great hit. You can have no 
Dtion how very well it is written, nor should I, had I not 
jddc it. As to us, Torn — eh, when art thou out ? If you 
link the verses worth it, 1 would rather they were eni- 
almed in the Irish Melodies, than scattered abroad in a 
dparate song; much rather. But when are thy great 
lings out? I mean tlie Po of Pos; thy Shah Nameh. 
t is very kind in Jeffrey to like tlie Hebrew Melodics, 
ome of the fellows here preferred Sternhold and Hopkins, 
nd said so;— ‘the fiend receive their souls tberefJir!’ 

“ I must go and dress for dinner. Poor, dear Murat, 
'ha . an end ! You know, I supfKise, that his white plume 
sed to be a rallying point in battle,* like Henry the 
'ourth’s. He refused a confessor and a bandage; so 
fould neitlier suffer his soul or boily to be bandaged. You 
ball have more to-morrow or next day. “ Ever, 


LETTER CCLXXXin. 

TO MR. MURRAT. 

•Nov. 4, 1815. 

• When you have been enabled to form an opinion on 
fit, Coleridge’s MS. you will oblige mte by returning it, as, 
i fiict, 1 have no auUiority to let it out my bands. 1 


think most highly of it, and feel anxious that you should be 
the [inblisher ; but if you are not, 1 do not despair of finding 
those who will. 

“I have written to Mr. Leigh Hunt, stating your willing- 
ness to treat with him, which, when 1 saw you, I understood 
you to be. Terms and time I leave to his pleasure* and 
your discernment; but tills I will say, that 1 think it the 
safext thing you over engaged in. I speak to you as a man 
jf business: were I to talk to you as a reader or a critic, I 
should say, it w'as a very wonderful and beautiful perform- 
ance, with just enough of fault to make its beauties more 
remarked and remarkable. 

“And now to the last ; my own, which I feel ashamed of 
after the- olliers: — publish or not as you like, I don’t care 
w dumn. If y(m do n’t, no one else shall, and I never 
tliought or dreamed of it, except as one in tlie collection. 
If it is worth being in the fourth volume, put it there and 
nowhere else ; and if not, put it in tlie fire. “Yours, 

“N” . 


LETTER CCLXXXIV. 

TO MR. MOIlRAY. 

“Nov. 14, 1815. 

“I return you your hills not accepted, hut certainly not 
unhonoured. Your ])rt^scnt offer is a favour whwjh 1 would 
acce[)t from you, if 1 accepted such from any man. Had 
such b(H5n my intcntif>n, 1 can assure you I would have 
asked you fairly, and as freely as you would give ; and I 
cannot sa}^ more of my confidence or your conduct. 

“ The circumstances whicli induce me to part with my 
books,* though suffieicoitly, ar<5 not immediatefy, ])ressing. 
I have made up my mind to them, and there’s an end. 

“Had 1 bt'cn disposed tot.resj>ass on your kindness in 
this way, it would have been before now ; but I am not 
iorry to have an opportunity of declining it, as it sets my 
opinion of you, and indeed of human nature, in a different 
ight from tlial in which I have been accustomed to con- 
sider it. * Believe me very truly, Stc.” 


LETTER CCLXXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Dec. 25, 1815. 

•I send some liniis, written some lime ago, and intended 
< an opening to the ‘Siege of (mrintli.’ I had forgotten 
hem, and am not sure that they had not better he left out 
low: on tlial, you and your Synod can determine.! 

“Yours, 


PRAOMENTS OF LETTERS WRITTEN AT OUT THIS TIMR 
TO MR. HUNT. 

“ With regard to the English Bards and Scotch Re- 
iewers, I have no concealments, nor desire to have any, 
rom you or yours; the suppression occurred (I am assure 
as I can be of any thing) in the manner stated : 1 have 
never regretted tliat, hut very often the composition, tliat'^s, 
•he hummr of a great deal in it. As to the quotation you 
ude to, I have no right, nor imleed desire, to prevent it ; 
but, on the contrary, in common with all other writers, I do 
and ought to take it as a compliment. 

“ The paper on the Methoclists I redde, and agree with 
he writer on one point, in which you and he perhaps diffor ; 

* Tn eonwqiiencc of his preuniary embarransinrutit at tfaia time, he hod 
rxpreoacU an inletition of purliiij; with bin btioke. On hearing tiiiii, Mr. 
liurray inataully forwarded him 1500L with an nraurance that another 
im of the aame amount ahould be at hia service in a few weeks, and that 
aueb aksistauce should not be sufficient, Mr. Murray d^as most ready to 
'spose of the copyrighu of all hia paet worka for hia uae. 
t Sea Poema, p. I3l. 


*8aa Poema, y.lMr. 
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that an addiction to poetry is very generally the result of 
‘an uneasy mind in an uneasy body disease or deformity 
have been the attendants of many of our best. Collins mac 
— Chatterlon, I think, mad — Cow])er mad — Pope crooko 
—Milton blind — (;iray (I have iieard that tlie Ifist was 
aftiicked by an incurable and very grit'.vous distem|jcr, 
though not gfifierally known) and oflieis — 1 have Home- 
where read, however, that poets rore/y go mad. 1 supfiosi 
tlie writer means that their insanity effervesces and evapo- 
rates in verse— may b*) so. 

“I have not had time to attack your which oughi 

to be done, were it only because it is a syslan, by and 
by, have at you* “Yours, ever, 

“BvKOBr.® 


LETTER CCLXXXVn. 

TO JUR. HUNT. 

“Jan. 29, 1816. 

“DEAR HUNT, 

“ I return your extract with thanks for the perusal, and 
hope you are by this time on the verge of pubbi'ntion. My 
pencil-marks on the margin of your fonner manuscripts I 
never tltoiight worth the trouble of deciphering, but I had 
no such meaning as you imagine for their being withheld 
from Murray, from whom I differ entirely as to the terms 
of your agreement ; nor do I think you asked a piastre too 
much for the Poorn. However, I doubt not he will deal 
fairly by you on tlie w'hole ; he is really a very good fellow, 
and his faults are merely the leaven of his ‘trade— ‘the 


trade!’ tlic slave-trade of many an unlucky writer. 

*Of ‘ Rimini,’ Sir Henry Englcficld, a mighty man in tlie « The said Murray and I are just at present in no good 
blue circles, and a very clever man any where, sent to humour witli each other; but he is not the worne for that ; I 


Murray, in terms of tlie higliest, eulogy ; and with regard i 
ffie common reader, my mler and coumn (who are now all 
my family, and tlie last since gone away to lie married) 
were in fixed perusal and delight with it, and they aro^m 
critical,’ but fair, natural, iiiiaffeetod, and understandnig 
persons. Frere, and all the arcli-literali, I hear, are also 
unanimous in a high opinion of th<‘ Poem.” 


LETTER CCLXXXVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Jan. 5,1816. 

®1 hojic Mrs. M. is quite rc-establislied. I’he little gii 
was horn on the 10th of December last: her name is Au 
gusta Ada, (tiie second a very antujue family iiniuc, — 1 
bclie-vc not used since the reign of King John.) She was. 
and is, very flourlsliiiig and fat, and rei'koned very large 
fur her days — .S4jualls and suclcs incessantly. Are you 
answered ! Her mother is doing very well, and up again. 

“1 have now )»eeri married a year on tlie second of this 
month — heigli-ho ! I have scon nolxKly lately much worth 
noting, except S * * ari<i uuoflier g(‘neral of tlx*. Gauls, once 
or twice at dinners out of doors. S * * Is a fine, foreign. 
viIlainou.s-looking, intelligent, and very agreeable man; liis 
compatriot is more of the pdU~7mUrt\ imd younger, but I 
should think not at all of iJio same inrclJccfiial calibre with 
the Corsican — which S * you know’, i.s, and a cousin of 
JVapoleon’s, 

“Are you never to be expected ivi town again? To be 
sure, there is no one here of llio 1300 fillers of hot rooms, 
called the fasliionable world. My approadiing papa-sliij. 
detained us for advitxi, &c. &c. — though [ would as soon 
bo here as any wherci else on tliis side of the straits of 
Gibraltar, 

“I would gladly — or, rather, sorrowfully— comply with 
your request of a (jirge for tlie jioor girl you mention.* Hut 
how can I w'rit(9 on one I have never se«*ii or known ? 
Besides, you will do it much blotter yourself. 1 could m»t 
write upon any thing, widiout some personal experience 
and foundation ; far less on a tlieme so peculiar. Now, you 
have both in this crsc ; and, if ydh had iicitlier, you have 
more imagination, and would nevei’ fail. 

• ^ This is but a dull scrawl, and 1 am but a dull fellow. 
Just at present, I um absorbed in 500 contradictory coii- 
Uimplations, though wdtii but one object in view — ^\vluch will 
probably end in nothiftg, as most things we wish do. Bui 
never mind — as somelx>dy says, ‘for the blue sky liends 
over all.’ I only could be gla<l, if it bent over me where it 
is a little bluer; like the ‘skyisli top of blue Olympus,’ wliioli, 
by-tlie-way, looked very wliite when I last saw it. 

“Ever, &C.’' 

* I h«d nwuitionwl to him, a« a Butijcct worthy of bi« bett pow« 
pnthoB, « molonnio! y event wliici> Imd Unit occurred hi my iteii^huuriioud, 
Hud to wiiich I liHve'tTiyBrlf mnde«liunon In otio of the Skered MelotUei 
“ TiS ccp u»t for Licr.’ '—Mojrc. 


feel sure that he will give your work as fair or a fairer 
•iiance in tivery w^ay than yt»ur latti publisliers ; and what 
he can’t do for if, it will do for itself. 

“Continual business and occasional indi.sposition have 
been the causes of mv negligence {for I deny neglect) in 
not wriling to you immediately. Thest; are. exeuses; I 
wish tliey may be more .satisfactory to you than they are 
to me. I opened my eyes yesterday morning on your 
compliment of Sunday. lfyi>u knew what a hopeless an<f 
iethargie den of dMlno.s.s and drawling our hospital is during 
a delKitt' r and what a mass of corruption in its patients, you 
would wonder, not that Ivory seldom sp(*ak, but that I ever 
attempted it, fcc'ling, as I trust 1 do, inde{)eijdently. How- 
ver, when a proper sjiirit is manifested ‘witlunit doors,’ I 
will endeavour not to be idle within. Do yon think such a 
irne is (x)ining? Mothinks lliere arc gleams of it. My 
forefitl hers \N ere of the other side of tin* (juestiun in Charles’ 
days, and the fruit of it was a title and thc' ]o.ss of an enor- 
mous property. 

“ If the old struggle comes on, I may lose tlie one, and 
shaD never regain the other, but no matter; there are 
hings, even in this world, better than eitlier. 

“ V cry truly, ever yours, ® B.” 


LETTER CCLXXXVm. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“Feb. 8, 1816. 

“Do not mistake me — I really returned your book for 
llic reason as.signed, and no other. It is too good for so 
careless a follow. T liave parted with all my own books, 
and jK)sitively won’! depri\'c» you of so valuable ‘ a drop of 
that immortal man.’ 

“I shall be very glad (o see yon, if you like to call, though 
. am at presimt contending with ‘the slings and arrows of 
jutrageous fortune,’ some ofwlmdi liave struck at me from 
a quarter whence I did not indeed exjier.t them. But no 
matter, ‘there Is a world elsewhere,’ and I will cut my way 
hrongh this as I can. 

“If you write to Moore, will you tell liim that I shall 
uiswer lus letter the moment 1 can muster time and 
spirits? “Everyourt!, “Bn.” 


LETTER CCLXXXIX- 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Feb. 29, 1816. 

“I have not answered your letter fora time; and, at 
ircBcnt, tlie reply to part of it might extend to such a length, 
hat I shall delay it till it can bo made in jierson, and then 
will shorten it as much as 1 can. 

“In the mean tiiwj, I am at war ‘ witli all foe world and 
iLs wife;’ or rather, ‘ all foe world and my wife’ are at war 
vith me, and have not yet crushed me, whatever they nuy 
I don’t know that in foe course of a hairbreadtii 
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ezisteiice I was ever, at home or abroad, in a situation so 
completely uprooting of present pleasure, or rational hope 
for the future, as this same. I say this, because I think so, 
and feel it. But I shall not sink under it the more for that 
mode of cemsidering the question. I have made op my 
mind. 

**By-the-way, however, you must not believe all you 
hear on the subject ; and do n’t attempt to defend me. If 
you succeeded in that, it would be a mortal, or an immortal 
offence— who can bear refutation ? I have but a very short 
answer for those whom it concerns ; and all the activity of 
myself and some vigorous frieiids have not yet fixed <w any 
tangible ground or personage, on which or with whom 1 can 
disoiss matters, in a sununary way, with a fair pretext; 
though I nearly had 7iailefJI one yesterday, but he evaded by 
—-what was judged by others — a satisfactory explanation. 
I speak of cxrcidatare — against whom I have no enmity, 
though I must act according to the common code of usage, 
when I hit upon those of the serious order. 

Now for other matters — ^PcK’sy, for instance. Leigh 
Hunt’s poem is a devilish good one— <iuaint, here and there, 
but vwdi the substratum of originality, and with poetry 
about it that will stand the test. 1 do not say this because 
he has inscribed it to me, wliich I am sorry for, as I should 
otherwise have begged you to review it in the Edinburgh. 
'It is really deserving of much praise, and a favourahk 
critique in the E. R. would but do it justice, and set it up 
before the pubUc eye where it ought to bo. 

“How are you? and where ? I have not the most distant 
idea what I am going to do myself, or with myself^ 
where— or what. I liad, a few weeks ago, some things to 
say, that would have made you laugh ; but tliey tell me 
now that 1 must not laugh, and so 1 have been very serious 
—and am. 

* 1 have not been very well — with a liver complaint — ^but 
am much better within the last fortnight, though still under 
latrical advice. 1 have latterly seen a little of * 

“ I must go and dress to dine. My little girl is in the 
country, and, they tell me, is a very fine chUd, and now 
nearly three montlis old. Lady Noel (my mother-in-law, 
or raUier, at law) is at present overlooking it. Her daughter 
(Miss Milbanke that was) is, 1 believe, in London witli 
*er father. A Mrs. Charlmont,* (now a kind of house- 
keeper and spy of Lady N.’s) who, in her better days, was 
a washerwoman, is suppostxl to be — ^by tlie learned— very 
much the occult cause of our late domesue discrepancies. 

* III all tliis business, I am the sorriest for Sir Ralph. 

He and 1 are equally punished, tliough rmgi» pares quern 
mmiles in our affliction. Yet it is hard for boUi to suffer 
for tlie fault of one, and so it is— 1 shall be separated from 
my wife ; he will retain his. “ fevor, &c.” 

LETTER CCXC. 

TO MB. HUNT, 

“Feb. 26, 1816. 

“nSAB HUNT, 

“Your letter would have been answered before, had I 
not tliought it probable that, as you were in town for a day 
or so, I f^iould have seen you ; — 1 do n’t mean this as a hint 
at reproach for not calling, but merely tliat of course I 
should have been very glad if you had called in your W'ay 
home or abroad, as I always would have been, and always 
•(hall be. With regard to the circumstances to which you 
alhide, Ujen» is no reason why you should not speak openly 
to me on a subject already sufficiently rife in the mouths 
and nunds of what is called ‘the world.’ Of the ‘fifty re- 
ports,* it follows that forty-nbe must have more or less 
error and exaggeration; but 1 am sorry to say, that on the 
main and essential point of an intende(|, and, it may be, an 
inevitable separation, I can contradict none. At present I 
ritall say no more, but fois is not from want of confidence ; 

*‘liRA Ciwrlaktiti. 8ea PoenKj p. iS6 


in the mean time 1 shall merely request a suspension of 
opunion. Your prefatory letter to ‘ Rimini’ 1 accepted as 
it was meant, as a public compliment and a private kind- 
ness. I am only sorry that it may perliaps operate against 
you 88 an inducement, and, wiili some, a pretext for attack 
OQ the part the political and personal enemies of both ; 
not that this can be of much consequence, for in the end 
the work must be judged by its roorit^ in that respect, 

you are well armed. Murray tells me it is going on well, 
and, you may depend upon it, there is a substratum of 
poetry, which is a foundation for solid and durable fame. 
The objections (if there be objections, for this is a jore- 
sumption, and not an assumption) will he merely as to the 
mechanical part, and such, as 1 stated before, the usual 
consequences of either novelty or revival. I desired Mur- 
ray to forward to ycHi a pamphlet witli two things of mine 
in it, the most part of hotii of them, and of one in particular, 
written before ottiers of my composing, which iiavc preceded 
tliem in puhUcation; they are neither of them of much 
pretension, nor intended for it. You %vill perhaps wonder 
at my dwelling so much and so fretjuenlly on former sub- 
jects and scenes ; but the fact is, tliat 1 found tliem fading 
fast from my memory ; and I was, at the same time^ so 
partial to tlieir place, (and events rxinnectcd with it,) that 
1 have stamped them while I could, in such colours as I 
could trust to now, but might have confused and misapfilied 
hereafter, had I longer delayeil the attempted delineation.” 


LETTER CCXCI. 

TO MB. MOOKE. 

“March 8, 1816. 

“I rejoice in your promotion as Chainnan and Chari- 
table Steward, &c. &c. These he dignities wliich await 
only the virtuous. But then, recollect, you are ^a-and- 
thirtp, (T speak tliis enviously — not of your age, but the 
‘ honour — love— obedience— trwps of friends,’ which ac- 
company it,) and I have eight years gixid to run before I 
arrive at such hoary perfection; by which time, — if J am at 
all, — it will probably he in a state of grace or progressing 
I merits. 

“I must sot you right in one point, however. The fault 
was not — no, nor even the misfortune, — in my ‘choice* 
(unless in choosing at all) — fur 1 do not helievii, and I must 
say it, in the very dregs of all this hitter husjn(\ss, that there 
ever was a better, or even a brighter, a kinder, or a more 
amiable and agreeable being than Lady B. I never had, 
nor can have, any reproach to make her, wliile witli me. 
Where there is blame, it belongs to myself ; and, if I cannot 
redeem, I must b«mr it. 

“Her nearest relatives are a * * * * — my circumstances 
have been and are in a state of great confusion — my health 
has been a good deal disordered, and my mind ill at ease 
for a considerable pcriixl. Such are the causes (1 do not 
name them as excuses) which have freqjiently driven me 
into excess, and disqualified my temper for comfort. Some- 
thing also may he attributed to the strange and desultory 
habits which, becoming my own master at an early age, 
and scrambling about, over and through tJie world, may 
have induced. I still, however, think that, if I bad had a 
fair chance, by being placed m even a tolerable situational 
might have gone on foirly. But tliat seenw hopeless, and 
tlierc is nothing more to be said. At present — except my 
Jiealth, wliich is lajlter (it is odd, but agitation or contest of 
any kind gives a rebound to my spirits and sets me up for 
the time) — have to battle with all kind.s of unpleasant- 
nesses, including private ami pecuniary diificu]ties,&c. &c. 

“I believe I may have said this before to you, — but I 
risk repeating it. It is nothing to bear the privations of 
adversity, or, more properly, ill fortune ; but my pride recojjs 
from its mrlignities. However, 1 have no quarrel with that 
same pride, which will, I think, buckler me tjiprough every 
thing. If my heart could have been broken, it would have 
been so years ago, and by events more afflicting than tlicse 
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*1 agfree with you (to turn from this topic to our shop) 
that I have written too much. The last things were, how- 
ever, published very reluctantly by me, and for reasons I 
will ex[)lain when we meet. I know not w'hy I have dwelt 
BO mudi on the same scenes, except that I find them fading, 
or confusing (if such a word may be) in my memory, in 
the midst of present turbulence and pressure, and I felt 
anxious to stamp before the die was worn out. I now 
break it. With those countries, and events connected with 
them, all my really fKHJtical feelings l«5gin and end. Were 
I to try, 1 could make nothing of any other subject, and 
that I have apparently exhausted. ‘Wo to him,’ says 
Voltaire, ‘who says all he could say on any suhjecA.’ 
^There are some on which, perhaps, I could have said still 
more ; but I leave them all, and not too soon. 

“Do you remember the lines I sent you early last year, 
wliich you slill have? 1 do n’t \viyh (like Mr. Fitzgerald, 
in the Morning Post) to claim the character of ‘ Vates’ in 
41 II its translations; but were they not a little prophetic? I 
mea!i those heginniiig ‘There’s not a joy the world <tan,’* 
&c. on which 1 rather picjiie myself as being the truest, 
though the most melancholy, I ever wrote. 

“ Wliat a scrawl have T sent you! You say nothing of 
yonrs»*lf, except that you are a Lancasterian churchwarden, 
and an encourager of mendicants. When are you out ? 
and how Ls your family? My child is very well and 
flourishing, I hoar ; but 1 must see also. J feel no disposi- 
tion to resign it to the contagion of its graiKlmotlicr’s society, 
thougii I am unwilling to take it from the mother. It is 
weaned, however, and something about it must be deciiled. 

“Ever, &c.” 

f'l’he letter that follow^s was in answer to one received 
from Mr. Murray, in which he had enclosed him a draft 
for a thousurul guineas tor the copyright of his two Poems, 
the fciiege of Corinth and f’arisiim.j 

LETTER CCXCII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Jan. 2, 1816. 

•Your offer is lUurul in th(' extreme, (you see 1 use. the. 
word to you and «/’you, though f would not consent to your 
using it of yourself to Mr. * ♦ * *,) and niueh more than 
Uie two poems <ran ftossibly be wortli; but J cannot accept 
it, nor will not. You are m(»st welcome to them as adiU- 
lions to the collected volumes, without any dciiumd or 
expectation on iny part whatever. But 1 cannot coiis»?nt 
to their separate, publication. 1 do not like to risk any 
fame (whether merited or not) whicli 1 have been favoured 
witli, ujion compositioas which I do not feel to be at all 
equal to my own notions of what they should Iwj, (and as 
I flatter myself some tuive 6e'cn, here and there,) though 
they may do very well as things witliout pretension, to add 
to the publication with tlic iigliter pieces. 

“ 1 am very gla(t*that the handwriting was a favourable 
omen of the morale of the piece : Iwit you must not trust to 
that, for my copyist would write out any thing I desired in 
%11 the ignorance of innocence — I hope, however, in this 
instance, with no great peril to eithdf . 

“P. S. I have enclosed your draft tom^ fijr fear of acci- 
d^nH by the way — 1 wish you would not throw tenifitation 
in mine. If is not from a disdain of the universal idol, not 
from a present superfluity of his treasures, I can assure 
you, that I refuse to worship him; but what is right is right, 
and must not yield to circumstances.” 

LETTER eexem. 

TO MR. ROORRB. 

•Feb. 20, 1816. 

•I wrote to 3 is>u hasnily this morning by Murray, to say 


that I %vas glad to do as Mackintosh and you suggested 
about Mr. * *. li occurs to me now-, that as I have never 
»e.en Mr. * but once, and coiHcquenily have no claim to 
his acquaintance, that you or Sir J. had better arrange it 
with him in such a manner as may be least ofleriBive to his 
feelings, and so as not to have the appearance of ofFicious- 
ness nor obtrusion on my part. I hope you w ill be able to 
I do this, as I should be very sorry to do any thing by him 
I that may be deemed iudelicatc. The sura Murray offered 
and c^ers was and is one thousand and fifty pounds: tliis 
1 refused before, because I thought it mort' than the two 
things were wtirlh to Murray, and from other objections, 
which are of no consequence. I have, however, closed 
witli M. in consequence of Sir J.’s and your suggestion, 
and propose tlie sum of six liundred pounds to 1^^ trans- 
.ferred to Mr. * in such manner as may seem best to 
your friend, — the remainder 1 think of for oilier purposes. 

“As Murray has olTercd the money down for the copy- 
rights, it may be done directly. I am ready to sign and 
seal iniiiiediately, and perhaps it had belter not be delayed. 
I shall feel very glad if it can be of any use to * ; only 

do n't let him be plagued, nor think hiniM'lf obliged and ail 
that, which muk(‘S pi tqile hate oiu‘ another, &c. 

“ Yours, very truly, “ B.” 


LETTER CCXCUV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Feb. 22, 1816. 

“ When tJie sum ofiered by you, and even preiaed by 
you, was d»;cJincd, it was with refer<*.iice to a separate 
publication, us you know and I know, 'i'hat it was large, 
1 admitted and ailmit; and tfuU nuidc part of my conside- 
ration in refusing it, till I knew better wiial you were likely 
to make of it. With regard to what is past, or is to pasB, 
about Mr. *, the case is in no respect different from tlia 
transfer of former copyrights to Mr. 1 )alliiH. Had I taken 
you at your word, that is, taken your money, 1 might have 
used it as 1 pleast‘d ; and it could be in no respect different 
to you whelber 1 paid it to a W ’ — y or a hospital, or assisted 
a man of talent in distri’ss. I'hc truth of the matter 
I'ems this: you offered more than the poems are worth. 
1 saitl .so, and J tfiink so; but ytiu know, or at least ought to 
know, your own lmsineK.s best; and when you recollect 
what passed between you and me upon {lecuniary subjects 
before, this occurred, you w ill acquit, me of any wish to tdko 
advantage of your iniprudeiico. 

“ The things in question shall not be publiBhed at all, and 
llierc is an end of the matter. “ Y'ours, &c.” 


LETTER CCX(>’V. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“March 6, 1816. 

♦ He ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ I Bent to you to-day for this reason — the books you 
purchased are again seized, and, us matters stand, had much 
beater lie sold at once by public auctiou. 1 wisli to Bee 
you, to riaurn your bill for tli<’iu; wltich, Uiank God, is 
neither due nor paid. That part, as far as you are con- 
cerned, licing settled, (wliic;h it can be, and shall bci, when 
I see you to-morrow,) 1 liave no further delicacy about the 
matter. This ls about the tentli execution in as many 
niutidLs; so 1 urn jiretty well lairdened; but it is fill sliould 
pay the forteit of my forofatlier’s extravagance and my 
own ; and whatever ray faults may be, I suppotMJ lliey wUl 
be pretty well expiated in time— or eternity. 

“Ever, &c. 

“ P. S. I need liardly say that I knew nothing till this 
flay of tlie new sdzurf. I had released tliem from former 
ones, and thought, when you took tliem, tlmt they were 
. yours. 

i “ You shall Uavc your bill tuoin to-nRirrow." 


r.itnjfi, i». is4. 
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LETTER CCXGVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Fob. 3, 1816. 

“I sent for ‘ Marmion,* which I return, bw;auac it occurred 
to me, there might be a resemblance between part of ‘Pa- 
risina’ and a similar scene in Canto 2 of ‘Mariiiion.’ I fear 
there is, though 1 never tliought of it before, and could hardly 
wish to imitate that whicli is inimitable. 1 wish you would 
ask Mr. Gifford whetlier 1 ought to say any tiling upon it ; 
— had completed the story on tlie passage from Gibbon, 
which indeed leads to a like scene naturally, without a 
thought of the kind: but it comes upon me not very com- 
fortably. 

“There are a few words and phrases I want to alter in 
the MS. and should like to do it before you print, and will 
return it in an hour. “Yours ever.” 


LETTER CCXCVIl. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Feb. 20, 1816. 

♦ + ♦ + * 

“To return to our business — your epistles are vastly 
agreeable. Witli regard to the obsi^rvalious on careless- 
u ness, &c. I think, with all humility, that the gentle reader 
has considered a rather uncomuion, and designedly irregu- 
lar, versification for haste and negligence. The measure 
is not that of any of the other poems, which (I believe) 
were allowed to be tolerably correct, accoriling to Bysshe 
and tlifi fingers— -or ears — by which bards write, and readers 
reckon. Great part of tlu! ‘Siege’ is in (I think) what the 
learned called Anapests, (though 1 am not sure, being 
heinously forgetful ot my metres and my '' Gradus\) and 
many of tlie lines intentionally longer or shorter tluui its 
rhyming companion; and rhyme also occurring at greater 
or less intervals of caprice or convenience. 

“I iiK!an not to say tliat tliis is right or good, bat merely 
that 1 could have been smoother, had it appeared to me of 
advantage ; and that 1 was not otherwise without being 
aware of the deviation, tliough 1 now fe-el sorry for it, as 1 
would undoulrtodly rather please than not. My wish has 
been to try at soinctliing diflerent from my former eflbrts ; 
as I endeavoured to make them ditfer from each other. 
The versification of the ‘Corsair’ is not that erf* ‘Lara;’ nor 
the ‘Giaour’ lliatof the ‘Bride:’ ‘ Childc Harold’ is again 
varied from thc.se ; and I strove to vary the last somewhat 
from all of the others. 

■“Excuse all this d— d nonsense and egotism. The fact 
is, lliat I am rather trying to tliink on the subject of this 
note, tlian really thinking on it. — 1 did nut know you hud 
callcsd; you are always admitted and welcome when you 
choose. “Yours, &c. See. 

“P. S. You need not be in any apprehension or grief on 
my account: were 1 to be beaten down by tlie world and 
its inheritors, I should have succumbed to many things 
years ago. You must not mistake my not bullying for 
dejection ; nor imagine that because I feel, I am to faint: — 
but enough for the present. 

“ I am sorry for Sotheby’s row. What tlie devil is it 
about? I thought it all settled ; and if I can do any tiling 
about him or Ivan still, 1 am ready and willing. I do not 
think it proper for me just now to be much behind the 
scenes, but I >rill see the committee and move upon i^ if 
Botheby likes. 

“If you see Mr. Sotlieby, will you tell him that I wrote 
to Mr. Coleridge, on getting Mr. Sotlieby’s note, and have, 
X hope, done what Mr. S. wished on that subject?” 


LETTER CCXCVni. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“March 25, 1816. 

* You are one of the few persons witli whom 1 have lived 


in what is called intimacy, and have heard me at times 
cAinvcrsing on the mitoward tofiic of my recent family 
disquietudes. Will you have tlie goodness to say to me at 
j once, wlictbcr you ever heard me speak of her witli dis- 
respect, witli unkinduess, or defending myself at/icr expense 
by any serious imputation of any description agaipst liar? 
J3id you never hear me say, ‘that when there was a right 
or a wrong, she had the right /' — The reason 1 pul tlics© 
questions to you or others of rny friends Is, because 1 am 
said, by her and hors, to have resorted to such means of 
exculpation. “Ever very truly yours, “B.” 


LETTER CCXCIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ouchy, near Lausanne, June 27, 1816. 

“I am thus far (ke})t by stress of weather) on my way 
back to TJitHlati, (near Geneva,) from a voyage in my boat 
round the lake; and I enclose yon a sprig of Gibbons 
acada and some rose leaves from liis garden, which, witli 
part of his house, I have just seen. You will find honour- 
able mention, in his Lifi*, made of this ‘anichi,’ when he 
walkt-Hl out on tlie night of concluding his history. The 
garden and summer liuuscy where he composed, are ne- 
glected, and the Icust utterly decayed; hut tliry still show it 
as his ‘cabinet,’ and seem iKirfectly avvai'c of liis memory. 

“My route, through Flanders, and by tlie Rhine, to Swit- 
zerland, was all 1 expected and more, 

“ I have ti-avorsed all Rousseau’s ground, with tlie Ileloise 
before me, and arn struck to a degree that 1 cannot express 
witli tlie force and accuracy of his descriptions, and the 
beauty oftheir reality. Mei!lerie,Clarens, and Vevay,and 
the Chateau de Ghillon, are places of which I shall say 
little, because all I could say must fall short of the impres- 
sions they stamp.'*' 

“ Three days ago, we w-ere nearly wrecked in a squall 
off Meillerie, and driven to shore. 1 run no risk, being 
BO near the rocks, and a good swimmer ; but our jiarty 
were wet, and incornmocltnl u good deal. I’lie wind was 
strong enough to blow down some trees, as wc found at 
landing ; however, all is righted and right, and we arc tlius 
far on our return. 

“Dr. Polidori is not here, but at DiiKlati, left behind in 
the hospital with a sprained ankle, which he acquired in 
tumbling from a wall — he can’t jump. 

“I shall be. glad to hear you are well, and have received 
for me certain helms and swords, sent from Waterloo, 
kvhich I rwle over with pain and pleasure. 

“I have finished a third Cantu of Childc Harold, (con- 
sisting of one hundnxl and seventeen stanzas,) longer llian 
ither of tlie two former, and in .some jiarts, it may be, 
better ; but of course on that 1 cannot determine. I shall 
send it by the first saf*e-looking opportunity. 

“Ever,&c” 

LETTER CCC. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Dlhdati, near Geneva, July 22, 1816. 

“I wrote to you a few weeks ago, and Dr. Polidori 
received your letter; but the packet has not madt its 
appearance, nor the epistle, of which you gave notice 
therein. I enclose you an advertisement,! which was 
cofiied by Dr. Polidori, and which appears to be aliout tlie 
most impudent imposition that ever issued from Grub- 
street. I need hardly say that 1 know nothing of all this 

* See nolcH lo 3(1 Canto of Childc Harold. 

t The followinR wii« the ndviTiisemeiil cncloaed : 

‘‘ N(H>lly priiiitid und h()t-i)n»«i>f*d, On. 6d. 

“ I.ord Byrou’e ForewcJl to Ktigl.tiid, uith (hr'ee other poAms— Ode to 
St. Helena, to My ihrii«;luer on lier Mirthdny, niid to the Lily uf France. 

*' IVinIt'd hy .1. .)olui.‘itoii, Cbeapni'de, 9. 

“ The alx>ve heautiful Purtn« will be rend with the tnoil lively interest, 
as it is probable tliey will be lilt: litsi of tlie iiuthor’a that will apiiear iu 
iinglaud.”— (They wets wdUcfl by a Ml. J(jhn .IggO , 
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trash, nor whence it may spring, — ^*0(108 to St. Helena, ~ navigated tlie Lake, and go to Ohamouni with the first fair 
^ Farewells to England,’ &c. &c. — and if it can be dis- weather ; but really we have had lately such stupid mists, 
avowed, or is wortli disavowing, you have full authority h fogs, and j^erpc^lual density, that one would think Lastlo** 
do 90. I never wrote, nor conceived, a line on any thin,^ reagh had the Foreign Aflairs of the kingdom of Heaven 
of the kind, any more tlian of two other things with whicii also on liis hands. I need say ni>thiijg to you erf" tlieso 
I was saddled-^omething about ‘ Gaul,’ and another about parts, you having traverse*d them already. 1 do not think 
‘Mrs. La Valette;’ and as to the ‘Lily of France,’ I shouli of Italy before September. I have read Glenarvon, and 


as soon think of celebrating a turnip. ‘ On die morning o 
my daughter’s birth,’ I had otlicr things to think of than 
verses; and should never have dreamed of such an inven- 
tion, till Mr. Johnston and his pamphlet’s advertisemcn 
broke in upon me with a new light on the crafts and subll(!- 
lies of the demon of printing, — or rather publisliing. 

^ “I did hope that some succeeding lie would have super- 
seded the thousand and one which were accumulated 
during last winter. I can forgive whatever may be said of 
or against but not what they malcc me say or sing for 
myself. ]t is enougli to answer for what I have written 
but it were too much for Job liimsclf to bear what one has 
not. I suspect lliat when the Arab patriarch wished Uial 
liis ‘enemy had written a book,’ he did not anticipate his 
own name on the title-page. I fool quite as much bored 
with tills fixilety as it deserves, and more than X should be 
if I had not a hcadach. 

“Of Glenarvon,* Madame de Stael told me (ten days 
ago, at CJopot) marvellous and grievous things; but I hav< 
seen nothing of it but the motto, vvliieh promises amiablv 
‘for us andfi'r our lrago<ly.’ If such be the posy, what 
should iJie ring be? — ^‘a name to all sncceoding,’j &e. 'I’he 
generous moment selected for the publication is probably 
its kindest accornpaniineiit, and — truUi to say — the time 
VHJus well clioseti. 1 have, not even a guess at the contents, 
except from the very vague atxounfs 1 have heard, 
t- + * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ * * ♦ ♦ 

“I ouglit to be ashamed of the egotism of tliis letter. It 
is not my fault altogether, and 1 shall be but too happy to 
driq.) the subject, wlien otliers will allow me. 

“ 1 am in tolerable plight, and in my last letter told you 
what 1 had done in the \i ay of all riiyiiie. 1 trust that you 
prosper, and that your authors are in gofnl condition. I 
should suppose your stud has receivtid some increase by 
what I hear, lierlramj must be a gcKKl horse ; does he 
run next meeting? I hope you will beat the Row. 

“Yours alway, &c.” 


LETTER CCCI. 

TO WIl. ROGKKS. 

“Diorlati, near Geneva, July 29, 1816. 

“ Do you recollect a hook, Mathieson’s Letters, which 
you lent me, which 1 have still, and yet hope to return to 
your library? Well, 1 liave eneonntered at Copet and 
elsewhere Gray’s correspondent, tliat same Bonsttfltcii, to 
whom 1 lent th(^ traiiJUation of his corresjxmdent’s epistles 
for a few days ; but all he could reintunber of Gray amounts 
to little, except that he was the most ‘melancholy and 
gititlemanlike’ of all possible poets. Bonstetten himself is 
a fine and very lively old man, and m*ch esteemed by his 
compatriots ; he is also a liU&ratewr of good repute, aral all 
his f^ds have a mania of addressing to him volumes (»f 
letters — Matliieson, Muller the historian, &c. &c. He is 
a good deal at Copcl, where I have met liim a few’ times. 
All there are well, except Rocca, who, I am sorry to say, 
looks in a very bad state of health. Schlegel is in high 
force, and Madame as brilliant as ever. 

“ I came hero by the Nctlierlands and tlie Rhine route, 
and Basic, Berne, Morat, and Lausanne. I have circum- 


* A Nwei, by Lady Caroline I.Amb : Lord Byron, utxlcr ariother name, 
wai one of iu prineipal characters, 
t The motto is— « 

** He left a name to all succM>diuc tlmre, 

^^ink'd wiih'one virtue and a thousiuid crime*.’* 

*Maturln’s Trofcdy 


have also seen Ben. Constant’s Adolphe, and his preface, 
denying tlie real people. It is a work which leaves an 
unpleasant impression, but very consistent with the conse- 
quences of not being in love, wliieh is perhaps as disagree- 
able as any tiling, except being so. 1 doubt, however, 
whctlier all such lietts (as lie calls them) terminate so 
wretchedly as his iiero and heroine’s. 

“There is a third Canto (a longer than either of the 
former) of Childe Harold finished, and some smaller tilings, 
—among them a story on the Chateau de Chillon; I only 
vait a good opportunity to transmit them to the grand 
Murray, who, I hope, flourishes. Where is Moore ? Why 
Is he not out ? My love*, to him, and rny perfect conside- 
ration and remembrances to all, particularly to Lord and 
Lady Holland, and to your Dutchess of Somerset. 

“ Ever, See. 

“ P. S. I send yon a fac simile^ a note of Bonstetten*8^ 
tliinking you might like to see the hand of Gray’s corro- 
spondent.” 


LETTER CCCII. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Dioclati, Sept. 29, 1816. 

“X am very rnucli flattered by Mr. Gifford’s good opinion 
)f the M8S.* and shall be still more so, if it answers youi 
expectations anti juslifit« his kindness. I liked it myself 
■ lit that must go for nothing. The feelings with whicli 
lost of it was written need not he envied me. With 
•(‘gard to the price, I lixetl none, but left it to Mr. Kinnaird, 
Mr. Shelley, and yoursclfj to arrange. Of cour.se, tliey 
would do their best ; and as to yourself| I knew yon would 
make no dilfieulties. But I agree with Mr. Kinnaird 
erfcelly, that tlie concluding /jw/idrct/ should be only 
’^ulilional; and for iny ow’ii sake, 1 wish it to be adde^ 
•Illy in case of your selling a certain number, t/tat numf)cr 
,o be. fixed by yourself, I hope this is fair. In every thing 
if thi.s kind there must be risk ; and till that be past, in ono 
way or the other, T would not willingly add to it, particularly 
I times like the present. And pray ahvays recollect dial 
lOtliing could mortify me more— no failure on my own part 
— than having ma<ki you lose by any jiurchase from nio. 
“The Alonodyl was written by n’-qiicst of Air. Kinnaird 
ir the llioatrc. I dul as well as I could ; but where I have 
lot my choice, 1 pretend to answer for nothing. Mr. 
lobhouse anil myself an; ju.st relumed from a journey of 
ikes and mountains. We have been to the Grindelw'ald, 
.i»d the Jungfrau, and .stood on the summit of tlie W engen 
A.lp ; and seen torrents of* nine hundred feet in fall, and 
laciers of all dimensions ; we have heard shepherd’s pipes, 
-iid avalanche.s, and lookotl on the eloinls foaming up Irom 
he valleys below us, like the spray of the (x:ean of helLj 
/hamouni, and that which it inherits, we saw a month 
ago ; but, though Mont Blanc is higher, it is not equal in 
.vildness to the Jungfrau, the EigherSjthe Shreckhorn, and 
be Rose Glaciers. 

“We set off for Italy next week. The road is withm 
l^iis month infested with bandits, but we must take our 
chance and such [irecautious as are requisite. 

“ Ever, &c. 

“P. S. My best remembrances to Mr. Gifford. Pray 
say all that can be said from me to him. 

“1 am sorry that Mr. Maturin did not like Phillips 
licture. 1 tJiought it was reckoned a good one. If he hiu] 

* CbtUir lluroltj, 3d Canto. 

t On the death of Sheridan, Fhema, p. 180. 

I Set^ournal iu SwitMrrlROd, Sept. 
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n»de ^ speech on the ori^nel, perhi^ he would have 
been tuore readily forgiven by the proprietor and the 
punter of the portrait*’ ♦ * ♦ 

LETTER CCCIIL 

TO BIB. MURRAT. 

“l^odali, Sept SO, 1816. 

*I answered your obliging letters yesterday: to-day the 
Monody* arrived with its tit/e-page, which is, I presume, 
a separate publication, ‘ The request of a friend ^ — 

* Obliged by hunger and request of friends.’ 

I will request you to expunge that same, unless you ])lease 
to add, ‘by a person of quality,’ or ‘of wil and honour about 
town.’ Merely say, ‘ written to be spoken at Drury-lane.’ 
To-morrow I dine at Copet. Saturday I strike tents for 
Italy. This evening, on the lake in my boat with Mr, 
Hobhouse, tlie pole whidi sustains the mainsail slipped in 
tacking, and struck me so violently on one of my legs^ (the 
worstf luckily,) as to make mo do a fjolish thing, viz. to 
faint — a downright .swoon; tlic thing must have jarred 
some nerve or other, for the bone is not injured, and hardly 
painful, (it ja six hours since,) and cost Mr. Hobhouse 
aonie apprehension and much sprinkling of water to re- 
cover me. The sensation was a very odd one: I never 
had but two sueii bef()re, once from a cut on tlie head from 
a stone, several years ago, and once (long ago also) in 
falling into a great wreath of snow ; — a sort of gray giddi- 
ness first, then nothingness and a total loss of memory on 
beginning to recover. The last part is not disagreeable, 
if one did not find it again. 

* You want the original MSS. Mr. Davies has the first 
fair copy in my own hand, and I have the rough composition 
here, and will send or save it for you, since you wish it. 

•With regard to your new literary project, if any thing 
falls in the way which will, to tlie best of my judgment, suit 
you, I will send you what I can. At present 1 must lay 
by a little, having pretty well exhausted myself in what I 
have sent you. Italy or Dalmatia and onotlicr summer 
may, or may not, vsel me off' again. 1 have no plans, and 
am nearly as indifferent what may come as where I go. I 
shall talie Felicia Homans’ Restoration, &c. with me ; it 
is a good fK)em — very. ! 

“Pray repeat my best thanks and remembrances to Mr. 
Gifford for dl liis trouble and good-nature towards me. 

“Do not fancy me laid up, from tlie beginningof this 
scrawl. I tell you the accident for want of better to say ; 
but it is over, and I am only wondering what the deuce 
was the matter with me. 

“1 have lately been over all tlie Bernese Alps and their 
lakes. I think many of the scenes (some of whidi were 
not those usually fre<juonted by the English) finer than 
Chamouni, w'hich 1 visited some time before. 1 have been 
to Ciarens again, and crossed the mountains behind it: of 
this tour b kept a short joumalf for my sister, which I sent 
yesterday in three letters. It is not all for iierusal ; but if 
you tike to hear about tlie romantic part, alie will, 1 dare 
say, show you what touches upon the rocks, &c. 

•Christabel — won’t have any one sneer at Christabel: 
U is a fine wild jioera. 

* ♦ ♦ % 

“Madame de Sta^l wishes to sec the Antiquary, and 1 
am going to take it to her to-morrow. She has made 
Copet as agreeable as society and talent can make any 
place on earth. “Yours ever, “N.” 

LETTER CCCIV, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Diodati,Oct.6,1816. 

♦ 4e ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“Save BM> a copy of ‘Buck’s Ridiard lU.’ republished 

* On tbs dMtb ofSherhlMU 8m UUw m t Am Journal, p. 244, 


by Longman ; but do not send out more books— I have k 
many. 

“ The ‘Mtmody* is in too many paragraphs, whidi mak- 
it unmteUigible to me ; if any one else underst^ds it in tl 
present form, tliey are wiser; however, as it cannot ) 
rectified till my return, and has been already pubtishc 
even publish it on in the collection — ^it will fill up the 
of the omitted epistle. 

“Strike out ‘by request of a friend,’ which is sad tr»'- 
and must have been done to make it ridiculoas. 

“Be careful in the printing the stanzas beginning 
‘ Though tlie day of my deatiny ’*/ be,* 
which I think well of as a comfjosition, 

“‘The Antiquary’ is not die best of the three, hut iwi 
above all the last twenty years, saving its elder brotljci 
Holcrofl’s Memoirs are valuable, os showing the strong 
of endurance in the man, wliich is wor’h more than all t 
talent in the world. 

“And so you have boon publishing ‘Margaret of Anj< 
and an Assyrian tale, and refusing W. W.’s W aterloo, a 
the ‘Hue and Cry.’ I know not which most to adnii 
your rejections or acceptances. I believe that prose 
after all, tlie most rojiutabU! ; for certes, if one could fores 
— but I won’t go on — that is, with this sentence ; but poet 
IS, 1 fear, incurable. God help me ! if I proceed in ti 
scribbling, I shall have frittered away my mind before I r 
thirty ; but it is at times a real relief to me. For the pi 
sent — good evening.*’ 


LETTER CCeV. 

TO MK. MURRA-Y. 

“Martigny, Oct. 9, 1816. 

“ Thus far on my way to Italy. We have just pass 
die ‘Pisse Vache’ (one of the first torrents in Switzerlan 
in time to view the iris which die sun flings along it befi 
noon. 

“I have written to you twice lately. Mr. Davies 
hear, is arrived. He brings the original MS. which y 
wished to see. Recollect that the printing is to be fn 
that which Mr. Shelley brought ; and recollect also, tl 
the concluding stanzas of Childc Harold (those to 
daughter) which I had not made up my mind whether 
publish or not when they v/erofrst written, (as you willr 
narked on die margin of the first copy,) I had (and hat 
fully determined to [jublish with the rest of the Canto, 
in the copy which you received by Mr. Shelley, befori 
sent it to England. 

“Our weather is very fine, which is more than the su 
mer has been. — At Milan I shall expect to hear from y 
Address either to Milan, pottle restatde^ or by w'ay of ( 
neva, to tlie care of Monsr. Ilentscli, Banquier. I w 
these few lines in case niy other letter should not re: 
you ; I trust one of iherii will. 

“P. S. My best respects and r%ards to Mr. Giffc 
Will you tell him, it may pcrha|)s be as well to put a ah 
note to tliat part relating to Ciarens^ merely to say, that 
course the description does not refer to that particulars 
so much as to theacommand of scenery round it? I 
not know diat das is nece.ssary, and leave it to Mr. ( 
choice, as my editor,— if he will allow me to call hk*i fit 
this distance.” 


LETTER CCCVI. 

. TO MR. MURRAY. 

' “Milan, Oct. 16, 181( 

“I hear that Mr. Davies has arrived in England, = 
that of some letters, &c. committed to hi.'! core by ■ 
Hobhouse, only half have been delivered. This intolligc 
naturally maku.s me feel a little aiuiuis for mme, 

*8m PiMiiii.p. 108. 
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U^g them for the MS. which I wished to have compared while correcting the press of a second edition, did aQ he 
with the one sent by me through the hands of Mr. Shelley, could to have him hanged by way of ailvertiscment. 

I trust that ^ has arrived safely,— and indeijd^not less so, ®I fiirgot lo mention the triinnphal arch begun by Na» 
toat some little crystals, &c, from Mont Blanc, for my poleon, as a gate to this city. It is unfinished, but tlie part 
daughter and my nieces, have reached tlieir address. Pray completed worthy of another age and the same country 
have 4he goodness to ascertain from Mr. Davies tliat no The society here is very oddly carried on,— at the theatre 
accklcnt (by custom-house or loss) has befallen tliem, and and tlie theatre only,— which answers to our opera. People 
satisfy me on this point at your earliest convenience. meet there as at a rout, but in very small circles. From 
“ If I recollect rightly, you told me that Mr. Gifford had Milan I shall go to Venice. If you write, write to Geneva, 
kindly undertaken to correct the press (at my request) before— tlie letter w’ill be forwarded. “Yours ever.*’ 

during my absence — at least 1 hope so. It will add to my 
many obligations to that gentleman. 


“I wrote to you, on my way here, a short note, dated 
' Martigny, Mr. IJobhouse and myself arrived here a few 
uays ago, by the Simplon and Lago Maggiore route. Of 
course we visited the Borroinean Islands, wliic?h art* fine, 
but to{) artificial. Tlie Himplon is inagiiificcnt in its na- 
ture and its art,— both God and man have done wonders, 
— lo say nothing of the Devil, wlio must certainly have 
had a hand (or a hoof) in sonn^ of the nx^ks and ravines 
through and over which the works are tairritid. 

“Milan is striking — the^ cathedral superb. The. city 
altogether reminds me of St‘vi!le, hut a little infi'ricT. We j 
liaa Heard divers bruits, and took pn'caufions on the road, ' 
neai ‘b* frontier, against souk- ‘many worthy fidlows (f. r. 
lolons) that wer(5 out,’ and had ransac ked some pre- 
ceding travellers, a few weeks ago, near Seslo, — or C«’Sto, 

I t ' wiiich, — of cash and rainnuit, besides putting them 

in bodily fl'ar, and lodging about, twcjiity slugs in the re- 
lientujg part ol‘a courier belonging to Mr. Hope. Hut 
Wo were not molested, and, 1 do not. think, in any danger, 
ex(*,ept of making mistakes in the way of coeking and 
priming whenever we saw an old housi*, or an ill-looking 
liiicket, and now and tJieti suspecting tin; ‘true men,’ who 
have very much the appearance of the thieves of other 
countries. What the thieves may look like, I know nt/t, 
nor desire to know, for it seems they eotne upon you in 
bodies of thirty (‘in buckram and Kendal green’) at a time, 
so that voyagers have no great citanee. It Is somitlliing 
like poor dear Turkey in tlmt resjjcct, hut not so gcxvl, for 
llierc you ran have as great a h(.»dy of rogue.*? to match the 
regular banditti ; hut here tiic ge.ns-d armes are said to he 
no gnrat things, and as for one’s own people, one can’t carry 
them about, like Robinson Crusoe, with a gun on each 
shoulder. 

“I have been to the y\mbrosian library — it is a fiix 
collection — full of MSS. edited and unediltid. I onelost 
you a list of tlie former rt;cently published; these are mat- 
ters for your literati. For mo, in my simple way, I have 
been most delighted with a con-espondence of letters, all 
original and amatory, between Ijucrctia Borgia and Cur- 
ditud Benilxt^ preserveil there. J have pored over them and 
a lock of her liair, tlie prettiest and fairest imaginable — 1 
never saw fairer — and shall go repeatedly to read the 
epistles over and ogrer ; and if I can olitain some of the hair 
by fair means, 1 shall try. I have already persuaded tlie 
librarian to promise me copies of tlie letters, and 1 hope ho 


LETTER CCeVir. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•Milan, Nov. 1, 1816. 

“ I have ref‘ently written to you rather frequently, but 
without any late answer. Mr. Hobhouse and myself set 
out for Venice in a few* days; but you had better still ad- 
dress to me at Mr. Hcnfsch’s, Baiiquier, Geneva; he wiD 
forward your Ie(,M*rs. 

“I do not know* whether T mentioned to you, some time 
ago, (hat I had parl(‘d w ith the Dr. Polidori a few w'eeks 
previous to my h'aving Diodati. I know no great harm of 
him; but he had an alacrity of getting int«> scrapes, and waa 
young and heedless; aixl having enough to attend to in 
my own coneei ns, and wilhout time to become his tutor, I 
ight it much better to giic him his cong6. He arrived 
at Milan s<.me weeks hefirc Mr. Hobhouse and myself. 
Alxait a week ago, in tonsequence of a quarrel at the 
iheatn* with ati Austrian oflleer, in whitdi ho was exceed- 
ingly in the wTong, he has contrived l<i gel sent out of the 
lerritofv, and is gone to Florence. I was not present, the 
pit having been the scene of altercation ; but on being sent 
(hr frotii tlie ( kivalier Brerne’s box, where I was quietly 
staring at the ballet, I found the man of medicine begirt 
will I gnaiadxrrs, arrested by tfie guard, conveyed into tlio 
gnaid-nKMii, where there was much swearing in several 
language's. They were going to keep him there for tlie 
nigiit; but on iny giving rny name, end answering for his 
apparition next morning, ho was permitted egress. Next 
<lav lie. Iiad an order from the government to be gone in 
Iwcniy-fnir lj«mrs, anrl accordingly gone he is, some days 
ago. We tlid what could for him, but to no purjiose; 
and indeed he brought it iJ{>on himself, as far as I could 
learn, for 1 w as not present at the squabble itself. I believe 
this is the real state of Ins ca.se; and I tell it you because I 
believe, things soim'tim(‘.s jeacli you in England in a falsa 
or exaggerated firm. V^'e found Milan very jKilite and 
hospiiabie, and have tlie same hopes of Verona and Venice, 

I liuve filled my pa})cr. “Ever yours, &c.*’ 


LETTER CCCVIII, 

TO MR. MOORE, 

“ Verona, Nov. 6, 1816. 

“my pear MOORE, 


^will not disappoint me. They are short, but very simple, « Your letter, written before my departure from England, 
sweet, and U> the purpose ; there am some copies of verses and addressed lo me in liondon, only reached me recently. 


in Spanish also by her ; the tress ofher hair is long, and at 
I ^id bi^fore, beautiful. The Brera gallery of painlingvS 
lias some fine pictures, but nothing of a collection. Of 
painting I know nothing ; but 1 like a Guercino — a picture 
of Ab^iam putting away Hagar and Ishmael — which 
seems to me natural and goodly. The Flemish school, 
such as I saw it in Flanders, I utterly detested, despised, 
and abhorred ; it might be painting, but it was not nature ; 
the Italian is pleasing, and their ideal very noble. 

“ Tl»e Italians I have encountered here are very intelli- 
gent agreeable. In a few days I am to meet Monti. 
By-the-way, I have just heard an anecdote of Beccaria, 
..rho published«i8uch admirable things against the puuisi]- 
ment of death. As soon aft his IxkJc was out, his servant 
read it, I presume) stole bis watch ; and his master, I 


Since tliat peritxl, 1 have been over a portion of tliat part 
»f Europe which I had not already seen. About a month 
sinc<', I cros.sed the Alps from Switzerland lo Milan, 
which I left a few days ago, and am thus far on rny way to 
Venice, whore I shall jirohably winter. Yesterday I was 
on tlie .shores of the Benacus, with his/wcrihwr et fremitu, 
Catullus’s Sirmium has still its name and site, and is re- 
membered for his sake ; but the very heavy autumnal rains 
and mists prevented our quitting our route (that is, Hob- 
house and myself, who are at present vo}’aging together,) 
as it was better not to see it at all than to a great disad- 
vantage. 

“I tound on tlie Benacus the same tmditioii of a dtf 
still vi&ibJe in culm weather below the whalers, whieJj you 
have preservad of Lough Neagh, ‘ When the clear, cold 



98 


LETTERS, 18IG. 


eve *s declining.* I do not know that it is authorized by 
records ; but they tell you such a story, and say that lh 
city was swallowed up by an eartlwiuake. Wo moved 
to^ay over the frontier to VoronJi, by a road suspected 
of thieves — ^ the wise conwy it call,’ — ^l»ut without molesta- 
tion. I shall remain here a day or two to gape at the 
usual marvels — amphitheatre, paintings, and all that time 
lax of travel— ‘though Catullus, Claudiaii, and Shakspcarc 
have done more for Verona than it ever did for itself. 
They still pretend to show, 1 behove, the * tomb of all the 
Capuiots’ — we siiall see. 

“Among many things at Milan, one j)lease.d me par- 
ticularly, viz. the correspondence (in th(‘. prettiest love- 
letters in the world) of Lucrctia liorgia with Cardinal 
Bembo, (who, you say^ made a very good cardinal,) and a 
lock of her l»air, and some Sj)auis}j verses of Imrs, — the 
lock very fair and beautiful. 1 took one single hair of it 
as a relic, and wished sorely to get a copy of one or two 
of the letter#!; hut it is jjnjliibitcd ; Outi 1 don't min<l; but 
it was impratttieable ; and so I only got some of them by 
heart. I'hey are kept in the Ambrosian Library, whiclj 
I often visited to look them over — bi tlie scandal of the 
librarian, who wanted to enlighten nu' with sundry valuahle 
MSS. classical. p!dl<isopliical, and pious. But 1 slick to 
‘ tlie Pope’s daughter, and wish myself a cardinal. 

“1 have seen the fmest parts of Switzcrlaixl, th(’ Hliiiie, 
the Rhone, and the Swiss and Italian lakes; for the hean- 
tics of W'liie.h I nifer you to the Cuidt'-hook. The north of 
Italy is tolerably free from the English; but Ujc south 
swarms with them, I arn tolil. Madame de Staell saw 
frequently at Co[)ot, whicli she renders rernorkahly plea- 
sant. She has been particiilarly kind to mo. I was for 
some nmntlis her iKiighhour, in a country-honso called 
Diodati, which 1 had on tlu^ Lake of Geneva. My plans 
are very uncertain ; hut it is probable that you will sec me 
in England in the spring. 1 have some Imsiriess there. 
If you write to me, will you addrc.'ss to the rare of Mens. 
Hentscli, Banquior, Gcrawa, who receives and forwards my 
letters. Remeinber me to Ttogers, who wrote to me lately, 
witli a sliort account of your poem, which, I trust, is near 
Ujc light, lie speaks of it most liighly. 

*My health is very endurable, cvc<‘pf that I arn »ul»j<‘<‘t 
to casual giddiness and faintnesses, winch is so hke a fine 
lady, that I am rather ashamed of the disorder. When I 
sailed, 1 had a physician with me, wliom, after some months 
of patience, 1 found it expedient to part with, before. 1 left 
Geneva some time. On arriving at Milan, T Ilrtiiid (his 
gentleman in very good socitdy, where he jtruspered for 
some weeks; hut, at length, at the tlieatre he quarrelled 
with an Austrian officer, ami was sent out by the govt'rn- 
ment in twenty-fair hours. I was not priweiit at his 
squabble; but on hearing that he was put umler arrest, I 
wont and got him out of his confinement, hut could not 
prevent hia being sent oflj wliich, indeed, he partly deserved, 
being ijuile in the wrong, and having begun a r(»w for row’’s 
sake. I had preceded the Austrian government some 
weeks myself, in giving him his congii from (jloneva. Ho 
is not a had fellow, but very young and hotheaded, and 
more likely to incur disetusos than to cure them. Hobhouse 
and myself found it useless to intercede fur him. This 
hapfiened some time before we left Milan. He is gone to 
Florence. 

“At Milan I saw, and was visited by, Monti, the most 
oeiebrated of the living Italian poets. He seems near 
sixty ; in fkce he is like the late Cooke the actor. His 
frequent changes in politics have made him very unpopular 
as a man. 1 saw many more of their literati ; but none 
whose names are well known in England, except Acerbi. 
I lived much witli tlie Italians, particularly with the Mar- 
quis of Breme’s family, who are very able and intelligent 
men, especially the Abate. There was a famous impro- 
waatoro who held forth while I was there. His fluency 
astonished ma; but although I understand Italian, and 
it, (wilh moro readiness tlian accuracy^) 1 couki asiy 


I carry off a few very c:ommnnplaco mythological images^ 
anil one Hue about Artemisia, and {mother about Algiers^ 
wilh SLxty words of an entire tragedy about Elioclos and 
Polyniees. Some of the Ilalians liked him — others called 
his performance ‘seccafura’ (a ilcvilish gorid word, hj'-tlio- 
w'ay) — and all Milan was in controversy aliont him. 

“The state of morals in these jjarts is in sonic sort lax. 
A mother and son were jiointed out at the thcjitre, as being 
pronounced by the Milanese w orld to be of tlie Theban 
dynasty — ^Imt tliis was all. The narrator (one of the first 
men in Milan) .s'eoincd to bo not sufficiently scandalized by 
lh<' taste or the tie. All sfH'.iely in Milan is carritwl on at 
the opera: they have privatt; boxes, where they play at 
c.-irrls, or talk, or any thing else ; but (except at the Cas- 
sino) there are no open houses, or halls, &c. &.C. * * 

** + + + Hc* + *t 

“The pea.sant girls have all very fine dark eyes, and 
many of tlu*m me bcaulitlil. 7’hcre are also two dead 
brnlics in tine pn*s<Tvation — one Saint Carlo Boromeo, at 
Milan; tiie oliirr not a saint, but a chiefj nannd Visconti, 
at Monza — both of which app(*ared very agreeable. In 
of the Boromean isles, (the Isola bella,) there is a largo 
laurel — the largest known — on which Buonajiarte, staying 
there just lulore the battk- of Marengo, carved with his 
knife the word ‘Battaglia.’ I saw the letters, now half 
wt>rn out and partly erasiid. 

“ Excuse this tedious letter. To be tiresome is the pri- 
vilege of old age ;uid absence: 1 avail myself of the latter, 
and the former 1 luive antici[>at(*d. If T do not s}H\ak to 
you of my own affairs, it is not from want of contidence, 
hut to spare you and myself. My day is over— what then 
— 1 liJivo had it. To he sure, 1 luive sliortcned it;* and if 
I had done as mucli by this letter, it would have been as 
well. But you will forgive that, if not the other faults (i* 
“Yours, ever and most affecUonately, “B, 
«P. S, Nov. 7, 1816. 

“ I have boon over Verona. The anqihillicatn^ is w’on- 
lerful — b<‘ats evi'u Greece. Of the triilli of .luliet’s story, 
they .s<*em tenacious to a degree, in.^isting on the fiict — 
giving a date, (ld(X>,) and sliowdug a tomb. It is a plain, 
of)cn,and jiartly decayed sjircoj)hagus, with withered leaves 
in it, m a wild and desolate conventual garden, once a 
ccmcl(M*y, now' ruined to the very graves. The situation 
struck me a.s very appropriate to the legend, heing blighted 
as their lov<*. I have, brought aw\ny a few piece.s of tlio 
granitic, to give to my daughter and my nieces. Of the 
>ther marvels of this city, paintings, antiquities, &.c. except- 
ngtlie tombs of the Se,;iliger priruais, I have no pretensions 
to judge. The G othic monuments of the Scaligers plea.sed 
me, but ‘ a poor virtuoso am J,’ and “Ever yours.” 


LETTER CCCIX^ 

TO MR. MOORE. * 

“Venice, Nov. 17, 1816. 

“I wrote to you from Verona the other day in ray pro- 
gress hither, which letlur 1 hope you will receive. Some 
three years ago, or it may be more, I recollect your telling 
me that you had received a letter from our friend Salirij 
dated ‘On board his gondola.’ My gondola is, at tliis 
present, w^ailing for me on the canal; but I prefer writing 
to you in the bouse, it being autumn — and rather an 
English autumn than otherwise. It is my intention to 
remain at Venice during the winter, probably, as it has 
always been (next to the East) the greenest island of ray 
imagination. It has not disappointed me ; though its evi- 
dent decay would, perhaps, have tliat effect upon others. 
But I have been fkmiliar with mins too long to disUke 
desolation. Besides, 1 have fallen in love, wliich, next to 
falling into the canal, (which would be of niruso^ as 1 can 

■ 8e» Doa Juan, Canto I. >laaxa 213, 
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swim,) is th« best or tlio worst thing I could do. I hav< 
got some extremely good aparlrncnte in the house of t 
‘Merchant of Venice,’ who is a good deal oceupiwJ will 
business, and lias a wife in her tvvcnty-H(5coiui year. Ma- 
rianna (that is her name) Is in her appearance altogether 
like an antelope. She has the large, black, oriental ey<^s, 
with that peculiar expression in tlieni whieJi is seen rarely 
among Europeans — eviai the Italians — and which iiumy 
of Uic Turkish women give themselves by tinging the eye- 
lid, — an art not known out of tliat country, I believe. I’hk 
expression she lias natwraUy ^ — and something more tlian 
tliis. In short, I caraiot describe the eff(?ct of this kind of 
eye, — at least upon me. Her features are regular, and 
rather aquiline — mouth small — slun clear and soft, wiili a 
kind of hectic colour — forehead remarkably gotnl: her hair 
^ is of the dark gloss, curl, and colour ofliady Jersey’s; her 
figure is light and pretty, and she is a famous songstr<*ss 
scientifically so: her natural voice (in conversation, I 
• mean) is v(iry sweet ; and tlie nai vete of the Venetian dia- 
lect is always pleasing in tlie mouth ol“ a woman. 

“Nov. 23. 

* You will perceive that my description, which was pro- 
ceeding with the minuteness of a passport, has been inter- 
rupted for several days. In the mean tiiiu;, * ** 

He % He >l< iK ♦ 

“Dec. 5. 

“Since my former dates, 1 do not know tliat I have much 
to add on the subject, and, luckily, nothing to take away; 
for 1 am rnorf* pleasi'd than ev<'r with my V'emMian, and 
begin to feel very serious on tliat point — so much so, that J 
shall be silent, 

* ♦ ♦ * ♦ 

“By way of divertisoment, 1 am studying daily, at an 
Armenian monastery, the Armenian languag<\ 1 liaind 
tliat rny mind wanted sonu'flung craggy to break upon ; and 
lliicr— as the most dillkaill thing 1 could discover here for 
an amuseinenf — I have chosen, to torture rnc intii attri- 
tion. It is a rich language, luiwcver, and would am)>lv 
repay any one tlie trouble of learning if. I try, and shall 
go on ; hut I answer flir nothing, least of all for my inte.nlions 
or iny success. Tliere arc some very curious JVlJSS. in 
tlio moniLstcry, as well as books; translations also from 
Greek originals, now lost, and from Persian and ^yriae, 
&c.; besides works of their own people. Four years ago 
the French insfitutt'd an Armriian professorsliip. Twenty 
pupils presented themselves on Monday morning, full of 
noble ardour, ingenuous youth, and impregnable iiidnsfry. 
They ^lersevered, with a courage worthy of the nation aiul 
of universal conquest, till I'liursday ; when fiftrai of the 
twerUy succumbed to the six-and-twcntietli lett<*r of (lie 
alphabet. It is, to be sure, a Waterlot) of an alphabet — 
timt must be said for tliem. But it is so like these, felluws, i 
to do by it as they Ad by tlie-ir sovereigns — abandon lioth ; ; 
to parody die old rliymcs, ‘Take a thing and give a thing’ ; 
— ^‘Takf, a King and give a King.’ They arc Uic worst 
i^f animals, except their conquerors. 

“ [ hear tliat Hodgson is your nei|fhbour, having a living 
in Derbyshire. You will find him an excellent-heart i'll 
fellH^v, as well as one of the cleverest; a little, perhaps, too 
lAich jajianncd by preferment in tlic cliureh and the tuition 
of youth, as well as inoculated with the disease of doincstir 
felicity, besides being overrun with fine feelings alxmt 
woman and anistarKy, (that small change of Love, wliieh 
people exact so rigidly, receive in such counterfeit coin, and 
repay in baser metal ;) but, otherwise, a very worthy man, 
who has lately got a [iretty wife-, and (I suppose) a child 
by this lime. Pray remember me to iiini, and say Uiat 1 
kno\K not which to envy most — his ncighliourhood, him, or 
you. 

“Of Venice J shall say little. You must have seen 
many descriptions ; and they are most df Uicm like. It is 
ft podu(^ place ; and classi^ to us, from Sbakspearo and , 


Otway.* I have not yet sinned against it in vers^ nor do 
1 know lliat I shall do so, liaving been tunc/le.ss since X 
crossed the Alps, aiifl feeling, us j et, no ren«‘wal of the 
‘estro.’ Ly-lhe-way, I supjnisi' you have seen ‘Gleiiarvon*’ 
Muilarne do Stael lent it me to read from Copet last 
autumn. It s<‘cms to me, tluil if the. milhort'ss had written 

the tnUhy and nothing but tlie truth — Uie wholt; truth the 

romance would luit only have been more romantic^ but more 
entertaining. As for tlie likeness, tlie picture can’t be good 
— I did not sit long enough. When you have leisure, let 
me hear from and of you, believing me ever and truly youn^ 
most affectionately, “B, 

“P. B. Oh! your Poem — is it out? 1 hope Longman 
lias paid his thousands : but do n’t you do as Horace Twiss* 
father di<l, who, having made money by a quarto tour, 
became a vini'gar mereiiant ; when, lo ! his vinegar turned 
svvei^t (aiwl Ihj d — d lo it) and ruined him. My last letter 
o you (from Verona) was enclosed to Murray— have you 
got it ? Direct to me JuTe, postv rcMante. 'J'liere are no 
English here at priisent. There were several in Switzer* 
and — some w’onicn; hut, excejit Lady Dalryinple Hamil* 
on, most of tliem as ugly as virtuo-at leas^ ffiosc tliat I 
saw.” 


LETTER CeeX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, Dec. 24, 1816. 

“I have taken a fit of writing to you, which portends 
loslage— once from Verona — once from Venice, and again 
roll) Avenir e — timer' that is. For this you may thank 
/oursi'lf] f ir 1 heard that you conqilained of rny silence— 
I .:o, here goi's for garrulity. 

“I trust that you received rny other twain oflettera. My 
way of life’ (or ‘May of life,’ wliieh is it, according to the 

rtiimentators?)— my ‘wjiy of lit!*’ is fallen into great 
regularity. In the mornings 1 go over in my gondola to 
hobble Armenian with ihi* friars of IJk^ convent of SL 
Lazatus, and lo h»*lp one of llicm in eonri'ting the English 
of an English and Armenian grammar which h(‘ is puhiish- 
ing. In the I'venings 1 ilo one of many nothings — either 
at the theatres, or soinc of the conversaziones, w liieh are 
like our routs, or rather worse, for the women sit in a semi- 
circle by the knly of the mansion, and the men stand about 
the room. I’o he sure, there is one irnproverniait upon ours 
— instead ofiemonade. with their ices, they liand about stiff* 
rv.m-’pvvch-^jnmrhf by my jialatc; and this they think 
English, 1 would not disaliuse them of so agreeable an 
error, — not for Akuiice.’ 

“Last night 1 was at the Count Governor’s, which, of 
course, <“oiuprise,s tlie best society, and is very much like 
ither grt'garious mi'ctings in evi ry country, — as in ours,— 
except that, instead of the bishop of Winchester, you have 
the jiatriareh <if A^cniee ; and a motley crew of Austrians, 
CMTiimus, noble Venetians, foreigners, and, if you see a 
ipiiz, you may he sure ln' is a consul. Oh, liy-the-way, J 
firgot, when i wrote from Verona, To tell you thal at Milan 
I niei witli a countryman of yours — a C^’oloiiel * ♦ * a 
very excellent, goorl-riafurtd fellow, who knows and shows 
all alxiut Milan, and is, as it were, a native tliere. He is 
particularly civil to strangtirs, and this is his liislory, — at 
least, an cjiisode of it. 

“ Bix-aiid-tvventy years ago Col. + + ♦ then an ensign, 
lieing in Italy, fell in love with the Marchesa ★ * * *, and 
she with liiin. The lady must be, at least, twenty years 
his st*nior. The war broke out ; he returned to England, 
to serve — not liis country, for that’s Ireland — but England, 
wliieh is a different thing; and she — heaven knows what 
shti did. In Iho year 1814, the first annnncialion of the 
detinilive treaty of pence (and tyranny) was developed to 
tlio astonished Milanese by the arrival of Col. ♦ * * ♦ 
whoi flinging liimsclf full length at tlie feet of Madame 

• Hftrold, Caulo IV. tlauza 4 aod 18. 
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♦ ♦ * murmured forth, in half-forgotten Irish Italian, 
eternal vows (£ indelible constancy. The lady screamed 
and exclaimed, ‘Who are youT The Colonel cried, 
‘What, do n\ you know me ? I am so and so,’ &c. &c. Stc.; 
rill, at length, the Marchesa, mounting from rcimnisccnce 
to reminiflcence, through the lovers of the intermediate 
twenty-five years, arrived at last at the recollection of her 
povm suinlieuteuant. She then said, ‘Was there ever 
auch virtue? (that was her very word,) and, being now a 
widow, gave him apartments in her palace, reinstated him 
in aU the rights of wrong, and held iiim up to the admiring 
world as a miracle of incontinent fidelity, and the unshaken 
Abdiel of absence. 

“Methinks this is as pretty a moral tale as any of Mar- 
montel’s. Here is another. The same lady, several years 
ago^ made an escapade with a Swede, Count Persen, (die 
aamo whom the Stockholm mob quartered and lapidated 
not very long since,) and they arrived at an osteria on tii' 
rood to Home or thereabouts. It was a sutnnicr (jvcnin^ 
and, while they were at supper, they were sudtlenly regale, 
by a symphony of fiddles in an adjacent apartment, so 
prettily played, that, wishing to hear tJiein more di.slmctly, 
the Count rose, and going into the musical society, said, 
‘Gentlemen, I am sure that, as a coin])any of gallant cava- 
liers, you will be delighted to show your skill to a lady, who 
feels anxious,’ &c. &c. The men of harmony were all 
acquiescence— every instrument was tuned and toned, and, 
striking up one of tlieir most ambrosial airs, the whole 
band followed the Count to the lady’s apartment. At their 
head was the first fiddler, who, bowing and fiddling at the 
tame moment, headed his troop and advanced up the room. 
Death and discord 1 — ^it was tlie Mai-quis himself) who was 
«i a serenading party in the country, while his spemse haci 
run away from town. The rest may bo imagined— but, 
first of all, the lady tried to persuade him tliat she was there 
on purpose to meet him, and h;id chosen this metliod for 
an harmonic surprise. So much for this gossip, wliich 
amused mo when I heard it, and I send it to you, in tlie 
hope it may have the like eflect. Now we’U return to 
Venice. 

“ The day after to-morrow (to-morrow being Christmas- 
day) the Carnival begins. I dine witlj the Countess 
Albrizzi and a party, and go to tlie o[ieru.* On that day 
ihe Phenix (not the Insurance Office but the theatre of 
that name) opens; 1 Iiave got me a box fficrc for tl»e 
season, for two reasons, one of which is, that the music is 
remarkably good. The Contessa Albrizzi, of whom 1 
have made mention, is the De Statil of Venice, not young, 
but a very learned, unaffecti'd, good-natured woman, very 
polite to strangers, and, I believe, not at all dissolute, 
most of the women are. Sljc has written very well on ihe 
works of Canova, and also a volume of Characters, besides 
other printed matter. She is of Corfu, but married a dead 
Venetian— that is, dead since he married. 

“My flame (my ‘Donna’ whom I spoke of in my former 
epistle, my Marianna) is still my Marianna, and'l her— 
what she pleases. She is by far the prettiest woman I 
have seen here, and the most loveable I have met with any 
where— as well as one of the most singular. I believe I 
told you the rise and progress of our liaison in my former 
letter. Lest that should not have reache.d you, 1 will 
merely repeat that she is a Venetian, two-and-twenty 
years old, married to a merchant well to do in the world, 
And tint she has great black oriental eyes, and all the 
qualities whicli her eyes promise. Wheffier being in love 
with her has steeled me or not, I do not know ; but 1 have 
not seen many other women who seem pretty. The no- 
bility, in particular, arc a sad-looking race— tlie gentry 
iAther better. And now, what art thou doing? 

are you doing nov*. 

Oh, Thomaa Moore? 

What are you doing now, * 

Ob, Ttiomaa Moore f 

* Sea Letter 127. 


I Sighing or suing novr, 

Khyniiiig or wooing now, 

Billing or cooing now, 

Winch, Tboinaa Moore? 

Are you not near tiie Luddites ? By the Lord ! if there ’s 
a row, but I ’ll bo among ye ! How go on the wewvers — 
the breakers of frames— the Lutlierans of politics — the 
reformers? 

1 . 

“ As the liberty lads o’er the eon 
Bouglit their freedom, and cheaply, with blood, 

Bo we, Irnyg, wo 
Will die fighting, or live free, 

I And down with ali kings but king Ludd I 

'• W'hpii the web that we weave iscomiJetc, 

And the shutlk exclianged fur die swurd, 

Wo will iiing the wiuding-Hliect 
I O’er tbt: di’Hi>ul at unr feot, 

And dye it ilev]> in the gore he bus pour'd. 

S 

“ Thoiigli Maf k ii8 Ills Iiciirt its line, 

Since Ills \t iiiK arc con iijitKl ti> wind, 

Yet thin is llje dew 
Wliicli tlic tri'i' isliall renew 
01 liberty, planted by l.udd ! 

I’licre ’s an amiable chanson for you— all impromptu. I 
have tvrillori it principally to shock your neighbour Hodg- 
son, who is all clergy and loyally— mirth anti innocence-^ 
milk and water. 

“ But the Carnival ’# coming, 

Oh, TlioiriHH Moore, 

The Caniiviil 'b lomitig, 

Oh, ThorntiK Moore, 

Masking and hniniriiiig, 

Filing and dminuiiiig, 

Giiitarnng and strumming, 

Oh, Thomas Moore. 

The other night I saw a new jtlay,— and the author. The 
subject was the sacrifice of Isaac. Tlie play succeeded, 
and they called for die author— accordmg to contiiientai 
custom— and he presented liiinself, a noble Venetian, 
Mali, or Malapiero, by name. Mala was his name, and 
pcssirna his prtxlucliorj,— at least, I ffiought so, and 1 ought 
to knovy, having read more or less of five hundred Drury- 
lane otieriugf^ during my coadjutorship with the sub-and- 
sujMir Committee. 

“ When does your Poem of Poems come out ? I hear 
tliat the. Edinburgli Review has cut up Coleridge’s Chris- 
tabel, and dttclared against rno for praising it.* I praised 
it, firstly, b(!cause I thought well of it; secondly, because 
Coleridge was in great distress, and, after doing what litUe 
1 could for him in essentials, I thought tliat the public 
avowal of my good opinion might help him farther, at least 
with the booksellers. 1 am very sorry that Jeffrey has 
attacked him, because, poor fellow, it will hurt liim in mind 
awl pocket. As fi »r me, he ’s welcomtM -1 shall never thinJe 
less of Jtifirey for any thing he may say against me or miiio 
in future.t 

“I suppose Murray has sent you, or will send (for I da 
not know vyhether they are out or no,) tlie ptK^m, or riocsics 
of nime, of last summcT. By the mass ! they ’re sublime— 
‘Ganion Goheriza’— gainsay who dare.s! Pray H^e 
hear from you, and of you, and, at least, let me knowXl 
you have received these three letters. Direct, right here, 

“ Ever and ever, &c. 

P. fc>. I heard the other day of a pretty trick of a book- 
seUer,who has published some d-d nonsense, swearing 
die bastards to me, and saying he gave me five hundred 
guinea.s for them. He lies— I never wrote such stuff; never 
saw the pot^ms, nor tlie publisher of them, in my life, nor 
had any communication, diretrUy or indirectly, witR the 
fellow. Pray say as much for me, if need be. I have 
written to Murray, to make liim contradicOhe impostor. 

• See Notts 6' to the ‘ Siege of ('orinth.’ 
t Bee Dor Juati, Cautu 10, atauM 10. 
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LETTER CCCXl. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Venire, Nov. 26, 1816. 

•It is some montlis since I have heard from or of yoii- 
I thinltj not since I left Dioclati. From Milan I wrote 
once or twice ; but have been here some little tinn*, and 
intend to pass the winter without rcmovitig. I was much 
pleased witli tlie Lagu di Garda, and with Verona, par- 
ticularly the amphitheatre, and a sarcophagus in a convent 
garden, which tliey show as Juliet’s: they insist on the truth 
of her history. Since my arrival at Vt^riice, Uie lady of 
tlie Austrian governor told me Uiat between Verona and 
•Vicenza there are still ruins of the castle of the JMoutcccJii^ 
anti a ^iiapc] once appertaining to the Cajiiilets. Romeo 
" seems to have been of Vicenza^ by the tradition ; but I w'as 
a good deal surprised to find so linn a faith in Bandello’s 
.novel, which seems really to have bet'u founded on a fact. 

“Venice [ileases me as much as I expected, tuid 1 
expected niucli. Jt is out^ of those places which I know 
bef )re I see them, and has tilways haunted me the nmst 
after the Fast. I like tbe. gloomy gayety of their gondolas, 
and the silenct' of their canals. 1 do not even dislike the 
evident decay of the city, though 1 regret the singularity of 
its vanished < ostunie; however, there is much loft .still; the 
Carnival, too, is eomiiig. 

“ 81 . Mark’s, and indeed Venice, is most alive at night. 
The theatri'S are not open tilFiinc, and the society is pro- 
|>ortionably late. All this is to iny taste, hut most of your 
countrymen miss and regret the rattle of hackney coaches, 
without wliich they can’t sleep. 

“I liav(5 got remarkably good apartnuaits in a jirivate 
house ; I see something of tlie inhabitants, (having had a 
many letters to some of them;) 1 have got inv gon- 
dola; I road a little, and luckily exndd speak Italian (more 
fluently than correctly) long ago. 1 am studying, out <»f 
curiosity, the Vau‘tUin dialect, which is v(!ry naiVe, and 
soft, and peculiar, though not at all classical; I go out fre- 
quently, ari<l am in very good contcaif merit. 

“ The Helen of Canova (a bust wdiicli is in the house 
of Madame the Oumless d’A Ihrizzi, whom 1 know,) is, 
without exception, to my mind, the most (lertcctly beaiitifi 
of hurnuii concepuons, and far beyond my ideas of human 

‘ In this beloved marble view,’ &.c.* 


“11 you write, address to nic here, poste restantey as 1 
shall probably stay tlie w inter over. 1 never see a news- 
paper, and know noUiing of England, except in a letter 
now and then from my sister. Of the MS. sent you, I 
know nothing, except lliat you have received it, and are to 
publish il, &Le. Slc.\ but wlien, where, and how, you leave 
me to guess ; but it do n’t much matter. 

“1 suppose you have a W'orld of works passing through 
your process for next year? When does Moore’s Poem 
appear ? 1 sent a letter for him, addressed to your carsii 
tlie other day.” 


LETTER CCCXII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Dec. 4, 1816. 

“T have written to yon so frequently of late, that you 
will Uiink me a bore ; as I think you a very imjmlite person 
fir not answi'i'ing my letters fVom Switzerland, Milan, 
Verona, and Venice. "J 'hero are some things! wanted, 
and want to know; viz. whether Mr. Davies, of inaccurate 
memory, had or had not delivered the^ MS. as delivered to 
him ; because, if he has not, you will find that he will boun- 
tifully bestow transftriptions on all tJic curious of his ac- 
quaintance, in which case you may probably find your 
publication anticipated by the ‘( 'ainbridge,’ or other 
(Chronicles. In the next place — I forget what was next; 
but, in the third place, I want to hear whether ymi have 
yet published, or when you mean to do so, or why you have 
not dune so, because hi your last (Sept. 20, — ^you may be 
ashamed of the date,) you talked of this being done imme- 
diately. 

“From England I hear nothing, and know nothing of 
any thing or any body. 1 have but one correspondent, 
(except Mr. Kinnaird on husines.s now and then,) and her 
a f ‘male ; so that ! know no more of your island, or city, 
than the. Italian version of the French papers chooses to 
tell me, or the advertisements of Mr. C-olburn tagged to 
the eiwl of your Ciuarterly Review for the year a»o. I 
wrote to you at .some length last w'eek, and have little to 
add, except that 1 have begun, and am proceeding in, a 
.study the ArnieniaiJ language, which I acquire, a.s well 
as I can, at the Armenian convent, where 1 go every day 


Talking of the 4ieart’ reminds me tliat T have fallen in love 
W’hich, except falling into the ciuial, (and that would hi 
useless, as I swim,) is the best (or worst) lliirig 1 could do. 
I am therefore in love — fathomless love; but lest you 
should make some splendid mistaln*, and envy me iht 
possession of some of tliose jirineesses or countc.sses witli 
v/hosc affections your Ibnglish voyagers arc apt to inv<*si 
themselves, 1 beg leave to tell you tliat ray gixldess is only 
the wife of a ‘ Meniiaiit of Venice but then she is pretty 
as an antelope, two-and-tw'cnty years old, has the 

large, black, oriental eyes, with tlie Italian countenance, 
^nd dark glossy hair, of ihi; curl and colour of Lady Jer- 
sey’s. Then she has tiie voice of a lute, and llie song of y 
seraph, (though not quite so sacreJ^ beside.s a long p<isl- 
semt of gracc.s, virtues, and accoinplishineiits, enough to 
finish out a new^ chapter for Solomon’s Song. But her 
great merit is finding out mine — there is nothing so amiable 
as discernment. CJur little arrangement is completed, the 
usual oaths having been takim, and every thing fiillilletl 
acexirding to the ‘understood relations’ of sueli ludsons. 

“ 'I’he general race of women appear to he handsome ; 
but in Italy, as on almost all the continent, the highest 
orders arc by no means a well-looking giMieratiori, and 
indeed reckoned by their countrymen very much otherwise. 
Some are exceptions, but most of them as ugly as Virtue 
herself. ^ 


to take lessons of a learned friar, and have gained some 
.singular and not useless inforrmitiori with regard to the 
literature and customs of that oriental people. They have 
an establishment here — a chnrcii and convent of ninety 
monks, very learned and accomplished men, some of tlicin. 
'J'hcy have al.so a press, and make great efforts for the 
|•nlighleniIlg of their nation. I find tJie language (which 
is tin: litvrcd and the vul^i^ar) difficult, but not in- 
yincihle (at least, 1 hope not.) I shall go on, 1 found it 
rieees.sury to twist my mind round some severe study, and 
this, as being tJie hardest J could devise here, will be a file 
j for the serpent. 

' “1 mean to remain here till the spring, so address to mo 

hrvrib/ to poslr refftunte. — Mr. llobhouse, for the 

pri.'sent, is gone to Rome, with his brother, brother’s wife, 
anil sister, who overtook him here; he returns in two 
nuiiths. I should have, gone too, but I fell in love, and 
must stay that over. I should think t/iat and the Armenian 
alphabet will last the winter. The lady ha.s, luckily for me, 
been le.s.s obdurate than the language, or, between the two, 
j I should have lost ruy remains of sanity. By-the-way, 
;he is not an Armenian but u V>nclian, as 1 believe I told 
you in my last. As for Italian, I am fluent enough, oven 
in its Venetian modification, which is something like the 


Somersetshire versioy of hAiglish; and as for the more 
classical dialects, I had not forgot my former practice much 
during my voyaging. * Yours, ever and truly, 


• See Poerot, p, 484. 


■P. S. Rcrtember mo to Mr. GiflTord.’ 
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LETTER CCCXIII. 

TO MK. MUHRAT. 

“Venice, Doc. 9, 1810. 

“In a letter from England^ I am informt'.d that a man 
named Johnson has taken upon hirnscif to publish suiii<‘ 
poems calletl a ‘ Pilgrimage to Jcrusaloni, a Teinpcst, and 
an Address to my Daugliter,’ &c. and to atiribute them to 
mo, suiding that he had paid live hundrcxl gtiineas !<:»* them. 
The answer to this is short: I never wrote suchpoeni^ imw 
received the aum he mentiomy twr any other in the same 
quarteTy nor (as far as moral or mortal cc^rtainty can hr 
sure,) cj;cr hady dircdly or indirectly y the slightest communir 
caitkn with Johnson in my life; not being aware that the 
person existed till this intelligence gave me to understand 
that there were such people. Nothing surprises me, or 
tliis perliaps vxmldy and most things amuse me, or this 
probably would not. With regard to myself, the man has 
merely /iw/j* that’s natural — his betters have set him the 
example: but with regard to you, his assertion may per- 
haps injure yoii in your publications ; and I desire that it 
may receive tlie m<3st public and urujualitbsl contradiction. 
I do not kiiow that there is any punishment for a tiling of 
this kind, and if there were, I should not feel disposed to 
pursue this ingenious mountchaiik fiirther than was ne- 
cessary for his confutati(Mi ; but tints far it may be neces- 
sary to proceed. 

“ You will moke what use you plctLse of this letter ; and 
Mr. Kinnaird, who has power to act for me in my ahsimce, 
will, I am sure, readily join you in any steps which it may 
bo proper to take with regard to the absurd faisehixKl of 
this poor creature. As you will have recently received 
several letters from mo on my way to Venice, as well as 
two written since my arrival, J. will not at presimt troulde 
you farther, “ Ever, &c. 

*P- S. Pray let me bear that you have received tills 
letter. Address to VeiiLe.c, pnste resUenie. 

“To prevent the recurrence of similar fabrications, you 
may state, that I oxmsider myself rcsjionsiWe for no pul)- 
lication from tlie year 1812 up to the prcvsent date, which 
is not from your fffcss. I speak of course from that period, 
because, previously, Cawthorn and Hiilgeliad both printed 
coiu|K)sitions of mine. ‘ A Pilgrimage to Jerusalem I’ how 
the devil should I write Jibout Jmmdemy never having yet 
been there? As for ‘A l'cmi»est,’ it was not a tetnpest 
when 1 left England, but a very frcsli breeze: aikl as to an 
* Address to litlle Adti,’ (who, by-thc-way, Is a year old lo 
morrow,) I never wrote a line about her, except in 'Earc- 
well,’ and tlie tliird Canto ofCJltilde Harold.” 


LETTER CeeXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Dec. 27, 1816. 

“As the demon of silence seems to have posses.s<'d you, 
I am detenninetl to have my revenge in posiagi* : tills Is 
my sixth or seventh letter since siinuiier an<J Switzerland. 
My last was an injunclu^n to contradict and consign to 
confusion tliat Cheapsido impostor, who (I beard by a 
letter from your island) had thought proper to ajipcnd my 
name to his spurious poesy, of which 1 know notliing, nor 
of his protended purchase or copyright. I hope you have, 
at least, received that letter. 

* As tlie news of V enico must be very interesting to yo\i, 
^ will regale you with it. 

Yesterday, being the feast of St. Stephen, every mouth 

f i put in motion. There wrs notliing but liddlin.g and 
ying on the virginals, and all k'uids of conceits and diver- 
imonts, on every canal of this acjuatic city. I dined with 
the Countess Albrizza and a Paduan and Venetian party, 
and afterward went to the opera, at the Feiiicc theatre 
(which opon.s for the Carnival on that day,)— the finest, 
by'4|b|fHilay, 1 have over seen; it beats our theatres hollow 
sceneryi and tliose of Milan and Brescia 


Imiw heforo it. The opera and its sirens were much like 
oilier operas and women, buttlio subject of the said opera 
wa.-^ .something edifying ; it luriiod — tlie jilot and conduct 
thereof— upon a fact narrated by Livy of a liundred and 
Idly married ladies liaving poisoned a liundrcd and fifty 
husbands in good old times. The bachelors of lioyne be- 
lieved this extraordinary mortality to be merely tlic com- 
mon effect of matrimony or a pestilence ; but the surviving 
Benedicts, being all seized with the colic, examined into 
the matter, and found that ‘ tlieir possets had been drugged 
tJie coiisetjuence of which was, much scandal and several 
suits at law. This is really and truly tlie subject of tlio 
mmsical piece at tlie Feriice ; and you can’t conceive what 
pretty things are sung and recitativoed about the harrenda 
strage. The conclusion was a lady’s head about to be 
•hopped off by alictor, but (I am sorry to say) he left it 
111 , and she got U{) and sung a trio with the two Consuls, 
the. Senate in the back ground being chorus. The ballet 
was distinguished by nothing remarkable, except tliat iho 
principal she-dancer went into convulsions because she 
was not applatidcil on her first appearance ; and the mana- 
ger came forward to ask if there was ‘ ever a physician in 
the theatre.’ There was a Greek one in my box, whom I 
wished very much to volunteer his services, being sure that 
in tills case the.sts would have been the last convulsions 
which would have troubled the hallarina ; but he would 
not. The crowd was enormous, and in coining out, having 
a lady under my arm, 1 was obliged, in making way, almost 
to ‘beat a V(m(!lian, and traduce the state,’ being com- 
pelled to r«‘galc a person with an English punch in flio 

Its, whicli sent him as far hack as the squeeze and tlie 
passage would lulrnil. He did not ask for another, hut, 
with great signs of dlsaj (probation and dismay, ajipealed 
to his com] (lit riots, who Isiughed at him. 

“I am giving on with mvi\rmciiian sfudiesin a morning, 
and assisting and stimulating in the English jiorlion of an 
English arnl Armenian grammar, now publishing at tlio 
convent of St. La/arns. 

“The superior of the friars is a bisliop, and a fine old 
fellow, witli the beard of a meteor. Fatiier Pasidial is 
also a leurned and j»ious soul. He was two years in 
England. 

“I am still dreadfully in love with tlie Adriatic lady 
whom 1 s])akc of in a former letter (and not in this — T add, 
for tear of mistakes, for the only one. mentioned in the first 
part of this <‘pistle is elderly and bookish, two things which 
1 have ceased to admire,) and love in this jiart of tho 
worlil is no sinecuri'. Tliis is also the sea..son when every 
body nialie up their intrigues fur the ensuing year, and cut 
for jiartners for the next deal. 

“Anti now', if you do ’nt write, I do ’lit know what I won’t 
say or do, nor what I will. Send me some news — good 
news. 

“ Yours, very truly, &c. &c. &c. “ B. 

“P. S. Remember me to Mr. Gifford, with all duty. 

* I hear tliat tlie Edinbnrgli Reviev^' has cut tip Ode- 
ridge’s Christahel, and me for praising it, which omen, I 
think, hotlcs no great good to your forthcorne or coining 
Canto and CastUi (of Clnllon.) My run of luck within tho 
last year .seems to hav': taken a Uirn every way ; but never 
mind, 1 will bring myself through in tlio end — if not, 1 can 
he but where I began. In tlic moan time., I arn not«.‘^'s- 
pleasr^d to be where I am — I mean at Venice. My Adri- 
atic nymph is this moment bore, and I must therefore re- 
pose irom this letter.” 

LETTER CeeXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 2, 1817. 

“ Tour letter has arrived. Pray, in publishing Uie Third 
Canto, have you omitted any passages? I hope not ; and 
indeed wrote to you on my way over the Alps to prevent 
such an incident. Say in your next whetlier or not tho 
whole of die Canto (aa sent to you) lias been publisliod. J 
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wrote to you again liie other day {ttvicej 1 tlmik,) and shi 
be glad to hear of the reception of tliose letters. 

“ To-day is tlie 2d of January. On tills day tJirce years 
ago the Corsair’s publication is dated, 1 think, in my letter 
to Moore. On this day two years 1 marrit-td (‘ Whom tlie 
Lord lo^etli ho chastenetli,’ — 1 sha’n’t forget the day in 
hurry,) and it is odd enough that 1 this day received 
letter from you announcing the publication ofCliilde Uanjlc 
&.C. &c. on the day of tlie date of tlie ‘ Corsair and 1 alsi 
received one from my sister, written on the 10th of Deceir 
ber, my daughter’s birtli-day (and relative chiefly to in 
daughter,) and arriving on the day of the date of my mar- 
riage, this present 2d of January, the month of my bii-lh, — 
®)d various other astrologous matters, which 1 have 
time to enumerate. 

* “ By-the-way, you might as well write to Ilentsch, ni} 
Geneva banker, and inquire whether the tux} packets coi. 
signed to his care were or were not delivered to Mr. St 
Aubyn, or if they are still in his keeping. One contain! 
jKi}X".rs, Icttiirs, and all the original of your Tllirc 

Canto, Jis first tronceived; and the other .some bones froii 
tlie held of Morat. Many thanks for your news, and tin 
good spirits in which your letter is written. 

“ Venice and I agree very well ; hut I do not know tha 
J have any thing new to say except of the last new opcrii 
which i sent in my laic letter. The (Jarnival is eommeiie- 
ing, and th(‘re is a good deal of fun here and the 
besides business; fir all tlie world arc making up their 
intrigues fir the season, changing, or going on upon a n*- 
newed leasiu I am very well otf‘ witJi Marianna, who i 
not at all a person to tire me; firstly, because J do m 
lire of a woman pcmiaa/Zv, hut becaus(! th<‘.y arc generally 
hurt's in llieir disposition ; and, secondly, because she i< 
amiable, and lias a tae.t which Is not always the portion of 
ihtiVair creation; and, thirdly, alw is very pretty; and, 
fourthly, — but there is no t>ceasion fir farther spetnhcaiion. 

♦ ♦ ♦ So far we have gone on very well; 

as to the future, I never anticipate, — carpe diem — the past 
at least is one’.s own, which is oii<i reason f >r iiiaUing sure 
of the present. So mnc.h fir iiiy prop«T liaison. 

“The general state of morals lierit is much the .same as 
in the Doges’ time: a woman is virtuous (uc-eordiiig to 
the code) who limits herself toluT husband an<l om* lover; 
tho.se who liave two, three, or mor<‘, arii a little ivihl ; hut 
ills only those who are, incliscriiriiiiatcly diffuse, and firm 
alow connexion, stiiJi as tlic Princess of VV ale.s with lier 
courier (who. hy-the-waiy, is made a knight of Malta,) 
who arc cvuisidcred as overstepping the m(Klc.‘'’ty ot mar- 
riage. In Venice, the iiubiiify have a trick of marrying with 
dancers and .singers; and, truth to say, the woriu'n of 
tlieir own order are by no mean.s Iniinlsome; but the gene- 
ral race, the women of the second and oilier onlers, the 
wive.s of the merchants, and proprietor.s, and untitled gen- 
try, arc mostly fit’/’ mng-uCy and it is with these tlial the 
more amatory connextiris arc usually formed. 'I'hero arc 
also instances of stupendous coii.stancy. I know a woman 
of fifty who never had hut one lover, who dying early, .she 
be|jatiK? devout, renouncing all but her husband. She 
piques herself, as may be presumed, imon this miraculous 
fidelity, talking of it occoiiioriaUy with a spctfies of mis- 
placetL morality, wliich is rather amusing. Thertt is no 
con^ntung a woman here that she is in the smallest <legree 
deviating from tJic rule of right or the fitness of tilings in 
having an amoroso. The great sin seems to lie in concealing 
it, or having more than one, that is, unless such an exten- 
sion of the prerogative is understood and apjirovctl of by 
tlic prior claimant. In my case, I do not know that I hiui 
any predecessor, and am pretty sure that there is no par- 
ticipator ; and am inclined to think, from the youth of the 
party, and from llic frank, undisguised way in which every 
btxly avow's every thing in tliis part of the world, when 
there is any thiiig^to avow, as well as from some other 

■ 

* jSc'- Child« Harold, Canto Third, Sioaxa 63, and note. 
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circuinstance.s, such a.s the marriage be.ing recent, &c. See, 
kv.j tliat tills is the premin- 1 1 docs not much signify. 

“ in an(>Lhcr sheet, I send y<iu sonic sheets of a grammafi 
English and Armenian, for the use of the Armenians, of 
which I promoted, and indeed induced, the publication. 
(It cost me but a thousand francs — French livres.) I still 
pursue rny lesson.s in llio language without any rapid pro- 
gress, but advancing a little daily. Padre Paschal, with 
some little help from nu^, as translator of his Italian into 
English, is also proceeding in a MS. Grammar for tlie 
English actjuisilion of Armenian, which will be printed also, 
when finished. 

We want to know if there arc any Anncnian types 
and kdter-press in England, at 0.\f(>rd, Cambridge, or el.se- 
oheru? Yon know, I supjiosc, that, many years ago, the 
wo Whislon.s puhlislujil in JOngkuid an original text of a 
listory of Armciiifi, willi thcii* own Latin translation? Do 
hose lyj)cs still exist ? and where? Pray inquire among 
your learned acquaintance. 

“ When this Graininar (I mean the one now printing) 
I.S done, will you have any objection to lake f»rty or fitly 
'opics, wliicJ) w ill iKit cost in all above five or ten guineas, 
ind try the curiosity of the IcariK-d with a sale of them? 
•>ay \ cs or no, as you like. I ran assure you that tJiey 
lave iconic very curious hooks and JViy.S., chiefly transla- 
!)ns from GriM’k originals now kxst. ^’liey are, bcsideis, 
i inucli-respecli d and h arimd community, and the study 
»f their language was taken up with great ardour by some 
itcrary Fri'iielmum in Buoiiajiarte’s lime. 

“1 have not done a stitch of poetry since I left Switzer- 
and, and have not at present the. cstm upon me. The 
ruth i>, that y<»u are ufrakl of having a Fovrth Canto Ac- 
bre September, and of another copyright, but I have al 
ireseni no llioughls of resuming that poem, nor of begin- 
ling any other. If I write, I Ihinlt of trying prose, but I 
read minx iucing living people, or apfdications which might 
>e made to living peo])lo. Ihirhnps one day or other 1 may 
Itcnqit some work of fancy in prose descriptive of Italian 
iianncr.s and of human passions; but at pre.'^r'iil I am pro- 
»ccupied. As for potvsy, mine is the ilrm/n of the sleeping 
■ussions; when tiny arc awake, 1 cannot speak their lan- 
iiaiic, only in thcii* sonuianihuliMii, and ju.st now they are 
{»l dormant. 

“If Mr. (Gifford want.s carte hlanclw a.s to llio Siego of 
’oriiith, ho lias it, and may do as lie likes with it. 

“I .sent you a h tlm* contradictory <*fthc Che, upside man 
who invented the story vou speak of) the other day. Aly 
est re.speels to ]\lr. ( litford, and such of rny friends as 
)u may si'C at your liou.se. I wish you all pro.sperity 
41(1 new years grat illation, and am, 

* Yours, &c * 

LETTER CeeXVI. 

TO Wa. MOOHK. 

« Venice, .Tan. 2ft, 1817. 

“Y'our letter of the 8fh Is Ixifore rne.. The reinody l(>r 
our plethora Is si tuple — ah.sliiK'iicc. I was obliged to liave 
‘.course to the like some years ago. I mean in point of e/ief, 
tid, with the extroption of .some, convivial weeks and days 
t might be months now and tlain,) have', kept to Pylha- 
iras <!ver .since. For all this, let me Iniar that you arc 
etter. You must not itubdgr in ‘ filthy beer,’ nor in porter, 

>r cat sujqnrs — the last art*, the devil to those who swal- 
>w dinner. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ^ 

“1 am tnily sorry to hear of your father’s misn>rfiine— 
uclat any time,, but doubly cruelin advane(*d life. However, 

II will, at least, have tin*, satisfaction of doing your part 
y him, and, depend irpoii it, it will not be in vain. Fortiuie, 

J be sure, Is a female, but not such a b — h as the rest 
always excepting your wife and iny sister from such 
'eeping terms;) for she generally has some justice in the 
>ng run. I have no spite against her though, between 
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fier and NemMU, 1 have had aome acre gauntlets to run- 
hat then I have done my best to deserve no better. B« 
to you, she is a good deal in arrear, and she will corn 
round— 'nimd if she do n’t: you have tlie vigour d* life, oi 
independence, of talent, spirit, and characterj all with yoi 
What you can do for yourselfj ytru have done and will do 
and surely there are some oUiers in the world who vvoul< 
not be sorry to be d ustJ, if you would allow them to h 
useful, or at least attempt it. 

“ I tliinli of being in England in the spring. If there i: 
a row, by the sceptre of King Ludd, but HI be one ; am 
if there is none, and only a continuance of ‘tins rneeli 
piping time of peace,’ I will take a cottage a hundred yard; 
to the south of your abode, and become your neighbour 
and we will compose such canticles, and hold such dia> 
logues, as shall be tlie terror of the ftwes, (including th 
newspaper of that name,) and the wonder, and honour, ani 
praise of the Morning Chronicle and posterity. 

* I rejoice to hear of your forthcoming in February— 
though I tremble for the magnificence which you attrihut 
to the now Childe Harold. I am glad you like it; if is ; 
fine, indistinct piece of poetical desolation, and iriy favour- 
ite. I was half rnad during the time of its composition 
between metaphysics, mountains, lakes, love unextinguish- 
able, thoughts unutterable, and the nightmare of iny owi 
delimjuencies. I should, many a goml day, have blown ni 
brains out, but for the recollection that it would liave givei 
pleasure to my mollicr-in-law; and, even Z/ic«,if 1 coul 
have been certain to haunt her, and fling the slialterci 
sculp of my sinciput and occiput in licr IHglitfuI fact) — bu: 
I won’t dwell upon these trilling family matters. 

* Venice is in the csfroof her Carnival, and I have beei 
up these last two nights at the ridotio and the opera, am 
all tliat kind of thing. Now for an adventure. A few 
days ago a gondolier brought mo a billet without a sub- 
scription, intimating a wish on tlio part of the writer to 
meet me either in gondola, or at the island of JSan Lazaro, 
or at a third rendezvous indicated in tlie note. ‘I know 
the country’s disposition well,— in Venice ‘tliey do let 
heaven see those tricks they dare not sliow,’ &o. &c.; so, 
for all response, I said that neither of the three place? 
suited me ; but that I would eitlier be at home at ton at 
night ahiWf or be at the ridotto at midnight, where tlie 
writer might meet me masked. At ten o’clock I w as at 
home and alone, (Marianna ivas gone with her husbmid to 
a conversazione,) when the door of my apartment opened, 
and in walked a well-looking and (for an lialian) bwruh, 
girl of about nineteen, wlio informed mo that she was mar- 
ried to thii brother of my amonm^ and wished to have some 
conversation with me. I mailc a decent reply, and we 
had some talk in Italian and Romaic, (her mother being n 
Greek of Corfu;) when, lo! in a very few minutes in 
iiiarchc.s, to my very groat astonishment, Marianna S * *, 
in propria persona, and, after making a most |)olilc curtsey 
to her sister-in-law and tome, without a single word, seizes 
her said sister-in-law by the hair, and bivstows upon her 
some sixteen slaps, which would have made your eajr ache 
only to hear their echo. I need not describe the screaming 
which ensued. The luckless visiter took Ibglit. I seized 
Marianna, who, after several vain efforts to get away in 
pursuit of the enemy, fairly went into fits in my arras; and, 
in spite of reasoning, can do Cologne, vinegar, lialf a pint 
of water, and God knows what other water besides, con- 
tinued so till past midnight. 

“ Afier damning my servants flir letting people in without 
apprizing me, I found that Marianna in the morning had 
seen her sistcr-in-Iaw’s gondolier on the stairs ; and, sus- 
pecting tlml his apparition boded her no good, had cither 
returned of her own accord, or been followed by her maids 
or some other spy of her ptvxploHo tlw conversazione, froinj 
whence she returned to perpetrate this piece of pugifism. 

I had seen fits before, and also some smalt scenery of the 
same genus in and out of our island ; jiut this was not all. 
After about an hour, in comes— who ? why, Signor S * *, 


her lord and husband, and finds roe witli his wife fainting 
upon a sofa, and all the apparatus of confusion, dudievelled 
hair, hats, handkerciiiefs, salts, smelling bottles— and the 
lady as pale as ashes, without sense or motion. His first 
question was, ‘ What is all this ?’ The lady could not reply 
—so I did. I told him the exjdanation was thto cosiest 
thing in the world ; but in the mean lime, it would be os 
well to recover his wife— o-t least her senses. *1 his came 
about in due time of suspiration and respiration. 

“You need not be alarmed— jealousy is not the order of 
the day in Venice, and daggers are out of fashion, while 
duels, on love matters, ane unknown — at least, with the 
husbands. But, for all this, it was an awkward affair; and 
though lie must have known that I made love Marianm, 
yet 1 believe he was not, till that evening, aware of the 
extent to which it had gone. It is very v eil known tlia/ 
almost all il»c married women have a lover; but it is usual 
lo keep up the forms, as in other nations. 1 did not, tlicre- 
fore, know what the devil to say. I could not outwitli tlie 
truth, out of regard to her, and I did not choose to lie for 
my sake ; — besides, the thing told ilself. I thouglit the best 
way would be to let her explain it as she chose, (a woman 
being never at a loss — the Devil always slicks by them) — 
only determining to protect and carry her oflj in case of 
any ferocity on the part of the Signor. I saw that lie was 
quite calm. She went to bed, and next day — bow they 
settled it, I know not, but settle it lliey did. Well — then 
J had to explain to Marianna about this never to he sulfi- 
cientiy confounded sister-in-law ; whicli 1 did by swearing 
innocence, eternal constancy, &c. &c. * * ♦ 

+ + + * 4 - 4 :*** 

But the sister-in-law, very much discom[)oaed wdth being 
reated in such wise, has (not having her own shame 
>efi»rc her eyes,) told the affair to half Venice, and the 
servants (who were summoned by the fight and the faint- 
ing,) to llio other half. But liovc, nobody minds such trifles, 
except to be amused by them. I do n't know whether you 
will be so, but 1 have scrawled a long letter out of these 
os. “Believe me ever, &c.* 


I.ETTER CeeXVir. 

TO Mn. MURRAY, 

“Venice, .Tan. 24, 1817. 

4 4 4*44 

“ [ have been requested by the Countess Albrizzi hero 
:o present her with ‘tlie. Works and wish you therefor© 
,o send me a copy, that 1 may comply with her requisition. 
You may include llic last iiuhlislied, of which I have seen 
Lfid know nothing, but from your letter of the 13th of 
December, 

“Mrs. Leigh tells me that most of her friends prefer tlie 
irst two Cantos. I do not know whether this be th© 
•eneral opinion or not, (it is rutt /iSj?,-) but it is natural H 
ihould be so. I, how('vcr 5 think differently, which is na- 
iiral also; but who is right, or who is wrong, is of very 
ittle consequence. ,, 

“]3r. Polidori, a» I hear from him by letter from Pisa, i 
about to rtiturn to i^ngland, to go to the Brazils on r 
medical speculation with the Danish consul. As^-uu art 
n the favour of the powers that lie, could yon not get hm 
lome letters of rocommendalion from some of your go 
■eminent friends to some of tlie Portuguese settlers ? hv 
mderstands his profession well, and has no want of genera 
alenta; his faults are tin* faults of a parclomible vanity aur 
'outh. His remaining with me was out of the question: ' 
lave enough to do to manage my own scrapes; and a. 
•rcccpt.s VI ithout example are not tlie most gracious bomi 
lies, I thought it belter to give him his conge: but I knov. 
no great harm of him, and some good. He is clever am 
accorriplishod ; knows his profession, by all accounts, well 
and is honourable in his dealings, and not at all tpalevoleot 
1 tltink, with luck, he will turn out a useful ,memb<^r ol 
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■oci^, (from whiclh he will lop *e diseased members,) and bat two or three— are Spirits of the earth and air, or the 
the College of Fhyricians. If you can be of any use to waters; the scene is in the Alps; the hero a kind of ma.- 
hhn, or know any one who can, pray be so, as he has his gician, who is tormented by a species of remorse, the cause 
fortune to make. He has keptamedwxi^jduf^ of which is left half unexplained. He wanders about 

eye qf f^acoa, (ibe first surgeon on the continent) at Pisa; invoking these Spirits, which appear to him, and are of no 
Vacca has corrected it, and it must contain some valuable i»se ; he at last goes to the very abode of the Evil Principle, 
lunts w information on the practice of this country. If you in propMy&wna^ to evocate a ghost, which appears, and 
con aid him in publishing this also, by your infiuence with gives him an ambiguous and disagreeable answer; and in 
your brethren, do; I do not ask you to publish it yoursetf, the third act he is found by his attendants dybig in a tower 
because that sort vH request is too personal and embarra.ss- where he had studied his art. You may perceive by tliis 
ing. He has abo a tragedy, of which, having seen nothing, oulline that I have no great opinion of tiiis piece of phan- 
1 sav nothing: but the very circumstance of his having tasy ; but I have at least rendered it guite irnpoHsible ftn- the 
rjiade ^hese effeniB (if thry are only efftjrts,) at onc>and* stage, for which my intercourse with Drury-lanc has given 
twenty, is in his favour, and proves him to have good me the greatest contempt. 

dispositions for his own improvement. So if, in the way “I have not even copied it ofl^ *“^<1 foel too lazy at present 
of commendation or recommendation, y<ui can aid his to attempt the whole ; but when 1 have, 1 will send it you, 
objects with your governmejnt fnend.% I wish you would. I and you may either Uirow it into the fire or not.” 

I should think bottic of your Admiralty Board might be ' 
likely to have it in their power.” 

LETTER CCCXIX. 


LETTER CCCXVIII. 

TO MK. WURRAy. 

“Venice, Feb. 15, 1817. 

I have received your two letters, but not the parcel you 
mention. the 'Waterloo spoils are arrived, I w^ill make 
you a prescni ui lliem, if you choose to accept of tlieni ; 
pray d<>. 

“j do iK'f exactly understand from your letter wdiat has 
beop omitted, or wiiat not, in the publication; but 1 shall 
.see probably some day or oilier, I could not attribute any 
hut ;]. ^ocid motive to Mr. Giflbrd or yours<‘ir in such oinis- 
Mon; but as our politics are so very opposite, we slioiild 
probably differ as to the pjissages. However, if it is only 
a ruAc or notes, or a line or so, it cannot signify. You say 
‘a jiocm wfiat poem ? You can tell me in your next. 

“ Of Mr. lloblioiise’s quarrel witli the Q,uarterly Review, 
I know very liulo except * article, itself, which iva.s 
certainly harsii enough; but I quite agree that it would 
have been better not to answer — particularly afier Mr. 
IV. IV. who never more will trouble you, trouble you. I 
have been uneasy, because Mr. H. told me that his letter 
or preface wa.s to be addros.sed to me. Now, lit^ and i are 
friends of many years ; 1 have many obligations to him, and | 
he none to rne, which have rnit been <-ancellcd and more 
than repaid; but Mr. Gilford and 1 are friends also, and 
he has moreover beim literally so, through thick and thin, 
in despite of differenee of years, morals, habits, and even 
politics; and therefore I feel in a very awkward situation 
between the two, Mr. GilTurd and my friend Hobhousc, aiul 
can only wish that they had no difference, or that such as 
they have were accommodated. The Answer I fiave not 
seen, for — it is odd ^nough for jicople so intimate — ^but Mr. 
Hobiiouse and I i^re very sparing of our literary confi- 
dences. For example, tlie other day ho wished to have a 
MS. of the Third Canto to read over to his brother, &c. 
•which was refused ; — and I have never seen his journals, 
nor he mine— (I only kept the shoif one of the mountains 
for my sister) — nor do I think that hardly ever he or I saw 
jpfVf of the other’s productions previous to their publication. 

‘The article in the Edinburgh Review on Cderidge I 
have not seen ; but whether I am attacked in it or not, or 
in any other of the same journal, I shall never think ill of 
Mr. Jeffrey on that account, nor forget that his c<Hiduct 
towards me has been certainly most handsome during the 
last four cwr more years. 

*I forgot to mention to you that a kind of poem in dia- 
logue* (in blank verse) or drama, from whicJi *The In- 
cniitation* is an extract, begun last summer in Switzerland, 
is lintsfied; it is in three acts; but of a very wild, meta- 
physicai, and iilbxplicable kind. Almost all tlie persons— 

* Manfnd. 
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TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, Feb. 25, 1817. 

“I wrote to you the other day in answer to your letter; 
at present, I w'ould trouble you with a commission, if you 
would be kind enough to niidcrfakc it. 

“You perhaps know Mr. Love, the jeweller, of Old 
Bond^treet. — In 1813, when in the intention of returning 
to 'riirkey, 1 purchased of him, and paid (orgewt coniptani) 
aljout a dozen snuff-boxes, of more or less value, as presents 
for some of my Mussulman acquaintance. Tliese I have 
now with me. The otlier day, having occasion to make 
an alleralion in the lid of one (to place a portrait in it,) it 
has turned out to be ailvrr-gilt instead of golr/f for which 
la.sf it wa.s sold and paid for. This was discovered by tlie 
workman in trying it, before taking off* the hinges anti work- 
ing upon the lid. I have of course recalled and preserved 
(be box in statu quo. 'What I wish you to do is, to see the 
said Mr. liOve, and inform him of this circumstance, add- 
ing, from me, tliat 1 will take care he Bhall not have done 
this with impunity, 

“If there is no remedy in law, there is at least the etjuit- 
ablc one of making known liis gtaU ^ — that is, his silver gift, 
and he d — d to him. 

“I shall cartifully preserve all the purchases I made of 
him on that occasion for rny return, a.s the plague in Tur- 
key is a barrier to travelling there at j)resent, or nitlicr th« 
endless quarantine which would be tlie consfx|Uence before 
one could land in coming back. I’ray state the matter to 
him with due ferocity. 

“1 sent you the other day some extracts from a kind of 
Drama which 1 had begun in Switzerland and finished 
here ; you will tell me if they are received. They ivere 
cHily ill a letter. I have not yet had energy to copy it out, 
or I would send you the whole in different covers, 

“ The carnival closed this day lost week. 

“Mr. Hobiiouse is still at Rome, 1 believe. 1 am at 
present a little unwell ; — sitting up too late and some sub- 
sidiary dissipations have lowered my Wood ago<xl deal; 
but 1 have at present the quiet and temperance of Lent 
before me. “ Believe me, &c.” 

“P. S. Remember me to Mr. Gifford. — I have not re- 
ceived your parcel or parcels. — ^LoWt into ‘Moore’s (Dr. 
Moore’s) View erff Italy’ for me ; in one of the vdiunes you 
will find an account of tlie Doge VaUere (it miglit to be 
FaJieri) and his conspiracy, or tlie motives of if. Get it 
transcribed for me, and send it in a letter to me soon. I 
want it, and cannot find so good an account of that business 
here ; though the veiled patriotjond the place where he was 
crovmed, and afterward decapilatwl, still exist, and are 
shown. I have searched all their histories; but the pohey 
of the old aristocracy made their writers silent on his mo- 
tives^ which were a pnvate grievance against one of the 
patricians. * 



m 


LETTERS, 1817. 


rcigipng 

ramarfcablQ «nd ody fact of the kind tn all liistory of al! 


LETTER CCCXX. 


TO MB. MOOBC. 


•InieMtowritea Iragatyoo the niliijiwt, whic^ IfUivetenyearehiogBr, youwffle^ hwevCT.^t it 

pears to memwy dramatic: an old man, jealoiui, and coo- w not over with me— I don’t mean in literature, ftir Uiat is 
spuing againnt the state, of which be was tlie acUiall} notliing ; and it may seem odd enough to say, I ^ ^ 
leigmng chieL The last ciicumstance makes it the inosl , think it my vocation. But you will see diat I do 

aometliing or other— the times and fortune peroutung— 
that ‘ like the cosmogony, or croauoo of the work!, will pu*- 
zle the philosophers of idl ages.’ But I doubt whetbw my 
constitution will liold out. 1 have, at intervals, exorcised it 
most devilishly. 

“ 1 have not yet fixed a time of retun^ but I thiidc of the 
spring. 1 shall have been away a year in April next. You 
never mention Rogers, nor H^gson, your clerical neigh- 
* Venice, Feb. 28, 1817. ' hour, who has lately got a living near you. Has he also 

•You will, perhaps, complain as much of the frequency got a child yet? — ^his desideratum when I saw hinli last, 
ofmy letters now, as you were wont to do of their rarity ♦ ♦ * * * * 

I think tins is the fourth within as many moons. I fee “ Pray let me hear from you, at your time and leisure^ 
anxious to hear from you, even more than usual, bccaus< believing me ever and truly and affectionately, &c.” 
your last indicated that you were unwell. At present, I 
am on the invalid regimen myself. The Cvarnival — that k 
tlie latter part of it — and silting up late o’ nights, bid knockoc 
me up a little. But it is over, — and it is now Lent, with 
all its abstinence and sacred music. 

“ The mumming closed with a masked ball at the Fenice, 
wlicre I wont, as also to most of the ridottas, &c. &c. ; and, 
though I did not dissipate mtich iiprm the whole, yet I find 


" So iru ’II go no more a roring 
So late into the night, 

Though the heart be ttill m ioring, 
And tlie moon be still ns bright. 

For the sworJ otitwears lU sheath, 
And ttie soul wears out the breast. 
And the heart must irniise to breathe. 
And lufe Usulf have rest. 

Though the night was nmd« for loving, 
And the day returns too soon, 

Yet we ’ll go no more a rorlng 
By the liglil of the moon. 


LETTER CCCXXL 

TO MB. MUHBAY. 

•Venice, March 3, 1817. 

•In acknowledging the arrival of the article from tlie 
_ . Quarterly, which 1 received two days ago, 1 cannot ex- 

‘ the sweat! wearing out the scabbard,’ though I have but press myself btdlcr than in the words of my sister Augusta, 
just turned the comer of twenty-nine. jvho (speaking of it) says, that it is written in a spirit ‘of 

:he nnist feeling and kind nature.’ It is. however, some- 
tiling more : it seems to me (as far as tlie subjecit ofit may 
be fiermitted to judge) to be very well written as a compo- 
iition, and 1 think will do the joiiraal no discredit, because 
!ven lliosc who condemn its partiality must praise its 
^enerosity. The temptations to take another and a less 
! favourable view of the question have hetm so great and 
lurnerous, that, what with public opinion, {lolitics, &c. ho 
must be a gallant os well as a good man, who has ventured 
*n that place, and at this lime, to write such an article even 
I hive lately had Romo news of litteratoor, as I heard the "'OTymously. Such things are, however, their own reward, 
editor of the Monthly pronounce it once upon a time. 1 even Hatter myself that the writer, whoever he may 

heard tliat W. W. has hocii publ'isliing and responding to ‘ “» ?««»*.) not regret tliat the perusal 

the attacks of the auarterly, in the learned Perry’s Chro- '■“ P''™ gral'ficif'on as any eompo- 

n'icle. I read his poesies last autumn, and, among them, nature could give, and more than any other 

ioimd an epita(di on his bull-dog, and another on my.*//. ““ g|ven,-and I have had a good many m my time of 
But I beg leave to assure him (like the astrologer Piulridge) other. It is not the mere praise, but there 

that I am not only alive now, but was alive also at the time « a and a drlimrs throughout, not only with regard to 
he wrote it. ♦ * ♦ nc, but to of Am, which, as it had not been observed efse- 

iK * >([ lb 9(1 [^Aere, I had till now doubted whether it could be observed 

Hoblioiise lias (I hear, al expectorated a letter against 

the auarterly, adalroased to me. I feel awkwardly situated ^ Perhaps some day or other you will know or tell me 
between him and Gifford, both being ray friends. **ad the article been a 

•And this is your month of going to press — ^by the body ^ not have nskeu it. 

of Diana! (aVonotian oath,) I feel as anxious — but not “I have lately written to you frequently, witli 
fearful for you — as if it were myself coming out in a work which I hope you have received, or will receive, with 
of humour, which would, you know, be tlie antipodes of all before this letter. Ever since the conclusion of the 
my previous publications. I do n’t think you have any thing arnival I have been unwell, (ilo not mention this, on any 
to dread but your own reputation. You must keep up to ^‘^cuuiit, to Mrs. Leigh : for if I grow worse, she will know 
that. As you never showed me a line of your work, I do soon, and if 1 get better, there is no occasion that 
not even know your measure ; hut you must send me a should know it at all,) and have hardly stirred out of « 
copy by Murray forthwitli, and then you shall bear what j.® Hovs-ever, J do nt want a physician, and if I 

I think. I dare say you arc in a pucker. Of all authors, luckily those of Italy arc the worst in the world, 

you are tlie only really modest one T ever mot with, which ^ should still have a chance. They have, I belie|v%, 

would sound oddly enough to those who recollect your famous surgeon, \ acc^ who lives at Pisa, who might 
morals when you were young — that is, when you were ^ useful in case of dissection : ^hut he is some hundred 
ertremrfy young-I don’t mean to stigmatize you either miles off*. My malady is a sort of lowish fever, originating 
with years or morality. what my ‘pastor and master,’ Jackson, would call 

« 1 believe t told you that the Edinburgh Review had taking tw much out of one’s self.’ However, I am bettoi 
attacked me, in on jurticlo on Coleridge (I have not seen tliis day or two. 

it)— ‘Et < 11 , JeflTfipf— ‘there is noth’mg but roguery in vU- missed seeing the new Patnarch’s procession to St. 
lanous -mkiMli attacks, present and to my indisposition,) with 

future^ already |«ifiihed hw clemency in Hundred and fifty priests m his rear— a ‘ goodly anjpy. 

"‘y and I shall always think well of The admirable government of Vienna, in its edict from 

him. did not begin hcfi>rc, as tny domestic 

An article Sii iivniher 31 of tliU Review, wriUen, M Lord Byroifniler <l 
ward (.liacovered, by Sir Walt«r Scott. 


“ne 0{iening for all the worltl, of which 
;'WcU to avail lliemselves. 
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(hniice^ nuthorisiwg hu uistattution, prescribed, as part of 
tlie pageant, * a ooditA and finir horses.' To show bow very 
* German to the matter’ tliis was, you have only to supfMsse 
our parliament commanding the Archbislmp of Canterbury 
to proceed from Hyde Park Comer to St. Paul’s Cathe- 
dral % the Lord Mayor’s barge, or tiie Margate hoy. 
There is but St. Mark’s Place in all Venice broad enough 
fora carriage to move, and it is paved with large smooth 
tlag stones, so that the chariot and horses of Elijah himself 
w(^ be puzzled to manoeuvre upon it. Those of Pharaoh 
might do better; for the canals,— and particularly the 
Grand Canal, arc sufficiently ca|>adouB and extensive (or 
his \\hole host. Of course, no coach could be attempted ; 
but ^nt^Veneliaiis who are very naive as well as arcli, were 
much amused with the ordinance. 

* Tile Armenian Grammar is published ; but my Arme- 
nian studies are suspended for the present till my head 
aches a little less. I sent you the other day, in two covers, 
the First Act of * Manfred,’ a drama as mad as Nat. Lee’s 
Bedlam tragedy, which was in 25 acts and some odd 
scenes : — mine is but in 7"hree Acts. 

“1 find i have b<*gun tliis letter at the wrong eial: never 
mind ; 1 must end then, at the right. 

“ Yours ever very truly 

“and obligedly, itc.” 


LETTER CCCXXII. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Venice, March 9, 1817. 

“In remitting tlic Third Act* of the sort of dramatic 
j>oem of which you will by this time have received the first 
two, (at least 1 hope so,) which were sent within tlie last 
*throe weeks, 1 have little to observe, except that you must 
not publish it (if it over is publislied) without giving me prt^ 
vious notice. I have really and truly no notion whetlier it 
Is good or bad ; and a* tins was not the case witli the prin- 
cipal of my former publication.^ I am, thereforcs, inclined to 
rank it very humbly. You will submit it to Mr. Gifford, 
and to whomsoever you please besides. With regard to 
tlie qutislion of copyright, (if it ever comes to publication,) 

1 do not know whether you would think three humtral 
guineas an over-estimate ; if you do, you may diminish it . 

I do not think it worth more ; so you may sec I make some 
difference between it and llic otliers. 

“1 have received your tw'o lieviews, (but not the * Tales 
of My Landlord;’) the Quarterly I acknowlwlged particit- 
larly to you, on its arrival, ten days ago. What you tell 
me of Perry petrifies me ; it Is a rank imposition. In or 
about February or March, 1816, 1 was given to understand 
that Mr. Ooker was not only a coadjutor in the attacks 
of the Courier in 1814, but the author of some lines tole- 
rably ferocious, then recently published in a morning ^per. 
Upon tliis I wrot^ a reprisaL The whole of the lines I 
have forgotten, Aid even the purport of them I scjircely 
remember; for <mi your assuring me tliat he was not, &c. 
&c. I put them into the Jtre before your facOy and there 
‘ never was Init that one rough copy^ Mr. Davies, the only 
person who ever heard them rea^ wanted a copy, which I 
refused. If, however, by some impoeeibUUyy which I cannot 
P^ine, the ghost of these rhymes should walk into the 
world, I never will deny what I have really written, but 
hold myself personally responsible for satisfaction, though 1 
reserve to myself the right of disavowing a.11 or any fabri- 
catums. To tlie previous facts you ore a witness, and best 
know how far my recapitulation is correct ; and I reques 
that you will inform Mr. Perry firom me, tliat I wonder he 
should permit such an abuse of my name in his paper; I 
say an abuse, because my absence, at least, demands some 
rSpect, and my presence and posiiive sanction wuld alone 
justify lum in^uch a proceeding, even wore the lines mine ; 


and if (kls^ there are no words for him. 1 repeat to you 
that tile original was burnt before you on your aamronec^ 
and there never was a copy, nor even a verbal repetition,— 
very much to tlie discorafbrt of some zealous Whigs, who 
b(jred me for them (having heard it bnuted by Mr. Davies 
tliat there were such matters) to no purpose; for, having 
kvritten them solely with the notion that Mr. Cnier was 
the aggressor, and for my own and not parly reprisals, 1 
would not lend me to the zeal of any sect when 1 was made 
aware that he was not tlie writer of the offensive passages. 
You knowy if there was such a tldng, I would not deny it* 
1 mentioned it openly at the lime to you, and you will 
rcmemlier why and where I destroyed it ; and no power 
nor wheedling on earth should have made, or could make 
me, (jf J recollectt^ tlieni,) give a copy after that, unless I 
was well assured that Mr. Croker was really the. author of 
that which you assured me he was not. 

“I intend for England this spring, where I have some 
affairs to adjust ; hut tl»e post hurries me. For this month 
past I have lx.'en unwell, but am getting better, and thinking 
L»f moving homewards towards May, without going to 
Rome, as the unhealthy srta.^on comes on soon, and 1 can 
return when I have settled tlie business I go upon, which 
ecd not be Jong. * + should have tliought the Assy- 
rian tales very suceoedable. 

“I saw', in Mr. W. W.’s poetry, that he had written my 
•pitaph ; I would rather have written his. 

“ The thing I have sent you, you will see at a glimpse, 
could never be attcnqiled or thought of for the stage ; I 
much doubt it for publication even. It is too much in my 
>!d style ; but I composed it actually with a Jtorror of the 
stage, and with a view to render the thought of it imprao 
icahle, knowing the zeal of my friends tliat I should try 
hat fi)r which 1 have an invincible repugnance, viz. a re- 
irc.sentation. 

“1 cert ainly am a devil of a mannerist, and must leave 
iff: but what could I do? Without exerti<»n of .some kind, 
.should have sunk under my imagination and reality . My 
lest rc.spects to Mr. Gifford, to Walter Scott, and to all 
lends. “Yours ever.” 


LETTER CCCXXin. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, Ms-ch 10, 1817. 

“I wrote again to you lately, but I hope you won’t be 
sorry to have another epi.stle. I have been unwell this last 
month, with a kind of slow and Imv fever, whidi fixes upon 
me at night, and goes off in the morning; but, however, I 
am now better. In spring it is probable we may meet; at 
least I intend for England, where I have busines^ and 
hope to meet you in your restored health and additional 
reh. 

Murray has sent me the Quarterly and the Edinburgh. 
When I tell you that Waller Scott is the author of the 
article in the former, you will agree with me that such an 
article is still more honourable to him than to myself. 1 
am perfectly pleased with Jeffrey’s also, which I wish you 
to tell him, with my remembrances — ^not tliat I si^posc it 
is of any consequence to him, or ever could have ^on, 
whether I am pleased or not,— but simply in my private 
relation to him, as his well-wisher, and it may be one day 
a.s his acquaintance. I wish you would also add,— what 
you know,— that I wa.*! not, and, indeed, am not even now, 

I the misanthropical and gloomy gentleman he takes me for, 
but a facetious companion, weU to do w'ith th<^ wiffi 
whom I am intimate, and as loquacious and laughing as if 
I were a much cleverer fellow. 

“ I suppose now \ dial! never bo able to shake off my 
sables in public imaginatimi, more particularly rinoe my 
moral * * clove down my fame. However, nor ffiat, nor 
more than that, has yet extinguished my spirit, which 
i always rises ^ith the rebound. 


• See Poemn, p. 470. 
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* At Venice we in in Lent, end I have not lately movec 
out of doofi^«-iiiy fevertehnese requiring quiet, and— b 
way of being more quiet— here is the Signora Marianni 
just come in and seated at my elbow. 

*‘Have you seen * ♦ **8 bodt of poesy ? and, if you hav< 
seen it, are you not delighted with it? And have you—] 
really cannot go cm. There is a ptur of great bla^ eye 
locAing over my shoulder, like the angel leaning over Si 
Matthew's, in the old frontispieces to the Evangelists,— sc 
that 1 must turn and answer them instead of vou. 

“Ever Ac.” 


LETTER CCCXXIV. 

TO MK. MOORE. 

“Venice, Marcli 25, 1817. 

*1 have at last learned, in default of your own writing, 
(or not writing — which should it be ? for 1 am not very 
clear as to the application of the word defcaiU,) from Mur- 
ray, two particulars of (are belonging to) you; one, that 
you are removing to Hornsey, which is, I presume, to be 
nearer I^ondon; and the other, that your Poem is an- 
nounced by the name ofLalla Rookh, I am glad of it, — 
first, that we are to have it at last, and next, I like a tough I 
title myself— witness the Giaour and Clulde Harold, which • 
choked halt' the Blues at starting. Besides, it Is the tail of | 
Alcibiadcs’s dog, — not tliut I suppose you want either dog 
or tail. I’alking of tail, I wish you had not called it a 
*Permn ToLb' Say a ‘Poem’ or ‘ Romance,’ but not ‘Tale.* 

1 am very sorry that I called some of my own things 
‘Tales,’ because I think that they are something bolter. 
Besides, we have had Arabian, and Hindoo, and Turlcisli, 
and Assyrian Tales. But after all, this is frivolous in me; 
you won’t, liowover, mind my nonsense. 

“ Really and truly, 1 want you to make a great hit, 
only out of self-love, because we happen to be old cronias; 
and I have no doubt you will — I am sure you can. But 
you are, 1 ’ll be sworn, in a devil of a pucker ; ontl / am not 
at your elbow, and Rogers is. 1 envy him ; which is not 
fair, because he docs not envy any body. Mind you send 
to me — that is, make Murray send — the moment you are 
forth. 

* I have been very ill with a slow fever, which at last 
texA to flying, and became as quick as need be. But, at 
lengtli, after a^preek of iialf-duiirium, burning skin, thirst, 
hot headach, horribU; pulsation, and no sleep, by tire blessing 
of barley water, and refusing to see any physician, I recx>- 
vered. It is an epidemic of tire place, which is annual, and 
visits strangers. Here follow some versides^ which 1 made 
one sleepless night. 

“ I read the ‘ Chri«tat>el ;* 

Very well : 

t read the * MiMiooary 
Pr^lly— ?ery ; 

1 trieil at ' llderirn ;* 

Ahem ! 

I read a ahiMit oT ' Margaret oT AhJous* . 

Can you 9 

I turn'd a pnge of ‘ * **■ Waterloo ;* 

PoohtPx>ht 

1 looked at Wordaworth'e nltkwhlie ‘ Ryktow Doe ;* 

Riilol 

1 read ‘ Ulenarf on’ too, by * • • 

God d-n I’* 


‘dens of thieves;^ and here they but pause and pass. In 
B witzerland it was really noxious. Luckily, I was eady, 
and bad got the prettiest place on all the Lake before they 
were quickened into motiem with the rest of reptiles. Birt 
they crossed me every where. I met a family of cl^dren 
and old women half way up tlie Wengen Alp (by the 
Jungfrau) upon mules, some of them too dd and others too 
young to be the least aware of what they saw. 

•By-the-way, I think the Jungfrau, and all that region 
of A1(}8, which 1 traversed in September— going to the 
very top of tl>e Wengen, which is not the higliest, (the 
Jungfrau itself is inaccessible^) but die best point of view — 
mudi finer than Mont Blanc and Chamouni, or th#»^Sim- 
plon. I kept a journal of the whole for my sister Augusta, 
part of which she copied and let Murray see. 

“I wrote a sort of mad JJrama, for the sake of intro- 
ducing the Alpine sccneiy in description ; and this I sent 
lately to Murray. Almost all the dram, ptrs, are spirits, 
ghosts, or magicians, and the scene is in the Alps and the 
•ther world ; so you may sujiposo what a bedlam tragedy 
t must be: make him show it you. I sent him all &ree 
acts piecemeal, by rlic post, and 8Uf)pose they have arrived. 
“I have now written to you at least six letters, or Icttcr- 
and all I have received in return is a note about the 
ength you used to write from Bury-street to St. James’s- 
street, when we used to dine with Rogers, and talk laxly 
lid go to parties, and hear poor Sheridan now and then. 
Do you remember one night he was so tipsy that 1 was 
breed to put his cocked hat on for him, — fur he could not, 
— and I let him down at Bronkes’s, mucli as he must since 
lave been let dowm into his grave. Heigh ho! I wish I 
vas drunk— but I have notliing but this d— d Larley water 
before me. 

“lam still in love.— which is a dreadfiJ drawback in 
quitting a place, and I can’t stay at Venice much longer. 
What I shall do on this point I do n’t know. Tlie girl 
iieans to go with me, but I do not like this for her own 
lake. I have had so many conflicts in my own mind on 
his subject, that I am not at all sure they did not help mo 
o the fever I raonlionod above. I am certainly very much 
ittached to her, and 1 have cause to be so, if you knew all. 
But she has a child; and thougli, like all the ‘children of 
he sun,’ she consults notliing but passion, it is necessary I 
boold think for both; and it is only the virtuous, like 
‘ * * *» who can afford to give up husband and child, and 
ive happy ever after. 

• The Italian ethics are the most singular ever met with. 

'he perversion, not only of action, but ofreasoning, is sin- 
gular in the women. It is not that they do not consider 
the thing itself as wrong, and very wrong, but hve (the 
maiment of love) is not merely an excuse for it, but makes 
t an actual virtue, provided it is disinterested, and not a 
ap^ and b confined to one object They have awful 
lotions of constancy ; for I have seen some andent figures 
of eighty pointed out as amorosi of fony, fifty, and sixty 
years’ standing. I can’t say I have ever seen a husband 
and wife so coupled. « Ever, Ac. 

“P. S. Marianna, to whom I have just translated what 
have written on our sybjoct to you, says— ‘If you loved 
me thoroughly , you would not make so many fine reflections, 
which are only good forbirsi % scarpi ^ — ^that is, ‘to cleqn 
shoes withal,’— a Venetian proverb of appreciation, which 
applicable to reasoning of all kinds.” 


% •(> « ♦ ♦ 

4I •)( 4c 4^ 

*I have not the least idea where I am going, nor what I 
am to do. I wished to have gone to Rome ; Imt at present 
it b pestileat with Englbh,-^ parcel of staring boobies, 
who go about gaping and wblung to be at once cheap and 
magnificent. A man b a fiaol who trrveto now in France 
or Italy, till this tribe of wretches b swept home again. 
In two or three years the first rush will be over, and the 
Continent will be roomy and agreeable. 

“I stayed at Venice chiefly because it b not one of their 


LETTER CCCXXV. 

TO MR. M17RRAT. 

“Venice, March 25* 1817. 

“Tour letter and enclosure are safe; but ‘English ges* 
ieroen* are very rare— at least in Venice. I doubt whether 
liere ore at present any save the consul and vice-consii^ 
rith neither whom I have the sl^test requainta*:^. 

The moment I can pounce upon a wittiess, 1 wifi send the 
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deifd prc^rly «igiied : but must be necessaniy be genteel ? 
Venice is not a place where the English are gregarious ; 
their pigeon-houses are Florence, Naples, Rome, &c.; 
and to tell you the truth, this was one reason why 1 stayed 
here till the season of the purgation of Romo from these 
people, Vhich is infected with them at tliis time, should ar- 
rive. Besides, I abhor the nation and the nation me ; it is 
impossible for me to describe my own sensation (m that 

* point, but it may suifice to say, that, if I mot with any of 
the race in tlie beautiful parts of S^vitzcrland, tiie most 
distant glimpse or aspect of them poisoned the whole 
scene, a^ I do not choose to have the Pantheon, and St. 
Peter’i^nd the Capitol, spoiled for me too. This feeling 

*may be p?ol>ably owing to recent events ; but it does not 
exi.st t!u; less, and while it exists, I shall conceal it as littl< 

• aj any other. 

have been seriously ill with a fever, but it is gone. 

, believe or 8UpfK)se it was the indigenous fever of tlie place, 
which comes every year at this time, and of which the 
physicians change the name annually, to despatch the peo- 
ple sooner. It is a kind of typhus^ and kills occasiuuatly. It 
was pretty smart, but notliing particular, and has left me 
sonic debility and a great appetite. There are a good 
miiny ill at present, I suppose of the same. 

“ I fticl sorry for Homer, if there was any thing in tlie 
A orld to make him like it ; and still more sorry lor his 
friends, as there was much to make them regret him. 1 
had not heard of his deatli till by your letter. 

“ Some weeks ago I wrote to you my acknowledgments 
of Walter Scott’s artkjle. Now I know it to be his, it can- 
not add to my good opinion of him, but it adds to that of 
mys(;ir. /fe, and Gifford, and Moore are the only regtdars 
i ever knew who had nothing of the garrison about their 
n^anner : no nonsense, nor afteclations, look you ! iis for 
the rest whom I have known, there was always more or 
less of the author about them — the pen peeping from be- 
hind the ear, and the thumbs a little inky or so. 

“‘Lalla Rookh’ — yoxi must recollect that in the way of 
title, the ‘ Qiaour' has never been pronoumied to tins day ; 
and belli it and Childe Harold s<junded very facetious to 
the blue-bottles of wit and humour about town, till they 
were taught and startled into a proper deportment ; and 
thcr<?f(>re Lalla Rookh, which is very orthodox and oriental, 

Ls as good a title as need be, if not better. I could wish 
rather tliat he liad not called it ‘ a Persian Tide firstly, 
because we have had Turkish Tales, and Hindoo Talcs, 
and Assyrian Tales already ; and tale is a word of which 
it repents me to have nicknamed poesy. ‘ Fable’ would 
b(5 better ; and, secondly, ‘ Persian Tale’ reminds one of 
Uie lines of Pope on Ambrose Phillips ; though no one can 
say, to be sure, that this talc has been ‘turned for holf-a- 
crown still it is as well to avoid such clashings. ‘Persian 
Story ^ — why not?— or Romance? I feel as anxious for 
Moore as I could for myself for the soul of me, and I 
would not have |iim succeed otherwise than splendidly, 
whU’h I trust he will do. 

“ With regard to tlie ‘Witch Drama,’ I sent all the three 
» acts by jxist, week after week^ within this last month. I 
repeat tliat T have not an idea if itis good or bad. If bad, 
it must, on no account, be risked in publication ; if good, it 
f ';?»at your service. I value it at three hundred guineas, or 
"^less, if you like it. Perhaps, if published, tlie best way will 
be to add it to your winter volume, and not publish sepa- 
rately. The price will show you I do n’t pique myself upon 
it ; so speak out. You may put it in the fire, if you like, and 
Gifibrd do n’t like. 

“ The Armenian Grammar is published — ^that is, one; 
the other is still in MS. My illness has prevented rne 
fr<»n moving this month past, and 1 have done noftiing 
more with the Armenian. 

*Of Italian or rather Lombard manners^ I coukl tell you 
little or nothing: 1 went two or three times to the governor’s 
conyersazioi^i, (and if you go once, you are free to go 
alvrayi^} at whfeh, as I only saw very plain women, a 
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feitnal circle, in short, a leoratwr^ of rout, I did not go again 
1 went to Academic and to Madame Albrizxi’s, where 1 
saw pretty much the same thing, with the addition of some 

literati, who are the same by , all the world over. 

I fell in love the first week witli Madame * and 1 have 
continued so ever since, because she is very pretty and 
pleasing, and talks Venetian, which amuses me, and is 
naive. 1 have seen all their spectacles and sights; but I 
do not. know any tiling very worthy of observatkin, except 
that the women hixs ^tter than those of any other nation, 
which is notorious, and attributed to theworsliip of images^ 
and the early habit of osculation induced thereby. 

“Very truly, &c. 

*P. S. Pray send the red tooth-powder by a e^e hand^ 

! ♦ ♦ ♦ I|C| 

** To hook the reader, you, John Murray, 

Have piibliaheil ‘ Anjou 'a Mai^ret,' 

Which won’t be sold otTIn a hurry, 

(At least, it has not been as yet ;) 

And tli«;ii, still Tarthcr to bewilder ’em, 

Without remorse you set up ’ liderim ;* 

8o mind you don’t get into debt, 

Derause as how, if you should fail, 

1‘hesc books would lie but bnddisb bail. 

** And mind you do no/ let escape 

These rhymes lo Morning Post or Perry, 

Which would he very treHcherout-^eryp 
And get me into such a aernpe I 
For, firstly, I should have to sally, 

All in my little boat, against a QtUlty 

And, sliould 1 chuiice to slay the Assyrian wight, 

Have next to combat with the female knight, 

And, prick'd to death, expire upon her needle*— 

A sort of end which 1 sliould taks indeed iU 1 

“You may show these matters to Moore and the selecty 
but not to the profane ; and tell Moore, that I wonder he 
do n’t write to one now and then.” 


LETTER CCCXXVL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Venice, March 31, 1817. 

“You will begin to think my epistolary offerings (to 
whatever altar you please to devote them) rather prodigal. 
But until you answer I shall not abate, because you deserve 
no better. I know you arc well, because Uiear of your 
voyaging to London and the environs, whi<P I rejcsce to 
learn, because your note alarmed me by the purgation and 
phlebotomy therein prognosticated. 1 also hear of y«ir 
being in the press; all which, methinks, might have furnished 
you with suiiject matter for a middle-sized letter, consider- 
uig that 1 am in foreign parts, and that the last montli’s 
advertisements and obituary would be absolute news to me 
from your Tramontane country. 

*1 told you, in my last, I have had a .smart fever. There 
is an epidemic in the place ; but 1 suspect, from the symp- 
toms, that mine was a fever of my own, and had nothing 
in common with the low, vulgar typhus, which is at this 
moment decimating Venice, and which has half-unpeopled 
Milan, if the accmints be true. This malady has sorely 
discomfited my serving men, who want sadly to be gone 
away, and get me to remove. But, besides my natural 
perversity, I was seasoned in Turkey, by the continual 
whispers of die plague, against apprehensions of contagion. 
Besides which, apprehension would not prevent it; and 
then I am still in love, and ‘forty tliousand’ fevers should 
not make me stir before my minute, while under the in- 
fiuence of that paramount delirium. Seriously speaking, 

* Whenever a word or paMwee occuit. (ae in Uiie inetaiice,! which Lord 
Bjron would have urondlincea emphatically in epeaking, it apiieare, io 
hia handwriting, ae If written with Maietbiog of the aaine vehemence.— 
Moore. 

t Hei e follow the tame rhymea I rend the Cbriaiabel," Ac.) which 

have already been givea in one of hn lattera to myaelf.— Moore. 

I Mr. Oaliey Xn^t, the author of *’ liderim.’'^ 
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there id a rnaiady rife in the city«-*a dangeroiM one, they 
fiay. However, mine did not appear so^ &ough itVas not 
pleasant. 

* This is passion-weck-^and twilight— and all the world 
are at vespers. I’liey have an eternal churching, as in all 
Cathdic countries, but are not so bigoted as they seemed 
to be in Spain. 

“I don’t know whether to be glad or sorry that you are 
leaving Mayiield. Had 1 ever ^en at Newstead during 
your stay there, (except during die winter of 1813«14I, when 
tlie roads were impracticable,) wc should have been within 
had, and I should like to have made a giro of the Peak witli 
you. I know that country well, having been all over it 
when a boy. Was you ever in Dovo<lalc? I can assure 
you there are things in Derbyshire as noble as Greece or 
Switzerland. But you had dways a lingering after Lon- 
don, and I do n't wonder at it. 1 liked it as well as any 
body, myself now and then. 

“ Will you remembcjr me to Rogers? whom I presume 
to be flourishing, and whom I regard as our poetical papa. 
You are his lawful son, and I tiie illegitimate. Has he 
begun yet upon Sheridan? If you see our republican 
friend, Leigh Hunt, pray present my remembrances. I 
saw about nine months ago that he was in a row (like my 
friend Hobiiouse,) with the Ctuarterly Reviewers. For my 
part I never could understand these quarrels of authors witli 
critics and witli one another. ^For God’s sake, gentlemen, 
what do they mean?’ 

“ What think you of your countryman, Maturin? I tak< 
some credit to myself for having done my best to bring oui 
Bertram; but 1 must say my colleagues were quite os 
ready and willing. Walter Scott, however, was the^j 
who mentioned him, wliich he did to me, with great com- 
mendation, in 1816; and it is to tliis casualty, and two or 
throe other acxjidonte, that this very clever fellow owed his 
first and well-merited public success. What a chance is 
furaei 

“Did I tell you that I have translated two Epistles?— a 
correspondence between St, Paul and the Corinthians, not 
to bo found in our version, but the Armenian — ^but wliich 
seems to me very orthodos^ and I have done it into scrip- 
tural prose English, * “ Ever, &€.” 


LETTER CCCXXVII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Venice, Aprfl 2, 1817. 

*I sent you the whole of tlie Drama at Ovree several times, 
act by act, in separate covers. 1 hope that you have, or 
will receive, some or the whole of it. 

“So Love has a conscience.! By Diana ! I shall make 
him take back the box, though it were Pandora’s. The 
discovery of its intrinsic silver occurred on sending it to 
have tlie lid adapted to admit Marianna’s portrait. Of 
course 1 had the box remitted in statu guo, and had the 
picture set in another, which suits it (the picture) very 
well. The defaulting box Is not touche^ ha^y, and was 
not in the men’s hands above an hour. 

“lam aware of what you say of Otway ; and am a very 
great admirer of his,— all except of that maudlin b— h of 
chaste lewdness and blabbering curiosity, Belvidera, whom 
1 utterly despise, abhor, and detest. But the story of 
Marino Faliero is difllerent, and,l think, so much finer, that 
I wish Otway had taken it instead: the head conspiring 
against the body for refusal of redress for a real injury, — 
jealousy, — treason,— with the more fixed and inveterate 
{lassions (mixed with policy,) of an old or elderly man— 
the Devil himself could not have a finer subject, and he is 
your only tragic dramatist ♦ ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“There is still, in the Doge’s palace, the black veil 
painted over Faliero’s picture, and the staircase whereon 

f Sm Lett«r $10, to Mr. Murrs/. 


he was first crowned J>>ge, and subsequently dec^tMed.* 
This was tlie thing that most struck my imagination in 
Venice— more than the Rialto, which I visited for the sake 
of Shylock; and more, too, than Schiller’s ^Armman^ a 
novel which took a great hold of me when a boy. It is 
also called the ‘Ghost Seer,’ and I never walked down St. 
Mark’s by moonlight without thinking of it, and ’at nine 
o’clock he died!’— But I hate things aUJiction; and there- 
fore the Merchant and Othdlo have no great associations 
to me: but Pierre has. There should always be some 
foundation of fact for the most airy fabric, and pure inven- 
tion is but the talent of a liar. 

“Maturiri’s tragedy. — ^By your account of him Ijpit year 
to me, he seemed a bit of a coxcomb, personally. Poor' 
fellow ! to be sure, he had had a l<»ig seasoning of adversity, 
which is not so hard to bear as t’other thing. I hope that * 
this won’t throw him hack into tiie ‘slough (^Despond.’ 

“You talk of ‘marriage;’— ever since ray own funeral, 
the word mokes nic giddy, and throws me into a cold sweat. 
Pray, do n’t re[)eat it. 

“ Vou should close with Madame de Sta^l. This will 
be her best work, and permanently historical ; it is on her 
father, the Revolution, and Buonaparte, &c. Bonstetten 
told me in Switzerland it was very great. 1 have not seen 
it myself but the autlior often. She was very kind to mo 
at Copet. He i|i * ♦ 

“There have been two articles in tlie Venice papers, 
one a Review of Glenarvon ♦ * ♦ and the other a Re- 
view of Childc Harold, in which it proclaims me the most 
rebellious and contumacious admiror of Buonaparte now 
surviving in £uro{>c. Both these articles are translations 
fiom tlie Literary Gazette of German Jena. 

“ Tell me that Waller Scott is better, I would not have 
him ill for the world. I suppose it was by sympathy that 
1 liad rny fever at the same time. 

“I joy in the success of your Cluarterly, but I must still 
stick by the Edinburgh; Jetfrey has done so by me, I must 
say, through every tiling, and tliis is more than I deserved 
from him.— I have more than once acknowledged to you 
by letter tlie ‘Article’ (and articles;) say tliat you have 
received tlie said letters, as I do not otherwise know what 
letters arrive. — Both Reviews came, but nothing moro. 
M.’s play and the extract not yet come. 

“Write to say whether my Magician ha.s arrived, with 
all his scenes, spells, &c. “ Vours ever, &c. 

“It is useless to send to the Foreiptrqffk^: nothing 
arrives to me by that conveyance. I suppose some zealous 
clerk thinks it a tory duty to prevent it.” 


LETTER CCCXXVm. 

y* 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“Venice, April 4, 1817. 

“It b a considerable time synce I wrote to you last, and 
I hardly know why 1 should trouble you now, except that I 
think you will not be scurry to hear from me now and then 
You and I were never correspondents, but always some- 
thing better, which is, very good friends. 

“I saw your friend Sharp in Switzerland, or rather in 
the German iemtory, (which is and is not Switzerland,) 
and he gave Hobiiouse and me a very good route for tlie 
Bernese Alps ; however, we took another from a German 
and went by Clarens, the Dent de Jaman to Montbovon, 
and through Simmentbal to Thoun, and so on to Lauter- 
tirounn; except that from thence to the Grindolwald, 
instead of round about, we went right over the Wengen 
Alps’ very summit, and being close under the Jungfiku 
saw it, its glaciers, and heajrd the avalanches in al their 
glory, having famous weather therefor. We hf coarse went 

* £toe CItiide Harold, Canto 4, Stanza 18, 
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from the Grindelwald over ttie Bheidech to Brientz and its 
lake; past the Reichenbach and all that mountain road, 
wiiich reminded me of Albania, and ^tolia, and Greece, 
except that tlie people here were more civilized and ras- 
cally. 1 did not think so very much of Chamouni (except 
the source of the Arveron, to which wo went up to tho teeth 
of the ice, 80 as to look into and toucli the cavity, against 
the warning of the guides, only one of whom would go with 
» us so close,) as of the Jungfrau, and the Pissevaclie, and 
Simplon, which are quite out of all mortal competition. 

"1 was at Milan about a moon, and saw Monti and 
some other living curiosities, and thence on to Verona, 
where l^did not forget your story of the assassination during 
^our sojourn there, and brought away widi me some frag- 
ments of Juliet's tomb, and a lively recollccticm of the am- 
*pliiiheatre. The Countess Goetz (the governor’s wife 
here,) told roe Uiat there is still a ruined castle of the 
JlMontecchi between Verona and Vicenza. I have been 
at Venice since November, but shall proceed to Rome 
shortly. For my deeds here, are they not written in my 
letters to tho unrepiying Thomas Moore? to him 1 refer 
you: he has received them all, and not answered one. 

“ Will you remember me to Lord and Lady Holland ? 
I have to diank tlic former for a book which 1 have not yet 
received, but expect to reperusc \vith great pleasure on my 
return, viz. the 2nd edition of Lope dc Vega. 1 have 
heard of Moore’s furthcoming poem: he cannot wish him- 
self more success than I wish and augur for liim. I hav« 
also heard great things of ‘ Tales of my Landlord,’ but I 
have not yet received them ; by all accounts they beat even 
Waverley, &c. and a^e by the same author. Maturin’s 
second tragedy has, it seems, foiled, for which I sliould 
tliiub any body would be sorry. My health was very 
victorious till within tlie last month, when 1 had a fever, 
llicre is a typhus in these parts, but I do n’t tliink it was 
that. However, 1 got well without a physician or drugs. 

** I forgot to tell you that, last autumn, I furnished Lewis 
with * bread and salt’ for some days at Dkxlati, in reward foi 
which (besides his conversation,) he translated ‘Goethe’s 
Faust’ to me by word of mouth, and I set lura by the ears 
witl» Madame de Stael alxiut tlie slave trade. I am 
indebted for many and kind courtesies to our Lady of 
Copet, and 1 now love her as much as I always did hei 
works, of which 1 was and am a great admirer. When 
are you to begin witli Sheridan? what are you doing, and 
how do you do? “Ever very truly, Ac.” 


have shot myself last year, bad I not luckily recollected 
that Mrs. Charlmont, and Lady Noel, and all tho old 
women in England would have been delighted;— besides 
the agreeable ‘Lunacy’ of the ‘Crowncr’s Quest,’ and the 
regrets of two or three or half a dozen? * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
Bo assured that 1 totnUd live for two reasons, or more 
there are one or two people whom I have to put out of the 
world, and as many into it, before I can ‘depart in peace ;’ 
if I do so before, 1 have not fulhlled my mission. Besides, 
when I turn thirty, I will turn devout; I feel a great voca- 
tion that way in Catholic churchevS, and when I hear the 
organ. 

“ So * * is writing again ! Is there no bedlam in Scot- 
land? nor tlmmb-screw? nor gag? nor handcuff? 1 went 
upon my knees to him almost some years ago, to prevent 
him from publishing a political pamphlet, whicli would havo 
given Iiim a livelier idea of ‘Habeas Corpus’ than the world 
will derive from his present production upon that suspended 
subject, wliich will doubtless be followed by the suspension 
of other of his majesty’s subjects. 

“ I condole with Drury-Iane and rejoice with * — tliat 
is, in a modest way,— on the tragical end of tho new 
tragedy. 

“You and Leigh Hunt havo quarrelled then, it seems? 
* * * * 1 introduce liim and his poem to you, in tho 
hope tliat (malgre politics,) tlie union would be beneficial 
to botli, and tlie end is eternal enmity ; and yet I did this 
with the best intenti<»is ; I introduce + * *, and * * * rung 
away with your money : my friend Hobhouse quarrels, too^ 
with the Quarterly : and (except tlio last,) I am the inno- 
cent Istmhus (damn the word! 1 can’t s{>ell it, though 1 
have crossed tliat of Corinth a dozen times,) of Uiese 
enmities. 

“I will tell you somotlnng about Chillon.— A Mr. De 
Jjuc^ ninety years old, a Swiss, had it read to him, and is 
pleased with it, — so my sister writes. Ho said that lie was 
toiY/i Rtnwmu at O/iitfem, and tliat tho description is per- 
fectly correct. But this Is not all : I recollected sometliing 
of the name and find the following passage in ‘The Con- 
fessions,’ vol. 3, page 247, Uv. 8. 

“‘Dc tous ces amusemens celui qiii me pldt davontage 
fut une promenade autour du Lac, que je fis an bateau 
avec De Luc jx^re, sa bru, ses deux Jils, et ma Thcresc. 
Nous mimes sept jours a cette tournee par le plus beau 
temps du monde. J’en gardai le vif souvenir des sites qui 
m’avoicnt frappe a I’autre e.vtrcmitd du Lac, et dont je fis 
la description, quelques onriees apr^s, dans la Nouvelle 
Heloiso.* 


LETTER CCCXXIX. 

TO MA. MURRAY. 

“Venice, AprU 9, 1817, 

“ Your letters of tlie 18th and 20th arc arrived. In my 
own I have given you the rise, progress, decline, and fall 
of my rtxient malac^. It is gone to tlic devil: I won’t pay 
him so bad a compliment os to say it came from him : — he 
is too much of a gentleman. It was nothing but a slow 
fever, which quickened its pace towards tho end of its 
*jouracy. I had been bored with it some weeks— with 
nocturnal burnings and morning p8rspirations; but I am 
quite well again, which 1 attribute to having had neither 
^ .^icine nor doctor therefor. 

“In a few days I set off for Rome : such is my purpose. 
I shall cliange it very often before Monday next, but do 
you continue to direct and address to Ferdcc, as heretofore, 
if I go, letters will be forwarded; I say because I 
never Imow what I shall do till it is done ; and as I mean 
most firmly to set out for Rome, it is not unlikely 1 may find 
myself at St. Petersburg. ! 

• You tell me to ‘ take care of myself ;’ — faith, and I will. 
I wtm’t be posthumous yet, if I can help it. Notwith- 
standing, only tliink what a ‘Life and Adventures,* while I 
am in foil scAplal, would be wortl^ togetlmr with tlie 
membra’ of my writing-desk, tlio sixteen beginnings of 
poems never to be finished ! Do you tliink I would not 


“This nonagenarian, De Luc, must be one of the ‘deux 

I fils.’ He is in England — ^iiifii'm, but still in faculty. It is 
odd tliat he should have lived so long, and not wanting in 
oddness, that he should have made this voyage with Jean 
Jacques, and afterward, at such an interval, read a poem 
by an Englishman (who iiad made precisely the same 
circumnavigation,) upon tlie same scenery. 

“As for ‘Manfred,’ it is of no use sending nothing 

of that kind comes. 1 sent the whole at difiereDt times. 
Tho two first Acts are the best; tlie third so so; but I was 
blown with tho first and second heats. Y ou must call it a 
Poem,’ for it is no Drama^ and 1 do not choose to have it 
called by BO ^ a name— a ‘Poem in Dialogue,’ or Pui- 
tomime, if you will ; any thing but a green-room synonyme; 
and this is your motto— 

< There are more things In heaven and eartii, Horatio, 

Than are dreamt of in jour pbiioaophjr.* 

“Yours ever, Icc. 

“My love and thanks to Mr. Giftbrd.” 

LETTER CCCXXX. 

to MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, April II, 1817. 

“ T shall continue to write to you while the fit is on me, 
by way oi pcn&nce upon you for yotir former aimplaints 
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of la^|«Mioiu I dare taj pm maid Hath, ifyoU could, 
for Kooctwedtlaetoiit&rRoiiie. Having 

■MB O fwrtMi t i aQ j pl e , 1 ihouid Idie to k>ok at t'other fellow, 
Beiidei I want to im the Pope^ and ahatl take care to tel 
him that i vote for the CaUiito and no Veto. 

i ■ha’ n't go to Naplea. It ie but the eecood beet i 
view, andl have eeen the Bnt and third, viz.-*<!k 2 nstaiy 
tbople and Liiboii (by-the^ay, the last ie but a rtver> 
view ; however, they reckon it alter Stambou! and Naples 
and befere Genoa,) and Veeuvius is silent, and 1 
passed by Etna. ^ 1 shall e'en return to Veiiioe in Julj/ 
and if you write, I pray you address to Venice which 
my head, or rather my heart-quarters. 

* My late physician, Dr. P^idori, is here, on his way 
England, with the present Lord Guillbrd and the wido' 
of the late earL l^tor Polidori has, just now, no mor< 
patients, because his patients are no more. He had latei 
three, who are now all dead— one embalmed. Hmner am 
a chikl of Tlionias Hope's are interred at Pisa and Home. 
Lord Guilford died of an inflainmation of the bowels ; 
they took Uiem out, and sent them (on account of the] 
discrepancies,) separately from the carcass, to Englanc 
CfHiceive a'man gmng (Hie way and his intestines anothei 
and his immortal soul a third !— was there ever such a dia 
tfibution? One certainly has a soul; but liow it came 
allow itself to be enclosed in a body is more tlian I ca: 
imagine. 1 only know if once mine gets out, 1 11 have a bi 
of a tustle before I let it get in again to that or any other. 

“ And so poor dear Mr. Maturin’s second tragedy has 
been neglected by the discerning public. * * will be d— d 
glad of this, and d— d witiiout being glad, if ever his owi 
plays come ujHm ‘ any stage.' 

“1 wrote to Rogers the oilier day, with a message for 
you. I hope that he flourishes. lie is the Tithcmus of 
poetry — immortal already. You and I must wait for it. 

*1 hear noUiing— know nothing. You may easily sup- 
pose that the English do n't seek me, and I avoid them. 
To be sure, there are but a few or none here, save pas- 
sengers. Florence and Naples are their Margate and 
Ramsgate, and much the same sort of company too^ by ail 
accounts, which hurts us among the Italians. 

^ I want to hear of Lolls Rookh — ^are you out ? Death 
and fiends ! why do n't you tell me where you are, whi 
you are, and how you are? I shall go to Bobgna by 
Ferrara, instead of Mantua; because I would rather see 
the cell where they caged Tasso, and where he became 
mad and * *, than bis own MSB. at Modena, or tlie 
Mantuan birthplace of that harmonious plagiary and mis- 
erable flatterer, whose cursed hexameters were drilled into 
me at Harrow. 1 saw Verona and Vicenza on my way 
here— Padua loo. 

I go okme— but alone, because I mean to return here. 1 
only want to see Rome. I have not the least curiosity about 
Florence, though 1 must see it fur the sake (^ the Venus, 
&c. &c. ; and I wish also to see the Fall (d'Temi. X think 
to return to Venice by Ravenna and Rimini of both of 
which 1 mean to take notes for Leigh Himt, who will be 
glad to hear of the scenery of his Poem. There was a 
^vil of a review of him in the Quarterly, a year ago, which 
he answered. AU answers are imprudent; but, to be 
■me, poetical flesh and blood must have the last word— 
that's certain. I thought, and think, very highly of his 
Poem , but I warned him of the row his favourite antique 
phraseology would bring him into. 

‘‘You have taken a house at Hornsey ; 1 bad much rather 
you liad token one in the Apenines. If you think of 
conung out fm a summer, or so, tell me, that 1 may be upon 
the hover for you. * Ever, &c.* 


LETTER CCCXXXL 

TO MB . uvurat, 

“ Venic^ April 14, 1817. 
of Dr. Pdidort, who is hdr© on his way 


to Enj^aiidf with the present Lord Guilferd (the late earl 
having gone to Eoglaiid, by anoOmr ro^, accompanied by 
his bcmeb m a separate eoSer,) I remit to you, to dehvor 
to Mrs. Lm^tuwminiaiurvif but previously you adl have 
the goodness to desire Mr, Love («■ a peace-ofleBing be- 
tween him uid me) to set them in plain gold, willi rfiy arms 
complete, and ‘Painted by PrepianL— Vemco, 1817,* on 
the back. 1 wish also that you would desire Hofanes to 
make a copy of each— that both---for niyse^ and that 

you will retain the said copies tiH ray return. One was 
done while I was very unwuU; the otlier in my healtl^ 
which may account for their dissimilitude. I trust foot they 
will reach their desdnation in safety. /- 

“ I recommend the doctor to your gocnl offices with your 
government friends ; and if you can be of aity use to him 
in a literary point of view, pray be so, 

“ To-day, or rather yesterday, for it is past midnight, I 
have been up to the battlements of tiie highest tower in ’ 
Venice, and seen it and its view, in all the gl(Hy of a clear 
Italian sky. I also wont over the Manfrini Palace famous 
for its pictures. Among them, there is a portrait of Ariasto 
by Titian, surpassing all my anticipation of the power of 
painting or human expression : it is the poetry of portrait, 
and the portrait of poetry. There was also one of some 
learned lady, centuries old, whose name I forget, but whose 
features must always be remembered. 1 never saw greater 
beauty, or sweetness, or wisdom: — it is the kind of face to 
go mad for, because it cannot walk out of its frame. There 
is also a famous dead Clirist and live Ajiostlcs, for which 
Buonaparte offered in vain five tliousand louis ; and of 
which, though it is a capo d’opera of Titian, as I am no 
connoisseur, I say little, and tliought less, except of one 
figure in it. There are ten thousand others, and some 
very fine Giorgiones among them, &c. &c. There is c.n 
original Laura and Potrarcli, very hideous both. Petrarch 
has not only the dress, but the features and air of an old 
woman, and Laura looks by no means like a young one, 
or a pretty one. What struck mo most in the gcnoral 
;ollection was the extreme resemblance of the style of the 
emale faces in the mass of pictures, so many centuries or 
generations old, to those you see and meet every day 
iinong the existing Italians. The queen of Cyprus and 
Giorgione’s wife,* particularly the latter, are Venetians as 
It were of yesterday ; the same eyes and expression, and, 

JO my mind, there is none finer. 

“You must recollect, however, that I know notliing of 
tainting; and that I detest it, unless it reminds me of 
omething 1 have seen, or tliink it pussiUe to see, for which 
eason I spit upon and abhor all the saints and subjects of 
Hie half the impostures I see in the churches and jmiuces ; 
and when in Flanders, I never was so disgusted in my life, 
s with Kubcn.s and his eternal wives and infernal glare of 
olours, as tliey appeared to me ; and in Spain X did not 
link much of Murilo and Velasquez. ,Dq)end upon it, of 
U the arts, it is the most artifidal and unn'itural, and that by 
'hich the ncHiscnse of mankind is most imposed upon. 1 
ever yet saw the picture or the statue which came a league 
within my conception or expectation ; but I have seen many ' 
mountains, and seas^ and rivers, and views, and two or three 
mmen, who went as for beyond it, — besides some horses; 
nd a lion (at Veil Pacha’s) in the Morea; and a % - 
supper in Exeter 'Change. 

“When you write, continue to addrem to me at Fentee. 
Vhere do you suppose the books you sent me are ? At 
[Mt/ This comes of the Fanign. which is foreign 
mough, God knows^ for any good it can be of to me, or uiy 
M ^e, and be d— d to ih to its last clerk and first diar- 
,tai^ Castlereagh. 

“ This makes my hundredth letter at least 

•YouwiAci* 
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IJETTBR OOCXXXII* 

!ro Bcm. mraiiAr. 

• VetiioQ, April 14) 1817, 

•ITb^prowmproofii* (of tlie whole) begmso^attht 
17th»p«ge; hut M 1 hod correctedand tent back the Fhit 
Act) It does not ritgnii^, 

*The Thud Act m certainly d d bad, and, like th< 

Archbudiop of Grenada’s honidy (which savoured of the 
palsy,) has the dregs of my fever, during which it was 
written. It most on no account be publish^ in its preseni 
state. I will try and reform it, or re-write it altogether 
bu^the impulse b gone, and I have no chance of making 
i any ilung out of it. I would not have it publislied as it ' 
on any account. The speech of Manfred to the Sun 
the only part of thb act I thought good myself ; the rest b 
C'jrtainly as bad as bad can be^ and I wonder what tlx 
devil possessed me. 

“ 1 am very glad indeed that you sent me Mr. Gifford’ 
opimon without deduction. Do you suppose me such . 
booby as not to bo very much obliged to him ? or that ij 
fact 1 was not, and am not, convinc^ and convicted in m^ 
€00*501' ice of diis same overt act of nonsense ? 

**1 shall try at it again: in tlie mean lirno lay it upon thi 
shelf ( ’ .e whole Drama, I mean :) but pray correct you 

ypicf- of tho First and Second Act from tlie orij’inal MS 
am not coming to England ; but going to Rome in 
few day.', I return to Venice in June; so, pray, address 
all letters, & j. to me here, os usual, that is, to Venice, Dr. 
Polidori tills day loft this city with Lord Guilford for Eng- 
land. He is cliarged witii some books to your care (from 
mo,) aud two miniatures also to tlie same address, foi 
my lister. 

** Recollect not to pubfish, upon pain of I know not whai 
•Until I have tried again at the Third Act. I am not sun 
that T shall try, and still less that 1 shall succeed, if 1 do 
but 1 am very sure, tliat (as it b, it is unfit for publicatioii 
or perusal ; and unless 1 can make it out to my own satis- 
faction, 1 won’t have any part published. 

“I write in haste, and after having lately w’rittcn very 
often. Yours, &c.“ 


LETTER CCCXXXIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Folingo^ April 26, 1817. 

■ I wrote to you the other day from Florenct^ inclosing 
a MS. entitled ‘ The Lament of Tasso.’ It was written in 
consequence of my having been lately at Ferrara. In the 
lost section of thb MS. one (that b, tlie penuUinriate,) 
I think that I have omitted a line in the copy sent you from 
Florence, viz, after the line— • 

** And compaMion to a blighted nama, 

insert, 

** fleatinf the aentenee which my foes proclaim. 

The eontead wiU show you the sense, which b not clear in 
this quotation. Remember, I tor^ this in the suppo^an 
that you have reoeiued my Florentine patket, 

** At Florence I remained but a day, having a hurry for 
Rome, to which I am thus far advanced. However, 1 
went to the two galleries, from which one returns drunk 
with beauty. The Venus b more for admiration tlian love ; 
but there are sculpture and painting, which for tlie first 
time at all gave me an idea of wliat people mean by their 
eemt, and what Mr. Bn^am calls * emtusimusy’ (i. e. en- 
thusiasin,) about those two most artificial eff the arts. 
What struck me most were, the mbtress of Raphael, a 
portrait ; tlie mistress of Titian, a portrait ; a Venus of 
Titian in tho Medici goUeiy— Venus ; Canova’s Venus 
also, in the oJ|ier gallezy : Titian’s mbtress b also in the 
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other gaUery (tliat is, in the Pitti Palace galleiy:) the 
Parc® of Michael Angelo^ a picture ; and me Antmota^ 
the Alexander, and one or two not very decent groups in 
marble; the Gemus of Death, a sleeping figure, &c. Ac. 

*I also went to the Medici chapel— fine frippery in great 
slabs of various expenrive st<sies, to commemorate fifty 
rotten and forgotton carcasses. It b unfinished and will 
remain so. 

•^The church of* Santa Croce’ contains much illustrious 

leo Galilei, and Alfieri, make it the Westminster A W>ey of 
Italy. I did not admire any of tliese tombs — ^beyond their 
contents. That of Alfieri b heavy, and all of them seem 
to me overloaded. What b necessary but a bust and 
name ? and perhaps a date ? the last for the unchronologi* 
cal, of whom I am one. But all your allegory and eulogy 
b infernal, and worse than the long wigs of English num- 
skulb upon Roman bodies in the statuary of the reigns of 
Charles II., William, and Anne. 

“ When you write, write to Venice, as usual ; I mean to 
return there in a fortnight. I shall not bo England for a 
long time. This afternoon I met Lord and Lady Jersey, 
and saw them for some time: all well ; children grown arid 
healthy ; she very pretty, but sunburnt ; he very rick of 
travelling ; bound for Paris. There are not many Engiisli 
on tho move, and tliose who are, mostly homewards. I 
shall not return till business makes me, being much better 
where I am in health, Ac. Ac. 

“For the .sake of niy personal comfort, I pray you send 
me immediately to Venice — mind, Pem'fje— viz. fVaiteds 
iootk-powder, r^, a quantity; calcined magnesia, of tho 
icst quality, a quantity ; and all tills by safe, sure, and 
tp<?edy means ; and, by the Lord ! do it. 

“I have done nothing at Manfred’s Third Act. You 
must wait ; I ’ll have at it in a week or two, or so. 

“ Y ours over, Ac.* 


LETTER CCCXXXrV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Romo, May 5, 1817. 

By this post (or next at farthc.st) I send you in tR’O 
dher covers, the new Third Act of ‘ Manfred.’ I have ro- 
mtton die gi-catcr part, and returned what i.s not altered 
I theprw>/'you sent me. The Abbot b become a good 
lan, and the Spirits are brought in at the death. You 
ill find, I diink, some good poetry in thb new act, here 
md there ; and if so, print it, without sending mo farther 
pro(/s, under JMr. GiffbrcVs correction, if ho will have tlie 
ooilncss to overlook it. Address all answers to Venice, 
s usual ; I mean to return there in ten days. 

“‘The Lament of Tasso,’ which T sent from Florence, 
las, I trust, arrived : I look upon it as a ‘ these 1x5 good 
iymes,* as Pope’s papa said to him when he was a boy. 
'or the it and die Drama— you will disburse to mo 
via. Kinnaird) six hundred guineas. You will perhaps 
e Burprbed that I set die same price upon this as upon 
ie Drama ; but, besides that I look ujion it as good, I 
ron’t take less than three hundred guineas for any thing, 
'he two together will make you a larger publication than 
Jie ‘ Siege’ and ‘ Parisina so you may diink yourself lot 
>ff very easy : that is to say, if these poems ore good for 
ly thing, which T hope and believe. 

“I have been some'days in Rome die Wonderful. I am 
loing sights, and have done nothing ebe, except the new 
'bird Act for you. I have dib morning seen a live Popo 
and a dead Cardinal : Pius VII. has been burying Cardi- 
nal Bracchi, whoae body I saw in state at die Chiesa 
Nuova. Rome has delighted me beyond every thing, 
since Athens and Oinstantinople. But 1 shall not remain 
me this visit. Address to Venice. 

® “Ever, Ac. 


• OfMtnfml. 

15 


8m phlld* Harold, Canto 8, Sianu SI. 
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*P. S. I ham pA wywM»4imm her^ and bate 
rydai^ Slid ain fidmgi all alKvin 


tETTER COCXXXT, 

TO am. MURKAY. 

"Rome, May 9, 1817. 

**AddvOM aQ answers to Venice; for diere I idiall re- 
turn in filieeii days, God willing. 

** I sent you Grom Florence ^ The Lament of Tasso,’ and 
from Rome the Third Act of Manfred, both of which, I 
trust, will duly arrive. The terms of these two I mentioned 
in my last, and will repeat in this : it is three hundred Gir 
each, or sur hundred guineas for the two— that is, if you 
like, and tliey are good for any thing. 

"At last one of the parcels is arrived. In the notes to 
Chdde Harold there is ablunder of yours or mine : you talk 
of arrival at St. Gingo^ and immediately after, add — ^ on 
the height is the Chateau of Clarens.’* This is sad work 
Ctarens is on the other side of the Lake, and it is quite im- 
possible that I should have so bungled. Look at the MS. 
and, at any rate, rectify. 

“ The ‘ Tales of my Landlord’ I have read witlt great 
pleasure, and perfectly understand now why my sister and 
aunt are so very positive in the very erroneous persuasion 
that they must have been written by me. If you knew me 
as well as they do, you would have fallen, perhaps, into the 
same mistake, ^me day or other, 1 explain to you 
when I have time ; at present it does not much mat- 
ter ; but you must have thought this blunder Of theirs very 
•dd, and SO did I, till 1 had read the book.— Croker’s letter 
to you is a very great compliment ; 1 shall return it to you 
in my next. 

" I perceive you arc publishing a life of Rafiael dUrbino; 
it may perhaps interest you to .icar that a set of German 
artists here allow their /tair to grow, and trim it into fas 
fashion, thereby drinking the cummin of the disciples of tlie 
old philosojihcr ; tf tliey wouid cut their hair, convert it into 
brushes, and paint like him, it would be more * German to 
the matter.’ 

tell you a story: tlie other day, a man here— 
an KngUsh— mistaking the statues of Charlemagne and 
Constantine, winch are equestrian, for those of Peter and 
Paul, asked anotlier wfiich was I’aul of these same horse- 
men?— to which the reply was— *1 thought, sir, that St. 
Paul had never got on horseback since his accident?^ 

"I ’ll tell you anotlier: Henry Pox, writing to some one 
from Naples tlie other day, after an illness, adds—* and I 
am so changed that my oldest eredUors would hardly know 
me.’ 

"lam delighted with Rome— as I would be with a band- 
box, that is, It is a fine thing to see, finer than Greece ; but 
I have not been here long enough to affect it as a residence, 
and 1 must go back to Lombardy, because 1 am wretched 
at being away from Marianna. I have been riding my 
saddle-horses every day, and been to Albano, its Lakes, 
and to the top cf the Alban Mount, and to Frescati, Aricia, 
free. 8(c. with an &c. &c. &c. about the city, and in the 
city : for all which — vide Guidebook. As a whole, ancient 
and modem, it beats Greece, Constantinople, every thing 
—at least that I have ever seen. But I can’t describe, 
because my first impressions are always strong and con- 
fused, and my memory adects and reduces them to order, 
like distance in the landscape, and blends them better, 
altfaoui^ they may be less dhrtinct. There must be a 
sense or two more than we have, us mortals \ hr * * * 
* * where there is much to be grasped we are always at 
a losis <und yet feel that we ou^t to have a higher and 
more extended comprehension. 

"I have had a letter from Moore, is in some alarm 
about bis Poem. I do n’t see why. 


"I have had anotlier from ray poor dear Augu^ who 
is in a sad fuss ribout my late illness; dc^ pray, tell her,(liie 
truth,) that I am better than ever, and in importenate 
heidih, growing (if not grown) large and ruddy, and con 
gratulatedbyknpertment persons on my robustious agwar- 
ance, when I ought to be pale and interesting. 

"You tell me that George Byron hM g^ a atm, and 
Augtista says, a daughter; whfch is it?— 4t is no gr^ 
matter: the father b a go<^ man, an exoell«at oflim, and 
has married a very nice fitde woman, who will bring him 
more babes than income ; howbeit she had a handsome 
dowry, and b a very chaiming girl but he may as wok 
get a ship. ^ 

“ I have no thoughts of combg among you yet awhu^ so 
that I can fight off business. If I coidd but ira^e a tole- 
rable sale of Newstead, there would be no occasion for ray 
return ; and 1 can assure you very rincerety, that I am 
much happier (or, at least, have been so,) out of your island 
than in h. "Yours ever. 

“P. S. There are few English here, but several of my 
acquaintance ; among others, the Marquis of Lansdowne, 
with whom I dine to-morrow. 1 met the Jerseys on the 
road at Foligno— all well. 

“Oh— I forgot— the Italians have printed Chilian, &c. a 
jpirocy,— a pretty little edition, prettier than youre— and 
published, as I found to my great astonishment on arriving 
here; and what b odd, b, that the English b qmte correctly 
printed. Why they did it, or who did it, I know not; bik 
so it b ; — ^1 suppose, for the English peofde. I will send 
you a copy.” 


LETTER CCCXXXVl. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Rome, May 12, 1817. 

"I have received your letter here, where I have taken a 
cruise lately; but 1 shall return back to Venice in a few 
days, so tltat if you write again, address there, as usual. I 
am not for returning to England so soon as you imagine ; 
and by no means at all as a reskierico. If you cross the 
Alps in your projected expedition, you will find me some- 
where in Lombardy, and very glad to see you. Only give 
me a word or two beforehand, for I would really diverge 
some leagues to meet you. 

"Of Romo I say noftiing; it is quite indescribable, and 
the Guidebook b as good as any oilier. I dined yesterday 
with Lord Lansdowne, who b on his return. But there 
arc few English here at present: the winter b their time. 

have been on horseback most of the day, all days since 
my arrival, and have taken it as 1 did Constantinople. But 
Rome b the elder sbter, and the finer. I went some days 
ago to the lop of tlie Alban Mount, which is superb. As 
lor the Colbeum, Pantheon, St. Petei^s, the Vatican, Pali^ 
tine, &c. &c. — as I said, vide Quideboc^ They are quite 
inconceivable, and must be seen. The Apollo Mvidere is 
the image of Lady Adelaide Forbes— I thirik 1 never saw 
such a likeness. 

1 have seen the Pope alive, and a cardmal dead,— both ' 
>f whom looked very well indeed. The latter was in irtale 
in the Chiesa Nuova, previous to his interment. 

“Your poetical alarms are groundless; go on and pro* 
per. Here b Hobhousa just come in, and my horses at the 
door, so that I must mount and take the fi<dd in the Campus 
Martius, which, by-the-way, b all built over by modem 
Rome. « Yours very and ever, he, 

"P. S. HoUiouse presents hb remeBEdnaaces, is 
eager, with all the woi^ for your new Pi 


LETTER CCCXXXVH. 

TO MR. MURRAY. < 

® Venice, Mky SO; 1817. 

"I returned from Rome two days ago^ and have secebed 


* Moot eorreetsd. 
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^ Ji'l •8*; .*w tidiii|i of the paroel eent' country rocin<il to Alba, Tivoli, Preacari, Liccn«L&c. Itc.; 
throi^SirC.Stiiuit, which you meiitioii. After anin- besides I visited twice the Fall of Terni, which beats 
torval of mwth^ a packet of ‘Tales,’ &c. found me at thing.* On my way back, close to the temple by its banks, 
Roiiie;biitthi8i8all,aiidinaybealithateverwiUfindme. Igot some famous trout out of the river Chtuinnus— the 
The pest seems to be the only sure conveyance, and that prettiest little stream in aU poesy, near the first post from 
/or ietfera. From Fkirenoe I sent you a poem on Foligno and Spdetto.f— -1 did not stay at Florence beins 
Tassrv and from Rome the new Third Act of ‘Manfred,’ anxious to get home to Venice, and having already seen 
and by Dr. Pohdori two portraits ftir my sister. I left tlie galleries and other sights. 1 left my commendatory 
Rome and made a rapid journey home. You will continue letters the evening before I went ; so I saw nobody. 

^ts Uii^. Mr. Hobh^seis gone toNaples -Ttnlay, Pindemonte, the celebmted poet of Verona, 
I shoi^ ^ve there t^fora wedt, butfor the called on me; he is a Httle, thin man, with acute and 

qusntny of ^Ush wlu^ I heard of there. I prefer hating pleasing features; his addro.ss good and genllo ; his appear- 
t at a distance; unless an eardiquake, or a good real ance altogether very philosophical; his age alKHit sixty, or 
eruptionofVosuvius,wereensuredtol-econcUemetothoir more. He is one of their best going. I gave him Forayrt, 
vicinity. * * * speaks, or rtiads rather, a little English, and will find 

* * there a favouralile account of himself. He inquired after 

“The day before I left Rome I saw three robbers guiU his old Cruscan friends. Parsons, Greathcad, Mrs. Piozzi, 
loaned. The ceremony-including the priests and Merry, all of whom he had known in his youth. I 

tl»e halAnaked executioners ; the bandaged criminals ; tin gave him as bad an account of lljein as I could, answering 
Wack Christ and his banner, the scaffold ; the soldiery ; the as the false ‘Solomon Lob’ does to ‘ Totterton’ in Uie farc^ 
slow procession, and tlie quick rattle and heavy fall of th< all gone dead,’ and damned by a satire more than twenty 
axe; the splash of the blood, and the ghastliness of tlic years ago; thatthe name of their extinguisher was Gifford; 
exposed heads— is altogether more impressive tlian the that they were but a sad set of scribes after all, and no 
vulgai and imgentlcmaniy dirty * new drop,’ and dog-like great things in any other way. He seemed, as was natural, 
agony oi i'dliction upon tJie sufferers of the English sen- very much pleased with tliis account of his old acquaint- 
tonce. Two of tliose men behaved calmly enouglj, but tlie anccs, and went away greatly gratified will) tliat and Mr. 
first of tlie three died with great terror and reluctance Forsy^’s sententious paragraph of applause in his own 
What was v»‘rv horrible, he would not lie down; then his (Pindemonle’s) favour. After having been a little liber- 
neck was too large for the a;)erturc, and the priest was tine in his youth, he is grown devout, and takes prayeri^ 
(^liged to drown his exclamations by still louder exhorta- and talks to himself, to keep off the Devil; but for all that, 
tions. The head was ofl* before the eye could trace tlie he is a very nice little old gentlaman. 
blovv ; but from an attempt to draw back the Inad, notwith- “lam sorry to hear of your row with Hunt ; but suppose 
standing it was held forward by the Imir, the first head was ^ exasperated by the Unartcrly and your refusal 
cut off close to the cars: the other two were taken off more -o deal.; and when one is angry and edits a paper, I should 
cleanly. It is bettor Uian Uio oriental way, and (T should the temptation too strong for literary nature, which is 
think) than the axe of our ancestors. The pain seems always human. I can’t conceive in what, and for 
lutJc, and yet the effect to tlie s|iectalor, and the preparation ^vliat, he abuses you : wliat liavc you done ? you are not an 
to tlw criminal, is very striking and diilling. The first author, nor a fiolitician, nor a public character ; I know no 
turned me. quite hot and Uiirsty, and made me shake so scrape you have tumbled into. 1 am the more sorry for 
tliat I could hardly hold the Ojiera glass ; (I was close, but i)ocause I introduccid you to Hunt, and because 1 
was determined to see, as one should see every thing, once, [jtjiicvc liirn to be a good man ; but till I know the particu- 
with attonfioD ;) the second and third, (which shows how la^^s, I can give no opinion. 

dreadfully soon tilings grow indifferent,) I am ashamed U «Let me know about Lalla Rookh, which must be out 
say, hod no effect on me os a horror, though 1 would have jjy t|iis time. 

saved them if 1 could. “ Yours, &c.” «x restore tlie proofs, but the punctuation should be 

corrected. 1 feel too lazy to have at it myself; so bog and 


LETTER CCCXXXVm. 


iray Mr. Gifford for me. — Address to Venice. In a few 
days 1 go to my villeggiatura, in a casino near the Brenta, 
a few miles only on the mainland. 1 have determined on 


TO MR. MURKAV. 

“Venice, June 4, 1817. 

*I have received the proofs of tlie ‘Lament of Tasso^' 
which makes me hope that you have also received the 
reformed Third Act of Manfred, from Rome, which X sent 
soon after my qfrival there. My date will apprize you of 
my return home within these few days. For me, I have 
received none of your packets, except, after long delay, the 
‘Tales of my Landlord,’ which I before acknowledged. I 
do not at all understand the ti% nots^ but so it is ; — no 
Manuel, no letter^ no tooth-powder, no extract from 
Moore’s Italy concerning Marino Faliero, no nothing — 
as a man haUooed out at one ofBurdett’s elections, after a 
long ululatus of ‘No Bastille! No governorities ! No—* 
God knows who or what;— but his neplw utira was ‘No 
nothing!*— and my receipts of your packages amount to 
about his meanmg. I want the extract from Maoris Italy 
very mudi, and the tooth-powder, and the magnesia; I 
do n*l care so mudi about the poetry, or the letters, or Mr. 
Maturin’s by-Jasus tragedy. Most of the things sent by 
tins post have come— I mean proofs and letters; therefore, 
Mnd me Marino Faliero by the post, in a letter. 

•1 was dflMted with Rome, and was on horseback all 
immd it mady hours daily, besides in it the rest of my time, 
b^eyng over its marvels* I excursed and skirred the 


mother year, and manp years of residence, if I can com- 
lass them. Marianna is with me, hardly recovered of the 
ever, wliich has been attacking all Italy last winter. I am 
afraid she is a Utile liectic; but I hope the best. 

“ Ev^, Ac. 

“P. S. Towaltzen has done a bust of me at Rome for 
Vfr. Hobhouse, which is reckoned very good. He is their 
iiest after Canova, and by some preferred to him. 

“I have had a letter from Mr. Hodgson. He is veiy 
lappy, has got a living, hut not a child : if he had stuck to a 
:uracy, babes would have come of course, because he 
;ould not have maintained them. 

“Remember me to all friends, &c. &c. 

“ An Austrian officer, the other day, being in love with a 
Venetian, was ordered, with his regiment, into Hungary. 
Distracted between love and duty, he purchased a deadly 
rug, which, dividing with his mistress, both swaDowed. 
Phe ensuing pains were terrific, but the pills were purg^ 
ive, and not fx^onotis, by the contrivance of the unsenti- 
mental apothecary ; so that so mucli suicide was a!) thrown 
away. You may ^nceive the previous confusion and ftie 
final laughter ; but the intention was good on all ridoa.” 

* CWlde Harold, Canto TV. slnniaa 70 to 72, ond note. 

t Child* Harold, Canto IV. stanzd 66, and note. 
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LETTER CCCXXXIX. 

TO HB. MVaRAY. 

“Venice, June 8, 1817. 

“The present letter will be delivered to you by two 
Arraeiuan friars, on their way, by England, to Madras. 
They will also convey some copies of the Grammar, which 
1 tliink you agreed to take. If you can be of any use to 
thorn, either among your naval or East Indian acquaint- 
ances, 1 hopo you wUl so far oblige mo, as they and their 
order have been remarkably attentive and friendly towards 
me since my arrival at V cnice. Their names are Father 
Sukias Somalian and Father Sarkis Theodorosion. They 
speak Italian, and probably French, or a little Engli^. 
Repeating earnestly my recommendatory retpieat, believe 
me very truly yours^ “Byron. 

“Perhaps you can help them to their passage, or give 
or get them letters for India.'* 


LETTER CeeXL. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venice, June 14, 1817. 

“ I write to you from tlie banks of tlie Brenta, a few miles 
from Venice, where I have colonized for six months to 
come. Address, as usual, to Venice. 

“Three months after dale, (17th March,) — ^hke the un- 
negotiaV»le bill despondingly received by the reluctant tailor, 
—your despatch has arrived, containing the extract from 
Moore’s Italy and Mr. Maturin’s bankrupt tragedy.* It 
is fee absurd work of a clever man. I think it might have 
done upon the stage if he had made Manuel (by some 
trickery, in a mask or visor,) fight his own battle instead of 
employing Molineux as his champion; and, after fee defeat 
c£ Torrismond, have made him spare the son of his enemy, 
by some revulsion of feeling, not incompatible with a clia- 
racter of extravagant and distempered emotions. But as 
it is, what with the Jusliza, and the ridiculous conduct of 
the whole draw. pers. (for they are all as mad as Manue^ 
who surely must have had more interest with a corrupt 
bench fean a distant relation and heir presumptive, some- 
what suspect of homicide,) I do not wonder at its failure. 
As a play, it is impracticable ; as a po(3m, no great thing.s. 
Who was the ‘ Greek that grapjiled with glory naked T fee 
Olympic wrestlers? or Alexander the Great, when he ran 
stark round the tomb oft ’other fellow? or the Spartan who 
was fined by the Ephori fijr fighting without liis armour ? 
or who ? And as to ‘ flaying off life like a garment,’ helas ! 
that’s in Tom Thumb — see king Arthur’s soliloquy: 

* Life a mere rag, not worth a prince’* wcartug ; 

I’Uc**lUoff.’ ..*• . 

And the staj^-directions — ^‘Staggers among the bodies;’ 
the slain are too numerous, as well as fee blackamoor 
knighte-penitent being one too many: and De Zelos is such 
a s^bby Monmouth-street villain, without any redoerrung 
quality — Stop my vitals! Maturin seems to be declining 
into Nat Lee. But let him try again ; he has talent, but 
not much taste. I ’gin to fear, or to hope, feat Sotheby 
after all is to be the JSschylus of fee age, unless Mr. Shiel 
be really worthy his success. The more I see of the stage, 
the less 1 would wish to have any thing to do with it ; as a 
proof of which, 1 hope you have recfdv^ the Tliird Act of 
Manfred, which will at least prove that I wish to steer very 
dear of the possibility of being put into scenery. X sent it 
from Rome, 

“ 1 returned the proof of Tasso. By-the-way, have you 
never received a translation of St. Paul, which 1 sent you, 
mt for publication, before 1 wont to Rome? 

“ 1 am at present on the Brenta. Op^Kwite is a Spanish 
marquis, ninety years old ; next his cAsino is a Frenclv- 
ro ni^l { ■ ij bss id es the natives; so that, as somebody said fee 


other day, we are exactly one of Goldoni’s comedies, (La 
Vedova Scaitjra,) where a Spaniard, English, and French- 
man are introduced: but we are all very good neighbolln^ 
Venetians, &c. &c. &c. 

“I am just getting on horseback for my evemng i^and 
a visit to a physician, who has on agreeable family, ef a 
wife and four unmarri^ daughters, all under eighteen, who 
are friends of Signora S * *, and enemies to noMy. 
I There are, and are to be, besides, conversaziones and I 
I know not what, at a Countess Labbia’s and 1 know not 
wliom. The weather is mild; the thermometer 110 in the 
tun tins day, and 80 odd in the shade. 

“ Yours, Ite. “N** 


LETTER CeeXU. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venwe, June 17, 1817. 
“It gives me great pleasure to hear of Moore’s success, 
and fee more so feat 1 never doubted that it would be 
complete. Whatever good you can tell me of him and his 
poem will be most acceptable ; I feel very anxious indeed 
to receive it. I hope feat he is as happy in his fame and 
I reward as I wish him to be ; for 1 know no one who de- 
|sorvc.s both more — if any so much. 

Now to business; ♦ ♦ * ♦ * ♦ j g^y you, 
verily, it is not .so; or, as the foreigner said to the waiter, 
after asking him to bring a glass of water, to which the 
man answered, ‘1 will, sir,’— ‘You vnll! — G— d d — n, — 1 
<3<ty, you mush P And 1 will submit tlus to fee decision 
any person or persons to be appointed by both, on a fair 
examination of the circumstances of this as compared wife 
fee preceding publications. So, there’s for you. There 
is always some row or other previously to all our publica- 
tions: it should seem feat, on approximating, we can never 
quite get over the natural antipathy of author and book- 
seller, and feat more particularly fee ferine nature of the 
latter must break forth. 

You are out about fee Third Canto: I have not done, 
nor designed, a line of continuation to feat poem. 1 was 
I too short a time at Rome for it, and have no thought of 
recommencing. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ I cannot well explain to you by letter what I conceive 
to bo the origin of Mrs. Leigh’s notion about * Tales of My 
Landlord ;’ but it is some points of the characters of Sir E, 
Manley and Burley, as well as one or two of the jocular 
portions, on which it is founded, probably. 

“ If you have received Dr. Polidori, as well as a parcel 
of books, and you can be of use to him, be so. I never was 
much more disgusted wife any human production fean 
with fee eternal nonsense, and tracasseries, and emptiness, 
and ill humour, and vanity of that young person ; but he has 
some talent, and is a man of honour, and has dispositions 
of amendment, in which he has been aidelU by a little sub- 
sequent experience, and may turn out w^. Therefore, 
use your government interest for him, for he is improved 
and improvable. “ Your^ fc*” 


LETTER CeeXUL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Veiuce, June 18^ 1817. 

“Enclosed is a letter to JDr, Holland from X^demoote. 
Not knowing fee doctor’s addrons I am desired to inquire 
and perhaps, being a literary man, you wifi know or di»> 
cover his haunt near some populous churchyard. I have 
written to you a scokfing letter— 1 believe, upon a — 
prehended passage m your letter— but never mbd: it win 
do for next time, and you will surely deserve it Ta&dng 
I of doctors remind me once more to recommenj to you one 
who vnll not recommend hiroseli;— Ibe Do^ Pekdori 
If you can help him to a publisher, do; or, if you have any 


• Mmoel. 
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tick relatioii) I would advise his advice: all the patients he 
had in Italy are dead— Mr. * **s son, Mr. Horner, and 
Lord Guildford, whom he etnbowelled with great success at 
Pisa. ♦ + ♦ ♦ 

** Remember me to Moore, whom I congratulate. How 
is Rogers? and what is become d* Campbell and all 
t ’other fellows of the Druid order? I got Maturin’s Bed- 
lam at last, but no other parcel ; I am in fits for the tooth- 
powder, and the magnesia. I want senne of BurkilOs Soda 
powders. Will you tell Mr. Kinnaird that 1 have written 
him two letters on pressuig buuness, (about Newstead, 
&c.) to which I humbly solicit his attendance. I am just 
returned from a gallop along tlie banks of the Brenut— 
time, sunset. •Yours, “ B.** 


LETTER CCCXLIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

•La Mira, near Venice, July 1, 1817. 

• Since my former letter, I have been working up my 
impressions into a Fhurth Canto of Childe Harold, of which 
1 have roughened off about rather better than thirty 
stanzas, and mean to go on ; and probably to make this 
*Fytte* the concluding one of the poem, so that you may 
propose against the autumn to draw out the conscription 
for 1818. You must provide moneys, as this new resump- 
tion lx>des you certain disbursements. Somewhere about 
the end of September or October I propose to be under 
way, (i. c. in the press ;) but I have no idea yet of the 
probable length or calibre of the Canto, or what it will be 
good for ; but 1 mean to be as mercenary as [»ossible, an 
example (1 do not mean of any individual in particular, and 
least of all any person or persons of our mutual acquaint- 
ance,) which I should have followed in my youth, and I 
might still have been a prosperous gentleman. 

•No tooth-powder, no letters, no recent tidings of you. 

•Mr. Lewis is at Venice, and I am going up to stay a 
week with him there — as it is one of his enthusiasms also I 
to like the city. < 

** I atood in Yantcc on lh« * Bridge oTSigha,' ttc. ftc. 

“ The ‘ Bridge of Sighs’ (i. e. Ponte de’i Sospiri,) is that 
which divides, or rather joins, the palace of the Doge to tlie | 
prison of the state. It has two passages: the criminal 
went by the one to judgment, and returned by the other to 
death, being strangled in a chamber adjoining, where there 
was a mechanical process for the purpose. 

• This is the first stanza of our new Canto : and now fesr 
aline of the second: 

** In Venice, Tueo’a echoes are no more, 

And silent rows the songieis gondolier, 

Her palaces, Ac. Ac. 

•You know that formerly the gondoliers sung always, 
and Tasso’s Gaerusalomme was their ballad. Venice is 
buih on seventy-two islands. 

“ There ! there ’s a brick of your new Babel I and now, 
surrah ! what say you to the sample ? • Yours, &c. 

•P. S. 1 shall write again byaand-by.** 


LETTER CCCXLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venice, July 8, 1817. 

•If you can convey the enclosed letter to its atlkiress, or 
discover the person to whom it is directed, you will confer 
R&vournpon the Venetian creditor of a deceased English- 
inan. This epistle is a dun to his executor, for house*rent. 
The name of the insolvent defunct is, or was, Porter VaUer^ 
according ^ the account of the plaintifl^ which 1 rather 
suspect ov/tii to be fVaUer Porter^ according to our mode 
of ooliocalioa. If yw are acquainted with any dead man 
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of the like name a good deal in debt, pray dig him up^ and 
tell liim that ‘a pound of his fair flesh' or the ducats are 
required, and that ‘if you deny them, fie upon your law!* 

•1 hear nothing more (rota you about Mcore’s poem, 
Rogers, or other literary phenomena ; but to-morrow, being 
post-day, will bring perhaps some tidings. I write to you 
with people talking Venetian all about, so that you must 
not expect this letter to be all English. 

• The other day, I had a squabble on the highway as 
follows : I was ridmg pretty quickly from Dolo home about 
eight in the evening, when 1 passed a party of people in a 
hired carriage, one of whom, poking his head out of the 
window, began bawling to me in an inarticulate but insolent 
manner. I wheeled my horse round, and overtaking, 
stopped the coach, and said, ‘ Signor, have you any com- 
mands for me ?’ He replied, impudently as to manner, 
’No.’ I then asked him what be meant by that unseemly 
noise, to the discomfiture of the passers-by. He replied 
by some piece of impertinence, to which I answered by 
giving him a violent slap in the face. I tlien dismounted, 
(for this passed at the window, 1 being on horseback still,) 
and opening the door, desired him to walk out, or I would 
give him another. But the first had settled him except as 
to words, of which he poured forth a profusion in blasphe- 
mies, swearing that he would go to the police and avouch 
a battery sans provocation. I said he lied, and was a * 
and, if he did not hold his tongue, should bo dragged out 
and beaten anew. He then held his tongue. I of course 
told him my name and residence, and defied him to tbo 
death, if he were a gentleman, or not a gentleman, and 
had tiic inclination to be genteel in the way of combat. 
He wont to the police, but there having been bystanders 
in the road,— particularly a soldier who had seen the 
business,— as well as my servant, notwithstanding tho 
oaths of the coachman and five insides besides the plain- 
tiff, and a good deal of paying on all sides, h» complaint 
was dismissed, he having been the aggressor and 1 was 
subsequently informed that, had I not given him a blow, 
he might have been had into durance. 

I “ Soset down this,— ^that in Aleppo once’ 1 ‘boat a Ve- 
netian but I assure you tliat he deserved it, for I am a 
quiet man, like Candide, though with somewlwt of his for- 
tune in being forced to forego my natural meekness every 
i now and then. 

I •Yours, &c. “B.* 


LETTER CCCXLV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, July 9, 1817. 

“I have got the sketch and extracts from Lalla Rookh 
—which I humbly suspect will knock up * *, and show 
young gentlemen that something more than having been 
across a camel’s hump is necessary to write a good oriental 
tale. The plan, as well as the extracts 1 have Been,plcaM 
me very much indeed, and I feel impatient for the whole. 

“With regard to the critique on ‘Manfred,’ you have 
been in sucli a devil of a hurry that you have only sent me 
the half: it breaks ofi* at page S94. Send me the rest; 
and also page 270^ where there is ‘an account of the sup- 
posed origin of this dreadful story,*— in which, by-the-way, 
whatever it may be, the coojecturer is out, and knows no- 
thing of the matter. 1 had a better origin than he can 
devise or divine, for the soul of him. 

•You say nodiing of Manfi^’s ludt in the world; and 
r care not. He is one of the best of my nurti^pitieii, say 
what they will. 

“I got at last an extract, hut no Theywifloome, 

I suppose, some dme or ofoer. I am come up to Venice 
for a day or two to bathe, and am just going to take « 
awim in the Adriatic; ao^ g^ evening— the poet 

• «youtt^ic. •B. 
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MS 


*P. S. Pray, was Muifred’s speech to the Sun still 
retamed in Act Third 7 1 hope so: it was one of the best 
in the things and better than tl^ Colosseum. I have done 
«^%«sur Canto Fourth, Chtlde Harold ; so down with 
your ducats.” 


LETTER CCCXLVI. 

TO MH. MOORE. 

“La Mira, Venice, July 10, 1817. 

“ Murray, the Mokanna of booksellers, has contrived to 
send me extracts from Lalla Rookh by the ]:)Ost. They 
are taken from some magazine, and contain a short outline 
and quotatkxis from the first two Poems. 1 am very much 
delighted with what is before me, and very tliirsty fur the 
rest You have caught the colours as if you had been in 
the rainbow, and the tone of the East is perfectly preserv- 
ed ; so that * * ^ and its author must be somewliat in 
die back-ground, and learn tliat it requires something inure 
than to have been upon the haunch of a dromedary to com- 
pose a good oriental story. I am glad you have changf^l 
the title from ‘ Persian Tale.’ ♦ * ♦ 

“ I suspect you have written a devilish fine composition, 
and 1 rejoice in it from my heart ; because ‘ the Douglas 
and the Percy both togetlier are confident against a world 
in arms.^ 1 hope you won’t be afironted at my looking on 
us as * birds of a feather tliough on whatever subject you 
had written, 1 should have been very happy in your success. 

“There is a simde of an orange tree’s ‘fiow'ers and 
fruits,’ which I should have liked better, if I did not believe 
it to be a reflection on 

* * ♦ * 4e ♦ 

“Do you remember Thurlow’s |K)cm to Sam,*‘ When 
Rogers and that d— d supper of Ranclifie’s that ought to 
have been a dinner/ ‘Ah, Master Shallow, we liavo 
beard the chimes at midniglit.’—- But 

“ My boat is oa the shore, ftc.f 

“This diould have been written fifteen moons ago— the 
first stanza was. 1 am just come out from an hour’s swim 
in the Adriatic; and 1 write to you with a black-eyed 
Venetian girl before me, reading Boccacio. ♦ * 

“Last week I had a row on the road (T came up to 
Venice from my casino, a few miles on the I’aduan road, 
(his blessed day, to bathe) with a fellow in a carriage, who 
was impudent to my horse. 1 gave him a swinging box on 
the ear, which sent him to the police, who dismissed his 
complaint, and said, that if I had not tliumped him, tliey 
would have trounced him for being impertinent. Witnesses 
had seen the transaction. He first shouted, in an unseemly 
way, to {lighten my palfrey. I wheeled round, rode up to 
the window, and asked him what he meant. He grinned, 
and said some foolery, which produced him an immediate 
alap in the fee©, to his utter discomfiture. Much blas[»hemy 
ensued, and some menace, which I stopped by dismounting 
and opening the carriage-door, and intimating an intention 
of mending the road with his immediate remains, if he did 
not hold his tongue. He held it. 

“ The fellow went sneakingly to the police ; but a sddier, 
who had seen the matter, and thought me right, went and 
eoEnter-oathed him; so that he had to retiro-HUid cheap 
too I wish I had hit him harder. 

“Monk Lewis is here— ‘how pleasant!’! He is a very 
|iood fellow, and very much yours. So is Sam— so is 
every body— and, among the number, 

“Yours ever, “B. 

“P. S. What thmk you of Manfred ? ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ If ever you see * ♦ ♦, ask him what he means by 
taffing WM^^Ob, my fiiend, muem jporWein^^’— What *por- 


,p.4W. t PoCTiw, p. 484. 

t Analluikm (tuchap ofMo oeoon in thcic letten) to an (twedote with 
vUeb h« bad been amueed. 


turn T Port wine, I supposo— the only port he ever sought 
or found, since I knew him.” 


LETTER CCCXLVn. 

TO MR* MtTRRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venice, July 15^ 1817, 

•I have finished (tliat is, written— the file comes slleiw 
ward) ninety and eight stanzas the Fourth Canto^ whidi 
I mean to be the concluding one. It will probably be about 
the same length as tlie Third, being alre^y of the dimen- 
sions of the first or second Cantos. 1 look upon paitr^i^of 
it as very good, that is, if the three former are good, but 
this we shall see ; and at any rate, good or not, it is rather 
a different style from the last— less metaphysical— which, 
at any rate, will be a variety. I sent you the shaft of the 
column as a specimen the other day, i. c. the first stanza. 
So you may he thinking of its arrival tovmids autumn, 
whose winds will not be the only ones to be raised, if so he 
as how that it is ready by that time. 

“I lent Iicwis, who is at Venice (in or on the Canal- 
accio, the Grand Canal,) your extracts from Lalla Rookh 
and Manuel, and, out of contradiction, it maybe, he likes the 
last, and is not much taken with the first, of tliese porfonn- 
ancos. Of* Manuel I thinlt, with the exception of a few 
capers, it is a.s heavy a nightmare as was ever bestrode by 
indigestion. 

“Of the extracts I can but judge as extracts, and I prefer 
the ‘ Peri’ to the ‘ Silver Veil.’ He seems not so much at 
home in his versification of the ‘Silver Veil,’ and a little 
embarrassed with his horrors ; but the conception of the 
character of the im}>ostor is fine, and the plan of great sco|>e 
for his genius, — and I doubt not that, as a whole, it will be 
very Arabes(iue and beautiful. 

“Your late ef)istle Ls not tlie most abundant in informal 
tion, and has not yet been succeeded by any other ; so that 
I know nothing of your own concerns, or of any concerns, 
and tts I never hear from any body but yourself who 
does not tell me something as disagreeable as possible, I 
should not be sorry to hear from you: and a.s it is not very 
probable, — if I can, by any device or possible arrangement 
with regard to my personal affairs, so arrange it, — that I 
shall return soon, or reside ever in England, all that you 
tell me will l>e all I shall know or inquire after, as to our 
botoved realm of Grub-street, and tlie black brethren and 
blue sisterhood of that extensive suburb of Babylon. Have 
you had no new babe of literature sprung up to replace die 
dead, tlic distant, the tired, and the retired ? no prose, no 
verse, no nothing 


LETTER CCCXLVIII. 

% 

TO MR, MUKRAT. , 

“Venice, July 20, 1817. 

“ I write to give you notice that I have completed the 
fourth and ultimate Canto of Cliilde Harold. It consists 
of 126 stanzas, and is conSbquently the longest of the four. 
It is yet to be copied and polished; and the notes are to 
come, of which it will require more than the third Canto, as 
it necessarily treats more works of art than of nature. 
It shall be sent towards autumn and now for our barter. 
What do you bid? eh? you shall have samples, an’ it so 
please you ; but 1 wisli to know what I am to expect (as 
die saying is) in these hard times, when poetry does not 
let for hatf its value. If you are disposed to do what Mrs. 
Winifred Jenkins caUs ‘die handsome thong,' I may perhaps 
throw you some odd matters to the lot,— translations, or 
slight originals; there is no saying what may be on tfatf 
anvil between this and the booking season. RecoBeet that 
it is the festCanto^ and completes the woik;^hether as 
good as the others, I cannot judge, in eourse^east of all 
as yet, but h shall be as little worse as 1 can help. I, may 
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erfaapa^ give Bonie little gossip in the notes as to the pre> 
ent state of Italian literati and literature, being acquiunted 
with some of their as well as books :~-but this 

depends upon my humour at the time. So, now, pro< 
nounce: 1 say nothing. 

• When you have got the whole fmer Cantos, I think you 
might venture on an edition of the whole poem in quarto, 
wi& spare copies of the last two for the purchasers of the 
old edition of the first two. There is a hint for you, 
worthy of the Row; and now, perficnd— pronounce. 

•I have not received a word from you of tiie fate of 
‘Manfred’ or ‘Tasso,’ which seems to me odd, whether 
th^ have failed or succeeded. 

r “As this is a scrawl of business, and 1 have lately writ* 
ten at length and oflen on other subjects, L will ody add 
that 1 am, &€.” 


the publication of ony boc^, in (my language, on my own 
private account ; and desired him (against lus indinatiao) 
to permit the poor translator to publish his labours. It is 
going forward in consequence. You may say this; with 
my compliments, to the audnor. « Yours.” 


LETTER CCCL. 

TO MB. MmELRAY. 

“Venice, Aug. 12, 1817. 

“ I have been very sorry to hear of the deatli of Madame 
de Stu^l, not only because she had been very kind to me at 
Copet, hut because now I can never requite her. In a 
general point of view, she will leave a great gap in society 
and literature. 


LETTER CCCXLIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venice, Aug. 7, 1817. 

“Your letter of the 18th, and, what will please you, as it 
did me, the parcel sent by the good-natured aid and abet- 
ment v>f Mr. Crdker, are arrived. — Messrs. Lewis and 
llobhouse are here: the former in tlie same house, tlie 
latter a few hundred yards distant. 

“ You say nothing of Manfred, from which its failure may 
be inferred ; but 1 think it odd you should not say so at 
once. I know nothing, and hear absolutely nothing, of any 
body or any thing in England ; and there are no English 
papers, so that you say will be news — of any person, 
or thing, or things. 1 am at present very anxious abotit 
Newstead, and sorry that Kinnaird is leaving England at 
this minute, though I do not tell him so, and would rather 
he should have Ha pleasure, although it may not in tliis 
instance tend to my profit. 

“ If I understand rightly, you have paid into Morland’s 
IfiOO^ouTids.’ as the agreement in the paper is two thou- 
sand guinea^ there will remain therefore six hundred 
pounda^ and not five hundred, tiie odd hundred bring the 
extra to make up the specie. Six hundred and thirty 
pounds will bring it to the like for Manfred and Tasso^ 
making a total of twelve hundred and thirty, I believe, for 
1 am not a good calculator. I do not wish to press yo^ 
but 1 tell you fairly tliat it will be a convenience to me to 
have it paid as soon as it can be made convenient to your- 
self. 

“ The new and last Canto is 130 stanzas in length ; ai^ 
may be made more or less. I have fixed no price, even in 
idea, and liave no notion of what it may be good for. 
There are no metaphysics in it ; at least, I think not. Mr. 
Hobhoose has promised me a copy of Tasso’s Will, for 
notes ; and I have some curious things to say about Fer- 
rara, and PaiisiHR’s story, and perhaps a fartiiing candle’s 
worth of light Rpon the present stale of Italian literature. 
I shall hardly be ready by October ; but that do n’t matter. 
1 have ail to copy and correct, and the notes to write. 

“I do not know whether Scott will like it; but I have 
called him the * Ariosto of the North’ in my terf.* J(f he 
should wA^soyaoin tiTne. 

“Lewis, Hobhouse, and I went the other day to the cir- 
cumciston of a sucking Shylock. I have seen diree men’s 
heads and a child’s foreddn cut off in Italy. The cer^ 
monies are veiy moving, but too long for detail in this 
weather. 

“An Itahan translatioa of ‘Glenarvon’ came lately to be 
printed at Vecioe. The censor (Sr. Petrotini) refus^ to 
saaction the pubbeation till he had seen me on the subjwt. 
I told him that I did not recognise the slightest relation 
between that book and myself; but that; whatever opinions 
might be that subject, I would never prevent or oppose 


‘ With regard to death, I doubt that we have any right 
to pity the dead fur their own sakes. 

“ The copies of Manfred and Tasso are arrived, thanks 
to Mr. Croker’s cover. You have destroyed the whole 
effect and moral of the poem by omitting the last line of 
Manfred’s 8|)eaking ; and why this was done, 1 know not. 
Why you persist in saying nothing of the thing itself I am 
equally at a loss to conjecture. If it is for fear of telling 
me something disagreeable, you are wrong; because 
.sooner or later I must know it, and I am not so new, nor 
so raw, nor so inexperienced, as not to be able to bear, not 
the mere paltry, petty disappointments of authorship, l ut 
things more serious,— at least, I hope so^ and that what you 
nay think irritability is merely mechanical, and only acts 
like galvanism on a dead b(^y, or the muscular motion 
rhioh survives sensation. 

‘‘ If it is that you are out of humour, because I wrote to 
ou a sharp letter, recollect that it was partly from a mis- 
conception of your letter, and partly because you did a 
hing you had no right to do without consulting me. 

“ 1 have, however, heard good of Manfred from two other 
quarters, and from men who would not bo scrupulous in 
saying what they thought, or what w^as said; and so 
good-morrow to you, good Master Lieutonant.’ 

“1 wrote to you twice about the 4th Canto, which you 
will answer at your plea.sure. Mr. Hotfriouse and I have 
^orne up for a day to the city; Mr. Lewis is gone to Eng- 
land ; and 1 am “ Yours.” 


LETTER CCCLI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“La Mira, near Venice, Aug. 21, 1817. 

“I take you at your word about Mr. Hanson, and will 
feel obliged if you will go to liim, and request Mr. Davies 
also to visit him by my desire, and repeat tliat 1 trtist that 
neither Mr. Kinnaird’s absence nor mine will prevent his 
taking ail proper steps to accelerate and promote the sale 
of Newstead and Rochdale, upon which the whole of my 
future personal comfort depend. It is impossibie for me 
to express how much any delays upon these pmnts would 
inconvenience me ; and 1 do not know a greater obligation 
that can bo conferred upon me than the pressing these 
things upon Hanson, and making him act according to my 
wishes. I wish you would outy at least to mcy and 
tell mo what you allude to by your cold way of mentioning 
him. All mysteries at such a distance are not merely 
tormenting but mischievous, and may be prejudicial to my 
interests; so pray expound, that I may coni^t witli Mr. 
Kinnaird when he arrives ; and remeni^r that I prefer the 
most disagreeaUe certainties to hints and inuendoes. The 
devil take every body ; I never can got any person to be 
explicit about any thing or any body, and my whole life is 
passed in conjeetdres of what people mean ; you all talk 
in the style of Caroline Lamb’s novels. 

“It is not Mr. St. John, but Afr. 5/. A«Ayn, son of Sii 
John St. Aubyn. P(Mdm knows him; and introduced him 


• Canto IT. atanza 40tb. 
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to me. He ii of Oifoid, ttid has got mjr pored. The 
doctor win ^rret luiii oat) or ought. The parcel contains 
many letters) some of Madame de 8ta£l\i, and odier peo* 
pleVs bemdes MSS., &c. By — , if I find the gentleman, 
and he don't find the parcel, I will say something he wen^t 
like to hear. 

^ You want a * civil and delicate declensum^ for the me* 
dical tragedy ? Take it--* 

•* Dear Doctor, I hove rcod jronr ploy, 

Which is a one io its way ; 

Purges the eyes and moves the bowels. 

And drenches handkerchiefs like towels 
With tears, that, in a flux of grief, 

Afford hyiterical relief 

T6 ihatterM nerves and quicken’d pulses, 

Which yourcetastro(ihe convulses. 

** t like your moral and machinery ; 

Tour plot, too, has such scope for seeneiT t 
Your dialogue is apt and smart ; 

The play’s concoction full of art ; 

Your hero raves, your heroins eiies, 

All stab, and svery body dies. 

In short, your tragedy would be 
The very thing to hear and see : 

And for a piece of publication, 

If I decline on thie oceaeion. 

It if not that I am uot sensible 
To merits in Uismselves ostsnsible, 

But— and 1 grieve tb speak it—plays 
Are drug*— mere drdga, sir>~iiow*a4ayi* 

1 luida heavy loee by < Manuel,’— 

Too lucky if it prove not annual,— 

And Sotheby, with hie ’ Orestea,' 

(Which, by*the<by, the autbor’i best is,) 

Has lain so very long on hand 
That 1 despair of all demand. 

I 've advertised, but see my booki, 

Or only watch my shopman’s looka 
Still Ivan, Ina, and such lumber. 

My beek-ehop glut, my shelves encunfoer. 

** There ’a Byron, too, who once did better, 

Hes lent me, folded in a letter, 

A sort of— it ’s no more a drama 
Than Darnley, Ivan, or Kehama { 

So alter'd since last year his pen ie, 

1 think he 'e lost hie wUs at Venice. 

In short, air, what with one and i* other, 

I dare not venture on another. 

I write in haste ; excuse each blunder ; 

The coaches through the street so (hoi^r I 
My nom ’s so full— we ’ve Gifford here 
Reading MS., with Hookham Frere 
Fronounoing on the nouns and particles 
Of some of our forthcoming Articles. 

** The (Quarterly— Ah, sir, if you 
Had but the geniui to reviow i— 

A imart critique upon St. Helena, 

Or if you only would but tell in a 
Short compaee what»-~but, to resunas t 
Aa I waa eaying, sir, the room— 

The room ’■ lo full of wlu and bardi, 

Crabbee, Campbells, Crokers, Freres, and Wards, 

And others, neither barde nor wits }— 

My humbls tsaoiacnt admits 
All persons in the dross of gent., 

Prom Mr. Hammond to Oral. 

*' A puij dlnos with ms to-day. 

Ail eisver men, who make thiir way ; 

They ’ra at this moment in diacuesUm 
On poor De Btall’e late ditsolution. 

Her book, they eay, wee in advance— 

Fray Beavra, the tell the truth of Prance I 


** ThiM run our time and tongnee away^ 

Bttt, to return, sir, t» your plsy i 
Sorry, rir, but I cannot deal, 

Unless >t were acted by O’NsiU. 

My hands so full, my head so busy, 

1 ’m almoet dead, and slways disey { 

And so, with ensUsee truth and hurry, 

Denr Dacter, X an yoore, 

» JOHN HURRAY. 

JL^lVe done die fourth and last Canto^ whudi 
iBWolWiiSS stanzas. I. Jtoire you. to name a price 
ifyoaltoiiii^Iwm; ao 1 ||||pfeu in 

,, "Yoon^&c. 

*T!hiMiwinbeagoodmanyiiotea 


LETTER OOCLH. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

«S^4)1817. 

Your letter of the 15th has conveyed with its oontento 
the impression of a aeal) to which the 'Saracen’s Head* is 
a sera^ and the ' Bull and Mouth’ a delicate device. 1 
knew that calumny had sufficiently hlaehmed me of latw 
dayS) but not that it had given the features as well as com- 
plexion of a negro. Foot Augtnta is not less, but rather 
more, shocked than myself and says, ' people seem to have 
lost their recollection strangely* when they engraved such 
a ‘blackamoor.* Pray do n*t seal (at least to me) with d&ch 
a caricature of the human numskull altogether ; and if you 
do n*t break the seal-cutter’s head, at least crack Ins libel 
(or likeness, if it should be a likeness) erf* mine. 

"Mr. Kinnaird is not yet arrived, but expected. He has 
lost by the way all the tooth-powder, as a letter from Spa 
informs me. 

“ By Mr. Rose I received safely, thou^ tardily, magne- 
sia and tooth-powder, and Why do you 

send me such trash— worse than trash, the Sublime of 
Mediocrity? Thanks for Lalla, however, which is good ; 
and thanks for tlie Edinburgh and Ctuarteriy, botli very 
amusing and woU-written. Paris in 1815, &c.— good. 
Modem Greece good for nothing ; written by some one 
who has never been there, and not being able to manage the 
Spenser stanza, has invented a diing of its own, consisting 
of two elegiac stanzas, a heroic line, and an Alexandrine^ 
twisted on a string, il^sides, why ‘modern.^’ You may 
say modem Qreek*t but surely Greece itself is rather more 
ancient than ever it was.— Now for business. 

"You offer 1500 guineas for the new Canto: I won’t 
take it. I ask two thousand five hundred guineas for it, 
which you will either give or not, as you thii^ proper. It 
concludes the poem, and consists of 144 stanzas. Tho 
notes are numerous, and chiefly written by Mr. Hobhouse, 
whose reseandies have been indefatigable, and who) I will 
venture to say, has more real knowledge of Rome and its 
environs than any Englishman who lias been there since 
Gibbon. By-the-way, to prevent any mistakes, 1 think h 
necessary to state the fact that 5e, Mr. Hobhouse, has no 
mterest whatever in the price or profit to be derived from 
the copyright of either poem or notes directly or indirectly; 
so that you are not to suppose that it is by, for, or throu^ 
him, that I require more for this Canto than the preceding. 
—No : but if Mr. Eustace was to have had two thousand 
for a Poem on Education ; if Mr. Moore is to have three 
thousand for Lalla, &c. ; if Mr. Campbell is to have three 
thousand for his prose on poetry — do n’t mean to dispa- 
rage these gentlemen in their labours — but 1 ask the afore- 
said price for mine. You will tell me that their productionui 
are considerably longer : very true, and when they shorten 
them, I will lenten mine, and ask less. You shall submit 
the MS. to Mr. Gifford, and any other two gentlemen to 
be named by you (Mr. Frere, or Mr. CrcA;er,Qr whomever 
you please, except such feUows as your * s and i^) 
and if they pronounce this Canto to be inferior as a isAofe 
to the prece^ng, I will not appeal from their award, but 
I burn the manuscript, and leave things as they are. 

"Yours vciy truly, 

"P. S. In answer to a former letter, I sent you a short 
statement of what 1 thought the state cifour present copy- 
right accotmt, viz. six hui^red pounds still (or lately) duo 
on Childe Harold, and six hundred gumectty Manfred and 
Tasso) making a total of twelve hundred and thirty pounds. 
If we agree about the new poem, 1 shall take the liberty to 

reserve the ohoioe of the manner in which it should be pub- 
lished, viz. a quarto, certos." * * e « 

e e ♦ 
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LETTER CCCmi. 

TO MK. HOFPNER. 

«La Mira,S«pt. 12, 1817. 

“ I set out yesterday morning witli the intention of paying 
my r^pects, and availing myself of your permission to 
walk over the premises.’'^ On arriving at Padua, 1 found 
that the march of the Austrian troops had engrossed so 
many horses, that those 1 could procure were hardly able 
to qrawl ; and tlieir weakness, together with tlie prospect 
of finding none at all at the post-house of Monselice, and 
consequently either not arriving tliat day at Este, or so 
late^as to be unable to return home the same evening, in- 
duced me to turn aside in a second visit to Arqua, instead 
of proceeding onwards ; and even thus 1 hardly got back 
in time. 

“ Next week 1 shall be obliged to be in Venice to meet 
Lord Kinnaird and his brother, who are expected in a few 
days. And this interriiptinn, together with that occasioned 
by the continued march of the Austrians for the next few 
days, will not allow me to fix any precise period for avail- 
ing myself of your kindne.ss, tliough 1 should wish to take 
the earliest opportunity. Perhaps, if absent, you will have 
the g(K)dncas to permit one of your servants to show me 
the grounds and hoase, or as much of either as may be 
convenient; at any rate, I shall take the first occasion 
jxesible to go over, and regret very much that I was 
on yesterday prevented. 

“ I have the honour to be your obliged, &c.” ^ 


Pom, for I do n’t like the prose at all, at all: and in the 
meantime, the ‘Fire-worshippers’ is the best, and the 
‘Veiled Prophet’ tlie worst, of the volume. 

“With regard to poetry in general,* I am convinced 
the more I think of it, that he and all of ua— Scott, Sou- 
they, Wordsworth, Moore, Campbt;ll, I,— -are all in the 
wrong, one as much as anotlier ; tliat we are u|>on a wrong 
revolutionary poetical system, or systems, not worth a 
damn in itself* and from which none but Rogers and (yrabbe 
lire free ; and that the present and n(!xt generations will 
finally be of this ojiinlon. I am the more confirmed in 
this by having lately gftne over some of our classics, par- 
ticularly Pqyip, whom 1 tried in this way : — If took Moore’s 
fKsmis anrl my own and some others, and went over Uiem 
side by side with }\>pe’s, and 1 was really jtstonished (I 
ought not to have biiori so) and mortified at tlie inellable 
distance in point. of semso, loaniing, effect, and even tmogi- 
natimiy passion, and invention^ betv\'cen the little Clueen 
Anne’s man, and us of the Lower Empire, Depend upon 
it, it is all ILjriice then, and Claudian now among us ; and 
if I had to begin again, I would inonld myself accordingly. 
Crabbe’s the man, but he lias got a coarse and impracti- 
cable subject, and Rogers is retired half-pay, and 
has done enough, unless he were to do as he did formerly," 


LETTER CCCLV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


LETTER CCCLTV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

• “Sept. 15, 1817. 

“I enclose a sheet for correction, if ever you get to an- 
other C/dition. You will olwerve that tlie blunder in printing 
makes it apjfMiar as if the Chateau was over St. Cingo 
inslt'ad of being on the opposite shore of the Lake, over 
Cljircns. So, separate tlie paragraphs, otherwise my 
iepography will seem os inaccurate as your <i/pogrupliy 
on tills occasion. 

“ The other day I wrote to convey my proposition with 
regard to the fourth and concluding Canto. I have gone 
over and extended it to one hundred and fifty stanzas, 
which is almost as long as the first two wore originally, 
and longer by itself tlian any of the smaller poems except 
the ‘ (Corsair.’ Mr. Hobhouse has made some very valu- 
able and accurate notes, of considerable length, and you 
may be sure that I will do for the text all that 1 ean to 
finish with decency. 1 lode upon Childe Harold as my 
best ; and as I begun, I think of concluding with it. But 
I make no resolutions on tliat head, as I broke my fiiriiier 
intention with regard to the ‘ Corsair.’ However, I fear 
that I shall never better; and yet, not being thirty year.s 
of ago, for some moons to come, one ought to be progres- 
sive, as far as intellect goes, for many a good year. But I 
have had a devilish deal of tear and wear of mind and 
I body in my time, besides having published too often and 
much already. God grant me so«ie judgment to do what 
may be most fitting in that and every thing else, for I doubt 
my own exceedingly. 

“ I have read ‘ Lalla Rookh,’ but not with sufficient at- 
tention yet, for I ride about, and lounge, and ponder, and 
— two or three other tilings ; so that my reading is very 
desiultory, and not so attentive as it used to be. I am very 
glad to hear of its popularity, for Moore is a very noble 
fellow in all respect^ and will enjoy it without any of the 
bad feelings which success— good or evil— sometimes en- 
genders in the men of rhyme. Of the Poem itself, I vrill 
tel[ you my opinion when I have mastered it : I say of the 

A conntry-howe mj th« Eucanean htlla, near Eate, which Mr. Hopp- 
ner.^who wan then the Kiigliah eonaul«cenerai at Venice, had for aonie 
(ime'occu^ed, and which Lord Byron afterward rented of him, hut never 
reeided InR. 

16 


“Sept. 17, 1817. 

4c * « * A 

A A ♦ A A 

“Mr. Hobhouse purposes being in England in Novem- 
ber ; he will bring the Fourth Canto with him, notes and 
all: the t(?xt contains one hundred and fifty stanzas, which 
is long for that measure. 

“ Wiffi regard to tht< ‘Ariosto of the North,’| surely their 
thcmics, cliivalry, war, and love, were as like as can be ; 
and as to the coniplinu nl, if yon knew what the Italians 
think (if Ariosto, j on would u(»t hesitate about that. But 
as to their ‘measures,’ you ferget that Ariosto’s Is an oc- 
tave stanza, and Scott s any tiling but a stanza. If you 
Uiink Scott will dislike it, sav so, and I v(ill expunge. 1 do 
not call him the ‘ Srof.ch Ariosto,’ w-hich would he sad^yro- 
vincial eulogy, but tlie ‘Ariosto of the North^ incaning of 
all countries that are 7iot the Sout/i. 

A 

“As! have recently troubled you rather frequently, I 
will conclude, repeating that I am 

“Yours ever, Stc," 


LETTER CCCLVL 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Oct. 12, 1817. 

“Mr. Kinnaird and his brother. Lord Kinnaird, have 
I been here, and are now gone again. All your missives 
came, except the tooth-powder, of which I request farther 
supplies, at ail convenient opportunities ; as also of mag- 
nesia and soda-powder.s, Ixith great luxuries here, and 
neillier to be had good, or indeed hardly at all, of the 
lativcs. 

A A A A A A 

“ In Coleridge’s Life I perceive an attack upon the then 
Committee of D. L. Theatre for acting Bertram, and an 
attack upon Maiurin’s Bertram for being acted. Con- 
sidering ail things, this is not very grateful nor graceful 

On thii parof'mph, in the MS. fOf>y of the above loiter, F And IIm 
following note, in the tiandwriiiiig of Mr. (ilfforrl : “ There ii more good 
•enae, and fooling, and Judgment in ihioiiaMiigo, than in any other 1 Wtr 
•eatk or Lord Byron wrote.”— Mooro. 

1 Sre lettera foi* BowIm and Blackwood, 
i See Letter 346. 
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on the part of the worthy aatobiographer; and I would * If you can send me the paper m whk^ ^ 

answer, if I had not obliged him. Putting my own pains Edinburgh Review mentions, ® . 

to forward the views of Coleridge out of the question, I magazine you say was written by Wilson 7 it had all the a» 
know that there was every disposition, on the port of the of being a poet’s, and was a very good one. I he Emnburgh 
Sub-Commitbee, to bring forward any production of his, Review 1 take to be Jeffrey’s own by its tnendlinesB. 1 
were it feasible. The play he offered, though poetical, did wonder they thought it worth while to do s^ so soen after 
not appear at all practicable, and Bertram did and the former ; but it was evidently with a good motive, 
hence this long tirade, which is the last chapter of his “I saw Hoppner the other day, whwe country-house at 
vagabond life. Este I have taken for two years. If you come out next 

‘‘As for Bertram, Maturin may defend his own be- summer, let me know in lime. Love to Gifford, 
gotten, if he likes it well enough ; I leave the Irish clergy- “Yours ever truly, 

man and the new orator Henley to battle it out between “Cmbbe, Maieoim, Hamilton, and Chaotrey, 

them, satisfied to have done the best I could for hoM. I Are all partaken of my pantry. ^ 

may say this to you, who know it, 

♦ . ♦ * * * * aficr- 

• Mr. Coleridge may console himself with the fervour, — ,, ah i k u ■ »» 


the almost religious fervour of his and Wordswortli’s dis- 
ciples, as he calls it. If he means that as any proof of 
their merits, I will find him as much ‘ fervour’ in behalf of 
Richard Brothers and Joanna Southcote as ever gatlicred 
over liis pages or round his fireside. * ♦ ♦ 

“ My answer to your profiosition about the Fourth Canto | 
you will have received, and I await yours ; — perhaps we j 
may not agree. I have since written a Pmim* (of 84 
octave stanzas,) humorous, in or afti^r tlie extrellent manner 
of Mr. Whistlecraft (whom I take to he Frere,) on a 
Venetian anecdote which amused me: — till 1 have 
your answer, 1 can say nolhing more about it. 

“ Mr. Uobhouse does not return to I'lnglaiul in Novem- 
ber, as ho intended, but will winter here; and as he is to 
convey the p(»ein,or poems, — l'<»r there may perhaps be more 
than the two mentioned (which, by-the-way, I shall not 
perhaps include in the same publication or agreement)-— 

1 shall not be able to publish so sfKin as expected; but I 
■uppoRo there is no harm in the delay. 

“ I have sigrml and sent your former copyrif^hts by Mr. 
Kinnaird, but rutt tbi; remptf because the money is not yet 
paid. Mr. Kinnaird has a pow'cr of attorney to sign fiir 
me, and will, when necessary. 

“Many thanks for tlie. iulinhurgh Review, which is very 
kind about Manfred, and defends it.s originality, whicii 1 
did not know that any body had attacked. I tieecr remi, 
ami do not know tliat I ever saw the ‘ b’auslus of Marlow,’ 
and hod, and have, no dramatic works by me in hhigUsh, 
except the recent things you sent me; but I heard Mr, 
Lewis translate, verbally some scenes of CiofMie's Fount 
(whicli were, some- goo«l and some bad) last sutnmtir — 
which is all I know of 1.1 U5 hisU^ry of that iiiagicul person- 
ae ; and as to the germs of Manfred, they may be found 
in tlie Journal which I sent to Mrs. I.eigh (part of which 
you saw) when 1 went over first tlie Dent de .Taman, an<l 
then the Wengon or Wengeberg Alp and Sheideck, and 
made the giro of the Jungfrau, Shreekhom, &c. &c. 
•hortly before I left Switzerland. I have tlio wdiolc scene 
of Manfred before me as if it was but yesterday, and could 
point it out, spot by spot, torrent and all. 

“Of the Prometheas of Aeschylus I was passionately 
fond as a boy (it was one of the Greek plays we read 
thrice a year at Harrow ;) indeed that and the ‘Medea’ 
were the only ones, except the ‘Seven before Thebes,’ 
which ever much pleased me. As to the ‘Faustus of 
Marlow,’ I never read, never saw, nor heard of it — at least, 
thought of it, except that I think Mr. Giffiird mentioned, 
in a note of his which you sent me, something about the 
catastrophe ; but not as having any thing to do with mine, 
which may or may not resemble it, for any tiling I know. 

“The I^ometheus, if not exactly in my plan, has always 
been so much in my head, that I can easily conceive its 
inffuence over all or any thing that I have written;— but I 
deny Marlow and his progeny, and beg that you wiU do 
the tame. « 


LETTER CCCLVn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Oct. 23, 1817. 

two letters are before me, and our bargain is no 
far concluded. How sorry I am to liear that Gifford is 
unwell ! Pray toll me ho is better; 1 hope it is nothing but 
■ c/)td. As you say his illness originates in cold, I trust it 
j will get no farther. 

“Mr. Whistlecraft has no greater admirer tlian myself: 
I have written a story in 89 stanzas, in imitation of him, 
■called Uepf^H) (the short name for Giuseppe, tiiat is, tho 
j Joe of the Italian Joseph,) which I shall throw you into the 
balance of the Fourth Canto, to help you round to your 
money ; but you jxjrhaps had bettor publish it anonymously; 
but this we will see to by-and-by. 

“Ill the Notes to (Tanto Fourtli, Mr. Hobhouse has 
pointed out ncvmd errors of Gibbon, You may dcficnd 
upon H.’s rt5seurch and accuracy. You may print it in 
what slmjie you jilease. 

“ Witli regard to a future largo Kclition, you may print 
all, or any thing, excejit ‘l^mglish Bards,’ to the republica- 
tioii of whieli at no time will I consc'ijt. I would not rejirint 
them on any consideration. I don’t think them good for 
much, even in point of po<^try; and as to other things, you 
are to recollect that 1 gave up the publication on account 
of tho Hollands^ and .1 do not think tiiat any time or cir- 
cuiiistamxs can neutralize the suppression. Add to which, 
that, after being on terms with almost all the bards and 
critic-s of the day, it would lie savage at any time, but worst 
of all wota, to revive this foolish Lampoon. 

“The review of Manfred came very safely, and I am 
niuch pleased with it. It Is odd that they should say (that 
is, somebody in a magazine whom the Edinburgh contro- 
verts,) that it was taken from Marlow’s Faust, which I 
never read nor saw. An American, who came the other 
day fi-om Gcrnpiny, told Mr. Hobhouse that Manfred was 
taken from GotMhe’s Ft^ust. The devU may take both tho 
Faustuses, German and English— I have taken neither. 

“Will you send to Hanson, and say that he has not 
written since Sdi September?— at least I have had no letter 
since, to my groat surprise. 

Will you desire Messrs. Morland to send out whatever 
addiuonal suras have or may be paid in credit immediately, 
and always, to their Venice correspondents 7 It is two 
months ago that tliey sent roe out an additional credit for 
one tlwwand pounds. I was very glad of it, but I don’t 
know how the devil it came ; for I can only make out 500 
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i£ Hanson's payment, and 1 had thought the other fiOO 
came from you ; hut it did not, it seems, as, by yours of the 
7ih instant^ you have only just paid tlie 12^/. balance. 

* Mr. Kitinaird is on his way home with the assignments. 
1 can hx no time for the arrival of Canto Fourth, which 
depends on the journey of Mr. Hobhouse home ; and I do 
not think tliat this will be immediate. 

^ Y ours, in great haste and very truly, ** B. 

S. Morlands have not yet written to my bankers 
apprising the payment of your Imlaiices: pray desire thorn 
to do so. 

“Ask dicm about llie previous thousand — of which I 
know 500 came from Hanson's — and make out tlie other 
• fhat is, whence it came.” 


LETTER CCCLVIII. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Nov. 15, 1817. 

“Mr. Kinnaird has probably returned to England by thU 
lime, and will have convoyed to you any tidings yon may 
wish to have of us and ours. 1 have; (;oni(' ba« ‘k to Venice 
{or tile winter. Mr. Hobhouse will probalily set off in 
’>ocoTn'i r but what day or week, 1 know not. He is n»y 
neighbour at present. 

“ i wrote yesterday in some perplexity, and no very good 
humotJi, :o ivlr. Kinnaird, to infv)rin me. about Newst cad 
and the Hansons, of which and whom I hear nothing since 
hia departure from this place, except in a few nnintclligiblc 
lioni an unintelligible w'otriun, 

1 am as sorry to hear of Dr. Folidori’s acc.ident as one 
ca»i he for a person for whom one Itas a dislike, and s(»nu‘- 
tjl'iug of contempt. "When he gels w’ell, {<;ll me, and how 
he gels on in tlie sick line. Ptxjr f«*.Uow! how came he to 
tiX tliorc? 

“ I fear Ihr doctor’s skill at Norwich 
Will hardly sail the tioclor’a porridge. 

Mefhought he was gtnng to the Brazils, to give the Portu- 
guese physic (of which tJicy are fond to desperation,) will 
tin; Danish consul. 

HC * 

“Your new Canlo has expanded to one hundred and 
sixty-seven stanzas. It will be long, you see; and as (or 
the notes by Hobliouse, 1 suspect lliey will Ije of the. heroic 
size. You must keep Mr. * * in good humour, for he is 
devilish touchy yet about your Review and all winch it 
inherits, including the editor, the Admiralty, and its b«»ok- 
s^dler, I used Uj think that / was a good deal of an atith<>r 
in amotir prvpre and rutli YUelangere; but tht;se prose ^cllow^ 
are worst, after all,alH>ut their little comforts. 

*Do yon remember my mentioning, some months ago, 
the Marquis Moiicada— a Sjianiard of distinction and 
fiurscore years, mj^suiimier neighbour at La Mira ? Well, 
about six weeks ago, he fell in love with a Venetian girl 
of family, and no*fortune or character; Uwk her into his 
mansion ; quarrelled with all his former friends fur giving 
flhim advice (except me who gave him none,) and installe<? 
lier present concubine and future vtjjjfe and mi.strcss of him* 
self and furniture. At the end of a month, in wliich she 
demeaned herself as ill as possible, he found out a cor- 
res)»ondence between her and some former keeper, and 
after nearly strangling, turned her out of the liouse, to the 
great scandal of the keeping part of tlie town, and with a 
prodigious ^lat, w’luch has occupied all the canaks and 
cofTefj-houscs in Venice. He said she wanted to poison 
him ; and she says — God knows what ; but between them 
they have made a great deal of noise. I know a little of 
boUi the parties: Mcmcada seemed a very sensible old man, 
a character which he has not quite kept up on this o(^- 
Bion ; and the woman is rather showy tlian pretty. For 
the honour of wligion, she was bred in a convent, and for 
the credit of cJreat Britain, taught by an Englishwoman. 

“Yours, 


LETTER CCCLIX. 

To MR, MURRAY, 

“Venice, Dec. S, 1817. 

“A Venetuui lady, learned and somewhat stricken in 
years, having, in her intervals of love and devotion, taken 
upon her to translate the Letters and write the Life of 
Lady Maty Worlloy Montague, — to which undertaking 
there are two obstacles, firstly, ignorance of English, and, 
secondly, a total deartii of information on the subject of her 
projected biography, — ^has appli<id to me for facts or falsi- 
jes ujxai tins promising project. Lady Montague lived 
the last twenty or more years of her life in or near Venice, 
I believe ; but hero they know nothing, and remember 
nothing, for the story of today is succ;eeded by the scandal 
of to-morrow; and the wit, and beauty, and gallantry, 
which might render your countrywoman notorious in her 
jwii country, must have been here no great distinction*— 
iceausc the first is in no request, and the two latter ara 
common to all women, or at least the last of them. If you 
•an therefore tell me any thing, or gel any tiling lokl, of 
^ady Worthy Montagiu*, 1 shall take it as a favour, and 
will transfer and translate it to the ‘ Dama’ in question. 
And I jiray you besides to seial me, by some quick and 
.siifti voyager, the edition of her Letters, and the stupid Life, 
y Dr. Dalluivap^ piililishcd by her proud and foolish family. 

“The death of the 1 Vuicess Charlotte lias been a shock 
:ven here, and must liave heeii an eartlupiake at home.* 
Tin; C/Ouricr's list of some thre(?hiindre<l heirs to the crown 
including the house of Wirtcniherg, with that * * *, 

p j ofdisrepulahle nu-mory, wliom I remember seeing 

at various halls during tlie visit of tlie Muscovites, &c. in 
1811,) must be very coiisulalory to all true lieges, as well 
as foreigners, except Signor I’ravis, a rich .lew merchant 
of this city, who complains grievously of the length of 
British mourning, which has countermanded all the silka 
vhich he was on the point of transmitting, for a year to 
•ome. The death of this poor girl is melancholy in every 
res)>cct, dying at twenty or so, in childbed — of a hoy too, a 
present princoss and future (ju<K‘n, and just as she began to 
he happy, and to enjoy herself and the hopes which she 
inspired. 

1 think, as far as I can recollect, she is the first royal 
Icfunct in childbed upon record in (jur history. I feel sorry 
ji every reR])e(;t— -flir the loss of a female reign, and a 
woman hitherto harmless; and all the lost r<;joicings, and 
addr«-sws, and ilnuikonncss, and disbursements of John 
Bull on tin; oc< asiun. * * * * ♦ if 

“'i'he Prince will marry again, after divorcing his wife, 
and Mr. Soutluy will wrilc an elegy now, and an ode tlien; 
the. Quarierly will hav(; an article against tlic press, and 
the h'.dinhurgh an article, hulf and haij] alsiut reform and 
right of divorce the British will give you Dr. 

Chalmers’s funeral sermon much commended, with a place 
in the. stars for deceasexl royalty; and the Morning Post 
will have already yelhid fortli its ‘syllables of dolour.’ 

‘Wo, wo, Nettlliny !— the young Nenllloy I’ 

“It is some time since I have heard from you; are you 
in had Iminour? I sujipose so. I have been so myseU; 
and it is your turn now, and by-and-by mine will come 
round again. “Yours truly, “B. 

“P. fc>. ("ountess Alhrizzi, come back from Paris, has 
brought me a medal of himself; a present from Denon to 
me, and a likeness of Mr. Rogers (belonging to her,) by 
Denon also.” 


LETTER CCCLX. 

TO MB. HOPPJfER. 

“Venice, Doc. 16, 1817. 

"T should have thinked you before, for your fevoura 
few days ago, had I not been in the intention of paying niy 

ChUtie Harold, (‘ante 4. »Un» 1T7. 
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U4 

respects, personally, this evening, from which I am deterred 
by the recollection that you will probably be at the Count 
Goess’s this evening, which has made me postpone my 
intrusion. 

think your Elegy a remarkably good one, not only as 
a composition, but both the politics and poetry contain a 
far gireater portion of truth and generosity tlian belongs to 
, or to the professors of these opposite pursuits, 
which usually agree only in one point, as extremes meet. 
I do not know whether you wished me to retain tlie copy, 
but I shall retain it till you tell me otherwise; and am very 
much obliged by die perusal. 

*My own sentiments on Venice, &c. such as they are, 
I had already thrown into verse last summer, in the Fourth 
Canto of Childe Harold, now in preparation for the press; 
and I think much more highly of tliem for being in coin- 
cidence with yours, “BeUove me yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCLXI, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 8, 1818. 

“ My dear Mr. Murray, 

You ’re In a damn'd hufry 
To sat up thig iiliinnitu Canto ; 

But (if tliey do n 't rob ua,) 

Tou ’ll set! Mr. Hobhouid 
Will bring it safe in hia portmanteau. 

8 . 

“ For the Journal you hint of, 

Aa ready to print t^fT, 

No doubt you do right to commend It j 
But aa yet 1 have writ off 
The deril a bit of 

Our ' Beppo when copied, 1 ’llaend It. 

• «««•• 

4. 

“ Then you ’▼e * * **a Tour,— 

No great thinga, to be aure,— 

You could hardly begin with a leaa work ; 

For the (loropoua raacallion 
Who do n’t apeak Italian 
Nor French, muat hare acribbled by gaeae*work. 

7 

** You can make any loaa up 
With ‘ Spence’ and big goaalp, 

A work which muat surely aucceed ; 

Then Clueen Mery’a Kpiglle-crnfi, 

With the new ’ Fyltc’ of ‘ Whietlecraft,* 

Must make people purchaae and read. 

'* Then you ’ve GeneralOordon, 

Who girded hie sword on. 

To aervH with a Muscovite master, 

And help him to polish 
A nation so owlish, 

They thought ahariiig their beards « disaater. 

9. 

For the man, ' poor and thread/* 

With witoro you ’d conclude 
A compact without more delay, 

Perhaps some such (ten is 
BllU extant in Venice ; 

But pleaee air, to mention pour pay.” 


LETTER CCCLXIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 19, 1818, 

• I send you the storyf in three otlier separate covers. 
Tt won’t do for your Journal, being full of political allusions. 
PritU alomy wUhout name ; alter nothing ; get a scholar to I 
see that the JUaHan phroees are correctly published (your I 
printing by-the-way, always makes me ill with its eternal 


blunders, which are incessant,) and God speed you. Hob* 
house left Venice a fortnight ago^ saving two days. I have 
heard nothing of or from liim. 

, “ Yours, &c. 

“ He has the w'hole of the MSS. ; so put up prayers in 
your back shop, or in the printer’s ‘ Chapel.’* » 


LETTER CCCLXIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 27,1818. 

“ My father — that Is, my Armenian father, Padre Pas- 
qiiali — in the name of all tlie other fathers of our Conyenl; 
sends you the enclosed, greeting. 

“Inasmuch as it has pleased the translators of the long- 
lost and lately -found portions of the text of Eusebius to 
put forth tlie enclosed prospect us, of which 1 send six 
copie.s, you arc hereby imjilorcd to obtain subscribers in 
the two Universities, and among the learned, and tlie un- 
learned, who would unlearn their ignorance. — This they 
(the Convent) request, / request, and do you request. 

“I sent you Beppo some weeks agone. You must pub- 
lish it alone ; it has politics and ferocity, and won’t do for 
your isthmus of a Journal. 

“Mr. Hubhoiise, if the Alps have not broken his neck, 
Is, or ought to be, swimming w-ith rny commentaries and 
his omi coat of mail in his teeth and right hand, in a cork 
jacket, between Calais and IJover. 

“ Jl is the height of the Carnival, and I am in the extreme 
and agonies of a new intrigue with I do n’t exactly know 
whom or what, except that she is insatiate of love, and 
won’t take money, and has light hair and blue eyes, which 
arc not common here, and tliat I mot her at the Masque, 
and that when her mask is off, 1 am as wise as ever. 1 
shall make what 1 can of tlie remainder of my youth.* ♦ 

♦ 4c Ik 


LETTER CCCLXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Venice^ Feb. 2, 1818. 

“Your letter of Dec. 8, arrived but this day, by some 
delay, common but inexplicable. Your domestic calamity 
is very grievous, and 1 feel with you as much as I dare feel 
I at all. Tliroughout life, your loss must be my loss, and 
I your gain my gain ; and, though my heart may ebb, there 
will always be a drop for you among tlie dregs.* 

“I know how to feel with you, because (selfishness being 
always the substratum of our damnable clay) I am quite 
wrapt up in my own children. Besides my little legiti- 
mate, I have made unto myself an illegitimate since (to 
say nothing of one before,)! and I look forward to one of 
those as tlie pillar of my old age, sufiposing that 1 ever 
reach— which I hope I never shall— that, desolating period. 
I have a great love for my little Ada, tliough perhaps she 
may torture me, like * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Your offorod addrets will be as acceptable as you can 
wish. I do n’t much care what the wretches of the world 
think of me— ah that ’s past. But I care a good deal what 
you tliink of me, and so, say what you like. You know that 
I am not sullen ; and, as to being etwagCy such things depend 
on circumstances. However, as to being in good humour 
in your society, there is no groat merit in that, because it 
would be an effort, or an insanity, to be otherwise. 

“ I do n t know what Murray may have been saying or 
quoting. I called Orabbe and Sam the fathers of present 
Poesy ; and said, that I thought— except them— otf of ‘ ve 
yoM were on a wrong tack. But I never said that .we 
did not sail well. Our fiune will be hurt by adimratum and 
imitation. When I say onr, I mean aU (L^ers inchidod,) 

* Boa Lines to Mr. Moore, p. 484. 


'* yide your letter.' 


tBeppcT. 


t See VeoiMy p. 474. 
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except the postscript of the Augustans. The next gene- ing brutes, sulky, abusive, and intolerable, Ponon was the 
ration (from the quantity and faciKty of imitation) will most bestial, as lar as the few times that I saw him went, 
tumble and break tlieir necks off our Pegasus, who runs which w ere only at William Bankes’s (the Nubian dis- 
away with us; but we keep the saddle^ because we broke coverers) rooms. 1 saw him once go away in a rage 
the rascal and can ride. But though easy to mount, he becaiwe nobody know the name of the ‘Cobbler ofMei^* 
is the devil to guide ; and the next fellows must go back to na,’ insulting tlieir ignorance with the most vulgar terms 
the riding-school and the manage, and learn to ride the of reprobation. He was tolerated in tliis state among the 
‘great horse.* young men for his talents, as the Turks think a madman 

* Talking of horses, by-the-way, I have transported my inspired, and bear with liim. He used to recite or rather 
own, four in number, to the Lido {heach^ in English,) a vomit pages of all languages, and could hiccup Greek like 
strip of some ten miles along the Adriatic, a mile or two a Helot ; and certainly Sparta never shocked her children 
from the city ; so that I not only get a row in my gondola, with a grasser exliibilion tlian this man’s uitoxication. 
but*a spanking gallop of some miles daily along a firm and “I perceive, in the book you sent me, a long account of 
solitary beach, from the fortress to Malamocco, the which him, which is very savage. I cannot judge, as 1 never 
contributes considerably to my health and spirits. saw him sober, except in hall or combination-room ; and 


“ I have hardly had a wink of sleep tliis week past. We 
are in tlio agonies of tlie Carnival’s last days, and 1 must 
be up all night again, as well as to-morrow. I have had 
some curious masking adventures this Carnival, but, as they 
are not yet over, 1 shall not say on. I will work tiie mine 
of my youth to the last veins of tlie ore, and then — good 
night. I have lived, and am content. 

•Hobhouse went away before the Carnival began, so 
that iie had little or no fun. Besides, it requires some 
rimefoiv^ thoroughgoing with the Venetians; but of all 
tin::, aimn, in some other letter. * ♦ 

^ * 

* I mu dress for the evening. There is an opera and 
ridf'tta, and 1 know not what, besides balls; and bo. ever 
and over yours, “ B. 

“ P. S. i send this without revision, so excuse errors. 1 
delight m the fame and fortune of Lalla, and again congratu- 
lat' y ou on your well-merited success.’* 


LETTER CCCLXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Feb. 20, 1818. 

•I have to thank Mr. Crokcr for the arrival, and you 
for the contents, of tlic parcel which came last week, much 
quicker than any before, owing to Mr. Croker’s kind al- 
tenlion and the oHicial exterior of the bags ; and all safe 
except much friction among the magnesia, of which only 
two bottles came entire; but it is all very well, and I am 
exceedingly obliged to you. 

“ I’ho hooks I have read, or rather am reading. Pray, 
who may be Uie Sexagenarian, whose gossip is very amus- 
ing ? Many of his sketches 1 recognize, particularly Gif- 
ford, Mackintosli, Drummond, Duteus, II. Waljiole, Mrs. 
Inchbald, Opie, &c. with the Scotts, Loughborough, and 
most of tlie divines and lawyers, besides a few shorter liints 
of authors, and a few lines about a certain *noUe caUhary 
characterized as fnalignant and sceptical, according to the 
good old story, ‘«s it was in tlic beginning, is now, but 7ud 
always shall be f do you know such a person, Master Mur- 
ray? eh? — And pray, of the booksellers, wliich be you? 
the dry, the dirty, the honest, the opulent, tlie finical, the 
splendid, or tlie coxcomb bookseller ? Slap my vitals, but 
the author grows scurrilous in his grand climacteric. 

“ I remember to have seen Porson at Cambridge, in tlie 
hall of our college, and in private parties, but not frequently ; 
and I neVer can recollect him except as drunk or brutal, 
and generally both: I mean in an evening, for in tho hall, 
be dined at the Dean’s table, and I at tho Vicemaster’s, 
so that 1 was not near him ; and he then and there ap- 
peared sober in his demeanour, nor did I ever hear of ex- 
cess or outrage on his part in public, — commons, ediege, 
or chapel ; but I have seen him in a private party of under- 
graduates, many of them freshmen and strangers, take up 
a poker to one df tliem, and heard him use language as 
blackguard Is his action. I have seen Sheridan drunk, 
toe, with all the world ; but his intoxication was that of 
Batxhufl^ and Porson’s of Siienus. Of all tho disgust- j 


tlien I was never near enough to hear, and hardly to see 
him. Of his drunken deportment, I can be sure, because 
1 saw it. 

“ With tlie Reviews, I have been much entertained. It 
requires to bo as far from England as I am to relish a 
{Mirifxiical paper properly: it is like soda-water in an 
Italian summer. But what cruel work you make with 
Lady Morgan ! You sliould recollect that ^e is a woman ; 
though to be sure, tliey are now and then very provoking; 
still, as autlioresscs they can do no great harm ; and 1 think 
It is a pity so much go^ invective should have been laid 
out upon her, when Uiere is such a fine field of us, Jacobin 
gentlemen, for you to work upon. It is, perhaps, as bitter 
a critique as ever was written, and enough to make sad 
work for Dr. Morgan, both as husband and apothecary 
unless she should say, as Pope did of some attack upon 
liim, ‘ That it is as good for her as a dose of hartdwml 

“1 heard from Mixire lately, and was sorry to be 
made aware of his domestic loss. Thus it is — ^ medio de 
fonte leporuni’ — in tho acme of his fame and his happiness 
comes a drawback as usual. 

“Mr. Iloppner, whom I saw this morning, has been 
made the father of a veiy^ fine boy.* — Mother and child 
doing vt5ry well indeed. By this time Hobhouse should 
bo with you, and also certain packets, letters, &c. of raine^ 
sent since his departure. 1 am not at all well in health 
within this last eight days. My remembrances to Gifford 
and all friends. “ Yours, &c. *B. 

“P. S. In the course of a month or two, Hanson will 
lave probably to send ofl’a clerk with conveyances to sign 
(New.stoad being sold in November last for ninety-four 
diousand five hundred pounds,) in which case I supplicate 
supplies of articles as usual, for which, desire Mr. Kin- 
laird to settle from funds in their bank, and deduct from 
riy account with him. 

“P. S. To-morrow night I am going to see ‘ Otello,’ on 
opera from our ‘ Othello,’ and one of Rossini’s best, it is 
said. It will be curious to see in Venice the Venetian 
story itself represented, besides to discover what they will 
make of Shakspearc in music.” 


LETTER CCCLXVL 

TO MR, HOPPNER. 

“Venice, Feb. 28, 1818. 

“my dear sir, 

“Our friend, il Conte M., threw me into a cold sweat 
last night, by teUing me of a menaced version uT Mar^red 

* On the birth of thi* child, who wee chrinU-nwl John William Rizao, 
Lord B3rmii wrote the four fuuowtnx litiea, which ere io no other reapecC 
'finurkbble then that they were thought worthy of being metricaliy trane- 
atedinto no lew than ten different Janguagea; namely, (.» reek, 
talian, (also in the Veiteiiau dialect,) tierntan, Fmtch, Spaatah, Uly- 
-iao, ilabrew, Armenian, and Samaritan 

** Hia fathar’a aenae, hia motber’a graca 
To him, I hope, will alwaya III ao ; 

With (alill to keep him in gCMxi caae.) 
llie health and appetite of liizzo.’ 

The origlnaL Tinea, with the different Teraiona above mentioiMd, VSM 
printed io a anutU volume, in the Bemioary of ftdua.— Afoore. 
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(in Venetiaiit I hopej to complete the thing,) by 8om< wear upon their heads ;)— the ueite or old imtioiinl 

Italian, who had sent it to you for correction, which is the female costume, is no more. The city, however, is deca 3 ^ 
reason why I take the liberty of troubling you on the sub- ing daily, and does not gain in population. However, I 
ject. If you have any means of communication witli the prefer it to any other in Italy ; and here have I pitched my 
man, would you permit me to convey to him the otTor of stafl^ and here do I purpose to reside for the remainder of 
any price he may obtain, or think to obtain, for his project, my life, unless events^ connected with business n<M to be 
provided he will throw his translation into the fire, and transacted out of England compel me to return for that 
promise not to undertake any other of that or any other of purfjose ; otherwise 1 have few regrets, and no desires to 
my things: I will send him his money immediately on this visit it again for its own sake. I shall probably be obliged 
condition. to do so^ to sign papers for my affairs and a proxy for the 


^ As I did not write to the Italians, nor for the Italians, 
nor of the Italians, (except in a poem not yet published, 
where I have said all the good I know or do not know of 
them, and none of tiie harm,) 1 confess I wish that tlie) 
would let me alone, and not drag me into their arena as 
one of the gladiators, in a silly contest which I neithei 
understand nor have ever interfered with, having kept cleai 
of all their literary parties, botli here and at Milan, and 
elsewhere.— I came into Italy to feel the climate and be 
quiet, if possible. Mos.si'8 translation 1 would have pre- 
vented if I had known it, or could have done so ; and I trust 
that 1 shall yet be in time to stop this new gentleman, df 
whom I heard yesterday for the first time. He will only 
hurt himself and do no good to his party, for in party tlie 
whole thing originates. Our modes of thinking and writing 
are so unutterably different, that I can conceive no greater 
absurdity than attempting to make any approach between 
the English and Italian fmetry of the present day. I like 
the people very much, and their literature very much, but 
1 am not the least ambitious of being tlie subject of tlieir 
discussions literary and personal, (which appear to be 
pretty much the same thing, as is the case in most coun- 
tries ;) and if you can aid me in impeding this publication, 
you will add to much kindness already received from you 
by yours, “ Ever and truly, 

“ Bvron. 

“ P. S. How is the son, and mamma? Well, I dare say.” 


LETTER CCCLXVir. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“ Venice, March 3, 1818. 

•I have not, as you say, ‘taken to wife the Adriatic,’ I 
beard of Moore's loss from himself in a letter which was | 
delayed upon the road three months. I was sincerely 
sorry for it, but in such cases what are words? 

* The villa you speak of is one at Este, which Mr. IIopp- 
ner (Consul-general here,) has transferred to me. 1 have 
taken it for two years as a place of Villeggiatura. The 
situation is very beautiful indeed, among the Euganean 
hills, and the house very fair. The vines are luxuriant to 
a great degree, and all the fruits of the earth abundant. It 
is close to foe old castle of foe Estes, or Guelphs, and 
within a few miles of Arqua^ which I have visited twice, 
and hope to visit often. 

^Last summer (except an excursion to Rome,) I passed 
upon the Brenta. In Venice I winter, transporting my 
horses to foe Lido, bordering the Adriatic, (where tlie fort 
is,) so that I get a gallop of some miles daily along the strip 
of beach which reaches to Malarnocco, when in health ; 
but within foese few weeks I have been unwell. At pre- 
sent 1 am getting better. The Carnival was short, but a 
good one. 1 do n't go out much, except during foe time 
ciC masks ; but there are one cr two conversazioni, where 1 
go regularly, just to keep up foe system; as 1 had lettera 
to their givers ; and they are pardcular on such points ; and 
novtr. and then, though very rarely, to the Governor’s. 

a very good place for women. I like foe dialect 
lod their manner very much. There is a nmnetd about 
them which is very winnin;^ and the roWnce of the place 
is a mighty adjunct; the bd sangue is not, however, now 
fmong foe dame or higher orders ; but all under i faxzioti, 
m k«Khief% (a white kind of veil which foe tower orders 


Whigs, and to see Mr. Waite, for 1 can *1 find a good 
dentist here, and every two or three years one ought to 
consult one. About seeing my children, I must tak8 my 
chance. One I shall have sent here; and I shall be very * 
happy to see foe legitimate one when God pleases, which 
he perhaps will some day or ofoer. As for my mathe- 
matical wife, 1 am as well without her. 

“ Your account of your visit to Fonthill is very striking: 
could you beg of /urn for me a copy in MS. of the remaining 
Tales?^ I think I deserve them, as a strenuous and public 
admirer of the first one. I will return it when read, and 
make no ill use of the copy, if granted. Murray would 
send me out any thing safely. If ever I return to England, 

I should like very much to see the author, with his per- 
mission. In tlie mean time, you could not oblige me more 
than by obtaining me the perasal I request, in Prciicli or 
Engksli, — all’s one for that, though I prefer Italian to 
either. I have a French copy of Vathek, wliich I bought 
at Lausanne. I can read French with great pleasure and 
facility, tliough I neither speak nor write it. Now Italian 
I can speak willi some fluency, and write sufficiently for 
my purposes, but I do n't lilie their modem prose at all ; it 
is very heavy, and so different from MachiavelU. 

“ They say Francis is Junius ; — I think it looks like it. 

I remember meeting him at Earl Grey’s at dinner. Has 
not he lately married a young woman ; and was not he 
Madame I’aHeyrand’s camlicre eervmte in India years ago? 

“I read my death in the papers, wliich was not true. I 
see they arc marrying the remaining singleness of the royal 
family. They have brought out Fa 2 do witli great and 
deserved success at Covent-garilen ; that 's a good sign. I 
tried, during tlie directory, to have it done at Drury-lane, 
but was overruled. If you tliink of coming into this country, 
'ou will let me know jierhaps beforehand. 1 suppose 
Moore won’t move. Rose is here. I saw him the ofoer 
night at Madame Albrizzi’s ; he talks of returning in May. 
My love to the Hollands. “ Ever, &c. 

“P. S. They have been crucifying Othello into an opera, 
Otello, by Rossini ;) tlie music good, but lugubrious ; but 
is for the words, all the real scenes with lago cut out, and 
the greatest nonsense instead; the handkerchief turned 
into a hiltet-iiouXy and tlie first sdnger would not blaek his 
face, for some exquisite reasons assigned in the preface. 
Singing, dresses, and music, very good.” 


LETTER CCCLXVin. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Venice, March 18, 1818. 

•my DEAR TOM, 

“Since my last, which I hope that you have received, I 
have had a letter from our friend Samuel.f He talks of 
Italy this summer — ^won’t you come with him? I don't 
mow whether you would Ukc our Italian way of life or not 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ They are an odd people. The ofoer day I was telling 
girl, ‘you must not come to-morrow, because Marguerita 
IS coining at such a time,’ — (they are both about five fe^t 
.en inches high, with great black eyes and fine fingers— fit 
.0 breed gladiators from— and I had som^. difficulty to 

• A continuation of Vatbek, by Mr. Beckford. 
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prevent a battle upon a rencontre once before^) — ^‘unless 
you promise to be friends, and' — the answer was an inter- 
ruption, by a declaration of war against the other, which 
•he said would be a *Guerra di Candia.’ Is it not odd, 
that the lower order of Venetians should still allude pro- 
verbiaHy to that famous contest, so glorious and so fatal to 
the Republic? 

“ They have singular expressions, like all the Italians. 
For example, * Viscere’ — as we would say, *my love,* or 

* my heart,' as an expression of tenderness. Also, ‘ 1 would 
go for you in the midst of a hundred knives.^ — ^ Mazza ben} 
excessive attachment, — literally, ‘ I wish you well even to 
killiilg.’ Then they say, (instead of our way, ‘do you think 

* I would do you so much harm?*) ‘do you think 1 would 
asftMmtate you in such a manner?’—* T em\io perjide} bad 
■ weather; ‘Strado perjide} bad roads — with a thousand 
other allusions and metaphors, taken from the state of 
, society and habits in the middle ages. 

“1 am not so sure about mazza^ whether it don’t mean 
rmmiy i. e. a great deal, a moss, instead of the inteqjretation 
I have given it. But of the other phrases I am sure. 

“ Three o’ tli’ clock — must ‘ to bc;d, to bed, to bed,’ as 
mother Siddons (that tragical friend of tlie mathematical 
wife) says, ♦ * 

* t >|c >tc 4^. 

‘‘Have you ever seen — I forget what or whom — no 
matter. They tell me Lady Melbourne is very unwell. 

I shall bo so sorry. She was my greatest friend^ of the 
feminine gender when I say ‘friend,’ I mean not mistress, 
for that V the antipodes. Tell me all about you and every 
body — how Sam is — ^how you like your neighbours, tiie 
Marquis and Marchesa, &c. &c. “Ever, 


LETTER CCCLXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, March 25,1818. 

“ T have your letter, with the account of ‘ Beppo^’ for 
wliich 1 sent you four new stanzas a fortnight ago, in case 
you print, or reprint. 

“Crokcr’s is a good guess; but the style is not English, 
it is Italian ; — Berni is the original of aU, Whistlccraft 
was my immediate modd; Rose’s ‘Animali’ I never saw 
till a few days ago, — ^they arc excellent. But (as I said 
above,) Berni is the fatlier of that kind of writing, which 1 
think suits our language, too, very well ; — we shall see by I 
tlie experiment. If it does, I shall send you a volume in a 
year or two, for I know the Italian way of life well, and in 
time may know it yet better ; and as for the verse and tlie 
passions, I have them still in tolerable vigour. 

“ If you tliink tliat it will do you and the work, or works, 
any good, you majTput my name to it ; biU first consult the 
hunting ones. R will, at any rate, show tlicm that I can 
write cheerfully, and repel the charge of monotony and 
^ mannerism. “Yours, ^c.” 


LETTER CCCLXX. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Venice, April 11, 1818. 

* Will you send me by letter, packet, or parcel, half a 
dozen foe coloured prints from Holmes’s miniature, (the 
latter done shortly before I left your country, and foe prints 
about a year ago ;) 1 shall be obliged to you, as some people 
here have asked me for foe like. It is a picture of my 
upright seli^ done for Scrope B. Davies, Esq. 

“Why havl you not sent me an answer, and lists of 
nd^t^eribers to foe translation of foe Armenian JSitsdnus? 
cf whieh 1 sent you printed copies of the prospectus (in 
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French,) two moons ago. Have you had foe letter?— I 
shall send you another;— you must not neglect my Arme* 
nians. Tooth-powder, magnesia, tincture of m 3 rrrh, tooth- 
brushes, diachylon plaster, Peruvian bark, are my personal 
demands. 

•* gtrahan, Tonion, Llntot of the timei, 

Patron and pnblUher of rhymes, 

For thee the bard up Piodoa clirobe, 

My Murray. 

•* To thee, -with boiw and terror dumb, 

The unfledged MS. euthort come ; 

Thou priuteat all—aiid wneal aoine~* 

My Murray. 

** Upon thy table'a bai/,c ao green 
The laat new Auarterly ia aeen t 
But where ia thy new Magunne, 

My Murray f 

“ Along thy apruceat booh-ahclvea ahiiie 
The worka thou deemeal moat divine— 

The ‘ Art of Cookery,’ and mine, 

My Murray. 

•* Tours, Travels, Eaaaya, too, I wist, 

And Sermons to thy mill bring grist ; 

And then thou hast the * Navy List/ 

My Murray. 

' And Heaven forbid T should conclude 
Without the ' Board of Longitude,* 

Although this narrow paper would, 

My Mitrray !’* 


LETTER CCCLXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, April l!^ 1818. 
“This letter will be delivered by Signor Gioe. Bata. 
Missiaglia, proprietor of the Apollo library, and foe prin- 
cipal publisher and bookseller now in Venice. He sets 
out for London with a view to business and correspondence 
with the English bookseUers ; and it is in the hope that it 
may be for your mutual advantage foat I furnish him with 
tills letter of introduction to you. If you can be of use te 
liiin, either by recommendation to odiers, or by any per- 
sonal attention on your own part, you will oUige him, and 
gratify me. You may also perhaps both be able to derive 
dvanlagt;, or establish some mode of literary communicai- 
lon, pleasing to the public, and benelicial to one another. 

“At any rate, he civil to him for my sake, as well as for 
tlic honour and glory of publishers and authors now and to 
come for evermore. 

“ Will) him 1 also consign a great ninnber of MS. letters 
written in English, French, and Italian, by various English 
ijstablished in Italy during foe la.4t century; — foe names 
jf foe writers, Lord Hervey, Lady M. W. Montague, (hers 
are but few — some billets-doux in French to Algarotti,and 
me letter in English, Italian, and all sorts of jargon, to the 
same,) Gray, the poet, (one letter,) Mason, (two or three,) 
Grarrick, Lord Chatham, David Hume, and many of less 
note, — all addressed to Count Algurotti. Out of tliese, I 
think, with discretion, an amusing miscellaneous volume of 
etters might be extracted, provided some good editor were 
iisposed to undertake foe selection, and preface, and a few 
notes, &c. 

“ The proprietor of these is a friend of mine, Dr. AgUetd^ 
-a great name in Italy, — and if you are disposed to pub- 
lish, it will be for his bewfit^ and it is to and for him that 
you will name a price, if you take upon you the work. I 
would edit it myself, but am too far and too lazy to 
undertake it ; but 1 wish foat it could bo done. The letters 
of Lord Hervey, in Mr. Rose’s opinion and mine, are 
good ; and foe short French love-letters cerkmUy arc Lady 
M. W. Montague’s— foe French not good, but the senti- 
ments beautiful, (fray’s letter good ; and Mason’s tolera- 
ble. The whole correspondence must be well weeded ;hiA 
this being done, a small and pretty popular volume aoigiit 
be made of it.— There are many ministers’ letters— Gf^jr 
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the ambaesftdor at Naplei, Horace Maun, and others of 
the flame kind of amraid. 

* X thought of a preface, defending Lord Hervey against 
Pope’s attack, but Pope-— guood Pope, the poet — agains 
all the world, in the unjustifiable attempts begun by War* 
ton, and carried on at ^is day by the new school c:^ criticG 
and scribblers, who think themselves poets because they dc 
not write like Pope. 1 have no patience witli such ctirsec 
humbug and bad taste; your whole generation are not 
worth a Canto of tlie Rape of tlio Lock, or the Essay on 
Man, or the Dunciad, or * any thing that is his.’ — But it is 
three in tlie matin, and 1 must go to bed. 

“ Yours alway, Stc.” 


LETTER CCCLXXIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

« Venice, Apriin, 1818. 

•A few days ago, I wrote to you a letter requesting yoi 
to desire Hanson to desire his messenger to come on from 
Geneva to Venice, because I won’t go from Venice t< 
Geneva ; and if this is not done, the messenger may be 
damned, with him who mis-sent lum. Pray reiterate m} 
request. 

“ With the proofs returned, I sent two additional stanza.s 
for Canto Fourth ; did they arrive ? 

“Your monthly reviewer has made a mistake: Cavalim 
alone is well enough; ‘ CavaKer^ aerverUe^ has always the 
mute in conversation, and omitted in writing ; so that it is 
not for the sake of moire ; and pray let Griffiths know this, 
with my compliments. I humbly conjecture that I know 
as much of Italian society and language as any of his peo- 
ple ; but to make assurance doubly sure, 1 asked, at the 
Countess Benzona’s, last night, the question of more than 
one person in lAeq^cc; and of these ‘cavalien* serventf (in 
the plural, recollect,) I found that they uU accorded in pro- 
nouncing for ’ cavalier servente’ in the singular number. I 
wiflh Mr. ♦ (or whoever Griffith’s scribbler may be) 
would not talk of what ho do n’t understand. Such fellowi 
are not fit to be intrusted willi Italian, even in a quotation. 
♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

“Did you receive two additional stanzas, to be inserted 
towards the close of Canto Fourtli? Respond, tliat (if 
not) they may be sent. 

“Tell Mr. * * and Mr. Hanson, that they may as wel 
expect Geneva to come to me, as Uiat I should go to Ge- 
neva. The messenger may go or return, as he pleases ; I 
won’t stir : and I look upon it as a piece of singular absurdity 
in those who know me, imagining that I should — ^not to say 
maUcCi in attempting unnocessary torture. If, on Uie occa- 
sion, my interests should suffer, it is thdr neglect tliat is to 
blame ; and they may all be d ■ -d together 
♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ■ 

“ It is ten o'clock, and time to dress. 

“ Youre, &C.*’ 


LETTER CCCLXXni. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“April 23, 1818. 

“ The time is past in which I could feel for the dead, — 
or 1 should feel for the death of Lady Melbourne, the best, 
and kindest, and ablest female X ever knew, old or young. 
But * I have supped full of horrors ;* and events of this kind 
have only a kind of numbness worse than pain, like a vio- 
lent blow on the elbow or the head. There is one link less 
between England and myself. 

“Now to business. 1 presented ycai with Beppo^ as 
part of the contract for Canto FouiCh,~considering the 
price you are to pay for tlie same, and intending to eke 
you out incase of pul^c caprice or my own poetietd failure. 
If you choose to suppress it entirely, at Mr. t * *’b sug- 


gestion, you may do as you please. But recollect it is not 
to be published in a garided or mudlated state. I reserve 
to my friends and myself the right of correcting the pr^ , 
—if the publication continue, it is to continue in its present 
i form. 

* * * * * *^ 

“As Mr, ♦ * says that ho did not write this letter, &c^ 

I am ready to believe him; but for the firmness of my for- 
mer persuasion, I refer to Mr. + ♦ * wlio can inform 
you how sincerely I erred on this point. He has also the 
note — or, at least, had it, for I gave it to liim with my verbal 
comments thereupon. As to ‘Beppo,’ I will not alter or 
suppress a syllable for any man’s pleasure but my owik 
“ You may tell them this ; and add, that nothing but force . 
or necessity shall stir me one step towards the places to 
which they would wring me. 

>ic A *1* 

‘If your literary matters prosper, let me know. If 
‘ Beppo’ pleases, you shall have more in a year or two in 
the same mood. And so, ‘ Good morrow to you, good 
Master Lieutenant.’ “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCLXXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Palazzo Mocenigo, Canal Grande, 
“Venice, June 1, 1818. 

® Your letter is almost the only news, as yet, of Canto 
4th, and it has by no means settled its fate, — at least, does 
not tell me how tlie ‘Poeshie’ has been received by the 
public. But I suspect, no great tilings, — firstly, from Mur- 
ray’s * horrid stillness secondly, from what you say about 
the stanzas running into each other, whicli I take rtot to 
bej/ourSf but a notion you have binned with among tli« 
Blues. The fact is, tliat tlie terza rima of the Italians, 
which always runs on and in, may have led ino into expe- 
riments, and carelessness into rorifteil — or conceit into care- 
lessness— in either of which events failure will be probuhlo 
and my fair woman, ‘ supeme,’ end in a fish ; so that Childe 
Harold will be like the mermaid, my family crest, with the 
Fourth Canto for a tail liiereunto. I won’t quarrel with 
the public, however, for the ‘ Bulgars’ are generally right ; 
and if 1 miss now, I may hit another time:— and so ‘the 
rods give us joy.’ 

“You like BepjK); that’s right. * ♦ ♦ ♦ I have 
not had the Fudges yet, but live in hopes. I need not say 
that your successes are mine. By-the-way, Lydia White 
is here, and has just borrowed my copy of ‘ Lalla Uookh. 

* + ♦ + + + 

“Hunt’s letter is probably the exact piece of vulgar cox- 
combry you might expect from his situation. He is a good 
mail, with some poetical elements in liis chaos ; but spoiled 
by the Christ-Church Hospital and a Sunday newspaper, 
-to say nothing of the Surry Jail, wWich conceited him 
into a martyr. But he is a good niaij. When I saw 
Rimini’ in MSS., I told him that 1 deemed it gO(xl poetry 
at buUoin, disfigur«i»l only by a strange style, llis answer 
was, that his style was a system, or u/jon systein^ or some * 
such cant ; and, when a man talks of Ky.stcni, his case is 
hopeless; so I said no more to him, and very little to any 
one else. 

“He believes his trash of vulgar phrases tmtured into 
compound barbarisms to be old Engli.sh ; and we may say 
of it as Aimwell says of Captain Gibbet’s regiment, when 
the Captain calls it an ‘ old corps,’ — the oldest in Europe 
if I may judge by your uniform.’ He sent out his 'P'oliage 
►y Percy Shelley, and, of all the ineffable Centaurs tliat 
were ever begotten by Self-love upon a Night mare, I think 
tills monstrous Sagittary the most prodigious. He (Lei|^ 
H.)is an honest Charlatan, who has persuaded himself 

* Mr. Moore had eaid, tn hie letter to him, that tble ^etiee of eariTltif 
one eUnea into another, wae “ eomathing like takiM on faonas aae^i 
■tafa without baltiug.” 
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into a belief of his own un{x»stures, and talks Punch in pure 
simplicity of heart, taking himself (as poor Fitzgerald said 
of Aiwwelf in the Morning Post) for Vales in both senses, 
or nonsenses^ of the word. Did you look at the transla- 
tions of his own which he prefers to Pope and Cowper, and 
say^ so?— Did you read his skimble-skamble about * * 
being at the head of his own profession in the eyes of tJuae 
who followed it? I thought tliat poetry was an art, or an 
oUribulei and not a prof mum ; — but be it one, w that * + * 

* * * at the head ofyowr profession in your eyes? I ’ll 

be cursed if ho is of miVic, or ever shall bo. He is the only 
one of us (but ol* us he is not) whose coronation I would 
<sp)>ose. Let them take Scott, Caim)bell, OrablK*, or you 
or me, or any of tlio living, and tlirone him but not this 
r»i‘vs Jacob Behdien, this ♦ * » + 

* * * whose pride might have ke-pl 

him true, even had his princijiles turned as jicrvertcd as hi? 
soi-flisant fioctry. 

“ But Leigh Hunt is a good man, and a go(»d father — 
see his Odes to all the MasU^rs Hunt ; — a gfMxl husband — 
.see Ills Bonnet to Mrs. Hunt; — a good friend— see his 
Epistles to ditferent people ; — and a great eoxcomh, and a 
very vulgar person in every thing about him. But lliat ’s 
not ^ limit, hut of circufuata.nces. I 

* + 

II + ♦ * ♦ 

do not know any good model for a life of Sheridan 
hut. th.'it of Savage. Recollect, however, that the life of 
such a man may bomad»‘- far more amusing than if he, had 
bet'Si a tViiberforee ; — and this without otlVndiiig the living, 
or in .'iitJng the dead. The Wliigs abuse him; liowever, 
la lie. er left tliein, and such blunderers deservi' neither 
eie.du, nor compassion. As for Iii.s creditors, — remember, 
Sheridan mver had a shilling, and was thrown, with great 
pow(TS and passions, into llic thick of the world, and jiluced 
u|K»ii the piniiack' ofsucces.s, with no other external means 
!0 sup[»ort him in his <ileviUion. Did Fox * + + pay hi'i 
debt:* / — or did Sheridan take a subscription? "Was the 
Duke of Norfolk’s druukonness more exctwable than liis.^ 
Were his intrigues more notorious titan those of ail his 
contcm}}oraries? and is his memory to he hlastc'il, and 
their? respected ? Do n’t let yourself bo led away by 
clamour, hut compare him with the coalitioncr Fox, and 
the pensioner Burke, as a man of principle, and with ten 
hundred thousand in personal views, and with none in 
talent, fir he beat them all out and out. Without means, 
witliout connexion, without character (wliich might bo falsi' 
at tirst, and made him mad afterward from desperation,) In 
beat them all, in all he ever attempted. But alas, pooi 
human nature! Gtxid night — or, rather, morning. It i: 
lour, and the dawn gleams over tlie Grand Canal, and ur 
shadows the Rialto. I must to bed ; up all night — hut, as 
CjJeorgo Philpot says, ‘it’s life, though, damme, it’s life!’ 

“Ever yours, “B. 

“ Exc.ase error? — ^rio lime fir revision. The post goi 
out at, noon, and*! sha’ n’t be up then. 1 will write agaii 
soon about your pla7i for a publication.” 


LETTER CCCLXXV. 

" Since you desire the story of Margarita Cogni, you 
shall bo told it, tlioiigh it may be lengthy. 

“Her face is the fine Venetian cast of the old lime; her 
igure, though perlmps tcx> tall, is not less lino — and taken 
ihogethor in the national dress. 

“In the summer of 1817, * * * * and myself were saiin- 
oring on horseback along the Brenta one evening, when, 
jnong a group of peasants, wo remarked two girls as the 
irettiest wo had seen for some time. About this period 
here had bci^ great dLstress in the country, and I had a 
-tUc relieved some of tlie people. Generosity makes a 
groat i|^rc at veiy little cost in Venetian livre.s, and mine 


had jirobably been exaggerated as an Engludiman’s. 
Whether they remarked us looking at them or no^ I know 
not; but one of tliem called out to me in Venetian, ‘Why 
do not you, who relievo others, tliink of us also ?’ 1 turned 
round and answered her— ‘Cara, lu sei troppo bella 6 
giovane per aver’ bisogna del’ soccorso mio.’ She an- 
swered, ‘ If you saw my hut and my f(x)d, you would not 
say so.’ All tills passed half jestingly, and I saw no more 
of her for some days. 

“A few evenings after, we met with tliese two girls 
again, and tliey addressed us more seriously, assuring us 
of tlie truth of their slatemtint. They were cousins ; Mar- 
garita married, Uie other single. As 1 doubted still of the 
circumstances, I took tiie business in a diirerent light, and 
made an appointment witli them for tlie next evening. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ l|5 

* * In short, in a few cvenirigs we arranged our 

affairs, and fur a long space of time she was the only one 
who preserved over me an a.s(;endancy w hich was often 
disputed, and never impaired. 

“ The reasons for this were, firstly, her person very 
lark, tall, the Venetian face, very fine black eyes. She 
was two-and-tw'cnty years old, ♦ * * 

She was besides a thorough Vene- 
ianin her dialect, in her thoughts, in her countenance, in 
’Very thing, with all their naiA iJt and pantalwn humour, 
lesides, she could neither read nor write, and coukl not 
ilaguo me wiili letters, — except twice that she paid six- 
u'lice to a public scribe, under the piazza, to make a letter 
»r h(?r, upon some occa.sion when I was ill and could not 
Kfc' her. In oilier rc.<pocts, she was somewhat fierce and 
‘prepot elite.’ that is overbearing, and used to walk in when- 
evi.r it suited her, with no very great regiml to time, place, 
nor persons ; and if she found any women in her way, she 
knocKc’d them down. 

“ When J first knew her, T was in ‘relaz.ione’ (liaison) 
with la Signora * *, who was silly r’nough one evening at 
Dolo, accompanic'd by some of l»cr female fricnds,lo thrcjitcn 
her; for the gossips of the Villeggiatura had already found 
out, by the neighing of my horse one evening, tliat I used to 
‘ride, late in the night’ to meet the Foriuirina. Margarita 
threw haek lur veil (fazziolo,) and replied in very explicit 
Venetian : ‘ Vm are 7iot his ivifo : [ am not his v>ife: you 
} arc his Donna, and 7 am his })amia: your husband is a 
/>cccf>, and mine is another. For the rest, what right have 
you to rejiroach me? If he prefi rs mo to you, is it my 
iault ? Ifyoti wish to secure him, tie, him to your pctticoat- 
'•’Iring. But do not think to speak to nit? without a reply, 
because you hajijicn to be richer than I am.’ Having de- 
livered this pretty jiiecc of elofjumec (which I translate 
as it was translated to me by a bystander,) she went on 
her way, leaving a numerous audience, with Madame * 
to ponder at lier leisure on tlie dialogue between them. 

‘‘When I came to Venire for the winter she followed ; 
and as she found herself out to he a favourile, she came to 
me pretty ofte,n. But slie had inordinate self-love, and was 
not tolerant of other women. At the ‘ Cavalcliina,’ tlie 
masked hall on the last night of the Carnival, where all the 
world goes, she snatched off the mask of Madame Con- 
tarini, a lady noble by birth, and docent in conduct, for no 
other reason but hecaiiso sire haji|)ened to lie leaning on 
my arm. You may suppose wliat a cursed noise Ihismi^a'; 
^>ut this Is only one of her pranks, 

“ At last she quarrelled witli her husband, and one even- 
ing ran away to my house. I told her this would not do; 
the said she would lie in the street, but not go back to him ; 
bat ho beat her, (the gentle tigress !) spent her money, and 
scandalously neglecteti her. As it w'as midnight, T let her 
tav, and next day there was no moving her at all. Her 
iiisbaiiil came roaring and crying, ami entreating her to 
oine back — tu/t sin# ! He then apfilled to the fiolice, and 
'ley afipUed to me : 1 told them and her husband to toko 
icr; 1 did not want her; slic had come, and I could not 
ling licr out^f the window ; but tliev miglit conduct h«r 
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rmigh that or the door if they chose it. She went before 
D caamussaiyf but was obliged to return with that * becco 
ico,* as she called the poor man, wiio had a phthisic. In 
hw days she ran away again. After a precious piece 
work, fixed herself in my house, really and truly 
Ihout my consent ; but, owing to my indolonco, and not 
ing able to keep my countenance — for if I began in a 
ge, she always finished by malung me laugh widi some 
enetian pantaloonery or another ; and the gipsy knew 
is well enough, as well as her other (K)W6rs of persuasion, 
id exerted them with the usual tact and success of all 
le-things high and low, they are all alike for tliat. 

* Madame Ben7.oni also took her under her protection, 
nd then her head turned. She was aJxvays in extremes, 
it her crying or laughing, and so fierce when angered, that 
he was the terror of men, women, and children— for she 
lad die strength of an Amazon, with the temper of Medea. 
4he was a fine animal, but quite untarneable. / was the 
>nly person tliat could at all ke<qi her in any order, and 
.vhen she saw me really angry (whierthey tell me is a 
savage sight,) she subsided. But she had a diousand 
roolcrios. In her fazziolo, the dreas of the lower orders, 
she kjoked beautiful ; but, alas ! she longed for a hat and 
fea tilers; and aU I could say or do (and I said much) 
cxiuld not prevent this travestie. 1 put the first into tlic 
fire; but 1 got tired of burning tliem before she did of buy- 
ing them, so that she made herself a figure — for tliey did 
not at, all become her. 

“ Then she would have h<!r gowns with a tail — ^like a 
lady, forstjotli ; nothing would servo her but * I’abita colla 
coutt,’ or cua (that is llie Venetian for ‘ la cola,’ the tail or 
train,) and as her cursed pronunciation of the word made 
me laugh, there was an end of all controversy, and she 
dragged tiiis diabolical tail aflcr her every where. 

In the mean time, she heat women and stopped my 
letters. I found her one day pondt^ring over one. Sh 
used to try to find out hy their shape whether tliey were 
feminine or no ; and she used to lament her ignorance, and 
actually studied her alphabet, on purpose (as she declared 
to open all letters addressed to me, and read their contents 
“ I must not omit to do justice to her housekeeping <|uali- 
ties. After she came into my house as ‘ donna di goverrai 
die expenses were reduced to less than half, luid cviTy 
body did their duty better — the apartments were kepi 
in order, and every thing and every b»xly else, cxcej 
herself. 

* That she hatl a sufficient regard for me in her wik 
way, I had many reasons to believe. X will mention one 
In the autumn, one day going to the liUlo with iny gon- 
doliers, we were overtaken by a heavy mpiall, and th 
gondola put in peril — liats blown away, boat filling, oar 
lost, tumbling sea, tliunder, rain in torrents, night coining, 
and wind unceasing. On our return, after a tight struggk 
1 found her on tlio open steps of the Mocenigo palace, or 
tlie Grand Canal, witli her great black eyes iiasliing 
Uirough her tears, and tlie long dark hair, which wa5 
streaming, drenched with rain, over her brows and breast 
She was perfectly exposed to the stiirni; and the win< 
blowing her hair and dress about her thin tall figure, and 
the lightning flashing around her, and Uie waves rollhig ai 
her feet, made her look like Mtxloa alighted from he 
chariot, or tlie Sibyl of the tempest that was rolluig arounc 
her, tlio only living tiling witliin hail at tliat moment cxcep 
ourselves. On seeing me safe, she did not wait to greci 
«ne, as might have been cx^^ectod, but calling out to me— 
Ah ! can’ della Madonna, xe esto il tempo por andar’ a' 
Lido?* (Ah! dog of the Virgin, is this a tiine logo h 
Lido?) ran into the house, and solaced hersolf witli scold- 
ing the boatmen for not foreseeing Uie ‘ temporale.* I an 
told by the aervants that she had only been prevented from 
cowing in a boat to look after mt^ by (the refusal of all th* 
gioluioliers of tlie canal to put out into tlie harbour in sue! 

moment ; and that then she sat down on the steps in ali 
ihn thickest of the squall, and would neither be removec 
nor cennfortod. Her joy at seeing me again was mode- 


ratoly mixed with icrocity, and gave me the idea of a tigress 
tver her recovered cubs, 

“But her reign drew near a close. She became quite 
mgovemable some muntits after, and a concurrence of 
lomplaints, some true, and many false — ^‘a favourite has 

0 friends’— determined me to part with her. I told. her 
;uietly that she must return home, (she had acquired a 
Lifficaent provision for herself and mother, &c. in my 
3rvice,) and she refused to quit the house. 1 was firm, 
.nd she went threatening knives and revenge. 1 told her 
hat I had seen knives drawn before her time, and that if 
the chose to begin, there was a knife, and fork also, at her 
crvice on tho table, and that intimidation would not do. 
The next day, while I w as at dinner, she walked in, (liaving 

iroken ojien a glass door that U'd from the hall below to 
the staircase, by way of prologue,) and advancing straight 
up to the table, snatched the knife from my hand, cutting 
me slightly in the thumb m the operation. Whether she 
neant to use this against hersedf or me, I know not — 
trobably against neither — but Fletcher seized her by the 
anns, and disarmed her. I then called my boatmen, and 
lesired them to g(!t the gondola ready, and conduct her to 
!icr own house again, seeing carefully tliat she did herself 
lo miscliM'f hy the way. Sho seemed quite quiet, and 
walked down stairs. I r<?siiined my dinner. 

“ W e hoard a great noise, and went out, and met them 
on tho staircase, carrying ht‘.r up stairs. She had thrown 
herself into the canal. That she intended to destroy 
lerself, 1 do not believe: hut w'hcn we consider tlie fear 
wonu^ii and men who can ’t swim have of deep or even of 
sliallow water, (and the Venetians in particular, though 
they live on the weaves,) and that it was also night, and 
dark, and very cold, it shows that she had a devilish spirit 
:>f some srirt within her. They had got her out without 
tiiuch difiicuky or damage, cxcjeptiiig the salt water she 
had swallowed, and the wetting she had undergone. 

“ I foresaw her intention to rctix herself, and sent for a 
surgeon, inquiring how many hours it would require to 
restore her from her agitation ; and he named tlie time. I 
tlicn said, ‘I give you that time, and more if you reipiire it; 
but at tho expiration of this prescribed period, if a/ic does 
not leave tlie house, / will.’ 

“AH my peopk5 were consternated. They had always 
been frighteneil at her, and were now paralyzed: tliey 
wanted me to apply to the jiolice, to guard myself, &c. &.c. 
like a puck of snivelluig servile boobies, as they were. I 
did nothing of tlie kintl, thinking that 1 might as well end 
tliat w ay as another ; besides, I had been used to savage 
woiiien, and know their ways. 

“I had her sent home fjuietly after her recovery, and 
never saw her since, except twice at the opera, at a dislanco 
among the audience. She made many atte.mpt8 to return, 
but no more violent ones. — ^Aiid tliis is the story of Mar- 
garita Cogn, as fai- as it relates to me. 

“1 forgot to mention that she was verySdevout, and would 
cross herself if she heard the prayer time Jlrike. + * 

“She was quick in reply; as, for instance — One day 
vhen she had made me very angry witli beating somebody 
>r other, 1 called her a* core, (a cmc, in Italian, is a sad 
affront.) I called her ‘ Vacca.’ She turned round, curt- 
sied, and answered, ‘ Vacca tuoy ’celenza,’ (i. c. ecccllenza.) 

‘ Four cow, please your Excellency.’ In short, she was, as 

1 said before, a very fine animal, of considerable beauty 

and energy, witli many gcKxi and several amusing qualities, 
but wild as a witch and fierce as a demon. She used to 
boast puWicly of her ascendency over me, contrasting it 
with tliat of otlier w^omen, and assigning for it sundry 
reasoas, * * *. True it was, that tliey all tried to get her 
aw'ay, and no one succeeded till her own absurdity helped 
them. • 

“I omitted to toll you her answer, when I reproached her 
for suatcliing Madame Contariui’s mask at fifie Cavalchina. 
1 represented to her that she was a lady of high birth, '.una 
Datna,' &c. She answered, *Se ella ^ dama mi (to) son 
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Veneziana if she is a lady, I am a Venetian.* Thu 
would have been fine a hundred years ago, tho pride of the 
nation rising up against the pride of aristocracy:* but, alas! 
Venice, and her people, and her nobles, arc alike returning 
fast to the <x;ean; and when? thi're is no independence, 
the^e caii be no real sell-respect. I bi:Iievc tiiat I mistook 
or misstate<l one of her phrases in my letter; it should 
^ have been — ‘Can’ della Madonna, cosa vus’ tu? osto non 
6 tempo per andar’ a Lido?”’ 


• LETTER CCCLXXVI, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, .Tunc 18, 1RI8. 

“nnsinesB and the utter and iriexf>licable silence of all 
my correspondcnls renders me impatient iu)d troiibk'soinc, 
I wrote to Mr. Hanson for a balance which is (oroii«.'ht t(» 
be) in his hands; — no answer. I expcclcd the nicss<‘iji'^cr 
with the Newstcad pa])ers two inontlis a^o, and instead of 
him, T received a requisition to proceed to Gem‘va, which 
(from * *, who knows my wislies and <»piiiioriP ul>oul 
approaching J^nglanil) could only he irony or insult. 

“ I must, thcreioni, trouble i/fm to pay into my hankers’ 
immetlidivly whatever sum or sums you can make it con- 
vement to do on our agreemeait ; otherwise, I .shall be pul 
to the ficivresl and most immediate inconvcnieiM'e ; and 
this at a time when, by ever}' rational prosjart. and ealeti- 
lation, I ought to he in the reci'ipt of conskU'rahh* sums. 
Fray do not neglect this; you have no idea to what ii.eiaj- 
venience you will otherwise put me. *• * had some absurd 
notion about the disposal of this money in annuity, (or God 
knows what,) which I merely li.stened to when lie was 
here to avoid squabbles and sermons; hut 1 have occasion 
for the principal, and had never any staiou.s idea of 
ap[)ropriating it otherwise than to answer my [KTsonal 
exjienses. llohhouse’a wish is, if })Os.sihle, to force me 
hack to England : lie will not succeed ; and if he did, I 
would not stay. I liatc the country, and like this; and all 
foolish opjiosition, of courses, rnendy adds to the feeling. 
Your silence makes me doubt the success of Oiuito Fourth. 
If it ha.s failed, I will make such deduction as you think 
prtiper and fair from the original ngreemeril ; hut I <‘onld 
wish whatever is bo paid were remitted to me, without 
delay, through the u.sual channel, by course of jiost. 

“ When I tell you that I ha V(< not heard a word from 
England since very early in May, I have made the euk>» 
giuin of rny friends, or the persons wdio call themselves .so, 
since I have written so often and in the grcate.st anxiety. 
'I’hank Gixi, the longer 1 am absent, the less cause I see 
f(>r regretting the country or its living contents. 

•I am yours, &c. 

•P. S. Toll Mr. + * + that + ♦ ♦ ♦ 

t:*: + 

and that I will never forgiv(? him, (or any body,) the atrocity 
of their late silence at a time when I wished particularly 
to hear, for every reason, from my friends.” 


LETTER CCCLXXVII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, July 10, 1818- 

“ I have received your letter and the credit from Mor- 
lands, &c. for %vhom I have also drawn upon you at sixty 
days’ sight for the remainder, according to your proposition. 

“ I ant still waiting in Venice, in exjjectancy of the arrival 
of Hanson’s clerk. What can detain him, 1 do not know ; 
but I trust that Mr. Hobliouse and Mr. Kinnaird, when 
their political fit is abated, will take die trouble to itKjuirc 


and expedite him, as I have nearly a hundred thousand 
pounds depending upon the completion of the sale and dio 
signature of tJic papers. 

“ The draft on you is drawn up by Siri and Willhaim. 
hope that tlu^ ti>rm is correct. 1 signed it two or three 
Jays ago, desiring them to forward it to Messrs, Morlond 
and Ransom. 

“Your projected editions for November had better be 
postponed, as J have some things in project, or preparation, 
that may he of use to you, though not very im{X>rtant in 
tJicunselves. I have completed on Ode on Venice,* and 
have two Htories, one serious and one ludicrous, (k la 
Beppo,) not yet finished, and in no hurry to be so. 

“ You talk of the letter to Hobhouse being much admired, 
and speak of pros<;.f I think of w'riting (for your full 
edilion) some Memoirs of my life, to prefix to diem, upon 
the same m<Klcl (though far fjnougli, I fear, from reaching 
it,) of Giflord, Hume, &c. ; and tliis without any intcnti<m 
of making disclosures, f)r remarks upon living people, wliich 
would be unpleasant to them : hut 1 think it might be done, 
und well done. However, tliis is to he considered. I have 
mutirinh in plenty, but the gri ater [mrt of thorn could not 
he used by me, nor for lliese hundred years to come. 
However, tliere is enough williout th«‘se, and merely as a 
literary man, to make a jireDice lor such an edition as you 
meditate. But this is hy-llu>wuy ; 1 have not made up my 
mind. 

“ J enclose you a note on flic subject of ‘jFamma,’}; which 
Hohhou.se can dress for you. It is an extract of (larticu- 
lars from a hisfi^ry of Ferrara. 

“f trust you have been atlcnlive to Missiaglia, for die 
English have the character of neglecting die Italians at 
present, which 1 hope you will redeem. 

“ Yours in haste, * B.” 


LETTER CCCLXXVni. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

‘‘Veiiice, July 17,1818. 

“T suppoF’c that Aglietfi will tak(5 whatever you offer, but 
till his return from Vienna I can make him no proposal; 
nor, indeed, have you authori/.i^d me to do so. The three 
Fnmch notes arc by Lady Mary; also another half* 
Englisii-Freiir.h-Ilalian. I’lioy are very pretty and pas- 
sionate; il is a pity that a piece of one of them is lost. 
Algurotti seems to liave treated her ill ; but she was much 
his senior, and all women are used ill — or say so^ whether 
they are or not. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“I shall be glad of your books and jwwders. I am still 
in waiting for Hanson’s clerk, but luckily not at Geneva. 
All my goixj friends wrote to mo to hasten to meet 
him, but not. one had the good sense, or the gCHnl nature, to 
writi'> afterward to t^^lI me dial it w'ould be time and a 
journey dirown away, as he could not set off for some 
niondis after tho peruxl apfiointcd. If 1 ftml taken the 
journey on the gciiieTal suggestion, I never would have 
siH>ken again to one of you as long tis 1 existed. I have 
written to request Mr. Kinnaird, when die foam of his 
jiolitics is wiped away, to extract a [Kisitive answer from 
that + * * and not to keep me in a state of suspense 
uptm the subject. 1 hope tiiat Kinnaird, who has my 
power of attorney, keeps a look-out upon the gentleman, 
which Is the more necessary, as 1 have a great dislike to 
die idea of c»jming over to look after him my.'^clf. 

“ I have several things begun, verse and prose, but none 
in much forwardness. 1 have written some six or seven 
sheets of a Life, which 1 mean to continue, and send you 
w'hen fiiiLshed. It may perhaps serve for your projected 
editions. If you w'ould tell me exactly (for I know nodiing 


* S»*e pat!*- 204. The Iwo Storipu wtre M(»Eej»p» aild Don Jui 
1 J)C4tirati(>i|,f>f lh<* 4Ui (Xnto yf Cluldis Iluruld. 

; rJfi. I'ai.jtJitH, N«<le3i}. 
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w«cuc<i|,8lic rose.** 
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J have no correspondents, except on business) die state 
the reception of our late publications, and the feeling 
♦n diom, without consulting any dolicaides, (I am toc» 
smicd to require them,) I should know how and in what 
nner to proceed. 1 should not like to give them too 
?ch, wliich may probably liave been the case already; 
t, as I tell you, I know nothing. 

”I once wrote from the fulness of my mind and tlic love 
fame, (not as an end, but as a meawt^ to obtain Uiat 
luence over men’s minds which is power in itself and in 
consequences,) and now from habit and from avarice ; 
tliat tlie effect may probably be as different as the 
spiration. I have the same facility and indeed necessity, 
"composition, to avoid idleness, (though idleness in a hot 
lurit^ is a pleasure,) but a much greater inditlorencc to 
hat is to become of it, after it has served my immediate 

-irpose. However, I should on no account like to 

it I won’t go on, like the ar(dibishop of Granada, as I am 
sry sure that you dread the fate of Gil Bias, and with 
ood reason. “ Y ours, &.c. 

“P. S. I have written some very savage letters to Mr. 
Iddiouse, Kinnaird, to you, and to Hanson, because the 
ilencc of so long a time made nio tciar off my remaining 
ags of patience. I have seen one. or two late Eiiglisli 
ublications which are no great things, excof)t Rob Roy. 
shall be glad of Whistlecraft.” 


LETTER CCCLXXrX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Aug. 26, 1818. 

“You may go on with yo«ir eililioii, witliout <;ak!uluting 
on tlie Memoir, which 1 sliall not publish at prt^sent. It is 
nearly ruiishe.d, but will he i <.)0 l(»ug ; and there are. so many 
tilings, which, out of regard to the living, cannot be men- 
tioned, that 1 have written with too much d<;tail of that 
which itucreste<l me least; so tliat rny autobiographical 
Essay would resemble the tragedy of Hamlet at tin; 
countjry theatre, riM-ited ‘with (he part of Hamlet left 
out by particular dc.sire.’ 1 shall keep it among my 
papers; it will be a kind of gui<ie-po.s( in case of death, 
arai prevent stnne of (he lies wliich wouM otherwise be 
told, and destroy some which hav(; been told already. 

“ The Tales also arc in an uullnished state, and I can 
fix no time (i>r their completion : they are. also not in the 
best manner. You must not, therefore, calculate uj>on any 
thing in lirno for tins edition. The Memoir is already 
above forty-four sheets of very large, long piper, and wUI 
be about fifty or sixty; but I wish to go on lt;isurely ; and 
when finishotl, although it might do a good deal for you at 
the time, I am not sure that it would serve any gfxxl pur- 
pose in the end either, as it is full of many passions and 
prejudices, of whicli it lias been inijiossiblo for me to keep 
clear:— 1 have not the patience. 

“ Enclased is a list of books which Dr. A glietti w’ould 
be glad to rec>oive by way of price for his MS. letters, if 
you are disjiosed to purchase at the rate of fifty pounds 
sterling. These ho will be glad to have as part, and the 
rest / will give him in money, and you may carry it to 
the account of books, &c. which is in balance against me, 
deducting it accordingly. ihat the letters are yours, if 
you like them, at this rale; and he and i are going to 
hunt for more Lady Montague letters, which he thinks of 
finding. I write in haste. Thanks for llic article, and 
believe mo, « Yours, &€.” 


LETTER COCLXXX 

TO CAPT. BA8II. HALL. 

“ Venuse^ Aug. 31, 1818. 

'*DBAR SIR, 

“Dr. A glietti is the be.st pliysician, not only in Venice, 
but in Italy: his residence is on the Grand Canal, and 


easily found ; I forget the number, hut am probably Umj 
only person in Venice who don’t know it. There is no 
comparison between him and any of tlic other medical 
people here, f regret very much to hear of your indispo- 
sition, and shall do myself the honour of waiting upon you 
the moment 1 am up. 1 write this in hud, and have q|ily 
just received the letter and note. I Iwg you to believe 
I that nothing but the extreme lateness of my hours could 
j hove prevented inc from reiilying immediately, or coming 
in jierson. I have not been called a minute.-^ have Uio 
honour to be, very truly, 

“Your most obedient servant, 

“ Byron.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXL 

TO MK. MOORE. 

“Venice, Sept. 19, 1818. 

“ An EngUsIt newspaper here would be a prodigy, and 
an opposition one a monster ; and, except some extracts 
from extracts in the vile, garbled Paris gazettes, notliing 
of tlie kind reaches the V enelo-Lomhard jiublic, who are 
perha[»s the most oj>prcssed in Europe. My correspond- 
ences with England are mostly on business, and chiefly 
with my Solicitor, Mr. Hanson, who has no very exalted 
notion, or extensive cr>ncep(ion, of an autlior’s attributes ; 
fijr he once took up an Edinburgh Review, and, looking at 
it a minute, said to me, ‘ So, 1 see you have got into tlic 
msigazine,’ — wliich is the only sentence I ever heard him 
utter upon literary matters, or the men thereof. 

“My fii'st news of your Irish aiiotheosis has, consc- 
'juentiy, licen from yourself. But, as it will not be forgotten 
in a hurry, either by your friends or your enemiiis, I liopo 
to have it more in detail from some of the former, and, in 
(he mean lime, I wish you joy with all my heart. Such a 
nomeiit must have been a good deal bett(;r than Wusl- 
minster-Abbey, — besides being an assurance of t/uif. one 
lay (many years hence, I trust) into the bargain. 

“1 am sorry to jicrceivc, however, by tlie close of your 
letter, that even t/ou have not escaped the ‘surgit amari, 
&.C. and that your damned dojiuty has been gathering such 
‘ dew from the still irj:i Burm^iollies’ — or ratlier XHwatious, 
Pray, give me some items of llie aflair, as you say it is a 
serious one ; and, if it grows more so, you should make a 
trip over here for a few months, to sec how things turn 
out. 1 suppose you are a violent admirer of England by 
your slaying so long in it. For my own part, I have passed 
between the age of one-and-tw'cnty and thirty, half the in- 
ervonient years out of it without regretting any thing, ex- 
cept that I ever returned to it at all, and the gloomy pros- 
pect before mo of business and parentage obliging me, one 
lay, to return again,— at least, for the transaction of affairs, 
tlie signing of pa[iurs, and inspecting of chjidren. 

“1 have here my natural daughter, by name Allcgra, — a 
pretty litdc girl enougli, and reckoned lik*6 papa. Her 
mamma is English, — but it is a long story, and — there ’s an 
end. She is about twenty months old. * ♦ ♦ 

“I have finished the First. Canto, (a long one, of alniut 
180 octaves,) of a poem in the style and manner of‘Boppo, 
encouraged by tla; good success of the same. It is called 
‘Don Juan,’ and is meant to be a little quietly facetious 
upon every thing. But I doubt whether it is not— at least, 
as far as it has yet gone — too rr(?e for these very modest 
days. However, I shall try the experiment, anonymously 
and if it do n’t take, it will be discontinuod. It is dedicated 
to Southey in good, simple, savage verse, upon the * ♦ ♦ ^’s 
politics,* and tlie way he got them. But the bore of 
'.opytng it out is intolerable ; and if I had an amanuensis he 
would be of no use, as my writing is so difficull to decipher 

Mf poem Epic, and to m«ant lo t>e 
Divided iu twelve bonks, oacii book containing t 

* The dedication to Southey was Biippreeted. 



LETTERS, 1819. 


)33 


WfClii toiv Mil war, a iicavy gale at near- 
A lint of ahips, and captaiaii, and kiiigti reiguliig** 

New characters, See. &c. 

The alK)v« are two stanzas, which I send you as a brick 
of my Babel, and by which you can judge of the texture of 
iJio striicture, 

“tn writing the life of Slieridan, never mind the angr)i 
lies of the humbug Whigs, Recollect that he was an 
Irishman and a clever fellow, and Uiat uk have had scrnio 
very pleasant days with liini. Do n’t forget that he was at 
school at Harrow, where, in my time, we used to show his 
name — R. 13. Sheridan, 1765 — as an honour to the walls. 


have written tlie first Canto (180 octave stanzas) of 
a poem* in the stylo of Boppo,and have Maze[){)a to finish 
besides. 

«In referring to the mistake in stanza 132, T take the 
opportunity to desire that in future, in all parts of my 
writings referring to religion, you will hr more earefnl, and 
not forget that it is possible that in addressing Ihe I Vity a 
blunder may become a blasphemy ; and 1 do not choose to 
suffer such infamous perversions of my words or of my 
intentions. 

**I saw the Canto by accident.” 


Remember ♦ itt ♦ ♦ * ♦ 


♦ ♦ ♦ % ♦ s(c 


Depend upon it tliat there were worse folks going, of that 
gang, than ever Sheridan was. 

“ What did Parr mean by ‘haughtiness and coldness? 
I listened to him with admiring ignorance, and respectful 
silence. What more could a talker for fame have? — they 
Jo n’t like to be answered. It was at J’aync Knight’s I 
met him, where he gave me more Greek than I could carry 
away. But 1 cerUunly meant to (and dul) treat him witli 
the most respectful deference. 

“I wish you good niglit with a Venetian benediction, 
‘Beriediitlo ti’, e la terra chc ti fara !’ — ‘ JVIay you he blessed, 
and the tarth which you will rnaJie ' — is it not pretty ? You 
would tiiink it still prettier if you had heard it, as I did tw’o 
hours ago, from the lips of a Venetian girl, with largo black 
eyes, a face like Faustirwi’s, and tlio figure of a Juno — tall 
and energetic as a I^ytlioncss, with eyes flashing, and her 
dark Indr slnjaming in the moonlight — one of those women 
w h » may be; made any thing. 1 am .sure if I put a poniard 
into the hand of this one, she would plunge it where I told 
iiei — and into wjc, if X offended her. I like this kuid of 
animal, and am sure that 1 should have preferred Medea 
to any woman that over breathed. You may, perhaps, 
wonder that I don’t in that case Jk -k + 

4 - * + 4 4 4 

I could have fiirgiven tlic dagg<5r or the howl, any thing, hut 
the deliberate desolation pileil ujkmi rno, wheiil stoo^l alone 
ui>on my hearth, with my household gods shivered around 
UK. 4 4 4 4 4 4 4. 

J.)o you suppose I have forgotten or forgiven it ? It has 
coin[)aratively sw'allowed iiji in me every othiT feeling, and 
I am only a spectator upon earth, till a tenfold opportunity 
offers. Tt may (;ome yi’t. There are others more to be 
blamed than 4 4 4^ and it is on lliesc tliat my 

eyes are fixed unceasingly.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXIT. 


TO MR. MURK A V, 

^ “ Venice, Sept. 24, 1818. 

“In the one hundred and thirty-second stanza of Canto 
4lli, the stanza* runs in tlie manuscript 

“ Ami thou, who never yet ofhum.’in wrong 
Left the unbalanced Bcale, gi*eat NcmesU ! 

and not ^losl^ which is nunsetfee, as what losing a scale 
means, I know not; but leaving an unbalanced scale, or a 
scale unbalanced, is intelligible. f Correct this, I pray,— not 
for tlie public, or the poetry, but I do not choose to have 
blunders made in addressing any of the deities so seriously 
as this IS addressed. “Yours, &c. 

“ P, S. In the translation from the Spanish, alter 

'* Id increaiing iquadrorai flew, 

to— 


To a mighty aqtiadron grew. 

• “What docs ‘thy waters %oaMed them’ mean (in the 
Canto ?) That is not fne.J Consult tlie MS. always. 


LETTER CCCLXXXin. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Venice, Jan. 20, 1819. 

4 4 ♦ 4 4 4 

“The opinions which I have asked of Mr. Hobhouso 
.nd others were witli regard to the pocdical merit, and not 
as to what they may tliiiik due to tlic cant of the day, wliich 
slill reads tlic Bath Guido, Little’s Poc^ms, Prior, and 
ZJhauctir, to say nothing of Fielding and Smoliet, If 
lublished, publish entire, with the above-mentioiuKl cx- 
:eptions; or you may publish anonymously, or not sX all. 
n the latter event, print 50 on my account, for private 
listrihiition. “Yours, &c. 

“I have written to Messrs. Kinnaird and Hobhouse, to 
lesire that tliey W’ill not erase more than I have staled. 

“The Second Canto of Don Juan is finished in 206 
itanzas.” 


LETTER CCCT.XXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, Jan. 25, 1819. 

“You will do me the favour to print privately (for private 
;tributioii) fifiy copies of ‘Don Juan.’ The list of the 
men to wliom 1 wish it to be presented, I will stirid here- 
after. The other two poems had best be added to the 
collective edition : I do not approvi! of their being pulilisheci 
;eparatcly. Pnnt Don Juan entire, omitting, of course, the 
ine.s on C/asllcreagh, as I am not on the spot to meet him. 

have a Second Canto ready, which will bo sent by-and- 
yy. By this post, 1 have written to Mr. Hobhouso, 
ddressed to your care. “Yours, &c. 

“P. S. I have acquiesced in tlic request and repre- 
entation; and having done so, it is idle to detail my 
irguments in favour of my own self-love and ‘Poeshie^ 
jul I protest. If the jiocm has poetry, it would stand; if 
not, fall; tlic rest is ‘leather and prunella,’ and has iievei 
^ct affected any human production ‘pro or con.’ Dulnesa 
IS the only anniliilator in such cases. As to the cant of 
he day, I despise it, as 1 have ever done all its other finical 
.asIiion.s, which become you as paint became the ancient 
Britons. If you admit this prudery, you must omit half 
Iriosto, La Fontaine, Shakspeare, Beaumont, Fletcher 
vlassinger, Fonl, all the Charles Second writers ;t in short, 
mmthing of most who have written before Pope and are 
.vorth reading, and much of Pope himself. Read Aim- 
most of you do n’t — ^but do— and I will forgive you ; though 
the inevitable consequence would be that you would bum 
all I have ever written, and all your other wretched 
Claudions of the day (except Scott and Crabbe) into the 
bargain. I wrong Claudian, who was a po^^ by naming 
liini with such fellows ; but he was the ‘ ultimus Roman- 
oruin,’ the tail of tlie comet, and these persons are the tail 
of an old gown cut into a waistcoat for lackey ; but being 
both toils, I have compared the one with the other, tliough 
?ory unlike, liko^all similes. J I write in a passion and a 


* Don Juan, Canto T. 96. — ^Marinn Faliero, Act 3, Scene 2. 

1 Corrected in this edition, t Tbia paeeage ronudna uiicorrected. 


♦ Don Juan, Canto IV. BinnKa 18. 
t See Don Juan, Canto IV. etanra 18. 
i See l^ttem to Uowiec and Uiackwood. 
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oocOi and I was up till six this morning at tho Carnival 
i 1 proiutf as 1 did in my former letter.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXV. 

TO MR. MlTllRAY. 

“Venice, Feb. 1, 1819. 

-After one of the concluding stanzas of the First Canto 
* Don Juan,’ which ends with (I forget the number) — 

“ To have, 

. when the origina) ie dust, 

A hook, a d — d bad picture, and worse bust,* 

ertthe following stanza:— 

“ What are the hopes of mnn, &c. 

“ I have written to you several letters, some with addi- 
»ns, and some upon the subject of the poem itself) which 
/ cursed puritanical committee have protested against 
blishirig. Biit wo will circumvent tliem ou that point, 
lave not yet begun to copy out the Second Canto, which 
finished, from natural laziness, and tlio discouragement 
tlic milk and water they have thrown upon the First. 
;ay all this to them as to you, that is, for ynu to say to 
:jw, for I will have notliing underhand. If they had told 
o the poetry was bad, I would have acipjieseed ; but tliey 
y the contrary, and then talk to me about morality — llu; 
St lime I ever heard the word from any body who was 
it a rascal that used it for a purpose. 1 maintain that it 
the most moral of poems ; but if people won’t discover 
le moral, that is tlievr fault, not mine. 1 have already 
Tittcn to beg that in any case you w ill print for 
rivate distribution. I will send you the list of persons to 
/hom it is to be sent afterward. 

“ Within this last fortnight 1 liave been rather indisposed 
vilh a rebellion of stomach, which would retain notliing, 
liver, I supjiose,) and an iiiahility, or fantasy, not to be 
bio to eat of any thing with relisli but a kind of Adriatic 
Ish called ‘scampi,’ wliich happens to be the most indi- 
gestible of marine viaiuls. However, within these last two 
•ays, I am better, and very truly yours.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXVI. 

TO MR. MURR-W. 

“Venice, April 6, 1819. 

“The Second Canto of Don Juan was sent, on Saturday 
"at, by post, in four packets, tw’o of four, and tw'o of three 
sheets each, containing in all two hundred and seventeen 
gtanzos, octave measure. But 1 will permit no curtail- 
ments, except those mentioned about Castlereagli and * 
♦ ♦ + ♦ *. You sha’n’t make mntirles 

of rny cantos. The poem will please, if it is lively, if it is 
stupid, it will fail: but I will have none of your damned 
cutting and slasliing. If you please, }'OU may publish 
[caioni/mously ; it will, piirliaps, be better \ but 1 will battle 
my way against them all, like a ]:K)rcupine. 
t “ So you and Mr. Foscolo, &c. want me to undertake 
iwhat you call a ‘great work?’ an Epic Poem, I suppose, 
;or some such pyramid. I’ll try no such thing; I hate 
; tasks. And then ‘seven or eight years!’ God send us all 
,well this day three montlis, let alone years. If one’s years 
i can’t bo better employed than in sweating poesy, a man 
better bo a ditcher. And works, too! — is Childe 
I'Harold uotliing? You have so many ‘(/irinc’ poems, is it 
inoUliug to liave written a human one? without any of your 
;iwom-out rnacliincry. Wliy, man, I could have .spun the 
^thoughts of the Four Cantos of lliat poem into twenty, had 
ij wanted to book-make, and its passion into as many 
%Rodem tragedies. Since you want Imgth^ you shall have 
^enough Q^Juan^ for I’ll make Fifty Cantts.j 


“And Foscolo, too! Why does he not do something 
more than the Letters of Ortis, and a tragedy, and pam- 
phlets? He has good fifteen years more at his command 
than J have: what has he done all that time? — proved liis 
I genius, doubtless, but not fixed its fame, nor done his 
I utmost. 

“Besides, I mean to write my best work in Italian, 'and 
it will take me nine years more thoroughly to master the 
language ; and then if my fancy exists, and I exist too, I 
will try what I can do really. As to tlie estimation of the 
English which you talk of) let them calculate what it is 
worlli, before they insult me witli their insolent conde- 
scension. ' 

“I have not written for their pleasure. If they are 
pleased, it is that tliey chose to be so ; I have never flat- 
lercd their opinions, nor their pride; nor will I, Neitlief 
w'ill I make ‘Ladies’ books’ ‘al dilettar Ic feminc e la 
ilebe.’* 1 have writft'ri from the fuhicss of my mind, from 
lassion, from impulse, from man)'- motives?, but not for their 
sweet voices.’ 

“1 know the prccu?e worth of po[)ular applause, for few 
scribblers Iiavo had more of it ; and if I chose to swerve 
into their paths. I could retain it, or re.sume it. But I 
nther love ye, nor fear ye ; and though 1 buy with ye and 
■?ell witli ye, I will neither eat witli ye, drink with ye, nor 
[>ray wifh ye. They made me, without my searrh, a 
■jpecies of popular idol; tlicy, without reason or juilgmcin, 
■jeyond the caprice of their good pleasure, tlirew down the 
image from its pedc.stal : it was not broken with the fall, 
and they would, it seems, again replace it, — but they shall 
not. 

“You ask about my health: about the beginning of tlie 
year I was in a state of great exhaustion, attended liy such 
debility of stomach that, nothing remained upon it ; and 1 
was obliged to refonn my ‘way of life,’ which was conduct- 
ing me from llie ‘yellow leaf to tlie ground, with all 
delihcrjite speed. 1 am better in bealtli and morals, and 
very much yours, &c. 

“P. S. 1 have read Hodgson’s ‘Friends.’ * * * * 
He is right in defending Pope against the bastard pelie^ms 
ol'tbc poetical winter day, who add insult to their [larncide, 
by sucking tlie bkxxl of the parent of English real poetry- 
poetry witliout fault — and tJicn spurning the bosom wliich 
fed lliem.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXVri. 

TO THE EDITOR OF GALIONANi’s MESSENGER. 

“Venice, April 27, 1819. 

“sir, 

“In various rmrrihers of your journal, I have seen men- 
tioned a work eulitled ‘the Vain}»ire,’ with the addition of 
iny name as that of tlie author. I am not tlie autlior, and 
never heard of the work in question until no^V. In a more 
recent paper I perceive a formal annunciation of ‘the 
Vampire,’ with tlie addition of an account of my ‘residence 
In the Island of Mitylcnc,’ ^an island which 1 have occa- 
sionally sailed by in the course of travelling some years 
ago through the Levant — and where I should have no 
objection to reside, but where I have never yet resided. 
Neillier of these performances are mine, and I presume 
that it is neither unjust nor ungracious to request tliat you 
will favour me by contradicting the advertisement to which 
I allude. If tlie book is clever, it w'ould be base to deprive 
the real writer, whoever ho may be, of his honours; and if 
stupid, I desire the rosiionsibility of nobody’s dulness but 
my own. You will excuse tlie trouble I give you, the 
imputation is of no great importance, and as long as it was 
confined to surmises and refiorts, I should have received 
it, as I have received many others, in silence, But the 


* In the printed nnniott “ a wretcbetl picture.’ 
t Sw Don XU, tuinza 56. 


* Childe Ilaroldj Canto 111. otontu 113k 
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formality of a public ad?ertisoment,of a hook I never wrote, 
and a residence where 1 never resided, is a little too much ; 
particularly as I have no notion of the contents of the one, 
nor the incidents of the other, I have besides, a personal 
dislike to ‘ Vampires,’ and the little acquaintance I have 
wiU^ them would by no means induce me to divulge their 
secrets. You did mo a much loss injury by your para- 
graphs about ‘ my devotion’ and ‘ abandonment of society 
for tlie sake of religion,’ which appeared in your Messenger 
during last Lent, all of wliich are not founded on fact, but 
you see I do not contradict them, because they arc merely 
personal, whereas iIuj otlicrs in some degree concern the 
reader. You will oblige me by complying with my request 
of contradiction — I assure you that I know uoihirig of the 
work or works in question, and hav(; the honour to be (as 
Uie correspondents to Magazines say) ‘your constant 
reader,’ and very “ Oht. humble servt. 

" Hvkon.” 


LETTER CCCLXXXVllI. 

TO MK. MUIUIAV. 

“Venice, May 15, 1819. 

+ + + + + 

“1 have got your extract, and the ‘Vampire,’^ J need 
not say it is not mine. There* is a rule to go by: you are 
my jiul)lisb<5r, (till we (juarrel,) and what is not published 
by you is not written by me, 

^ ^ * 4: 

Ne.U week 1 set out for Romagna — at least in all 
fitohability. You had better go on witli tl»c pub!icati(uis, 
iilioul waiting to hear farther, for I have othe.r things in 
my lunu). ‘ Mazoppa’ and the. ‘Ode,’ separate?— wlml 
think you? Juav amnyrntmi^^ without the Drdimtion ; lijr 
I won’t be shabby, and attack ISouthey under cloud of 
night. “Vours,&c.” 

In another letter on tlio subject of the Vamj>ire, arc 
the kdlowing particulars. 

letter CCOLXXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ The story of Shelley’s agitation is Irue.f T can’t tell 
what seized him for he don’t want courage. He was once 
with me in a gale of wind, in a small boat, right under the 
rocks betw^een Meillerie and St. Giiigo. Wc wmtc five in 
the boat— a servant, two boatmen, and ourselves. The 
sail was mismanaged, and the boat was filling fast. 1I( 
can’t swim. I stripped off my coal, made liim strip off 
his, and take h^d of an oar, ttdling him that I thought 
(being myself an expert swimmer) f could save him, if ho 
would not struggle when I took hold of him — unless we 
got smashed against the rocks, which were high and sharp, 
with an awkward surf on them at that minute. W cj were 
then about a hundred yards fr(gn shore, and the boat in 
peril. He answered me, with the greatest coolness, ‘ that 
he had no notion of being saved, and that 1 would have 
enough to do to save myself, and begged not to trouble, me. 
imekily ,t.he boat righted, and, bailing, wo got round a poini 

* By Doctor PoUdorl. 

t This story, as giv«n in tlia Preface to the “Vampire,” is as fuHows:— - 
“ h apiWtirs, that one evening Lorii B. Mr. P. U. Shelley, two Indies, 
and the {'entlernnn beh»re alloded to, after having perused a German work 
culled Phantasmagoria, be^an relating stunes, when hiM binlabii’ 

baviriK >eciled the hefriiiiiins: of ('hrialuhel, tin u unpul diahed, ihe, whole 
touk Hoslronea hold of Mr. Shelley S mind, Unit he suddenly siartefi up, 
and ran out of the room. The physician and Lonl liyron f.illowed, and 
discpvertsd him leaning against a inHntel'[)iecc, with cold dro[m oj per- 
spiration trickling down his face, After having ffivon film soinethinfftc 
refresh him, upon inquiruif; into the cause of his alarm, they found tiial 
his wild imaKiMatlnn having pictured to him the bosom of one of the ladiei 
with eyes, (which was reported of a lady in the neighlvonrhood wliero he 
lived,) die was obliged to leave the room in order to destroy the im- 
pi^ss^, '* 


into St. Gingo where the inhabitants came down and 
embraced the boalincn on tlieir escape, the wind having 
I been high enough to tear up some huge trees fmm tlie 
Alps above us, as wo saw next day. 

“And yet the same Slielloy, who \va.sas cool as it was 
possible to be in such circumstances, (of whioli I am no 
judge myself, as the chance of swimming naturiilly gives 
solfijKbs.sos.sion when near shore,) certainly had the fit of 
fanta.sy which I'olidori describes, though ruU aract/j/ ust In 
lescribes it. 

“ The story of the agreement to write the gliosl-hooka 
is true ; but the ladies arc 7iot sisters. * ♦ 4- ♦ 

4c4t4t + + + ** *4 

Mary Godwin (now Mrs. Slicllcy) wrote Frankenstein, 
which 3 'ou have reviewed, thinking it Shelley’s. Methinks 
it is a wonderful book f >r a girl of nineteen, not nineteen 
idecd, at that time. 1 e,nclo.«c you tlie beginning of mine,+ 
>y which yon will see bow far it resembles Mr. Cidhurn’s 
mblication. If you choose to publish it, you may , siniiri^ 
olty, anti with such explanatory proem as you please. I 
le.ver went on with it, as you will jicreeive by tlie date. 

I began it, in an oKl accoiuit-hook of Mis.s Milhanke’s, 
wliich 1 kept hecaiLse it contained the word ‘ Household,’ 
written by her twice on the inside blank page of the c<>. 
.'ers, beirigthe only two scraps I have in the world in lior 
writing, except her name lo t he. 1 )ceii of Separation. Her 
cttersl sent hack, e.vcept those of tlie quarrelling eorre- 
;ponde.u<*e, an<l those, being documents, are placed in the 
lands of a third person, with copies of several of my 
rn; so that I have no kind of memorial whatever ol 
ler, but these two words, — and her actions. 1 have torn 
ho'leave.s containing the part of the. Talc out of die 
)ok, and ciiclo.se them with this sheet. 

4t + 4c 4 ♦ 

“ What do you mean ? First yv>u seem hurt by my 
letter, and then, in your next, you talk of its ‘ power,’ 
and so fiirth. ‘This is a d—d blind story, Jack; but 
never mind, go on.’ You may be sure. I said nothing on 
uirf)o.He to plague, you, hut if yon will put me ‘ in a phrensy, 

I will never call you Jack again.’ I remember nothing 
of tlie epistle at present. 

“ What do you mean by Polidori’s J)i(rn/ ? Wliy , I defy 
iiim to say any thing about me but he is welcome. J have 
nothing to reproach me. with on his score, and I am much 
mistaken if that is not his own opinion. Hut why publish 
the nam<i of the two girls? and in such a manner?— what 
a hlundering piece of exculpation! //c askod Pictet, &c. 
to dinner, and of course was left to entertain them. I went 
into society soUdy to present him, (ns I told him,) that ho 
might return into good company if he chose ; it was thfl 
best thing for hi.s youth and circumstances : for myself, I 
bad domrwilli society, and, having presented him, with- 
drew to my own ‘ way of life.’ H is true that 1 returned 
without entering Lady Dalryinjdc Hamilton’s, because 1 
.saw it full. It is true that Mrs. Hervey (she writes novels) 
fainted at my entrance, into Copet, and then came hack 
again. On her fainting, the Duchesso do Broglie ex 
•laimcd, ‘ This is too much at sirty-Jive yeiarH of ago !’— I 
lever gave ‘ the Englisli’ an opportunity of avoiding me 
I out I trust that if ever I do, they will seize it. With rc- 
I gard to Mazeppa and the Ode, you may join or separate 
'them, as you please, from the two Cantos. 

“ Don’t suppose I want to put you out of humour. I 
have a great respect for your good and gentlemanly quali- 
' ties, and return your personal friendship towards me ; and 
altliougli I think you a little spoiled by ‘ villainous com- 
pany,’ — ^wits, persons of honour about town, authors, and 
fashionables, togetlier with your ‘ I am just going to call at 
Carlton House, are you walking that way ?’— I say, not^ 
withstanding ‘ pictures, taste, Shakspmre, and the musi* 
cal glasses,’ you deserve andi>ossess the esteem of thos® 
whose esteem is tvorth having, and of none more (how- 
ever useless it may be) tlian yours very tru ly, 

* See rraguieut, pngc 278. 
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“ P. S. Make my respects to Mr. Gifford. I am |)er 
bctly aware Uiat * Don Juan’ must set us all by tlie ears, 
lut that is iny concern, and my beginning. There will 
w the ‘ Edinburgh,’ and t^ll, too, against it, so tliat, like 
* Rob Roy/ 1 sh^ have my hands full.” 


LETTER CCCXC. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, May 25, 1819. 

“ I have received no proofs by the last post, and shal 
probably have quilted Venice before tlie arrival of the 
next. There wanted a few stanzas to the termination of 
Canto First in the last proof; the next will, I presume, 
contain them, and the whole or a portion of (Janto Second; 
but it will be idle to wait for farther answers from me, as 1 
have directed that my letters wait for my return, (perhaps 
in a month, and probably so ;) therefore do not wait for 
farther advice from me. You may as well talk to the wind, 
and betior— "for it will at least convey your accents a little 
farther than they would otherwise have gone ; whereas I 
shall neither echo nor acquiesce in your ‘exquisite reasoris.' 
You may omit, the note of reference to Hobhouse’s travels, 
in Canto Second, and you will put as motto to the whole 

‘ Diflioile eat prnprie commuiila iMcere.'-^Hoiace. 

“A few days ago I sent you all 1 know of Polidori’s 
Vampire. Ho may do, say, or write what ho pleasc.s, bui 
I wish he would not attribute to me his own compositions. 
If he has any thing of mine in his possession, the manu- 
script will put it beyond coniroversy ; but I scarcely think 
that any one who knows m*'. wotild believe the thing iu 
the Magazine to be mine, even if Uiey saw it in my own 
hycroglyphics, 

“ I write to you in the agonies of a sirocco, which annihi- 
lates me ; and I have bcjeu fool c.uough to do four things 
since dinner, which are as well oniiticd in very hot wcalhcn 
Istly, ♦ * ♦ t • 2dly, to f>lay at billiards from 10 to 12, 
under the influence of lighted lamps, that doubled the heat; 
Silly, to go afterward into a rod-hot conversazione of the 
Ct>untes.s Benzoni’s; and 4tlily, tol>egin this letter at three 
in the morning ; but being begun, it must be finished. 

“ Ever very truly and affectionately yours, 

“B. 

“ P. S. I petition for tooth-brushes, powder, magnesia, 
Macassar oil, (or Rus.sia,) //le sashes, and Sir Nl. Wrax- 
all’s Memoirs of his Own Times. I want, besides, a bull- 
dog, a terrier, and two Newfoundland dogs ; and I want 
(is it Buck’s?) a life of Riefuird 3d, advertised by Long- 
man , UmfTylong ago ; I asked for it at least throe years 
since. See Longman’s advertisomonts.” 


LETTER CCCXCI. 

TO MR. HOFPNER. 

“ A journey in an Indian June is a conscriptitai ; and 
if I was not the most constant of men, I should now be 
swimming from the Lido, instead of smoking in tlie dust 
of Padua. Should there be hitters from England, let 
them wait my return. And do look at my house and (not 
lands, but) waters, and scold ; — and deal out the moneys! 
to Edgecombe* with an air of reluctance and a shake of| 
tbe head — and put queer questions to him — and turn up 
your nose when he answers. 

“ Make my respects to the Consukiss — and to the 
Chevalier— and to Scotia— and to all the counts and 
countesses of our acquaintance. 

“ And believe me ever 

“ Your disconsolate and afilctionate, &c.” 

* A clerk of (he KnglUh Coiwulate, whom he at thie time employed to 
lootrolhieaceouuis. 


LETTER CCCXCU. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“ Bologna, June 6, 1819. 

“ I am at length joined to Bologna, where 1 am settled 
like a sausage, and shall be broiled like one, if this weether 
continues. Will you thank Mengaldo on ray part for the 
Ferrara acquaintance, which was a very agreeable one. 
I stayed two days at Ferrara, and was much pleased with 
tJie Count Mosti, and the little the shortness of the lime 
permitted me to sec of his family. I went to his conver- 
sazione, which is very far superior to any thing of the kind 
at Vonict; — the women almost all young — several pretty 
— and the men courteous and cleanly. The lady of the 
mansion, who is young, lately married, and with child, 
appeared very j)retty by candlelight, (I did not see her by 
day,) pleasing in he;r manners, and very lady-like, or 
thorough-bred, as we call it in England, — a kind of tiling 
which reminds one (tf a racer, an antelope, or an llaliatt 
greyhound. She seems vc.ry fond of her husband, who is 
amiable and accomplished ; he has lieen in England two 
or three times, and is young. The sister, a Countess 
somebody — I forget what — (they are both Maffei by birth, 
and Veronese of course) — is a lady of more display ; she 
sings anti plays divinely ; but T thought she wa.s a d — d 
longtime about it. Her likeniiss to Madame Flaliaut 
(Miss Mercer that was) is sornetliing quite oxtraordinary- 

“ I had but a bird’s-eye view of these people, and shall 
not probably se.<5 them again ; but I am very much obliged 
toMengald»> for lotting me sc(3 them at all. Whenever I 
meet with any tiling agreeable in this world, it surprises 
me so much, and pleases me so much, (when iny passions 
ar(i not interested one way or the other,) that I go on 
wond(Ting for a week to c.ornc. I fi^el, too, in great ad- 
miration of the Cardinal Legau ’s red stockings. 

“ I found, too, such a pretty epitaph iu tlie Certosa 
cemetery, or rather two : one was 

* Martini Luigi 
Implora pace ;* 

tlie other, 

‘ Lucretiii Picinl 

Iinplcira elenia qniulc.’ 

That was all ; hut it appears to me that thcaci two and 
three words comprise and comju-css all that (uin be said on 
the subject, — and then, in Italian, they are absolute music. 
They contain dvuibt, hope, and humility ; nothing can bo 
more pathetic tliaul be ‘ implora’ and Uiu modesty of the 
request ; — they have had enough oflife — they want nothing 
but rest — they imfilore it, and ‘ eterna quiet e.’ It i.s like a 
Greek inscription in some good old heathen ‘ City of the 
T)ead.’ Pray, if I arn shovelled into the Lido churchyard 
in your lime, let me have the ‘ implora pace,’ and notliiiig 
else, for my epitaph. I never met with any, ancient or 
iiKKlern, that pleased me a tenth piirt so much. 

“ In about a day or two after you receive' this letter, I will 
thank you to desire Edgecomho to prepare for my return. 
I shall go back to Venicjo before X village on tlie Brenta. 
I sliall stay but a few days in Bologna. I am just going 
out to see sights, but shall not jwesent my introductory 
letters for a day or two, till I have run over again llie place 
and pictures ; nor perhaps at all, if I find that I have books 
and sights enough to do witliout the inhabitants. After 
tliat, I shall return to Venice, whore you may expect mo 
about tlie eleventh, or perhaps sooner. Pray make my 
thanks acceptable to Mengaldo; my respects to the 
Consuless, and to Mr. Scott. 

“ I hope iny daughter is well. 

“ Ever yours, and truly. 

“ P. S. T went over the Ariosto MS. &c. &c. again at 
Ferrara, with the castle, and cell, and house, &c. See. 

“ One of the Ferrarcse asked me if I knew ‘ Lord By- 
ron,’ an acqiiaintancx; of his nou) at Naples 1 told him 
‘iVb which was true both ways ; for I knew not an 
impostor, and, iu the otlier, no one knows himself. He 
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stared when told that I was ‘ the real Simon Pure.’ — 
Another asked me if 1 had not tramiUxtcd ‘ "J’asso.* Y 
see wlidt Fame is! how accurate ! how IxmtuUess! 1 do i 
know how others feel, but I am always tlie liuhler and th 
better looked on when I have got rid of mine ; it sits on m 
like armour on the Lord Mayor’s champion ; and I got ri 
of all\lie husk of literature, and the attendant babble, I 
answering, that 1 had not translated Tfasso, but a nam' 
sake had; and by the blessing of Heaven, 1 looked so littl 
like a poet, that every body believed me.” 


LETTER CCCXCIII. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Bologna, June 7, 1819. 

ell Mr. Hobhouse that I wrote to him a few days agr> 
from Ferrara. It wdU th*3refore be itlle in him or you t< 
'■^wdtt for any farther answers or returns of f>roofs fi 
Venice, as I have directed that no English lottcrs be ser 
after me. The publication can be proceeded in withou 
and 1 am already sick of your remarks, to which I tliii 
not the least attention ought to be paid. 

“ Ttii Mr. Hobhouse, that since I wrote to him, 1 hai 
» vailed m -, self of my Ferrara letters, and found the s<x‘iet 
n.iK !; vonr>gor and better there than at Venice. I ai: 
very mucii pleased with the little the slmrlness of my sta 
permitted me <<- see of the Gonfilonierc Count Mosti, au< 
his fr.mily and friends in general. 

“ I have been picture-gazing this morning at the famous 
and Guido, lK)lh of which are superlative. 
uOervvanl went to the beautiful ce.melery of Bologna 
' ibfi walls, and f<)und, besides the superb burial 
an original of a Custode, who reminded one of tin 
grave-digger in Hamlet. He has a co!lc(;lion of capuchins' 
skulls., labelled on the foreheatl, and taking down one. ol 
Them, said, ‘ This was Brotlier Dcsiderio Berro, wh«f diei 
,'it fort}' — one of iny Iwst friends. I bcggeil Jus head of hi 
hi r'thren after his decease, and they gave it m<!. I put i 
in lime, and then boiled it. Hero it is, teeth and all, in 
excolJem prt^servation. He was the merriest, clevcresi 
i ever knew. Wherever lie went lu? brought joy 
anii wh<?rjevef any one was melancholy, the sight of bin 
was enough to make him clieerful again. He walked s< 
actively, you might have taken him for a dancer — he joke. 
— he laughed — oh ! he w,as such a Frate as 7 never saw 
before, nor ever shall again !' 

“ Jlc toll me that he had liimsclf filanted all tlie cypresse« 
in the cemetery ; that ho had the greatt^st attachinent t. 
them and to his dead peojilo; that since 1801 they had 
buried hfty-tliree tlionsaiid persons. In showing soiO' 
older monuments, there was tliat of a Roman girl of twenty, 
wilh a bust by Bernini. She was a princess Barlorini, 
dead two centuries ago: he said, that on opening her 
grave, tliey had found her hair complete, and ‘as yellow as 
gold.’ Some of Uie epitaplis at Ferrara pleased me more 
than the more splendid monuments at Bologna; for in- 
• stance 

* Marliui Luigi • 

Iraploru pace 

‘ Lucrezia Piciiil 

Iniplora cierna quieie.’ 

Can any tiling be more full of patlios? Those few words 
say all that can be said or sought; the dead had had 
enough of life ; all they wanted was rest, and this tliey 
implore! There is all thti helplessness, and humble hojK?, 
and deathlike prayer, that can arivse from the grave — 
‘implora pace.’ I hope whoever may survive me, and 
shall see me put in the flireigners’ burying-ground at the 
Liik), within die fortress by the Adriatic, will see tliose two 
words, and no more, put over me. I trust they won’t tliiiik 
of * )»ic!(Iing, anif bringing me home to (^lod or Blunderbuss 
I fall.’ 1 am sure my bones would not rest in an English 
grave, ik rny clay mix witli tlie eartli of tliat country. I 
18 


believe the thought would drive me mad on mv deathbed, 
could r suppose that any of my friends would be base 
enough to convey my carcass buck to your soil.— 1 would 
not even feed your worms, ifl could help it. 

“So, as Shakspoare says of Mowbray, tlie banished 
Duke.</ Norfolk, who diecl at Venice, (see Richard 2d,) 
that he, after fighting 

* A.iaiiisl liinck Pu'rnnB, Turks, and Maracons, 

Ami Unl’fl witli wurkii of war, letired liimsoir 

To Ttaly, and tluM*t',at Venice, gave 

Ilii, hody to tlial p/etmani rontitry's rnrlh, 

And IiiA piJM- ■mil unto Iiia c:i|)iaiii, ( lirisl, 

Uiiiler whose colours he hud fought »o long * 

“Before I Icfi Venice, I had returned lo you your late, 
and Mr. Hohhou.sc’s, sheds of Juan. I>on’t wait for 
furllier aaswers from me, hut address yours to V'eniee, as 
usual. I kudw riofhing of mv own movements; 1 may 
return tliore in a few days, or not for some time. All tins 
Jepeuds on circumstances. 1 lefl Mr. J lejipner vt'ry well. 
My daughter Allcgra was well too, tnul is growing pretty; 
■'ler hair is growing darker, and her eyiis iir «3 blue. Her 
'oiTiper anti her ways, Mr. Iloppner says, are like rniiH!, as 
eell as her f'atnres; slut will make, in that case, a ina- 
lagt'able young lady. 

“1 have, never heard any thing of Ada, the littlt; Electra 
:tf niy Myceiiat. * * * But there will 

‘oiTM* a day of re<‘koning, even if I slioukl not live to sec it. 
have at least seen Rtanilly'^ shivert'd, wdio wfis one of 
ny assassins. Wlitai that man was doing his worst to 
iproot rny wliokt family, lro<t,braneh, and blossoms — when, 
after taking my rtilamer, htt went over to them — when he 
A as Itringing (lesolalion on my hearth, and destruction on 
tiy liousttliokl g(Hlsf — did he think that, in less than three 
ears, a natural event — ascvcrc, d»im«’Stic, hut an expected 
itid common calamit y — would lay his carctus.s in a cross- 
oad, or .stamp his nann* in a ^^'rdiet of I .unae) ! J )id he 
who in Ins .s<*xagenary * * *) relloet or consider what 

> 11 / feelings must have been, when wife, and ehild, and 
iisttT, and narnc!, and fame, and country, were to be iny 
sacrifice on his legal altar — and this at a moment when my 
lealth was declining, my fortune, (‘itiharrassed, and my 
iiiiid ha«i been shaken by many kinds of disappf>intment— 
vliile I was yi^t young, and might have reformed what 
night be WToiig in my e«,ntluct, and retrieved wbat was 
lerplexiiig in my aft’airs! But he is in his grave, and * 
* What a long letter I hav»i scribbled! 

‘‘ Yours, &c. 

“P.8. Here, as in Greece, they strew flowers on tho 
xnbs. f saw a quantity of ro.se-loaves, and erilire roses, 
cattere<l over the graves at Ferrara. It has the most 
leasing effect you can imagine.” 


LETTER CCCXCIV. 

TO MR. IIOI'PNKR. 

“Ravenna, Juno 20, 1819. 

* ♦ + + 

“I wrote to you from Padua, and from Bologna, and 
ince from Ravenna. I find my situation very agreeable, 
lit want my horses very much, tliere being gocKi riding in 
■le eiiviroijM. 1 can fix no lime for my return lo Venice— 
may be soon or late— or not at all — it all depends on tho 
)onna,| wiiom T fountl very seriously m bed with a cough 
d spitting of blood, &c. all of which has subsided, * 

found aD the peophs here firmly persuaded tliat she would 
ever recover ; — ^they were mistaken, how’ever. 

“My letters were useful as far as I employed them; and 
like both the place and people, though J do n’t trouble the 
itter more than I can help. She manages very well— 

• 8i*F!an«ipl RoTnillv. Ht-, atfimiiUo.l 
1 See Lctier 378. ' t The •..oimieaii Guactoh. 
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♦ ♦ ♦ * ♦ but if I come away with a 

atiletto in my gizzard aome fine afternoon, I ahall not be 
afttoniahed. 1 can't make hint out at ail*— 'he visits me 
frequently, and takes me out (like Whittington, tlic Lord 
Maycnr) in a coacli and horses. The fact appears to 
be, iat he is conqdetely governed by her — for that matter, 
so am I. The people here do n't know what to make 
us, as he had the character of jealousy with all his wives — 
this is the third. He is the richest of the Ravennese, by 
their own account, but is not popular among them. 

^ nt At * * * 

^ ^ At * At * 


me, all of you, with your nonsensical prudefy?^ublwh 
the two Cantos, and then you will see. I desired Mr. 
Kinnaird to speak to you on a little matter of busioess ; 
either he has not spoken, or you have not answered. You 
arc a pretty pair, but I will be even with you both. I 
perceive that Mr. Hobhousc has been challenged by 
Major Cartwright. — Is Uie Major ‘so cunning of 
did not &ey fight?— they ought. 

** Yours, &c.* 


Now do, pray, send off Augustine, and carriage and cattle, 
to Bologna, without fail or delay, or I shall lose my re- 
maining slired of senses. Do n't forget this. My coniing, 
going, and every thing depend upon her entirely, just os 
Mrs. Hoppner (to whom I remit my reverences) said in 
the true spirit of female prophecy. 

“You are but a shabby fellow not to have written before. 

“And I am truly yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCXCV. 

TO MR. MUKRAV. 

“ Ravenna, June 29, 1819. ! 

“The letters have been forwarded from Venice, bull 
trust lliul you will not have wai'ed for farther alterations — 

I will make none. You ask nui to spare Roinitly — ask the 
worms. His dust cun s«urtt*r nothing from the truth being 
spoken — and if it roidd^ how did he behave to me? You 
may talk to the wind, whicli will carry the sound— and to 
the caves, » hich will echo you— but not to me, on the sub- 
ject of a * * * who wronged me— whether dead or 

alive. 

“ I have no time to return you the proofs— publish witli- 
out them. I am glad you tiiink tlie poesy go^; and a.s to 
‘ thinking of the effect,’ think you of the sole, and leave me 
to pluck the jKirciipities who may point their quill'? at you. 

“1 have been here (at Ravenna) these four weeks, 
having left Venice a ni<»nth ago; — 1 came to see my 
‘Arnica,’ the Countess Guiccioli, who has been, and still 
continues, very unwell. * ♦ 

+ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

She is only twenty years old, but not of a strong conslitu- 
tiori. ♦♦♦♦♦♦ + ■ 

She has a perpetual cough, and an intermittent fever, but 
bt?ars up most gallanUy in every sense of tlie word. Her 
husband (this is his third wife) is tlie richest noble of 
Ravenna, and almost of Romagna; he is also not the 
youngest, being upwards of threescore, but in good pre- 
servation. All this will appear strange to you, who do not 
understand the meridian morality, nor our way of life in 
such respects, and I cannot at present expound the differ- 
ence ; — but you would find it much the same in these parts. 
At Faenza there is I^ord + + ♦ ♦ with an opera girl ; and 
at the inn in the same town is a Neapolitan Prince, who 
serves Uie wife of the Gonfalonicre of that city. I am on 
duty here — so you sec ‘Cosi fan tutri e tutte.’ 

“ I have my horses here, saddle as well as carriage, and 
ride or drive every day in tlie forest, the PinetOj the scene 
of Boccaccio’s novel, and Dry den’s fable of Honoria, &c. 
&c.; and I see my Dama every day ♦ * + ♦ ♦ 
but I feel seriously uneasy about her health, which seems 
very precarious. In losing her, I should lose a lieing who 
has run great risks on my account, and whom 1 have 
ovoiy reason to love — ^but I must not tliink this possible. 
I do not know what I should do if she died, but 1 ought to 
blow my brains out — and I hope that / should. Her hus- 
band is a very polite personage, but I wish he would not 
carry me out in his coach and six, like Whittington and 
bis cat. 

“You ask me if I mean to continue Don Juan, &:c. 
How should I know? What encouragement do you giv< 


LETTER CCCXCVI. 

I TO MR. HOPPREK* 

“ Ravenna, July 2, 1819. 

“ Tlionks for your letter and for Madame’s, I will an- 
swer it directly. Will you recollect whether I dkl not 
consign to you one or two receipts of Madame MocenigoV 
(or honse^rvnt-^(I am not sure of thisf but think I did — if 
not, they will be in my drawers)— and will you desire Mr. 
Uorville^ to have the goodness to see if Edgecombe has 
'eceiptH to all payments hitherto made by him on my ao 
jount, and tliat there are no debts at Venice? On your 
nswer, I shall send order of farther remittance to carry 
»n my household expenses, as my present return to Venice 
s very problematical ; and it may happen— but I can say 
lothing positive. — every thing with mo being indecisive and 
indecided, except the disgust which Venice excites when 
airly compared with any other city in this part of Italy. 
When I say Vctiice, I mean the Venetians — the city itself 
,s superb as its history— hut the people arc what I never 
bought them till they taught me to think so. 

“ The best way will he to leave Allegra with Antonio’s 
spouse till 1 can decide something about her and myself— 
but 1 tliought that you would have had an answer from 

Mrs. V r.f — ^You have had bore enough witli me and 

line already. 

“I greatly fear that the Guiccioli is going into a con- 
sumption, to which her constitution tends. Thus it is 
with every thing and every bexly for whom 1 feel any tiling 
like a real attachment ; — ^ W ar, death, or discord, doth 
lay siege to them.’ I never even could keep alive a dog 
that 1 liked or that liked me. Her symptoms are obsti- 
nate cough of the lungs, and occasional fever, &c. &.c. 
antj there are latent causes of an eruption in Uie skin, 
which she foolishly repelled into Uie system two years 
ago; but I have made them send her case to Aglietli; 
and have begged liirn to come — if only for a day or two— 
to con.sult u[»on her state. ♦ ♦ * 

+ ♦ ♦♦♦♦ 9|Cltt 

At >ic >|C 4c ^ 

If it would not bore Mr. Dorville, I wish he would keep 
an eye on Edgecombe and on my other ragamuffins. I 
might have more to say, but 1 am absorbed about La 
Giii. and her illness. I cannot tell you Uie effect it has 
upon me. 

The horses came, &c. &c. and I have been galloping 
througli the pine forest- iaily. 

“Believe me, &c. 

“P. S. My benediction on Mrs. Hoppner, a pleasant 
journey among the Bernese tyrants, and safe return. You 
ought to bring back a Platonic Bernese for my reformation. 
If any thing hapfiens to my present Arnica, I have done 
with the passion for ever — ^it is mv last love. As to bber- 
tinism, 1 have sickened myself of that, as was natural in 
Uie way I wont on, and 1 have at least derived that advan- 
tage from vice, to love in the better sense of the word. 
This will be my last adventurej;— I can hope no more to 
inspire attachment, and I trust never ag^ to feel it.” . 


* Tim Ytw-Confcul of Mr. Hopi>ner. 
t An Engluili lady, who proposed tedding charge of AUegra: 
;; See his ihues, page 487, 
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LETTER CCCXCVU* 

TO MR. M17RRAV. 

* Ravenna, August 1, 1819. 

« [Address your answer to Venice, however.] 
*Djpn’t be alarmed. You will see me defend myse 
gayly — that is, if 1 happen to be in spirits ; and by gpiriti 
I don’t mean your meaning of the word, but the spirit of 
bulMt^ when pinched, or a bull when pinned ; it is the 
that they make best sport ; and as my sensations unde 
an attack are probably a happy compound of the unitec 
inergies of these amiable animals, you may perhaps se 
wkat Marrall calls ‘rare sport,’ and .some good tossin; 
and goring, in the course of the controversy. But I mu 
be in the right cue first, and I doubt 1 am almost too fin 
off to bo in a sufficient fury for the purpose. And dion 
have effeminated and enervated myself with love and tli 
summer in these last two months. 

“f wrote to Mr. Hobhouse the other day, and fbretoh 
lit Juan would either fall entirely or succeed eoinplcfely;l 
there will be no mediiim. Appearances are not favour* 
able ; but as you write the day after publication, if c.'ui 
hardly he decided what opinion will predominate. You 
seem in a fright, and doubtless with cause. Come what 
may, I never will flatter the million's canting in any shape, 
(/ireumslances may or may not have placed me at time*.** 
in a situation to lead the public opinion, but the public 
opinion never led, nor ever shall lead, me. I will not sit 
on a degraded throne ; so pray put Messrs. * * or * *, 
or Tom Moore, or * * * upon it ; they will all of them 
he trau.s;ported with their coronation. 

4 - ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

P, S. The Countess Guicoioli is much better than she 
was, 1 sent you, before leaving Venice, the real original 
*siietch which gave* rise to tlie ‘ Vampire,’ &c. J3id you 
gf.'t it V 


LETTER CCCXCVni. 

TO MU. MURRAY, 

“ Ravenna, August 9, 1819. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

• Talking of blunders reminds me of Ireland — Ireland 
of Moore. Whal is this I see in Galignani about ‘ Ber- 
miu.la-*-agetit*~<deputy~**appeal — attachment,’ &c. ? What 
is the matter ? Is it any thing in which his friends can be 
of use to him ? Pray inform me. 

“Of Don Juan I hear notliing farther from you • * * *^ 
but the papers do n’t seem so fierce as the letter you sent 
me seemed to anticipate, by their extracts at least in 
Galignanrs Messenger. I never saw such a set of fel- 
lows as you are ! And then the pains taken to exculpate 
the modest publisher — ^he remonstrated, forsooth! I will 
write a preface that shall exculpate and * * ♦, &c. 
completely on that point ; but, at the same time, I will cut 
you up Idee gourds. You have no more soul than tlie 
•Count de Caylus (who assured his friends, on his death- 
bed, that he had none, and that he fnust know better than 
they whetlier he had one or no^) and no more blood than 
a water-melon ! And I see there hath been asterisks, and 
what Perry used to call ‘ domned cutting and slashing’ — 
but, never mind. 

“ I write ill haste. To-morrow I set off for Bologna. 
I write to you with thunder, lightning, &;c. and all the 
winds of heaven whistfiog through my hair, and the racket 
of preparation to boot. *My mistress dear, who hatli fed 
my heart upon smiles and vrine’ for the last two months, 
set off with her husband for Bologna this morning, and it 
seeips that I follow him at three to-morrow morning. I 
cannot tell how our romance will end, but it bath gone on 
hitherto most erlticaUy. Such perils and escapes 1 Juan’s 
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are as child’s play in oomfiarison. The fools think that 
all my poesfae is always allusive to my won adventures : I 
have had at one time or another better and more* extra- 
ordinary and fwrilous and pleasant limn these, every day 
of the week, if 1 niiglit tell them ; but llial must never be. 
“1 hope Mrs. M. has accouched. 

“Yours ever.* 


LETTER CCCXCIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August 12, 1819. 

“ I do not know how far I may be able to reply to your 
letter, for I am not very widl to-duy. Last night I went 
to tlie representation of Alfieri’s Mirra, the last two acts 
of which threw me into convulsions. I do not mean by 
that word a lady’s hysff'ries, hut the agony of reluctant 
tears, and the choking shudder, which I do not often under- 
go for fiction. This is hut the second time for any thin^ 
inder reality: the first was on seeing Kean’s Sir Giles 
Iverreach. The worst was, that the ‘ 1 >unia,’ in whose 
»oA' I was, went t)fl'in the .same way, I really helitu'e more 
:>m fright than any other sympathy — at least with the 
ayers ; hut she has been ill, and 1 have been ill, and we 
re all languid and pathetic this niorniiig, with great 
xpendilure of sal volatile. But, to return to your letter 
" the 23ci of July. 

“You are right, Gifford is right, Crabbo is right, IIoli- 
ouse is right — ^you are all right, and I am all wrong ; but 
i), pray, let me liavt^ that plcasunj. Cut me up root and 
•nuich; quarter me in tlie Quarterly; send round my 
disjocti membra jioette,’ like tlumo of the Levite’s coii- 
iibinc ; make me if you wdll a spectacle to men and 
.ngels ; but do n’t ask mo to alter, for 1 won’t : — J am 
tinate and lazy — and there ’« tlie truth. 

But, nevertheless, I wall answer your friend I’crry, wdio 
>jeeXs to the quick succession of fun and gravity, as if in 
lat case the gravity did not (in intention, at least) heighten 
lie fun. Ilis metaphor is, that ‘ wc are iicvtT scorched 
id drenched at tlio same time.’ Blessings on his oxjie- 
cnee! Ask him tlicse questions bout ‘scorching and 
Irenehing.’ Did he never play at crieki't, or walk a mile 
hot weather? Did he never spill a dish of tea over 
liinsclf in handing the cup to his charmer, to the great 
lianic of Ills naiikeiMi breeches ? Did he never swim in 
sea at noonday with the sun in his eyes and on his 
head, which all the foam of ocean <^ouid not cool ? Did 
he never draw his foot out of too hot water, d — ning his 
s and liis valet’s ? 

VVas he over in a Turkisli bath — that marble paradise of 
sherbet and * * ? Was he ever in a cauldron of boiling 
oil, like Bt. John ? or in the sulphureous waves of h — I? 
(where he ought to be for his ‘ scorching and drenching 
at the same time.’) Did ho never tumble into a river or 
lake, fishing, and sit in his wet ckithcs in the boat, or on 
the biujk afterward, ‘ scorched and drenclied,’ like a true 
sportsman? ‘Oh for breath to utter !’ — ^but malm him my 
compliments ; he is a clever fellow for oil tliat — a very 
clever fellow. 

® You ask me for the plan of Donny Johnny: I have no 
plan ; I /utd no plan ; but I had or have materials ; though 
i^ like Tuny Lumpkin, ‘ I am to be snubbed so when 1 am 
in spirits,’ tlie poem will be naught, and tlie poet turn 
serious again. If it don’t take, 1 will leave it ofl' where it 
is, with all due respect to the public ; but if contmuod, it 
must be in my own way. You might as w'ell mode 
Hamlet (or Diggory) ‘ act mad’ in a strait waistcoat as 
trammel my buf^ncry, if I am to be a buffoon ; their 
gestures and my thoughts would only be pitiably absurd 
and ludicrously constrained. Why, man, soul of such 
writing is its license ; at least tlie liberty of tliat Uoensc, if 


* See Letter 884 
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one likes— wrf tliat one should abuse it. It is like Trial 
by Jury and Peerage and the Habeas Corf)Us — a very 
fine but chiefly in the nrvermm; because no one 

wishes to bo tried tf)r the mere jjleasure of proving hLs 
possession of the privilege. 

“But a truce with these reflections. You are loo 
earnest and eager about a work never intended to be 
serious. Do vou suppose lliat 1 could have any intention 
but to gigghi and maJko giggle ?— a playful satire, with as 
little poetry as could he help<‘d, w'as what 1 iru^ant. And 
as to Uie indecency, do pra}', read m Boswell what /o/wi- 
swt, the sullen moralist, says of i*ru>r and Paulo Purgantc. 

“Will you get a favour done for me? You can, by 
your government friends, Crokor, Canning, or my old 
schoolfellow Peel, and 1 <?aii’t. Here it is. Will you 
ask them to a[)poirit {inWittiU Htdarif ttr ernolu/iicnt) a noble 
Italian (whom I will name afterward) consul or vice- 
consul tl)r Havenna? lie is a man of very large pro- 
perty — nol»Ui too; hut lie wishes to have a British protec- 
tion in cast; of change's. Ravenna is near the sea. He 
wants no emobmir/U wlmle.vtiv. I’hat his ollice miglit be 
useful, I know; as 1 lately sent ofl' from Ravenna to 
Trieste a poor dtwil of an Knglisfi sailor, who had re- 
mained there siek, sorry, and fieiiriyless (having been set 
ashore in 1814,) from the want of any accretlited agent 
able or willing to help him homewards. Will you get 
this done? If you do, I will then send his name and 
condition, subject of course to rej<!Ction, if not a]jprovcd 
when known. j 

“ 1 know tliat in die licvant you make consuls and vice- 1 
consuls, perptmudly, of foreigners. This man is a patri- 
cian, and has twelve diousand a year. His motive is a 
British protection in case of new invasions. IX) n’t you 
think Crokor would do it for us? To he sure, my iiUercM 
is rare I ! but perhaps a brother wit in the Tory line might 
do a gooil turn at the r<‘<]ucst of so harmless and long 
absent a W'liig, partiimlarly as there is no salary 
burthen of any sort to he annexed to the office. 

* 1 can assure you, I should look upon it a.s a great 
oUigation ; but, alas ! that very circumstance may, very 
probably, ofierate to the contrary — indeed, it ought; but 1 
have, at least, been an honest and an open enemy. Among 
your many splendid government connexions, could not 
you, lliink you, gel our Bibulus made a Consul ? or make 
me one. that 1 may make him my Vi<io. You may be 
assured fluit, in case of aeculeiiLs in Italy, he w'ould be no 
feeble adjunct — as you would diink, if you knew his patri- 
mony. 

“ What is all this about Tom Moore ? but w'hy do 1 
ask ? since the stat e of my own affairs would not permit me 
to be of use to him, though they are greatly improved since 
1816, and may, with some more luck and a little prudence, 
become quite clear. It seems liis claimants are jlmerican 
mercluuits ? There goes JN’emesis I Moore abused Amc- 
lica. It is always tlius in Uie long run : — Time, tlie 
Avenger. You have seen every trampler down, in turn, 
from Buonaparte to the simplest individuals. You saw- 
how some were avenged even tipon my insignificance, and 
how in turn * • * paid for his atrocity. It is an odd 
world ; hut the watch ha.s its mainspring, ailer all. 

*So the Prince has h<‘en repealing Lord Edward Fito- 
gerald’s forfeiture ? JKcco uri^ sonetto I i 

“ To btt the ftilhvr of the falii«rle«, &c.* ' 

• There, you dogs ! there ’s a sonnet for you : you won’t 
have such as tliat in a hurry from Mr. Fitzgerald. You 
may publish it with my name, an ye wool. He deserves 
all praise, bad and good ; it was a very noble piece of 
principality. Would you lilie an epigram— a translation ? 

If fjr iiilver, or for gokt, 

You couhi m«lt ten thousand piniplea 
Into half H dozen dimples, 

Tlien your face we iniglit behoTa, 
liouklog doubtless much more snugly, 

Yet er’ii thgn ’a would he d ■■ ■ -d ugly. 

* See Poems, p, 4S4. 


“This was written on some Frenchwoman, by Rtil- 
liicres, 1 believe. “Yours,” 


LETTER CCCC, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August 2S, 1819. 

H send you a letter to RolKsrts, signed ‘ Worlley Clut- 
terbuck,’* which you may publish in what form you please, 
in answer to his article. I have had many proofs of men’^ 
absurdity, hut he beats all in folly. Why, the wolf in 
shetp’s clothing has tumbled into the very trap! We’ll 
strip him. Tin; letter is written in great haste, and amid 
a thousand vexations. Your letter only came yesterday 
so that tlicro is no lime to polish: the post goes out 
to-morrow. The datt; is ‘ Little Pidliugton.’ I^et * ♦ ♦ 

eorrec-l the press ; he know-s and can read tlie handwrit- 
ing. Continue to keep the anonymous about ‘Juan;’ ii 
helps us to fight against overwhelming numbers. 1 have 
a tliousand di'slrac lions at pnisent ; so excuse haste, and 
wonder I can act or write at all. Answer by post, as 
usual. “ Yours. 

“ P. S. If I had had time, and been quieter and nearer, 
1 would have cut lum to hash ; but as it is. you can judge 
for yourselves.” 

LETTER CCCCI. 

TO THE COUNTESS GUICCIOLA. 

[Written in tlie last page of her copy of Madame Do 
Stael’s “Corinna.”] 

* My <lcarest Teresa, — 1 have read this book in your 
garden ; — iny love, you were absent, or else 1 could not have 
read it. It is a favourite book of yours, and the writer 
was a friend of mine. You will not understand these 
English words, and others will not understand tlicni, — 
which is the rea.son 1 have not scraw'led theun in Italian. 
But you will recognise tlie handwriting of him wfio pas- 
sionately loved you, and you will divine that, over a hook 
wliich was yours, he could only think of love. In tliat 
word, beautiful in all languages, but most so in yours — 
Afiwr mio — is comprised my existence here and here- 
after. 1 feel 1 exist here, and 1 fear tliat 1 shall exist 
hereafter, — to wlud purpose you will decide ; my destiny 
rests with you, and you are a womwn^ eighteen years of 
age, and two out of a convent. 1 wish that you had stayed 
tliere, with all my heart, — or, at least, that 1 had never met 
you in your married state. 

“ But all fliis is too late. I love you, and you love me, 
— at least, you tuy so, and oet as if you did so, which last 
is a great consolation in all events^ But J more than 
love you, and cannot cease to love you. 

“ ’rhink of me, sometimes, when Uie Alps and the ocean 
divide us, — but tliey never will, unless you wish it, 

“Byron. 

“ Bologna, August 1819.” 


LETTER CCCCII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August 24, 1819. 

“ I wrote to you by last post^aiiclQsing a buflboning let- 
ter for publication, addressed to the buffoon Roberts, who 
has tliought proper to tie a caiuster to his .own tail. It 
was written ^hand, and in tlie midst of circumstances 
not very favourable to facetiousness, so that there »nay, 
perhaps, be more bitterness than enough for that sort of 
small acu! punch : — ^you will tell me. 

« See pRC« 296. 
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^Kecp the moviymouj^ in any case: it helps what fu 
there may be. But if the matter grows serious abow 
Dm Juan^ and you feel youradf in a scrafw', or me oithei 
own that / am the author. I will never shrinh ; and if yoi 
do, I can always answer you in the question of Guatimo 
zin to his minister — each being on his own coals.* 

“ ISvish that I had been in better spirits ; but I am oui 
of sorts, out of nerves, and now and then (I begin to fear 
out of my senses. All this Italy has done for mo, am 
not England : I defy all you, and your climate to boot, t* 
make me mad. But if ever I do really become a bedla* 
mite, and wear a strait waistcoat, let me be brought bad 
among yoti ; your pec^le will then be proper company. 

“ I assure you what I here say and feel has nolliing t 
do with England, either in a literary or personal point o 
view. All my present pleasures or plagues are as Italiar 
as the opera. And aflor all, they arc but trifles ; for a! 
this arises from my ‘DamaV l>cing in the country fo 
three days, (at Capo-fiume.) But as I could never livt 
^but for one human being at a time, (and, I assure you, that 
one has never been myself^ as you may knf)w by the con- 
sequences, for the 8c\fi^i are mcceMful in life,) I feel alone 
and unhappy. 

“ 1 have sent for my daughter from Venice, and I rid 
daily, and walk in a garden, under a purple canopy o 
grapes, and sit by a fountain, and talk with the gardens 
of lus tools, which seem greater than Adam’s, and willi 
his wife, and with his son s wife, who is the youngest of 
the party, and, 1 think, tallcs best of the three. Then I 
revisited the Campo Santo, and rny old friend, the sexton, 
has t w(V— but one the prettiest daughter imaginable ; and 
I amuse myself with contrasting her beautiful and inno- 
ce> face of fifteen, with the skidls with which he has 
peopled s(!veral cells, and particularly with that of one skull 
dated 1766, which was once covered (the tradition goe.«: 
by the most lovely features of Bologna — ^uohle and rich 
VVhen 1 look at tliese, and at this girl — ^^vheii I ihink o 
what they were, and what she must be — why, then, my 
d(/ar Murray, I won’t shcK;k you by saying wliat I think. 
It i.s little matter what becomes of us ‘ bearded men,’ hut 
T <lon’l. like die notion of a beautiful woman’s lasting less 
than a beautiful tree— than her own puaure — her own 
shadow, winch won’t change so to the sun as her face 
to the mirror. — I must leave otlj for my head aclics con- 
sumedly. I have never Iwen quite well since the night 
of the representation of Alfieri’s Mirra, a fortnight ago. 

“Youi*s ever.” 


LETTER CCCCIll. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Bologna, August 29, 1819. 

• I have been ih a rage these two days, and am still 
bilious therefrom. You shall hear. A captain of dra- 
goons, * *, Hanoverian by birth, in the Papal troops at 
present, whom I had obliged by a loan when nobody 
would lend him a paul, recommended a horse to me, on 
sale by a Lieutenant * *, an ofScer who unites the sale 
of cattle to the purchase of men. I bought it. The 
next day, cm shoeing the horse, we discovered the ihrwth, 
— the animal being warranted sound. I sent to reclaim 
the contract and tiie money. The lieutenant desired to 
speak with me in person. I consented. He came. It was 
his own jiarticular request. He began a story. I asked 
him if he would return the money. He said no — but he 
would exchange. He asked an exorbitant price for his 
other horses. I told him that he was a thief. He 
said he was an qfficer and a man of honour, and pulled 
oilt a Parmesan passport signed by General Count Netf- 
porg. I answered, that as he was an officer, I would treat 
him as such ; and that as to his being a gentleman, he 

• Att I ttow reposing on a bod of roses V ’—flee Rohartion. 


might prove it by reluming tlic money: as for his Parme- 
san passport, I should have valued it more if it had been a 
Parmesan cheese. He answered in liigh term-s, and said 
that if it were in the mornmg (it was about eight o’ckxik in 
the evening) he would have sfitht/arthn. I iht'n lost my 
temper; ‘As for that,’ I replied, ‘you shall liave it 
directly, — it will lx? mutual satisfaction, I can assure you. 
You arc a thief, and, as you say, an officer ; my pistols 
are in the next room loaded ; take one of the candles, 
examine, and make your choice of wea|MXJs.' He replied 
that pistole were English vHxqtons ; he always fought with 
the sword. I told him tliat 1 was able to accommodate 
him, having tliroe re^mental swords in a drawer near us ; 
and he might take the longest, and put himself on guard. 

“All this passed in jiresencc of a third person. He 
then said JVb, but to-morrow morning he would give mo 
the meeting at any time or place. 1 answered tliat it 
was not usual to ajifKiiiit meetings in tlie presence of 
cvitnesses, and that we had best speak man to man, and 
apfioint time and instruments. But as tlie man present 
was leaving the room, the Lieutenant * *, before he could 
shut the d»x>r after him, ran out, roaring ‘ htflp and miir- 
dc‘r’ most lustily, and fell into a sort of hysteric in the anns 
of about fifty jioofile, wlio all saw that I had no weapon 
of any sort or kind about me, and followed him, asking 
him what the devil was tlie matter with liiin. Notiiing 
would do: he ran away without his hat, and went to he-d, 
ill of tlic fright. He then tried his complaint at the 
lolice, wliich dismissed it as frivolous. He is, I believe 
gone away, or going. 

“ The horse was w’arrantod, but, I believe, so worded 
hat Uio villain will not he obligt‘d to refund, according to 
iaw. He endeavoured to raise up an indictment of as.sault 
and hatlery, but as it was in a public inn, in a frequented 
street, there were too many witnesst^s to the contrary; 
Jid, as a military man, he has not rut a martial figure, 
-'VCD in the opinion (/ the priests. He ran off’ in such a 
lurry that ho left his hat, and never missed il till he got 
o his hostel or inn. The facts are as 1 tell you, 1 can 
issiirc you. He began by ‘ corning Captain Grand over 
me,’ or I should never have thought of trying his ‘euiaiing 
ill fence.’ But what could I do? He talked of ‘honour, 
nd satisfaction, and his eommlssion he proiliiced a mili- 
ary passport ; tliere are severe punishments for regular 
lueJs on the continent, and trifling ones for mironircs, so 
hat il is best to figlit it out directly ; he had robbed, and 
hen wanted to insult me ; — what could I tio ? My 
•alienee was gone, and the wea|>oTi8 at hand, fair and 
qua!. Be.sidos, it was just after dinner, when my dige»- 
ion was had, and I don’t like to be dlsturlicd. His 
friend * + is at Forli ; wo shall meet on my way back to 
Ravenna. The Hanoverian seems the greater rogue of 
le two ; and if my valour does not ooze away like 
Aercs’s — ‘Odds flints and triggers!’ if it should be a 
ainy morning, and rny stomach in disorder, tliere may ho 
ometiiing for tlic obiluary. 

*Now', pray, ‘Sir Lucius, do not you look ufnm me as 

very ill-used gentleman?’ I send my Lieutenant to 
natch Mr. Hobhouse’s Major Cartwright : and so ‘ good 
morrow to you, good master Lieutenant.’ With regard 
o other things, I will write soon, but I have been quarrelling 
and ftKiling till I can scribble no more." 


LETTER CCCCIV. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“October 22, 1819. 

“ I am glad to hear of your return, but I do not know 
)w to congratulate you — unless you tliink differently of 
7 enice from what*I think now, and you thought always. 

am, besides, about to renew your troubles by requesting 
/ou to be judge between Mr. Edgecombe and myself 
in a small fnatter of imputed peculation and irregular 
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ttoooonts on the part of that phoBinx of secretaries. As I truth in general by spewing ill at all'— -and although they 
knew that you bad not part^ friends, at the same lime know that they are trying and wishing to li^ they do not 
that I refused for my own part any judgment but yewni, I succeed, merely because they con say nothing so bad of 
offered him his choice of any person, the leoMt scoundrel each other, that it rrux^ not, and must not be true frmn tiie 
native to be found in Venice, as his own umpire; but atrocity of their long-iebasod national character, 
he expressed himself so convinced of your impartiality, “With regard to Edgecombe, you will perceive a most 
that he declined any but you. This is in bis favour.- irregular, extravagant account, without proper documents 
The paper within will explain to you the default in his to support it. He demanded an increase of salary, which 
accounts. You will hear his explanation, and decide, if| made me suspect him ; he supported an outrageous extra* 
it so please you. 1 shall not appeal from tiie decision. vagance of expenditure, and d^ not like the dismission of 
“As he complained that his salary was insufficient, I the cook; be never complained of him — as in duty bound 
determined to have his accounts examined, and the en- — at the time of his robberies. I can only say, tliat the 
closed was the result.— It is all in block and white with house expense is now under one-hotf of what it then was^ 
documents, and I have despatched Fletcher to explain as he himself admits. He charged for a comb eighteen 
(or rather to perplex) the maUer. francs, — the real price was eight. He charged a passage 

“1 have had much civility and kindness from Mr. Dor- from Fusina for a person named lambelli, who fwid it 
ville during your Journey, and I thank him accordingly, heredf^ as she will prove, if necessary. He fancies, or 
“Your letter reached rne at your departure,*** and dis- asserts himselfj the victim of a domestic complot against 
pleased me very much:— not that it might not be true in him ; — accounts are accounts— prices are prices ;— let 
its statement and kind in its intention, but you have lived him make out a fair detail. / am not prejudiced against 
long enough to know how useless alt such representations him — on the contrary, I supported him against the com- 
ever are and must be in cases where the passions arc plaints of his wife, and of his former master, at a time 
concerned. To reason witli men in such a situation is wlien 1 could have crushed him like an earwig, and if he 
like reasoning wrtli a drunkard in his cups — the only is a scoundrel, he Is the greatest of scoundrels, an un- 
answer you will get from him is that he is sober, and you grateful one. The truth is, probably, that he thought I 
are drunk. was leaving Venice, and determined to make the most of 

“ Upon that subject we will (if you like) be silent, it At present he keeps bringing in account after occtAmt^ 
You might (Xily say what would distress me witliout though he had always money in hand — as 1 believe you 
answering any purpose whatever; and 1 have too many know my system was never to allow longer than a week's 
obligations to you to answer you in the same style. ^ bills to run. Pray read him this letter — I desire nothing 
that you should recollect that you have also that advan- to he ccmcealod against which he may defend himself, 
tage over mo. I hope to see you soon. “ Pray how is your little boy ? and how are you — I 

*1 suppose you know that Uiey said at Venice, that I shall be up in Venice very soon, and we will be bilious 
was arrested at Bologna as a Carbanaro — a story about together. I hate the place and all tliat it inherits, 
as true as their usual conversation. Moore has been “Yours^&c.” 

here — I lodged him in my house at Venice, and went to 
sec liira dajly ; but 1 could not at that time quit La Mira 

entirely. You and I were not very far from meeting in ^ nnnnxrr 

Switzerland. With my beat respects to Mrs. Hoppner, LEI lEl LULL VI. 

believe me ever and truly, &c. to mr, hopprer. 

“ P. S. AUegra is here in good health and spirits — 

shall keep her with me till I go to England, which will “October 28, 1819. 

perhaps be in tlie spring. It has just occurred to me that ♦♦♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

you may not perliaps like to undertake the office of judge “I have to thank you for your letter, and your com- 

between Mr. Edgecombe and your humble servant — Of| pliment to Don Juan. 1 said nothing to you about it, 
course, as Mr. Liston (tlie comedian, not the ambassador) understanding that it is a sore subject with the moral 
says, * it is ail hoptionalf but I have no other resource. I reader, and has been the cause dC a great row ; but I am 
do not wish to find him a rascal, if it can be avoided, and jlad you like it. 1 will say nothing about tlie shipwreck, 
would rather tliink him guilty of carelessness than cheat- except that 1 hope you tliink it is as nautical and technical 
ing. The case is this— can I, or not, give liim a character as verse could admit in the octave inesisure. 
for honesty? — It is not my intention to continue him in “The poem has not sold so Murray says — 'but the 
nty service.” best judges, &c. say, &c.' so says that woi^y man. I have 

never seen it in print. The Third Canto is in advance 
about one hundr^ stanzas ; but the failure of the first two 
has weakened my estro* and it will neither be so good as 
LETTER CCCCV. the former two^ nor completed, unless I get a little more 

TO MR HOPPSER riacoldaio in its behalf.* I understand the outcry was 

beyond every thing. — Pretty cant for peofde who read 
“ October 95, 1819. Tom Jones, and Roderick Random, and the Bath Giddc^ 
* You need not have made any excuses about the let- and Ariost^ and Dryden, and Pope— to say nothing of 
ter ; 1 never said but that you might, could, should, or Little's Poems. Of course 1 refer to the fnorahty of these 
would have reason. 1 merely describ^ my own state c^| works, and not to any pretension of mine to compete with 
inaptiiude to listen to it at that time, and in those circun»- them in any tlung but decency. 1 hope yours is the Paris 
stances. Besides, you did not speak Grom your own edition, and that you did not pay the London price. I 
authority— but from what you said you had heard. Now have seen neither except in the newspapers, 
my blood bc^ to hear an Italian speaking ill of another “Fray make my respects to Mrs. H. and take care of 
Italiai^ because, though they lie in particuiar, they speak your little hoy. All my household have the fever and 

ague, except Letcher, AUegra, and myeen^ (as we used to 

. Mr. Hopper. W. d.p.r.w. fr... V.rtc for S-I.»rl.«l. “y "1 

had wriUen a letter to Lord Bjrron, riUrMllnf him “ to leave Ravennap Moretto. In the beginning 01 November, perhaps SOOnor 


TO MR. HOPPRER. 


TO MR. HOPPRER. 


rearet Ul omn im uie wiac nivwrr iwmr, r>u|/|jHcr HHUfrinvu turn , 

of eofiM) reporte he had heard lately at Veoice, which, though poMlbly, * 
he enld,uiifi><iaded, had much increased hie anxiety reepectlnf the con 
eequencee the cotmexioti formed by hlm.->Afoore. a 


' See {.etler 960. 
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road. It WM mmiiier, at noon, and at 6ve we were 
bewintered ; but the Hghtmng was sent perhaps to let us 
know that the summer was not yet over. It is queer 
weather for the 27th of October. 

« Yours, &€.« 

LETTER CCOCVn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, October 29, 1819. 

“^ouTB of the 16th came yesterday. I am sorry that 
you^do not mention a large letter addressed to ytmr care 
irj Lady Byron, from me, at Bologna, two montlis ago. 
Pray tetf me was this letter received and forwarded 7 
^ “ You say nothing of the vice-consulate for the Ravenna 

patrician, from which it is to be inferred that the thing will 
not be done. 

^ ^ had written about a hundred stanzas of a Third 
C&'to to Don Juan, but the reception of the first two is 
no encouragement to you nor me to proceed. 

“ I had also written about six hundred lines of a poem, 
the Vision (or Prc^hecy) of Dante, the subject a view c^| 
Italy ill the ages down to tlie present—supposing Dante 
to speak in his own person, previous to his death, and 
rnthracing ail topics in tlie way of prophecy, like Lyco- 
jkhrons Cassandra; but this and the other are both at a 
sland-still for the present. 

I gave Moore, who is gone to Rome, my life in MS. 
in 7H fi>lio sheets, brought down to 1816. But this I put 
into his han<ls for his care, as he has some other MSS. ofj 
nunc — a J'‘Urnal kept in 1814, &c. Neither are for pub- 
lication during my life, but when I am cold, you may do 
v'hav \ou please. In the mean time, if you like to read 
t’^cm you may, and show them to any body you like— I 
care not. 

The Life is Memoranda^ and not Confessions, I have 
led out all my loves, (except in a general way,) and many 
other of the most important things, (because I must not 
compromise other people,) so that it is tike tlic play of| 
Hamlet— ‘The part of Hamlet omitted by particular 
desire.’ But you will Hnd many opinions, and some fun, 
with a detailed account of my marriage and its conse- 
quences, as true as a party concenied can make sudi 
account, for 1 suppose we are all prejudiced. 

“ I have never read over this Life since it was written, 
so that 1 know not exactly what it may repeat or contain. 
Moore and I passed some merry days together. ♦ 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ + ♦ ♦ 

“ I probably must return for business, or in my way to 
America. Pray, did you get a letter for Hobhouse, who 
will have told you the contents ? I understand that the 
Venezuelan commissioners had orders to treat witli emi- 
grants ; now I want to go tliero. I should not make a bad 
South American {ikmter, and I sliniild take my natural 
daughter, Allegro, with me, and settle. I wrote, at length, 
to Hobhouse, to got information from Perry, who, 1 sup- 
|)oso, is the best topographer and trumpeter dT the new 
Republicans. Pray write. “ Yours, ever. 

“ P. S. Moore and I did nothing but laugh. He will 
toll you of * my whereabouts,’ and all my proceedings at 
this present ; they are as usud. You should not let those 
fellows publish false ‘ Don Juans but do not put my name, 
because I mean to cut Roberts up tike a gourd in the {hto- 
face, if I continue the poem.” 


changed hones there since I wrote to yon, after my visit 
in June last. Convent,’ and ‘oorry quotha! and 
I should tike to know who has been carried 
except poor dear me, I have been more ravished myself 
than any l^y since the Trojan war; but as to the 
arrest, and its causes, one is as true as the other, and 
1 can account for the invention of neither. I supftose it 
is some confusion of the tale of the Fornaretta and of Me. 
Guiccioli, and half a doeen more; but it is useless to 
unravel the web, when one has only to brush it away. 1 
shall settle with Master E., who looks very blue at your 
inniecuion, and swears that he is the best arithmetician in 
Europe; and so 1 think also^ for he makes out two and 
two to he five. 

* You may see me next week. I have a homo or two 
more, (five in all,) and 1 shall retx>s8e8s myself of Lido 
and 1 will rise eartier, and we will go and shako our livers 
over the beach, as heretofore, if you like— and we will 
make the Adriatic roar again with our hatred of tliat now 
empty oyster-shell, without its pearl, the city oTV enice. 

“Murray sent me a letter yesterday: the impostors 
have published two new Third Cantos of Dm Juan 
the devil take the impudence of some blackguard book- 
seller or other there /^ ! Perhaps I did not make myself 
understood ; he told me the sale had been great, 1200 out 
of 1500 quarto, 1 believe, (which is nothing after, selling 
13,000 of the Corsair in one day ;) but mat the ‘ best 
Judges,’ &c. had said it was very fmc, and clever, and par- 
ticularly good English, and poetry, and all those consola- 
toiy things, which arc not, however, worth a single copy 
to a bookseller : and as to tlio author, of course lam in a 
1 — ned passion at the bad taste of the tinics, and swear 
there is notliing like posterity, who, of course, must know 
more of the matter than their grandfiithers. There has 
been an eleventh commandment to the women not to read 
it, and what is still more extraordinary, tliey seem not to 
'mvc broken it. But that can be of little import to them, 
dooT things, for the reading or non-reading a ^pok will 
(levcr ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

“Count G. comes to Venice next week, and I am re- 
quested to consign liis wife to him, which shall bo done. * 
* * * What you say of the long even- 

ings at the Mira, or Venice, reminds mo of what Curran 
said to Moore : — ^ So I hear you have married a pretty 
woman, and a very good creature, too— an excellent crea- 
lure. Pray — um ! — how do you pass your evenings It 
s a devil of a question tlmt, and perhaps as easy to 
answer witli a wife as with a mistress. 

If you go to Milan, pray leave at least a Vice-Consul 
— ^tho only vice tliat will ever be wanting at Venice, 
D’Orville is a good fellow. But you shall go to England 
in the spring with me, and plant Mrs. Hoppner at Berne 
with her relations f(jr a few months. I wish you hod been 
here (at Venice, J mean, not the Mira) when Moore was 
here — we were very merry and tipsy. He fuUed V enicc 
>y-the-way, and swore it was a sad place . 

•So Madame Albrizzi’s death is in danger — poor wo- 
man 

Moore told me that at Geneva Uiey had made a devil of 
a story of the Fornaretta : — ‘ Young lady seduced ! — sub- 
sequent abandonment! — ^leap into the Grand Canal T— 
and her being in the * hospital of fins in con8equenc.e !’ I 
slioiild tike to know who was nearest being made ‘ybu,’ 

and be d d to them ! Don’t you th'mk me in the 

interesting character of a very ill-used gentleman? I 
hope your little boy is well. Allegrina is flourishing like 
a pwnegranate blossom, “Yours, &€.” 


LETTER CCCCVin. 

TO MR. HOPPRSR. 

. “October 29, 1819. . 

•The Ferrara story is of a piece with all the rest of| 
the Venetian »manufiicture,* — ^you may judge: 1 only 


LETTER CCCCnC 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

* “ Venice, November 8, 1819. 

“Mr. Hoppner has lent me a c<q)y of ‘ Don Juan,’ Paris 


* S«« Letter 100. 
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edition, which he tells me is read in Switzerland by clergy 
iiion and ladies, with considerable approbation. In tb 
Second Canto, you must alter the 49th stanza to 

' ’T WM twitight) (ind the eunleei day went down 

tfVhich if withdrawn would hut diacJoee the frown 
Of one whom hate ie mask’d but to amail ; 

Thue to their hopeless eyes the night was shown, 

And grimly darkled o’er their faces pale 

And the dim desolate deep ; twelve days hod Fear 

Been tiieir familiar, and now Deatli was here.* 

* I liave been ill these eight days with a tertian fever 
caught in dte country on horseback in a thunder-storm. 
Yesterday I had the fourth attack ; the two last were very 
smart, the first day as well as the last being preceded by 
vomiting. It is the fever of tlie place and the season 
I feel weakened, but not unwell, in the intervals, excej 
headache and lassitude. 

“ Count GuiccioU has arrived in Venice, and has pre- 
sented his spouse (who had preceded liim two months for 
her health and the prescrif>tions of Dr. Aglietti) with a 
pafier of conditions, regulations of hours, and conduct, anc 
morals, &c. &c. &c. which he insists on her accepting, 
and she pci-sists in refusing. I am expressly, it should 
seem, excluded by this treaty, as an indispensable pre- 
liminary ; so that they are in high dissension, and whai 
the result may be, I know not, particularly as they are 
consulting friends. 

“To-night, as Countess GuiccioU observed me poring 
over ‘Don Juan,' she stumbled by mere chance on the 
137th stanza of the First Canto, and asked mo what it 
meant. I told her, ‘Nothing, — ^but “your husband is 
coming.”' As 1 said this in Italian witli some emphasis, 
she started up in a fnght, and said, ‘ O/i, my God^ is he 
aming thinking it was her own^ who either was or oughi 
to have been at the theatre. You may suppose we 
laughed when she found out tlie mistake. You will be 
amused, as I was ; — it happened not three hours ago. 

“ 1 wrote to you last week, but have added nothing to 
the Third Canto since my fever, nor to ‘ The Prophecy 
of Dante.’ Of the former tlicrc arc about a hundred 
octaves done ; of the latter about five hundred luics — per- 
haps more. Moore saw tlie Third Juan, as far as it then 
wont. I do not know if my fever will let me go on with 
either, and the tertian lasts, tlioy say, a good while. I had 
it in Malta on my way home, and tlio malaria fever in 
Greece the year before that. The Venetian is not very 
fiortjc, but I was delirious one of tlie nights with it, for 
an hour or two, and, on my senses coming back, found 
Fletcher sobbing on one side of the bed, and La Contessa 
GuiccioU weeping on the other; so that I had no want of| 
attendance. I have not yet taken any physician, because, 
though I tliink they may relieve in chronic disorders, such 
as gout and the like, &c. &c. &c. (though tliey can’t cure 
them) — just as surgeons are necessary to set bones and 
tend wounds — yet I think fevers quite out of their reach, 
and remediable only by diet and nature. 

“I don't like the taste of bark, but I suppose that 1 must 
take it soon. 

“ Tell Rose tliat somebody at Milan (an Austrian, Mr. 
Hoppner says) is answering his book. William Bankes 
is in quarantine at Trieste. 1 have not lately heard from 
you. Excuse tliis paper: it is long paper shortened for 
the occasion. Wliat folly is this of Carlile’s trial 7 why 
let him have the honours of a martyr 7 it will only adver- 
fise tlie books in question. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. As I tell you that the GuiedoU business is on 
the eve of exploding in one way or the other, I will just 
add, that without attempting to influence tlio decision of | 
the Contessa, a good deal depends upon it. If she and 
her husband make it up, you will perhaps see me in Eng- 
land sooner than you expect. If 1 shall retire with 

•cud ill lItU edlliou. 


her to France or America, change my name> and lead a 
I quiet provincial life. All this may seem odd, but 1 have 
I got tlie poor girl into a scrape; and as neither tier birth, 
nor her rank, nor her connexions by birth or marriage, 
I are inferior to my own, 1 am in honour bound to support 
! her through. Besides, she is a very pretty woman— ask 
Moore — and not yet one-and-twenty. • 

“If she gets over tliis, and 1 get over my tertian, I will 
perhaps look in at Albemarle-sireet, some of tliese days, 

I en passant to Bolivar. 


LETTER CCCCX. 

TO MR. BAITKES. 

“Venice, November 20, 1819, 
“A tertian ague which has troubled me for some time, 
and the indis)K)sition of my daughter, have prevented in^T 
from replying before to your welcome letter. I have Pit 
been ignorant of your progress nor of your discoveries, 
and I trust that you are no worse in health from your 
labours. You may rely upon finding every body in Eng- 
land eager to reap tlie fruits of tliem ; and as you have 
done more than other men, 1 hope you will not limit your- 
self to saying less than may do justice to tlie talents and 
lime you have bestowed on your perilous researches. 
The first sentence of my letter will have explained to you 
why I cannot join you at Trieste. I was on the point of 
setting out for England, (beforis I know of your arrival,) 
when my cliild's illness has made her and me de{>etMient 
on a Venetian Proto-Medico. 

“It is now seven years since you and I met; — which 
time you have emjiloyed better for others, and more 
Honourably for yourself, than I have done, 

“In England you will find considerable changes, public 
and private, — ^you will see sonic of our old college con- 
tenqioraries turned into lords of the treasury, admiralty, 
and the like, — others beconje reformers and orators,— 
many settled in iifli, a.? it is called, — and others settled in 
death ; among the latter (by-thc-way, not our fellow-col- 
Icgions,) Sheridan, Curran. I.ady Melbourne, Monk 
^ewis, Frederick Douglas, &c. &c. &c.; but you will 
itill find Mr. * living and all his family, as also ♦ 
k + * )|c * ♦ ♦ 

“Should you conic up diis way, nnd I am still here, 
^ou need not be assured how glad I shall be to see you ; 
long to hear some part, from yon, of that which I expect 
n no long time to see. At length you have had better 
brtune than any traveller of equal entorjirise, (except 
Humboldt,) in reluming safe ; and after the fate of the 
Brownes, and tlie Parkes, and the Burckhardts, it is hardly 
'ess surprise than satisfaction to get you back again. 

“Believe me ever 

“ and very afleclionately yours, 
“Bvrow." 


LETTER CCCCXI. 

TO MB. MirxUaAT. 

“Venice, Dec. 4, 1819. 

“ You may do as you please, but you are about a hope- 
less experiment.* Eldon will decide against you, were it 
only that my name is in the record. You will also recol- 
lect that if the publication is pronounced against, on the 
grounds you mention, as indecent and Uasphemous^ that / 
Hse ail right in my daughter's guardianslnp and eduastumf 
a short, all paternal authority, and every thing concerning 
her, except ♦ ★ * ♦ * 

* Mr. Murray had commenced a cult affHinat a Iiornlnti t)Ooli»eUBr, for 
.n tufriiigcmefit of Ilia copyri|^t, in publiitiiinf a pirated edition of Doo 
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tt was 80 decided in Sheney’s case, because he had wrii 
ten Q.ueeD Blab^ dec. dec. However you can ask th 
lawyers, and do as you like ; I do not inhibit you tryin, 
the question ; I merely state one of the consequences t 
me. With regard to the copyright, it is hard that yo 
should pay for a nonentity : I will therefore refund i 
which J can very well do. not having spent it, nor hegui 
upon it ; and so we will be quits on tliat score. It lies 
my banker’s. 

* Of tlie Chancellor's law I am no judge ; but take 
Tom Jones, and read his Mrs. Waters and Molly Sei 
qrim ; or Prior’s Hans Carvel and Paulo Purganti ; Smo 
f(;tt’s Roderick Random, the chapter of Lord Stnilwc 
and many others; Peregrine Pickle, the sc.ene of th 
Begga’ (.jirl ; Johnson’s Lmidan^ for coarse expression: 
for instance, the words ‘ * and * + * Anstey’s Bai 
Guide, the ‘Hearken, Lady Betty, hearken;’ — ^take U] 
in short, Pope, Prior, Congreve, Dryden, Fielding, Smo 
lett, and let the Coun.sel select passages, and what be 
4i‘ouies of Ihdr copyright, if his Wat I’yler dcjcision is t 
pass into a precedent?* I have notliing more to say 
you must judge for yourselves. 

“ I wrote to you some time ago. I have had a tcrtiai 
ague ; my daughter AHegra has been ill also, and I hav 
been almost obliged to run away with a married woman 
hut with £iOmc difficulty, and many internal struggles, 
reconciled the lady with her lord, and cured the fever <. 
the child witlj bark, and my own witli cold wafer. J thin 
of setting out f >r England by the Tyrol in a few days, s< 
that [ could wish you to direct your n(\vt letter to Calais 
Excuse my witing in great haste and late in the morn- 
ing, «*r D'ght, wliichcver you please to call it. The I’hin 
C-Tiito of ‘lion Jtian’is completed, in alKJUt two hunrlrnr 
vlirr/,as; very docent, I believe, hut do not know, and 
.IS ii<‘cloas to dismiss until it bo ascertained, if it nuay o 
may not be a property. 

“ My present determination to quit Italy was nnlooke 
for; but I have exfilained the reasons in letters to m 
sister and Dougla.s Kinnaird, a week or two ago. M, 
progress will depend upon the snows of the Tyrol, oik 
-he health of my child, who is at present quite recovered 
—but I hope to get on weU, and am 

“ Yours every and truly. 

“P. S. Many thanks for your letters^ to which you art 
not to consider this as an answer, but as on acknowledg- 
ment.” 


LETTER CCCCXIL 

TO THE COUHTE88 GUTCCIOLI. 

“You are, and ever will be, my first thought. Bui 
at this moment, I am in a state most dreadful, not know'- 
ing which way to i^cide on the one band, fearing tha 
I should compromise you for t ver, by my return to Ra- 
venna and the consequences of such a step, and, on the 
other, dreading that I sliall l6se both you and myselfj and 
all that I have ever known or tasted of happines.s, by never 
seeing you more. I pray of you^ I implore you to be 
comforted, and to believe that I cannot cease to love you 
but witli my life,” * * * ^ “ I go to 

aave you, and leave a country insupport.able to me with- 
out you. Your letters to F * * and myself do wrong 
to my motives — but you will yet see your injustice. It is 
not enough that I must leave you — from motives of which 
ere long you will be convinced — it is not enough that I 
must fly from Italy, with a heart deeply wounded, after 
having passed all my days in solitude since your depar- 
ture, sidk both in body and mind — but I must also have to 
endjire your reproaches without answering and without 
deserving them. Farewell I — in that one word is com- 
peted the death of my happiness.” 

‘ See Letter 88!. 

19 


LETTER CCCCXm. 

TO THE COUNTESS OUICCIOLI. 

« F ♦ * ♦ wfll alreatly have told you, vM her accuih 
tamed suWtmtft/, that Love has gained the victory. 1 could 
not summon up resolution enough to leave the country 
where you are, without, at least, once more seeing you. 
On ymirse^^ perhaps, it will depend, whether I ever again 
shall leave you. Of the rest wc shall speak when wo 
meet. You ought, by this time, to know which is most 
conducive to your welfare, my presence or rny absence. 
For myself, I am a citizen of the world — all countrit^s are 
alike to me. Y ou have ever been, since our first acquaint- 
ance, tfie sole object of my thoughts. My opinion was, that 
the best course I could adoj)t, both for your peace and 
that of all your family, would have been to depart and go 
far,yar away from you ; — since to have been iK’.ar and not 
approach you would have been, for me, impos.sible. You 
have however docidetl that 1 am to return to Ravenna. 1 
shall accordingly return — and shall do — and />c all tliat you 
wish. I cannot say more.” 


LETTER CCCCXIV. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“my hear HOPPNER, 

“Partings arc but bitter work at best, so that I shall not 
f'nture on a second with you. Pray make my respects to 
Mrs. Hoppiier, and assure her of my unalterable rever- 
•ncc for the singular goo<lness of her disposition, which is 
■lot without its reward even in this world — for those who 
.re no great believers in human virtues would liscover 
•uough in her to giv(' them a better o|)inion oftlu'ii fellow^- 
ereatures, and — wljatis still more difficult — of the nselves, 
s being of the same species, however inferior in a| proaeh- 
ing its nobler nnxlels. Make, too, what excuses you can 
for my omission of the ceremony of leave-taking. Jf wo 
all meet agaui, I will make my liumblest ajiology ; if not, 
recollect that I wishetl you all well : and, if you can, for- 
get that 1 have given you a great deal of trouble. 

“ Yours, &c. &c ” 


LETTER CCCCXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Venice, December 10, 1819. 

“ Since I last wrote, I have changed my mind, and shall 
lol come to England. The more I contemplate, the more 
dislike the place and the prospect. You may therefore 
tddress to me as usual here, though I mean to go to 
another city, I have finished the Third Canto of Don 
'uan, but the things I have read and heard discourage all 
irlhor publication— at Iea.st for the present. You may 
7 the copy question, but you II lose it: the cry is up, 
.nd cant is up. I should have no objection to return the 
>rice of the copyright, and have written to Mr. Kinnaird 
►y this post on the subject. Talk with him. 

“I have not the patience, nor do I feel interest enougii 
the question, to contend wth the fellows in their own 
lang; but I perceive Mr. Blackwood’s Magazine and 
me or two others of your missives have been hyperbolical 
□ their prai.se, and diabolical in their abuse. I like and 
dmire Wilson, and he should not have indulged himself 
1 such outrageous licen.se.* It is overdone and defeats 
:self. What would he say to the grossness without pgs- 
on and the misanthropy without feeling of Gulliver’s 

' Thii ii one of the many mieiakM Into which hU diatance from the — 

)f literary operations leo^him. The gentleman to whom the noetihi 
iTticle in the Magazine ia here attributed, haa new, either then or 
ilnce, written upon the aubjeclof the noble TJoet’e character orgenlue, 
"lUiotit glTing vent to a feeling of admiration aa enthoalaelic as it ia 
aye eIoquenll3i and i>.>werfulTy expreeaed.—Afoore. 
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Travels?— When he talks of lady Byron’s business, he 
talks of what he knows nothing about ; and you may tell 
him that no one can more desire a public investigation of 
(hat affair than I do. 

“ I sent home by Moore {for Moore only, who has my 
journal also) my Memoir written up to 1816, and I gave him 
leave to show it to whom he pleased, but not to pubUsI^ on 
any account. You may read it, and you may let Wilson 
read it, if he hkes — not for his public opinion, but his 
private ; for I like tlie man, and care very little about his 
magazine. And 1 could wish Lady B. herself to read 
it, that she may have it in her power to mark any thing 
mistaken or misstated ; as it may probably appear after 
my extinction, and it would be but fair she should sec it, 
—that is to say, herself willing. 

® Perhaps I may take a journey to you in the spring ; 
but I have fjcen ill and am indolent and indetdsive, because 
few things interest me. These fellows first abused me 
for being gloomy, and now they arc wroth that I am, or 
attempted to be, facjetious. I liavc got such a cold and 
headach tliat I can hardly see w hat I scrawl ; — ^the win- 
ters here are as sharp as ucivllcs. Some time ago I 
wrote to you rather fully about my Italian affairs ; at pre- 
sent 1 can sky no more except that you shall luiar farther 
by-aud-by. 

“Your Blackwood accuses me of treating women 
harshly: it may he so, but 1 liave been their martyr; my 
whole life has been sacrificed to them and by tlicm. I 
mean to leave Venice in a few days, but you will address 
your letters here as usual. When I fix elsewhere, you 
shall know.” 


LETTER CCCCXVI. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 


season itself is so little complimentiuy with snow and 
rain Umt I wait for sunshine.” 


LETTER CCOCXVJl. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

® January 2, 1820. 

“ MY DEAR MOORE, 

“ ‘ To-iby it i«* my wft(Idin(?r-(Iay, 

Ami all the folks would stare 
If wife should dtue at fkimonton, 

Aud I should dine at Ware.* 

Or £te,— 

Here ’« a happy new year I but with reason , 

I beg you ’ll permit me to say— 

Wish me many reliiiTis of tlie aeason. 

But as few as you please of the day, 

“My this present writing is to direct you that, if the • 
chooses^ she may see the MS. Memoir in your possession. I 
wish her to hove fair play in all cases, even though it will 
not be published till after iny decease. For this purpose, it 
were but just that Lady B. should know what is there said 
of her and hers that she may have full power to remark on 
or rcsptmd to any part or parts, as may seem fitting to 
herself. This is fair dealing, 1 presume, in all events. 

“ To change the subject, are you in England ! I send 
you an epitaph for Caslloreagh. 

* * ♦ 

Anotlier for Pitt- 

“ with death doom’d to grapfde 
Bcne&th thU cold slab, ho 
Who lied in the Chapel 
Now lie» in the Abbey, 

“ Tho gods seem to have made me poetical this day : — 

“ In digging up your bones, Tom Paine, 

Will, ('obbett has done well : 


“Ravenna, December 31, 1819. 

•I have been here this week, and was obliged to put on 
my armour and go the night aficr my arrival to the Mar- 
quis Cavalli’s, where there w<‘r(‘. between two and three 
hundred of tho best company I have seen in Italy, — 
more beauty, more youth, and more diamonds among the 
women tlmn have been seen these fifty y<;ars in the fSea- j 
Sodom.* — I never saw such a dilfcreuce between twoj 
places of the same latitude (or platitude, it is all one, ) — 
music, dancing, and play, all in the .‘same saUe, The G.’s 
object appeared to be to parade her foreign lover as 
much as possible, and, faith, if she seemed to glory in the 
scandal, it was not for me to be ashamed of it. NolK3dy 
seemed surprised ; — all tho women, on tlie contrary, were, 
as it were, delighted with the excellent oxani})lc. The 
vice-legate, and all tho other vices, were as polite as could 
be ; — and I, who had acted on the reserve, was fairly 
obliged to take the lady under my arm, and look as much 
like a cicisbeo as I could on so short a notice, — to say 
nothing of tho embarrassment of a cocked hat and sword, 
much more formidable to mo tlian ever it will be to die 
enemy. 

“ 1 write in great haste— do you answer as hastily, I 
can understand nothing of all this ; but it seems as if] 
the G. had boon presumed to bo planled, and was deter- 
mined to show tliat she was not , — pUmiatiofij in this 
hemisphere, being the greatest moral misfortune. But 
this is mere conjecture, for I know notliing about it— 
except that every body aro very kind to her, and not dis- 
courteous to me. Fathers, and all relations, quite agree- 
able. “Yours ever, 

“B. 

“P. S. Best respects to Mrs. H. 

“I would send the complimenis of Uie season; but tho 


‘ Gehenna of the waters ! thou Sea-Sodom !’* 

Marino Faliero. 


You visit him on earth again, 

He Ml visit you in hell. 

“ You oomo to him on earth again. 

He Ml go will) you to hell. 

“ Pray lot not these vcrsiculi go fortli with my name, 
except among the initiated, because my friend Hobhouse 
has foamed into a reformer, and I greatly fear, will sub- 
side into Newgate; since the Honourable House, accord- 
ing to Galignani’s Reports of Parliamentary Debates, 
are menacing a prosecution to a pamphlet of his. I shall 
be very sorry to htjar of any thing but good for him, par- 
ticularly in these mi.serable squabbles ; but these are tho 
natural effects of taking a part in them. 

“For njy own part, I had a sad scene since you went. 
Count Gu. came for liis wife, and jume of those conse- 
quences which Bcolt prophesied ensued. There was no 
damages, as in England, and so Scott lost his wager. But 
there was a great scene, for she w^ild not, at first, go 
hack with him — at least, she difl go back with him ; but 
he insisted, reasonably enougli, that all communication 
should be broken off’ between her and me. So, finding 
Italy very dull, and having a fever tertian, I packed up 
my valise and prepared to cross tlie Alps ; but my daugh- 
ter foil ill, and detained me. 

“ After her arrival at Ravenna, the Guiccioli fell ill 
again too ; and, at lajst her father (who had, all along, op- 
I>osed the liaison most violently till now) wrote to me to 
say that she was in such a state that he begged me to 
come and see her, — and that her husband had acquiesce4 
in consequence of her relapse, and tliat he (her father) 
would guarantee all this, and that there would be no far- 
ther scenes in consequence between them, and that I 
should not be compromised in any way. I set out soon 
after, and have been here ever since. I found her a ^good 
deal altered, but getting better ; — off this comes of reading 
Corinna. * 

“ The Carnival is about to begin, and 1 saw about two 
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or three hundred people at the Marquis Cavalli’s the otlie; 
eveming, with as much youth, beauty, and diamonds amon, 
die women, as ever averaged in the like number. M; 
appearance in waiting bn die Guiccioli was considcrod a^ 
a thing of course. I’ho Marquis is her uncle, and natu- 
rally considered me as her relation. 

“ Th^ paper is out, and so is the letter. Pray write. 
Address to Venico, whence the letters will be forwarded. 

“ Yours, &c, «B.” 

LETTER CCCGXVIll. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

« Ravenna, January 20, 1820. 

^ I have not decided any thing about remaining at Ra- 
venna, I may slay a day, a week, a year, all my life ; be 
all this depends upon what I can neither see nor foresee. 

' I came because. I was called, and will go the moment tlial 
k perceive what may render rny deparuire proper. M) 
attachment lias neither the blindiu'ss of the beginning, iioi 
th<? microscopic accuracy of tlie close to such liaisons 
but ‘ time and the hour’ must decide upon what I do. ] 
(tan as y('‘ say nothing, because 1 hardiy know any tiling 
beyond whnt I liave told you. 

• I ’ rn\. to you last ]»o,st for my moveables, its there h 
no getting a lodging with a cliair or table here n-.ady ; ain 
as 1 have already sonic things of the sort at Bologna which 
I had last sumiei i there for my daughti r, I have direct(‘d 
them lo b«‘ moved ; and wish the like to he done with 
those of \ ('itM'O, that I may at least, ged out of iIk*. ‘ Alber- 
go Tm .eri lie,' wlfu’Ji is imperhd in all true seusi- of tJn 
eiMtlir*. Btiffini may be paid for his {loisim. I (ergot 
<o ♦h.i.ii, you and Mrs, Hoppner for a whole treasuri 
k'l' foy.s for Allegra before our (liqiarture ; it was very kind, 
and we arc v»’ry grateful, 

“ VijiiY account of the wedding of the GoitTrior’.-J party 
is wry enU'rlaining. If you do not uiider.staud the eou- 
s'llar exei’ptjous, 1 do ; and it is right that a man <»f ho- 
nour, and a vi'oman of jirohity, sliould lind it so, partkui- 
ktrly in a place where there are not ‘ten rigliteoiis.’ As 
to nobility — in England none are strictly iiobh^ but ]»ecr.>, 
not even peers’ sons, though titled by courtesy \ nor knights 


plead laziness the whole and sole cause of my not reply* 
ing ;-ydreadful is tlie exertion of letter-writing. The 
Carnival here is less boisterous, hut we have halls 

I and a th(.‘atn?. I carried Rankes to lioth, and he carrit?d 
away, I believe, a much nu^re favourable impression of 
the society here tlian of that of Venice— recollect tliat I 
speak of die nrtiive society only. 

“ I am drilling very hard to learn how to double a shawl, 
and should succeed to cwlmiration if I did not always dou-* 
ble it the wrong side out ; and then I sometimes confuso 
and bring away two, so as to put all iIki Sijrvcnti out, bo- 
sides keeping their Servite in llie cold till (wery liody can 
get back their property. But it is a dreadfully moral 
place, for you must not look at. any body’s wife exc(‘pt 
your neighbour’s,— if you go to the next door hut one, you 
are scolded, and presumed to be perfidious. And then a 
•elaxione or an ainici/ja seems to hv, a regular affair of 
from live to fflie(‘)i year.s, at which )»eriod, if there occur 
a widowhood, it finishes by a spo.sfili/io ; and in the mean 
lime, it has S(7 mmiy rules of its own tbal it is not much 
Jettcr. A man actually bee.ome.s a pit'ce of female pro- 
[lertj’, — tliey won’t let tlu'ir Serveiiii marry until lln-re is 
avacaney for tla'inselves. 1 know two instances of tJiis 

II oiu! family here. 

“ To-night there vva.s a — + J.ottiTV after the opera; it 
is an (xld eereiiiouy. Rankes and J took tickets of it, and 
bufiboiied together very merrily. Jle is gone to Firenze. 
Mrs. J + * should liave sent you my postscript ; there 
was no occasion to liave bored you in jktsoii. I never 
interfere in any body’s sipiabbles, — she may scratch your 
face herself. 

“ The w'eather lu'n.’ ha.‘« been dreadful — snow several 
i*et- a broke down abridge, and iKxxlt'.d heaven 
..nows how many camjn ; then ruin came — and it is still 
lliawing — so that, my sadtlle-borses have a sinecure ti 
the roads become more practicable. Why dul l.egagivu 
away the go.if ? a bloeklu'aJ — 1 must liavi- him again. 

“ Will you pay Missiaglia and tin* Biilfo Bulffni of the 
l^ran Rrcingiia. I lieard from Moore, who is at Paris; 
" had pnjviously writtiai to him in London, hut ho has not 
et got my letter, apparently. 

“ Believe me, &c.* 


of the irarter, unless of the peerage, so that Castlereagl 


hmiatdf would hardly pass tlirough a foreign herald’s or- 
deal till tlie death of his father. 
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“ The snow Is a foot deofi here. There is a theatre, and 
opera, — the Barber of Seville. Balls begin on Monday 
next. Pay the porter for never looking after tin? gate, and 
ship inv chattels, and let me know, or let (/aslelli lot me 
know, how my lawsuits go on — ^but fee him only in pro- 
Dortion to lii.s succcs.s. Perhaps we may meet in the 
spring yet, if you are for England. I st'e Uobhouse ha.s 
got into a scrape, which does not please me ; he should 
not have gone so deep among those men, witliout calculat- 
ing the consequences. I used to think myself the most 
imprudent of all among my friends and acquaintances, 
but almost begin to doubtit^ 

“Yours ^c.” 


LETTER CCCCXIX. 

TO MR. HOPrXER. 

“Ravenna, January 31, 1820. 

• You would hardly have been troubled witli the remo- 
val of luy furniture, but there is none to be had nearer than 
Bologna, and I have been fain to have that of the rooms 
which I fitted up for my daughter there in the summer re- 
moved here. The expense will he at least as great of the 
land •carriage, so that you see it was necessity, and not 
choice. Here they get every thing from Bologna, ex(;ept 
some lighter artiAes from Forli or P'aonza. 

" If Scott is returned, pray remember me to him, and 


TO MR. MtTRRAy. 

“ Ravenna, February 7, 1820. 

“ I have liad no letti^r from you these two inontiis ; but 
;ince I came here in December, 1819, I sent you a letter 
or Moore, who is God knows where — in I’aris or London, 
presume. T have cojiied and cut the Third Canto of Don 
uan inlQ two^ liticause it was too long ; and 1 tell you this 
leforehand, because in case of any reckoning between 
rou luid me, thesii two arc only to go for one, as tills was 
he original form, and, in fad, the two together arc not 
anger Uian one of the first: so remember that 1 have not 
node this division to do/ubh upon ym ; but merely to siip- 
ircss some tediousness in the aspect of the thing. I 
hould have served you a pretty trick if I had sent you, 
ir example, canto.s of 60 stanzas each. 

“ T am translating the First Canto of Ptilci’s Morganto 
y^aggiore, and have half done it ; but iJie.se liist days of 
he Carnival confuse and inUirrupi every thing. 

“ J have not yet sent off tJie Cantos, and liave some 
loubt w'hether they ought to be pubbshed, for they have 
lot the spirit of the first. The outcry has not frightened 
»ut it has hurt me, and I have not. wrillen cm amrre this 
iine. It is very d(5C»‘nl, however, and as dull as ‘ the last 
ow comedy.’ 

“ I iliinlc my traiislaiion.s of Pulci will make you sturo. 

• The word here, beiug under the leal, is lllegitle. 
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It must be put by the original, stanza for stanza, and verse 
for verse ; and you vi^ill see what was permitted in a Ca- 
tholic country and a bigoted age to a churchman, on the 
score of religion and so tell those buffoons who accuse 
me of attacking ^e Liturg}\ 

“ I write in die greatest haste, it being the hour of the 
Corso, and I must go and buffoon with the rest. My 
daughter Allegra is just gone with the Countess G. in 
Count G.’s coach and six, to join the cavalcade, and I must 
follow with all the rest of the Ravenna world. Our old 
Cardinal is dead, and the new one not appointed yet ; but 
the masking goes on the same, the vice-legate being a 
good governor. We have had hideous frost and snow, but 
ail is mild again. “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXXI. 

TO MB. BAZrXES. 

« Ravenna, February 19, 1820. i 
" 1 have room for you in the house here, as I had in j 
Venice, if you think fit to make \ise of it ; but do not ex- 1 
pect to find the same gorgeous suite of tapestried halls. 
Neither dangers nor tropical heats have ever prevented 
your penetrating wherever you had a mind to it, and why 
should the snow now \ — Italian snow — fie on it! — so 
pray come. Tita’s heart yearns for you, and mayhap 
for your silver broad pieces ; and your playfellow, tlie 
monkey, is alone and inconsolable. 

** I forget whether you admire or tolerate red hair, ; 
that I ratlier dread showing you all that I have aliout me 
and around me in tVds city. Come, nevertheless, — you 
can pay Dante a morning visit, and I will undertake that 
Theodore and Honoria will be most hai»py to see you in 
the forest liard by. We Goths, also, of Ravenna hope 
you will not despise our arcli-Gotli, Theodoric. I musi 
leave it to these worthies to entertain you all tfie forepart 
of the day, seeing tliat I have none at all myself — the 
lark, that rouses me from my slumbers, being an afternoon 
bird. But, then, all your evenings, and as much as you 
can give me of your nights, will be mine. Ay ! and you 
will find me eating flesh, too, like yourself or any other j 
cannibal, except it 1)6 upon Fridays. Then, there are I 
more Cantos (and be d — d to them) of what tlie cour- ! 
teous reader, Mr. Saunders, calls Grub-street, in my 
drawer, which I have a litUe scheme to comnut to your 
charge for England *, only I must first cut up (or cut 
down) two aforesmd Cantos into throe, because I am grown 
base and mercenary, and it is an ill precedent to let my 
Mecaenas, Murray, get too much for his money. 1 am 
busy, also, with Puici — translasting — servilely translating, 
stanza for stanza, and line for Ime — ^two octaves every 
night, — the same allowance as at Venice. 

^ Would you call at your banker’s at Bologna, and ask 
him for some letters lying there for me, and bum them ? — 
or I will — so do not bum them, but bring them, — and be- 
lieve me ever and very affectionately 

* Youi^ ** Bynow, 

**P. S. I have a particular wish to hear from yourself 
something about Cyprus, so pray recollect all that you 
can. — Good night.” 


LETTER CCCCXXU. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

^Ravenna, Feb. £1, 18£0. 

* The bull-dogs will be very agreeable. I have only 
[^this country, who^ though good, have not the tena^ 
*1 and stoicism in endurance of my canine fei- 
st then pray send them by the readiest oo&r 


veyance — perhaps best by sea. Mr. Kimmird wiU dis- 
burse for them, and deduct from the amount on your ap- 
plication or that of Captain Tyler. 

*^1 see the good old King is gone to his place. One 
can’t help being sorry, though blindness, and age, and in- 
sanity are supposed to be drawbacks on human lelicity ; 
but 1 am not at all sure tliot tlie latter at least mi^t not 
render him happier than any of his subjects. 

“ I have no thoughts of coming to tlie coronation, thougli 
1 should like to sec it, and though I have a right to be a 
puppet in it; but my division with Lady Byron, which 
has drawn an equinoctial line between me and mine in 
all other things, will operate in this also to prevent my ' 
being in the same procession. 

“ By Saturday’s post I sent you four packets, contain- * 
ing Cantos Third and Fourth. Recollect that these two 
cantos reckon only as one wdth you and me, being in fact 
the third canto cut into two, because I found it too long. 
Remember this, and do n’t imagine that tiiere could be any 
other motive. The whole is about 225 stanzas, more or less, 
and a lyric of 96 lines, so that they are no longer than the 
first single cantos : but the truth is, that I made the first 
too long, and should have cut those down also had I 
thouglu better. Instead of saying in future for so many 
cantos, say so many stanzas or pages ; it was Jacob Ton- 
son’s way, and certainly the best ; it prevents mistakes. 

1 might have sent you a dozen cantos, of 40 stanzas each, 
— ^those of ‘ The Minstrel’ (Beattie’s) are no longer,^ 
and ruined you at once, if you do n’t suffer as it is. But 
recollect tliat you arc not pinneri chum to any thing you 
say in a letter, and that, calciulating even these two cantos 
as one only (which they were and are to be reckoned,) 
you are not l>ound by your offer. Act as may seem fair 
to all parlies. 

“I have finished my translation of the First Canto of 
the ‘Morgante Maggiore’ of Puici, which I will transcribe 
and send. It is the parent, not only of Whistlecraft, but 
of all jocose Italian ftoetry. You must print it side by 
side with the original Italian, because I wish the reader 
to Judge of the fidelity: it is stanza for stanza, and often 
line for line, if not word for word. 

“You ask me for a volume of manners, &c. on Italy. 
Perhaps I am in the case to know more of them than 
most Englishmen, because I have lived among the na- 
tives, and in parts of the country where Englishmen 
never resided before (I speak of Romagna and this place 
particularly ;) but Uiere are many reasons why I do not 
choose to treat in print on such a subject. 1 have lived 
in their houses and in the heart of their families, sometimes 
merely as ‘ amico di casa,’ and sometimes as ‘ amico di 
cuore’ of the Dama, and in neither case do I feel myself 
authorized in making a book of them. Their moral is 
not your moral ; their life is not your life ; you would not 
understand it ; it is not English, nor French, nor German, 
which you would all understand, f he conventual edu- 
cation, the cavalier servitude, the habits of thought and 
living are so entirely different, and the difference becomes 
so much more striking the more you live intimately with 
them, that I know not how to xnake you comprehend r 
people who are at onqp temperate and profligate, serious 
m their characters and bt^oons in their amusements, 
capable of impressions and passions, which are at once 
midden and durable (what you find in no other nation,) 
and who actually have no society (what we would call 
so,) as you may see by their comedies ; the^ have no 
real comedy, not even in Goldoni, and that is because 
they have no society to draw it from. 

Their conversazioiu are not society at all. They go 
to the theatre to talk, and into company to hold their 
tongues. The toomen sit in a circle, and the men gather 
into groupes, or they play at dreaiy faro, or * lotto reale,* 
for small sums. Their academie are concerts lik^'our 
own, with better music and more fimn. Their best things 
are the carnival balls, and masquerades^ when eveiy body 


* ItetDoa Juan, Canto III, Staiua 105. 
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naai load for aiz weeluL ARer their dinners and suppers 
th^make extempore verses and biifibon one anoUier; 
but it is in a humour which you would not enter into^ ye 
of the north. 

" In their houses it is hotter. I should know something 
the matter, having had a pretty general experience 
amongtlieir women, from the hsherman’s wife up to tlie 
Nobimama, whom I serve. Their system has its rules, 
and its fitnesses, and its decorums, so as to be reduced to 
a kind of discipline or game at hearts, which admits few 
deviations, unless you wish to lose it. They are ex- 
tremely tenacious, and jealous as furies, not pennitting 
tlieir lovers even to matry if tliey can help it, and keeping 
them always close to them in public as in private, when- 
ever tliey can. In short, they transfer marriage to adul- 
tery, and stike the not out of that commandment. The 
reason is, tliat tliey marry for tlieir parents, and love for 
themselves. They exact fidelity from a lover as a debt 
of honour, while they pay the husband as a tradesman, 
that is, not at all. You hear a person’s character, male 
*or female, canvassed, not as depending on their conduct 
to tlieir husbands or wives, but to their mistress or lover. 
If I wrote a quarto, I do n’t know tliat 1 could do more 
than amplify what I have here noted. It is to be observed 
that while they do all this, the greatest outward reaped 
to be pt- id to the husbands, not only by the ladies, but 
oy ’heir Serventi — particularly if the husband serves n( 
one himself (whicli is not often the case, however ;) so 
lh;ii you W\>uld ofien suppose them relations — tlie Ser- 
vente making ihe figure of one adopted into the family 
Sometimes die ladies run a little r(5stive and elope, or 
diviJ<\ v*r make a scene *, but this is at starting, generally 
when tliey know no better, or when tliey fall in love will 
e f<»: iigner, or some such anomaly, — and is always reck- 
oned unnecessary and extravagant. 

“You inquire after Dante’s Prophecy : I have not dom 
tlian six hundred lines, but w ill vaticinatis at leisure 
“ Of the bust I know nothing. No cameos or seals are 
to be cat here or elsewhere that I know of, in any goxi 
style. Hobhouse should write himself to 1'horwuldscn : 
the bust was made and paid for throe years ago. 

Pray tell Mrs. Leigh to request I^ady Byron to urge 
forward the transfer from the fimds. I wrote lo Lady 
Byron on business this post, addressed to tlie care of 
Mr. D. Kiiuiaird.” 


LETTER CCCCXXni, 

TO MR. BA.NXE8. 

Ravenna, February 26, 1820. 

** Pulci and I are waiting for you with impatience ; but 
I suppose we must give way to the attraction of tlie Bo- 
lognese galleries for a time. I know nothing of pictures 
myselil ^ care almost as little ; but to me there are 
none like the Venetian— above all, Giorgione. I remem- 
ber well his judgment of Solomon in the Mariscalchi 
in Bologna. The real mother is beautiful, exquisitely 
» beautiful. Buy her, by all means, if you can, and 
take her home with you : put hej in safety — for be as- 
sured there are troublous times brewing for Italy; and 
as I never could keep out of a row in my life, it will 
be my fate, 1 dare say, to be over head and ears in it; 
but no matter, these are the stronger reasons for coming 
to aee me soon. 

I have more of Scott's novels (for surely they are 
Scott’s) since we met, and am more and more delighted. 
I think that I even prWer them to his poetry, which (by- 
the-way) I redde for the first time in my life in your 
rooms in Trinity college. 

“There are some curious commentaries on Dante pre- 
adWed here, whidi you should see. Believe me ever, 
faithful^ aad^nost afiTeotionately, 

* Yours, &C. 


LETTER CCCCXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, March 1, 1820. 

“ I sent you by last post tlie translation of the h’irst 
Canto of the Morgante Maggiore, and wish you to ask 
Rose about the word ‘sbergo,’ i. c. ‘ usbergo,’ which 1 
have translated cuirasg. I suspect that it means Jteimei 
also. Now, if soj which of tlie senses is best accordant 
with tlie text? I have adopted cuirass, but will be ame- 
nable to reasons. Of tlie natives, some say onr, and 
some t’ other ; but tliey arc no great Tuscans in Ro- 
magna. However I will ask Sgricci (the famous impro- 
visatore) to-morrow, who is a native of Arezzo. 'I’ho 
Countess Guiccioli, who is reckoruHl a very cultivated 
young lady, and the dictionary, say cutrass. 1 have writ- 
ten cuirass, but /tclmei runs iii my head ucvertlieless— and 
will run in verse very well, whilk is tlie principal point. 

1 will ask tlie Sposa Spina Spinelli, too, tlie Fiorontino 
bride of Count Gabriel Rusponi, just iinporied from Flo 
rence, and get tlie sense out of somebody. 

“ I have just been visiting the now Cardinal, who ar- 
rived the day before yesterday in his legation. He seems 
a good old gentleman, pious and simple, and not quite 
like his predecessor, who was a bonvivant, in the worldly 
sense of tlie words. 

‘^Enclosed is a letter which 1 received some time ago 
from Dallas. It will explain itself. I have not answered 
it. This comes of doing people good. At one time or 
anoUier (including copyrights) this person has had about 
fourteen hundred pounds of my money, and ho writes 
what he calls a posthumous work about me, and a scrubby 
letter acciusiug me of treating him ill, when 1 never did 
any such thing. It is true tliat 1 left off letter-writing, 
as I have done with almost every body else ; but I cani 
see how tliat was misusing him. 

“ I look upon his epistle as tlie consequence of my not 
sending him another hundred pounds, which he wrote to 
me for about two years ago, and wliich I thought proper 
to withhold, he having had his share, methought, of what 
I could dispone upon others. 

“ In your last you ask me after my articles of domestic 
wants ; 1 lie lie ve they are as usual ; the bull-dogs, mag- 
lesia, soda-powders, tooth-powders, brushes, and every 
thing of the kind which are here unattainable. You still 
ask me to return to England : alas ! to what purpose ? 
You do not know what you are requiring. Return I must, 
probably, some day or other (if I live,) sooner or later ; 
but it will not be for pleasure, nor can it end in good. 
You inquire after my health and spirits in large letters : 
my health can’t be very bad, for I cured myself of a sharp 
tertian ague, in three weeks, with cold water, which had 
leld my stoutest gondolier for months, notwithstanding 
ill the baric of the apothecary , — r circumstance which 
lurprised Dr. Aglietti, who said it was a proof of great 
itamina, particularly in so epidemic a season. I did it 
out of dislike to the taste of bark (which I can’t bear,) 
and succeeded, contrary to the prophecies of every body, 
by simply taking nothing at all. As to apiriU, they are 
unequal, now high, now low, like other people’s, 1 suppose, 
and depending upon circumstances. 

“ Pray send me W. Scott’s new novels. What are 
tlieir names and characters ? I read some of his former 
ones, at least once a day, for an hour or so. The last are 
too hurried : he forgets Ravenswood’s name and calls him 
Edgar and then Norman ; and Girder, the cooper, is 
styled now Gilbert, and now John ; and he do n’t make 
enough of Montrose ; but Dalgetty is excellent, and so is 
Lucy Ashton, and the b— h her xnother. What is /twfif 
hoe? and what do you call his other? are there two? 
Pray make him write at least two a year : I like no retd* 
ing so well. ^ 

“ The editor of the Bologna Telegraph has sent me a 
paper with extracts firom Mr. Mulock’s (his name alwaya 
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reminds me of Muley Moloch of Morocco) * Athoiam 
answered,’ in which their is a long eulogium of my poesy, 
and a great ‘ compatimento’ for my misery. I never could 
understand what they moan by accusing me of irreligion. 
However, they may have it their own way. I'his gen- 
tleman seems to be my great admirer, so I take what he 
says in good part, as he evidently intends kindness, to 
wiiicli I can’t accuse myself of being invincible. 

“ Yours, Stc.” 


LETTER CCCCXXV. 

TO MK. MURRAY, 

“Ravenna, March 5, 1820. 

• In case, in your country, you should not readily lay 
hands on the Morgimte Maggiore, I .send you the original 
text of the First Canto, to corresjwnd witli tlic translation 
which I sent you a few days agfj. It is from tiio Nsij)les 
edition in quarlo of 1732, — doled FUn'cnc*^ however, by a 
trick of the irmUy which you, as one of tin? allied .sove- 
reigns of the profession, will j)erfoctly understand without 
any farther spiegazione. 

It is strange that here nobf)dy understands the real 
precise meaning of ^ shergo/ or ‘ usbergo,’* an old Tuscan 
word, which I have rendered evinuis (but am not sure it is 
not hfimd.) I have asked at least twenty pcojde, learned 
and ignorant, male and female, includitig poets, and 
cers civil and military. The dictionary says miraxt^ hut 
gives no authority ; and a female friend of mine says 
positively cuirass, which makes me doubt the fact still 
more than before. Ginguene says, * b(mnet de fer,’ wdUi 
the usual superfi<dal decision of a Fr«mchman, so that I 
can’t believe him : and wliat between the dictionary, the 
Italian woman, and the Frenchman, there ’s no trusting 
to a word tlujy say. U'he context too, which should de- 
cide, admits equally of either meaning, as you will per- 
ceive. Ask Rose, Hobhouse, Merivale, and Foscolo, 
and vote with the majority. Is Frerc a good Tuscan? 
if he he, bother him too. 1 have tried, you see, to be as 
accurate as I well could. Tliis is my third or fuurtl 
lotter, or packet, witliin the last twenty days.” 


V LETTER CCCCXXVL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, March 14, 1820. 

“Enclosed is Dante’s Prophecy — Vision — or what not. 
Where I have left more than one reading, (which 1 have 
done often,) you may adopt tliat which Gifford, Frere., 
Rose., and Hobhouso, and others of your Uticon Senate 
think the best, or least bad. The preface will explain all 
that is explicable. These are but tlie ffrst fourcanU^; 
if approved, I will go on. 

“ Pray mind in printing ; and let some good Italian scho- 
lar correct the Italian quotations. 

“Four days ago I was overturned in aa open carriage 
between tlie river and a steep bank : — wlieels dashed to 
pieces, slight bniisos, narrow cscat)e, and all that; but no 
harm done, though coachman, footman, horses, and vehi- 
cle wore all mixed together like macaroni. It was owing 
to bad driving, as I say ; but the coachman swears to a 
Start on tlio part of the horses. We went against a post 
on the verge of a steep baiilt, and capsized. I usually go 
out of the town in a carriage, and meet tlie saddle horses 
at the bridge ; it was in going there that wo boggled ; but 
I got my ride, as usual, after tlie accident. They say hero 
it was oil owing to St. Antonio of I*adua (serious, I as- 
sure you,)— who does tliirteen inii acles u day, — that worse 

* Vsber§o is obvioutly the name as hauberk, haiiergeon, &c. all from 

the Brnnnnftala^htrg, or covcritig of the ueck. See Gray ’a Hunt, “ ffclin 
ttor btfubei^’f twiated mail.*' 


did not come of it 1 have no objection to this being his 
ibiirteentli in the fbur-and-twenty hours. He presides over 
overturns and all escapes therefrom, it seems ; and Aey 
dedicate pictures, &c. to him, as the sailors once did to 
I JN eptune, after ‘ tlie liigh Roman fashion.* 

' “Yours, in haste.** 


LETTER CCCCXXVIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, March 20, 1820. ’ 
“Last iKist I sent you, ‘The Vision of Dante,’ — first 
(bur cantos. Enclosed you will find, line for line, in third 
rhyme (t<rza rima,'*') of which your British blackguard 
reader as yet understands nothing, Fanny of Rimini. You 
know til at she was born lu re, and married, and slain, from 
Gary, Boyd, and such people. I have done it into cramp 
English, line for line, and rhyme for rhyme, to try tlie pos- 
sibility. You bad best ajipeud it to the poems already sent 
by last three posts. I shall not allow you to play the tricks 
you did last year, with the prose you pos<-scrihed to Ma- 
zeppa, wliicli 1 sent to you not to be published, if not in a 
periodical j)a}>er, — and there you tacked it, witliout a word 
of explanation. If this is iiuhlished, publish it with the ori- 
ginal, and togrthei' with tin? Puki translation, or the Dante 
imitation. I suppose you have both by now, and the Juan 
long before. 


LETTER CCCCXXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, March 23, 1820. 

“ I have received your letter of the 7t.h. Besides the 
four packets you have already received, I have sent tlie 
Pulci a few days after, and since (a few days ago) the 
first four Cantos of Dante’s Prophecy, (the b<‘st thing I ever 
wrote, if it be not uninteUigiUe,) ami by last post a literal 
translation, word for word (versed like the original) of the 
cjiisodc of I^Vancesca of Rimini. 1 w ant to hear what 
you thinli. of the new Juans, and tlio translations, and tlie 
Vision. I’hey are all things that are, or ought to be, very 
different from one another. 

“If you choose to make a print from the Venetian, you 
may ; but .she do n’t correspond at all to the character you 
mean her to represent. On the contrary, the Conttjssa G. 
does (except tliat she is fair,) and is much prettier than 
tlie Fomarina; but I have no picture of her except a mi- 
niature^ which is very ill done ; and, besides, it would not 
be projier, on any account whatever, to make such a use 
<»f it, even if you had a copy. 

“ Recollect that the tioo new Cantos only count with us 
for one. You may put the Pulci and Dante together : per- 
haps that were best. So you have put^our name to Juan 
after all your panic. Y'ou are a rare fellow. — I must nowr 
put myself in a passion to continue my prose, 

“I have caused write to Thorwaldsen. Pray bo care- 
ful in sending my daughter’s picture — I mean, that it be 
not hurt in the carriagej for it is a journey ratlior long 
and jolting.” 

LETTER CCCCXXIX. 

TO MR. MITHRAY. 

t “Ravenna, March 28, 1820. 

“Enclosed k a ‘Screed of Doctrine’ for you, of which I 
will trouble you to acknowledge tlie receipt by next post 
Mr. Hobhouse must have tlie correction of it for the press. 
You may show it first to whom you please. 

♦ flea Poemi), p. -185. 

t Letter in answer to Mr. Bowles, page 280. 
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« I wirii to know what became of my two Epiatlee fron 
St. Paul, (translated from tiio Armenian tliree years ag- 
and more,) and of the letter to Koberls of last autumr 
which you never have attended to ? There are two pack 
ets with this. 

“P. S. I have some dioughts of publishing the ‘Hint 
from Horace,’ written ton years ago — if Hobhouso ca 
rummage them out of my papers left at his fallier’s, — ^wif 
some omissions and alterations previously to be made whe - 
I see the proofe.’* 


LETTER CCCCXXX. 

^ TO MK. MURRAir. 

“Ravenna, March 29, 1820. 

“Ilorewith you will receive a note (enclosed) on Popi 
which you will find tally with a part of the text of last ]»osi 
1 have at last lost all patience with the atrocious cant an( 
nonsense about Pope, with which our iiresent * *s at 
overflowing, and am determined to make such hea 
against it as an individual can, by prose or verse ; and 
AviU at least do it with good will. There is no bearing i: 
any logger; and if it goes on, it will destroy what htd 
goixl wr;?iug or taste remains among us. 1 ho})e there are 
d few men of taste to secorjd rne ; but if not, I ’ll batt,l< 
it alone, corwinced tliat it is in the best cause of Englisl 
lilcratiirr. 

“I have sent you so many packets, verse and prose, 
lately, diat you will be tired of the j) 08 tage, if not of the pe- 
rusal. 1 want to answer some part^ of your last letter, hu' 
I have not time, for I must *boot and saddle,’ as my Cai>- 
tam 'Vaigengilt (an officer of the old Napoleon Italian 
rumy ) is in waiting, and my groom and cattle to boot. 

You have given me a screed of metaphor and what 
n* <t about Puldi manners, ‘ going without clothes, like 

our Haxon ancestors.’ Now, the Saxons did not 
out dothes ; and, in the next place, they arc not my an- 
restoi's, nor yoiirs either ; fir mine were Norman, arxl 
}ours, I take it by your name, where Gad. And, in the 
nert, 1 differ from you about the ‘ refinement’ wliich ha 
bruii'^iu'd the comedies of (!Jongrev(5. Are not the come- 
dies oi' S/wridan acted to the thinnest houses? I hum (as 
ex-co/mnitted) that ‘The Sclmol for Scandal’ was the uxtrst 
.sioch'inecf upon record. I also know that (/OTigrcvc gave 
up A^'riting because Mrs. CentUvre’s baldorda.sh drove his 
comedies off. So it is not decency, but stupidity, that docs 
all ihi'i ; for Sheridan Is as decent a writer as need be, and 
Congreve no worse Uian Mrs. Centlivre, of whom Wilkes 
(the actoi^ said, ‘not only her play would be damned, but 
she too.’ He alluded to * A Bold Stroke for a Wife.’ But 
last, and most to the purpo.se, Pulci is nat an imlecent 
wiriter — at least in his first Canto, as you will have per- 
ceived by this time. 

“ T ou talk, of rti/ihmeni : — are you all more moral ? are 
you «o moral ? No such thing. I know what the world 
is in England, by my own proper experience of the best 
^of it^ — at least of the loftiest ; and I have described it 
every where as it is to be found in all places. 

“ But to return. I should like t#see tlie proofs of mine 
answer, because there will be sometliing to omit or to 
alter. But pray let it be carefully printed. When con- 
venient let me have an answer. “ Yours.” 


where nobody can point more than a shilling or two ^ 
other card-tables, and as much talk and coffee as you 
please. Every hotly does and says what they plea.se ; 
and I do not recollect, any disagreeable events, except 
lieing three times falsely accused of flirtation, and once 
being robbed of six sixpences by a nobleman of the cit y, a 
Count I did not sus|»ect tlie illustrious delin- 

jquent ; but Ulc Countess V * * * and the Marquis L * * 
told me of it directly, and alj^o that it was a way he had, 
of filching money when he saw it before him ; but I did 
not av him for flic cash, but contciiteri mys(‘lf with telling 
him that if he did it again, I should anticipate the law. 

“ There is to be a iheati-c in April, and a fair, and an 
opera, and another opera in .lime, besides th<^ tine weatlier 
of nature’s giving, and the rides in tiie h’orest oi' Pine. 
With my best respects to Mrs. Iloppnor, believe. m« 
ever,&c. “Byron. 

“ P. S. Could you give me an item of wdiat bfxiks re- 
main at Venice ? 1 rhn't want them, but want to know 
whether the finv tiiat arc not liere are there, and w'cre not 
lost by tlie way. 1 hope and trust yon have got all your 
wine safe, and that it is drinkable. Allegra is prettier, I 
diink, but as obstinate as a mtile, and as ravenous as a 
mlture : heallh goixl, to judge of tlie complexion — ^temper 
olcrablo, but for vanity and pertinacity. She thinks hcr- 
lelf handsome and will do as she ])lea.ses.” 


LETTER CCCCXXXir. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, April 9, 1820. 

* In the name of all the devils in the printing-office, why 
o n’t you wTite to acknowledge the receipt of the second 
ird, and fourth packets, viz. the Pulci translation and 
'riginal, t!u‘. DanlickSy the Observations on, &c. ? You 
irgct that you keep me in hot, water till I know wlietlicr 
icy are arrived, or if I must have the bore of recopying. 

Sr- * if 

“ Have you gotten the cream of translations, Francesca 
' Rimini, from the Infcnio ? Why, I have sent you a 
arehouse of trash within the last month, and you have 
o sort of feeling about you : a pastry-cook would have 
ad twice the gratitude, and thanked me at least for the 
iiantity. 

“ To make the letter heavier, I enclose you the Cardi- 
lal Legate’s (our Cam}>em.s) circular for his converaa- 
ionc this evening. It i.s tlie anuiverssiry of the Pope’s 
ar«-tion, and all politt; C’hristian.s, even of the Lutheran 
cod, must go and be civil. And tliero will be a circle, 
ad a faro-lable, (for shillings, that is, they do n’t allow 
igh play,) and all the lioauty, nobility, and sanctity of 
avenna present. The Cardinal himself is a very good- 
itured little fellow, bishop of Muda, and legate hero, — a 
3 ccnt believer in all the doctrines of the church. Ho 
IS kept his hoii.sekeepcr these forty years * * ♦ ♦ j 
It is reckoned a pious man, and a moral liver. 

“lam not quite sure that T won’t be among you this 
jtumn, for I find that business do n’t go on — ^what with 
ustecs and lawyers— as it should do, ‘ with all delibe* 
lie speed.’ They differ about investments in Ireland. 

” Between the devU and deep nen, 

Between the lawyer and trustee, 


LETTER CCOCXXXI. 

TO MR. HOPPRER. 

“Ravenna, March 31, 1820. 

•Ravenna continues much the same as I described it. 
Conversazioni ill Lent, and much better ones than any at 
Venice. . There are small games at hazard, that is, faro, 


am puzzled ; and so much time is lost by my not being 
jon tlie spot, what with answers, demurs, rejoinders, that 
may be I must come and look to it ; for one says do^ 
and t’ other do n’t, so that I know not which way to turn : 
it perhaps tliey can manage without mo. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. I have begun a tragedy on the subject of 
no Faliero, tlie Dqgc of Venice ; but you sha’n’t seo^ it 
..esc six years, if you do n’t acknowledge my packets with 
nor© quickness and precision. miiMy if but a 
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LETTER CCCCXXXIIL 


iwie, by return df post, when any thing arrives, wluch is to get it uhorefor me ; but should like to 
not a mere letter. of its safety in leaving Venice. Iwouldnc^ lose 

“ Address direct to Ravenna ; it saves a week’s time, weight in gold— there is none such in Italy, as 1 take it 

and much postage.” to be. 

«I wrote to you a week or so ago, and h<^ you are m 
good plight and spirits. Sir Humphry Davy is here, and 
was last niglit at the Cardinal’s. As I had been thw 
last Sunday, and yesterday was warm, 1 did not gc^ whidl 
TO MK. MiTBRAF. I shottld have done, if I had thought of meeting the 

of chemistry. He called this morning, and I shall go in 
* Raveima, April 16, 1820. search of him at Corso time. £ believe to-day, being 
“Post after post arrives without bringing any acknow- Monday, there is no great conversazione, and only the ^ 
edgment from you of the different packets (excepting the 'a,niiy one at the Marchese Cavalli’s, where 1 go as a 
irst) which I have sent within the last two months, all of reiaiion sometimes, so that, unless he stays a day or two^ 
srhich ouglit to be arrived long ere now ; and as they ,q should hardly meet in public. 

tvere amiounced in other letters, you ought at least to say «The theatre is to open in May for the fiur, if there is 
whether tlmy arc come or not. You are not expected to not a row in all Italy by that time,— the Spanish business 
write frequent or long letters, as your time is much occu- ,aa get them all a constitutioning, and what will be the 
pied ; but when parcels that have cost some pains in the ;nd no one knows— it is also necessaiy thereunto to have 
composition, and groat trouble in the copying, are sent to ^ beginning. “Yours, &c. 

you, I should at least be put out of suspense, by the im- «p, g. jviy benediction to Mrs. Hoppner. How is 
mediate acknowledgment, per return of post, addressed jrour little boy ? Allegra is growing, and has increased 
direoUy to Ravenna. I am naturally— knowing what con- [n good looks and obstinacy.” 
tinental pasts are— anxious to hear that they arc arrived: 
especially as I loatli the task of copying so much, that if 
there was a human being that could copy my blotted 
MSS. ho should have all they can ever bring for his 
trouble. All I desire is two lines, to say, such a day I 
receivt?d such a packet. There arc at least six unac- 
knowledged. This is ncitlier kind nor courteous. 

“I have, besides, another reason for desiring you to be 
speedy, which is, that there is that brewing in Italy 
which will speedily cut off all security of commimication, 


LETTER CCCCXXXV. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, April 23, 1820. 

The proofs don’t contain the kat stanzas of Canto 
Second, but end abruptly witli tine 105th stanza. 

“I told you long ago that the new Cantos^ were not 


and set all your Angl^travellcrs flying in every direction, ^ ^ I do not 

with their usual fortitude in foreign tumults. The Spa- "’“y 

nish and French affairs have set the Italians m a ferment ; - ^ ^ j**® 

and no wonder; they have been too long trampled on. 8lanf*w about tliose two impostors, 

This will make a sad scene for your eaouisite traveller, ^ ““PP*« e'v® y«“ ple^re,) but I can 

but not for the resident, who naturally wishes a people to no more. I cm neither retas^ nor replace ; but I give 
redress itself. I shall, ifpermitted by the natives, remain .ou leave to put it all into the fire,ifyou like,orn«lo 
lo see what will come of it, and perhaps to take a turn pwbUsh, and I thmk that s sufhcient. . 
with them, like DugaU Dalgetty and hU horse, in case of “ ^ ‘“W you^lhat I wrote on with no goodrwill-that I 
bttsinoss; for I shall think it by far the most interesting ^ been, not frightened, but by the outciy Md, b^ 
spectacle and moment in exUtence, to see the ItaUans ^ Novci^r, 1 was ill in ^y, 

send die barbarians of all nations back to their own dens. "«• y<^y P®»‘ ‘‘“‘f®’’® ®f »°?® P'"**® 

I have ! 

them as c . 

But they want union, and they want principle ; and I together agam. , , , » , 

doubt their success. However, they wll tiy, probably, »P°®“ ‘"’T’'' '^f® » «»• 

Mdiftheydo,itwiU be a good cause. No Italian can ”® b"' \ I®*™ y°" fr®® ®»Ppre« tl" 

hate an Austrian more than I do: unless it be the Eng- whole, if you like it. 

lish, the Austrians seem to me the most obnoxious race “About the Margante Maggie, / wont toe o hm 
under the sky. omitted. It may circulate, or it may not; but all the 

•But I douirt, if any thing bo done, it won’t be so qui- o» e»'^ <*a’n’t touch aline, unless it be because 

• - • — ^ tobe translated. Now you say, and I say, and 


lu uvueu^uuiB ui uu naviuns DcicK lo uieir own uons. ,, . j o , _ , 

lived long enough among them to feel more for ‘'“"S® “y '“''® *‘ = ^ ®®“‘ 

sanation than for any other people in existence. you,and to make it lighler.cirt itro^o-but I cant piece 
lev want union, and thav want nrincinia : and T « together agam. I canH cobble : 1 must 'either nuke a 


etly as in Spain. To be sure, revolutions are not 
made with rose-water, where there are foreigners as 
masters. 

“Write while you can; for it is but the toss up of a 
paul that there will not be a row that will somewhat re- 
tard the mail by-and-by. 

“Yours, ftc.” 


LETTER OOCCXXXIV. 


TO MR. BOPPRSR. 


“Ravenna, April 16, 1820. 


others say, that the translation is a good one ; and so it 
shall go to press as it is. Pulci must answer for his own 
irreligion ; I answer for the translation only. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ■ 

“Pray let Mr. Hobhouse look to the Italian next tim’.. 
in the proqfe : this tin.e, while I am scribHing to you, they 
are corrected by one who passes for the prettiest woman 
in Romagna, and even the Marches, as far as Ancona, 
be the other who she may. 

“1 am glad you like my answer to your inquiries about 
Italian society. It is fit you should like aomething, and 
be d — d to you. 

“My love to Scott. I shall think higher of knighthood 


“1 have caused write to Siri and Willhahn to send with ever after for hb being dubbed. By-the-way, he is the 
Vincenzo, in a boat, flie camp-beds and swords left in first poet titled for his talent in Britain: it has happened 
iieir care when I quitted Venice. There are also seve- abroad before now ; but on the continent titles are univer* 
ral pounds of JUbMto’t heat powder in a japan case ; hut sal and worthless. Why do n’t you send me Ivanhoe and 
I golfing it V. without the Monastery? I have never written to Sir Walter, Ibr 

I wiMlIili it ventured. I eon get it in here, by 
dHSuts of an Ikdqaamtance in the customs, who has affered 


* Of Don Juan. 
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1 knoW^be hiis a thousand things, and I a thoibaml nothin, 
to do ; but 1 liopo to see him at Abbotsford b«*fore ver 
long, and I will sweat his claret for liim, though Italii 
abstcmioiLsncss has made my brain but a shiipit concen 
for a Scotch sitting ‘mtcr jtocula.’* I love Scott, am 
Moore, and all the better breliircn ; but. I hate and abb 
tliat ppddle of waters worms whom you have taken inb 
your troop* 

“ Yours, &c. 

*P. S. You say that ane-half is very good: you are 
wrong; for, if it were, it would be tJi(i finest plH^m in exist- 
ence. IV here is the poetry of wliich wif^hfiij'is good ? ii 
it the JEhneid ? is it MUtmh ? is it Ih'tf den's / is it any 
oiitjs except Popf's tmd Goldsmith’s, of which ail is good? 
and vet these last two are tlie ]H)ets your |>ond poets 
would explode. 13tit if one-ludf of tlte. two now ( Jaittos be 
good in your opinion, what the devil would you have more ? 
No — ^no; no jwetry is generaUy go(xi — only by fits and 
smarts — and you are lucky to get a sparkle hero andtliere 
Y/»u miglit as well w'anl a midnight aU stars as rliymc al 
}>erft‘(;t. 

“Wo arc on lh<i verge of a row here. liast night they 
hav(Mn crwriUcn all the city walls with ‘l''p with the re- 
fMiblie!' and ‘ Death to the Pope !’ &c. &-c. 'I’his w'ould 
bt; notbinjf in Tiondoii, where, the walls are privileged- Ihit 
it . a dirterent tiling: tlioy are not used to sncl 
h. (»•( j>t»!itical inserijilioiis, and the police is all on tlie 
alert, and the Cardinal glares pale through all liLs purple. 

“April 24fh, 1820, 8 ./clock, r. m. 

The police have been, all n.wn and tdter, searcliing 
for 1 i». iti .f'rib.jrs, but have caught none as 3 'el. Tlww 
mo.'i luvo been all night about it, for the ‘Live, repulilies 
•-Jh'sili to Popes and Pri(;sts,’ are innuinerabl.', and 
pHrured ov<?r all the palaces: ours hasjilenty. There is 
•L>own with the Nobility,’ too; thev' are down t'uough al- 
T.'.uly, for that matter. A very heavy rain and win.! bav- 
in:' emue on, 1 did not go oti( and ‘skirr the country;’ but 
I shall tivjunt to-morrow, and lake a canter am.mg the 
i»'*iu-iintiw, who arc a savages, resolute rae.*, always riding 
with guns in their hands. 1 wonder they do n’t susp.*ci 
llie ‘’cr.'naders, for they play on the guitar here all night, 
as in Spain, to their mistresses. j 

“'ralking of politics, as (hilel) (iuotem savs, pray look 
at llie ro7it'iiisir>n of my Ode on IVaJtrloo^ writt.st in tlie y.air 
ISlo, and, eomparing it with the Duke de Ihirn's caia- 
stroplie in 1820, tcdl me if I liave not as gofnl a right to the 
cbaiacter of ‘ VaUs,' in both senses of the word, as Fitz- 
g.’iaid and Coleri.lge? 

‘ Crimson tears will follow yet—’ 

and ba\e not they ? 

* I can’t pretend to foresee what will happen among you 
Englishers at this distance, but 1 vaticinate a row in Italy; 
in whillt case, I do n’t know that I won’t have a finger in it. 

1 dislike the Au.strians, and think the Italians infamously 
oj^pres.viod ; and if they hegin, why, I will recommend ‘the 
erection of a sconce upon Drumsnab,’ like Dugald Dal- 
geltv.” 

LETTER CCCCXKXVl. 

TO ME. MURKAY. 

“Ravenna, May 8, 1820. 

“ From your not having written again, an intention which 
your letter of the 7th ultimo indicated, T have to presiinio 
that the ‘Prophecy of Dante’ has not been found more 
wortijy than its predecessors in the eyc.s of your !llu.sfrious 
syn.’.d. It! that case, you will be in some perplexity; to 
end whicli, I repeat to you, that you are not to consider 
yourself asdxjimd or pltidgcd to publish any thing because 
It IS RiiVte, but aways to act according to your own views, 
OT opiniiMis, or those of yotir friends ; and to be sure that 

• See Hepiio, Slaaza 76. 
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:Ry, iK’o. 

you will in no degree oflend me by ‘ di^clining the article,’ 
to use a technical phrase. The jjrrae observations on 
John 'Wilsons attack,* 1 do not intend for publication at 
this time; and 1 send a copy of verses to Mr. Ktniuurd, 
(tli.^y were written last, year on crossing th.> Po,) f which 
must 7i/jt be publislied either. I montioii tliis, because it 
is probable he may give you a copy. Pray recollect tliis^ 
as they are mere verses of society, and WTilfen upon pri- 
vate feelings and pas.sions. And, moreover, J can’t con- 
mi to any mutilations or omissions of Ptdd: tljc original 
has been ever free from such in Italy, tlie capital r.f Chris- 
ianity, and llie translation may l>c so in ji^ngland ; tliough 
f'ouwill think it strange that tli.-y should have allowed 
\c\\ fnedom lor many ceiiluries ro the Morganl.*, wliilo 
.he other day they c.mfiseated tlie whole trau.'.latioii oi' the 
'\mrlli Canto of Cliilde Ilun.kl, and have, persecuted 
*coni, the translator — so he writes me, and so I ('ould 
lavc told him, haxl he consulte.l me before its pnblicati.m. 
This shows liow mueli more, politics interest men in iJiesc 
larts than religion. Half u doyen invectives tiguinst ty- 
•ariny confiscate Childe Harold in a mouth; and eighf- 
!nd-fw..‘nfv cantos of i]ui//ing rnonk.s and knights, and 
hiirch government, are let loose for c.'iituries. I copy 
jconi's account. 

“ ‘Non igiiorera forsc che la mia versioiie del 4'* (Janto 
cl (diilde. Harold lii conliscata in .*gni parte.; ed io slcsso 
iio dovuto sotirir vessaziom altretlaiito ridicole tjuanto ilii- 
)cra!i, ad arU‘ die alcuni versi fo.ssero escliisi dallaeen- 
ura. Ma .siccome il duieto non fa d'.irdmurio cho ao 
cresccre la cunosilji cosi ipiel carme .sitlf Italia ^ricercato 
piu che mai, .* j.cnso di farlo n.sluniparc in Ingliillcrra 
‘ii/.a nulla esciudere. Wciagiirata I’oiulizioiie di qiiesta 
la patria I se patna si jniit cliiaiunre ima terra cosi av- 
viliia dalla furtuna, dagli uouiini, da se medcsima.’ 

“ Ivose will translate tliis to you. Has he had his letter? 
onciused it to you months ago. 

“This inte.nde<l piece of publication 1 .sliall tUssaudehirn 
orn, or be may cliance to see (lie inside of »St. Angelos, 
.’he last sentence of bis letter Is the. common iuid pathelic 
•iitim. ut of all his countrymen. 

“Sir Humphry Davy wa.s here last iortiiiglit, and Iw’a.s 
bis cmijiany in liie bouse of a V(‘ry pretty ilaii.'m lady of 
•-.•Uik, who, hv vvnv of display ing licr h finiing m piesenco 
rit .•heiiilsf, then ih.‘ser)hiMg hS fourteenth a-sccn- 
ou of .Mount V'*'stiviiis, asked Mf tlu rc was not a .similar 
olcaiut in fiuhnulP iVIy only notion of an Irish volcano 
aisisted of the lake of Killurney, vvhic’h 1 naturally con- 
[•ived h«*r to mean; hut on si'corid ilioughls ] divined tliat 
le alluded to /rclaud and tollecia— and so it proved, though 
he sustained lier volcanic topograjihy for some time with 
11 die amiable, fiertinaclly of ‘the feuiinie.’ Slu! sfK>n 
Rcr tuni<‘d t<i nu*, and asked me various questions about 
•ir llumjibry’s philosophy, and I cxjilaineil as well as an 
■racle his .skill in gasen safely lamps, and ungluing the 
’ompeian MfcJS. ‘ But what do you call him ?’ said she. 

A great chemist,’ cpiolh 1. ‘What can he do?’ repeated 

lady. ‘Almost any thing,’ said I, ‘Oh, tlieri, nuo 
aro, do pray beg him to give 1110 sometliing to dye. my 
yebrows black. I have tried a thousand things, and iho 
oloiins all come off ; and besid<?s, they do n’t grow : can’t 
le invent sometliing to make them grow?’ A 11 tliis with 
le greatest <*arnostness ; and what you wall be. surprised 
\ she is neitlier ignorant nor a fiKil, hut really well edu- 
:atod and clever. Bui they speak like children, when first 
:it <if (heir convents ; and, after all, tliis is better than an 
.uglisli blue-slocking. 

“I did not tell Sir Humphry of this last piece of philoso- 
ihy, not knowing bow he might take it. Davy was much 
.aken with Uavcima, and the pkimitivk IfAliatiimnof tho 
ople, who are unused to foreigners : but h<; only stayed a 

ay. 

“ Send mo Scott’s novels cmd some news. 

• Sefi iPtler lo Uip eitilor of Jilttckwotnl’a Mttgikziije» |«gc 2W. 

t See Poenm^p. 4.S-J. 
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“ P. t'S. 1 htt ve begun and advanced into the second act of 
a tragedy m die subject <d* the Doge’s conspiracy, (i. o. the 
story of Maiiiio FaUero ;) but my present feeling is so 
little encouraging on such matters that 1 begin to think I 
have min^'id my talent out, and proceed in no great phan- 
tasy of tindiiig a new vein. 

“ P. S. 1 sometimes tliiiik (if the Italians do n’t rise) 
of coming over to England in the autunm after the corona- 
tion, (at whidi 1 would not appear on account of my family 
schism,) but as yet I can decide nothing. I’he place 
must be a great deal changed since I left it, now more 
than four years ago.” 

LETTER CCCCXXXVIl. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, May 20, 1820. 

“Murray, my dear, make my resj)ccts to Thomas 
Campbell,* and tell him from me, with faith and friend- 
ship, three tilings that he must right in liis poets : Firstly, 
he says Anstcy's Bath Guide characters are taken from 
Smollett. ’T is impossibli! : — the Guide was published 
ui 1766, and Humphrey Clinker in 1771 — dunque^ ’t is 
Smollett who has taken from Anstey. Secondly, he do<iS 
not know to whom Cowper alludes when he says that 
there was one who ‘built a cliurch to God, and then blas- 
phemed Ills name;’ it was ‘Deo erexit VoUaxre^ to whom 
that mauiae.al Calvinist and coddled poet alludes. Tliird- 
ly, he niis(]uotes and spoils a passage from Shakspeare, 
‘ to gild rehnod gold, lu paint the lily,’ &c. ; for lily he puts 
ro«fi, and bedevils in more words than one the whole quo- 
tation. 

Now, Tom is a fine follow ; but he should be correct: 
for Uie first is an iwyiorfire, (to Anstey,) die second an 
iffmmr/urf and tlu*. third a lAundtr. Tell him all tliis, and 
let liiiii take it in good part ; for I might have rammed it 
inti> tv rtwiew and rowed him— -instead of which, I act like 
a Christian. “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXXXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

Ravenna, May 20, 1820. 

“First and foremost, you must forward my letter to 
Moore dated 2d Jnnway^ wliich I said you might open, 
but desired you toforvmd. Now, you should really not 
forget tJiese little things, because tlicy do mischief among 
firi(;nds. You are an excellent man, a great man, aiul hve 
among great men, but do pray recollect your absent friends 
and authors. 

“ In the first place, your packets ; then a letter from 
Kinnaird, on the most urgent business; another from 
Moore, alxiut a communication to Lady Byron of import- 
ance ; a fourth frrim the mother of Allegra ; and fifthly, at 
Ravenna, the Contossa G. is on the eve of being divorced. 
— But the Italian public arc on our side, particularly the 
women, — and the men also, because they say that he had 
no business to take the business up now after a year of 
toleration. All her relations (who are numerous, high 
m rank, and powerful) are furious against him for lus 
conduct. I am warned to be on my guard, as he is very ca- 
pable of employbigsicorii— lliis is Latin as well as Italian, 
so you can understand it ; but I have arms, and do n’t mind 
them, thinking that 1 coidd pepper his reigamuffins, if they 
do n’t come unawares, and that if they do, one may as well 
end that way as another ; and it would besides serve you 
as an advertisement. 

* Man majr (‘(irnp(> fi-oio ro|M orfun, be. 
fiul be wbo takea woman, woman, woman,’ &c. 

“Yours.” 

* Bm Don Juan, Canto V. Nots 9. 


“P. S. I have looked over the press, but heaven knowa 
how. Think what 1 have on bond, and the post going 
out to-DKirrow. Do you remember the epitaph on Vol- 
taire'/ 

‘ Ci-gU I’enfanl gitb,’ &c. 

* Here liea tha tpoU’d chlW 
or tho world wliich im apoU’d.’ 

The original is in Grimm and Diderot, &c. &c. &c. 


LETTER CCCCXXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, May 24, 1620. 

- 1 wrote to you a few days ago. There is also a letter 
of January last for you at Murray’s which will explain to 
you why I am here. Murray ought to have forwarded 
it long ago. I enclose you an epistle from a country- 
woman of yours at Paris, which has moved my entraiis. 
You will have the goodness, perhaps, to inquire into the 
truth of her story, and 1 will help her as far as 1 can, — 
tliough not in the useless way she proposes. Her letter 
is evidently unstudied, and so naturail, that the orthography 
is also in a state of nature. 

“Here is a poor creature, ill and solitary, who thinks, 
as a last resource, of translating you or me into French ! 
Was there ever such a notion ? ll seems to me the con- 
summation of despair. Pray inijuire, and let me know, 
and, if you could draw a bill on me here for a few hundred 
francs, at your banker’s, 1 will duly honour it, — tliat is, if 
she is not an impostor. If not, let me know, that I may got 
something remitted by my banker Longhi, of Bologna, for 
I have no correspondence, myself at Paris ; but tell her 
she must not translate ; — if she does, it will be the heigHt 
of ingratitude. 

“ I had a letter (not of the same kind, but in French and 
flattery) from a Madame Sophie Gail, of Paris, whom I 
take t4> be tlie spouse of a Gallo-Greek of that name. 
Who is she ? and what is she ? and how came she to take 
on interest in my poeshie or its author ? If you know her, 
tell her, with my compliments, that, as I only read French, 
1 have not answered her letter ; but would have done so in 
Italian, if 1 had not thought it would look like an aflecta- 
lion. I have just been scolding my monkey for tearing the 
seal of her letter, and sjioiling a mock book, in which I put 
rose leaves. I had a civct-cat the otlier day, too ; but it 
ran away after scratching my monkey’s cheek, and J am 
in search of it still. It was the fiercest beast I ever saw, 
and like * * in the face and manner. 

“I have a world of things to say ; but as they are not 
come to a d^notiemenL, I do n’t care to begin their history 
till it is wound up. After you went I had a fever, but got 
well again without bark. Sir Humphry Davy was hero 
the other day, and liked Ravenna very mudi. He will tell 
you any thing you may wish to know about the place and 
your humble servitor. 

“Your apprehensions (arising from Scott’s) were un- 
fimnded. There are no damages in this country, but thei'o 
will probably be a separation ^tween them, as her family, 
which is a principal one, by its connexions, are very much 
against him, for the whole of his conduct ; — and he is old 
and obstinate, and she is young and a woman, determined 
to sacrifice every thing to her aiSections. I have given her 
the best advice, viz. to stay with him, — pointing out the 
state of a separated woman, (for the priests won’t let lovers 
five openly together, unless the husband sanctions it,) and 
makii^ the most exquisite moral reflections,— but to no 
purpwe. She says, ‘I will stay with him, if he will letyou 
remain with me. It is hard that I should be the only w<^ 
man in Romagna who is not to have her Amioo ; but, if 
I not, 1 will not live with him ; and as for the oonsequences^ 
. love, &c. &c. &c. —you know how femhies reason on such 
i occasions. 
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« He says he has let it go oo, till be can do »o no longer. 
But he wanta her to stay, and dismiss me ; for he does n* 
like to pay back her dowry and to make an alimony. He 
relatioiLS are rather for tlie separation, as they detest him. 
— indeed, so does every body. I’lni populace and the 
Women are, as usual, all fortlutse who are in ihe wrong, 
viz. thp lady and her Iw'er. I should have rctrtiated, bu 
honour, and an erysipelas which has attacked her, preveni 
me, — to say nothing of love, for I love her most entirely 
fiiougli not enough to persuade her U> sacrifice every thinjj 
to a plirensy, ‘ I see how it will end ; she w’ill be the six- 
teendi Mrs. Shuffleton,’ 

^ My paper is finished, and so must this letter. 

Yours ever, “ B. 

® P. S. I regret that you have not completed the Italian 
Fudges. Pray, how come you to be still in Paris I 
Murray has four or five things of mine in hand — the new 
Don Juan, which his back-shop synod do n’t admire 
Iransiation of the first Canto ofPulci’s Morganle Maggiore 
e;^ellent ; — a short ditto from Dante, not so much approv- 
ed the Prophecy of Dante, very grand and worthy, &lc, 
&c.. &c. : — a furious prose answer to Blackwood’s Obser- 
vations on Don Juan, with a savage Defence of Pope 
iiKely fe make a row. The opinions alx>ve I quote from 
Murray and his Utican senate you will form yourowi 
'.du*n yc u .see the things. 

‘ Ym will have no great chance of seeing me, for I 
begin to think 1 must finish in Italy. But, if you come my 
way, yon shall have a tureen of macaroni. Pray toll me 
ulKjwt yourself and your intents. 

“ Mv trustees are going to lend Earl Blossington sixty 
Ihoti an 1 pounds (at six per cent.) on a Dublin mortgage, 
think of my becoming an Irish absentee!” 


LETTER CCCCXL. 

TO MR. HOPPNER, 

“Ravenna, May 25, 1830. 

German named Uupfisecht has sent me, heaven 
kn.)ws why, several Deutsclie Gazettes, of ail W'hich I 
uud»;i stand neither word nor letter, 1 have sent you th< 
enriosed to beg you to translate to me some remarks, 
whirh appear to be upon Manfred — and if I may 

judge by itw notes of adimratvm (generally put afu rsome- 
tiiirig ridiculous by us), and the word * hypocominHrk^ are 
any thing but favourable. I shall regret this, for I should 
have been proud of GoGlhe’s good word *, but I sha’n’t alter 
my opinion of him, even though he should be savage. 

“ Will you excuse Uiis trouble, and do me Uiis favour? 
Never mind— -sofVen nothing — I am literary proof— 
ving had gocnl and evil said in most modern languages. 

“Believe me, &c.” 

LETTER CCCCXLI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, June 1820. 

“ I have received a Parisian lett^lr from W. W. wliicli 
I prefer answering through you, if that worthy be still at 
Paris, and, as he says, an occasional visiter of yours. In 
November last he wrote to me a weil-meaning letter, 
stating, fw some reasons of his own, his belief that a re- 
tuiioii might be eflected between Lady B. and myself. 
To this I answered as usual ; and he sent me a second 
letter, repeating his notions, whidi letter I have never an- 
swereii, haying had a thousand other things to think of. 
He now writes as if he believed that he had offended me, 
oy touching on the topic ; and I wish you to assure him 
jhat J am not at all so,— but, on the contrary, obliged by 
hw go^nature. At the same time acquaint him the 
Few knmo this, as well as I,— -end 

there let it end. 


“I believe that I showed you his epistle in autumn last. 
He asks me if 1 have heard of ‘ laureate’ at Paris,*— 
somebody who has written ^ a most sanguinary Ept 're* 
against me ; but wliether in French, or Dutch, or on what 
score, I luiow not, and he don’t say,— except that (for my 
.«atlsfaclion) he says it is the best tiling in the fellowi 
volume. If there is any thing of the kind that I ought to 
know, you will doubtless tell me. 1 suppose it to be some- 
thing of the usual sort;— he says, he do n’t remember the 
author’s name. 

“I wrote to you some ten days ago, and expect an an- 
swer at your leisure. 

“The separation business still continues, and all the 
world are implicated, including priests and cardinals. I’he 
public opinion is furious against few, Isicause he ought to 
iiave cut tlio matter short, at Jirst^ and not waited twelve 
montlis to begin. He has lieen trying at evidence, but can 
get none ; for what would make fifty divorces in 

England won’t do hert? — tliero must be the most deddtd 
proofs. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ It is the first cau.se of the kind attempted in Ravenna 
fca- tliese two liiindred y<*ar.s ; f »r, though they often sepa- 
rate, they assign a different motive. You know Uiat tlie 
continental incontinent are riuire delicate tlian the Eng- 
lish, and do n’t like proidaiiniiig their coronation in a court, 
even when nobody doubts it. 

“AH her rtslations are furious against him. The father 
has challenged him — a su[eTriuous valour, for ho do n’t 
fight, though suspected of tv.o assassinations — one of the 
famous Monzoni of Forli. Warning w'a^; given me not to 
take such long rides in the Pine h’orost without being on 
my guard ; so I take my stiletto and a jiair of pistols in my 
pocket during my daily rides. 

“I won’t stir from this place till the matter is settled ono 
way or the other. She is as femininely linn a.s possible ; 
and the opinion is so much against him, Uiat the advocates 
decline to undertake liis cause, betJause tliey say that he 
is either a fool or a rogue — ^fool, if he did not discover the 
liaison till now ; and rogue, if he dirl know it, and waited, 
for some bud end, to divulge it. In short, there has been 
notliing like it since the days of Guido di Polenta’s family, 
in tliese ports. 

“If the man has me taken off, like Poloniiis, ‘say he 
.nadt^ a giKid end’ — for a melodrame. The principal se- 
Luirity is, tliat he has not tJm eoiirage to spend twenty 
sciidi— the average price of a clean-handed bravo— other- 
wise there is no want of opportunity, for 1 ride about the 
wo(m1s every evening, with one servant, and sometinies an 

iquainlance, who latterly looks a little, queer in solitary 
bits of bushes. 

“Good-by. — Write to yours ever, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXLir. 

TO MR. MttRRAV. 

“Ravenna, .Time 7, 1820. 

“Enclosed is something which will interest you, to 
wit, the opinion of ike greatest man of Germany— per- 
haps of Europe— ^pon one of the great men of your adver- 
tisements (all ‘ famous hand.s,’ as Jacob Ton.sonusecl to 
;ay of his ragamuffins) — in short, a critique of f/atikes 
ipon Manfred. There is tlie original, on English transl- 
ation, and an Italian one ; keep them all in your archivois, 
or the opinions of such a man as Go^^the, whetlior favour 
ible or not, are always interesting — and this is more so, as 
favourable. His Faust I never read, for I do n’t know 
jrerman ; but Matthew Monk Lewis, in 1818, at Cdigny, 
ranslated most it to me vii/i woe, and I was naturally 
nuch struck with it ; but it was the Stdnhaeh and the 
Tvngfnmy and sometliftig else, much more than Fausttis, 

* M. Ltmnrtln*. 
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that made wie write Maiiired. I'he first, scent*; however, 
and that of I^’auslus, are very similar Acknowit^lge diet 
letter. “ Yours ever. 

* P. S. I have received Ivanhoc ; — ffml. Pray s<‘nd me 
some toodi'-powtier and tincture of myrrh, by &c. 

RicciartlclU) should have ]>een IrmiMaicd literally ^ or not at 
all. As to putting WhisUccnifi^ it -urn't do. I’H tell you 
why some day or otlier. Cormvairs a |Kiet,bul spoiled by 
the detestable schools of the day. IVlrs. llcmuns Is a 
poet also, but too stiltified and apostrophic, — and quite 
wrong. Men died calmly before die Christian era, and 
since, without Christianity: witness the Ronian.s, and, 
lately, Thistlewood, S:mdt, ;uid 1 ,ovcl — mtm wfu) augld to 
have been weighed down with their cri/nes, even had they />€- 
lievecL A deatli-b<?d is a matter of nerves and constitu- 
tion, and not of religion. Voltaire was frightened, Frede- 
rick of Prus.sia not : CMiristian.sdic same, according to dicir 
strength rather than dieir creed. AVhat dt>es II * * H ^ * 
mean by his stanza? which is octave got drunk or gone 
mad. lie ought to liave his ears boxed vvidi 'I'hur’s ham- 
mer for rhyming so fantastically.” 

LETTER CCCCXLIIL 1 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, June 9, 1820. 

“ Galignani has just sent me tJu*. Paris edition of yonr 
works, (which 1 wrote to order,) and I am glad to see my 
old friends witli a French face. 1 have been skimming and 
dipping, in and ovt r dicin, like a swallow, and a.s pleased as 
one. It is the. first lime (ball had seen the Mc.lo<lies without 
music ; and, 1 do n’t know how, but 1 can’t read in a 
music-book— the crotchets coulioind the wortls in my 
head, Uiougli 1 recollect them perfectly when sung. Music 
assists my memory tlirougli llie ear, not through the eye ; 
I mean, lliat ht;r quavers perplex me upon pajier, but tliey 
are a help when heard. And thus J uas glad to see the 
words witimut tiiek borrowed robes ; — to my mind Uu*y 
look none the worse; for tlieir nudity. 

“ The biograi>ber has made a botch of your life — rail- 
ing your fatlier ‘ a uencro/iif; oW gentleman,’ and prattling 
of ‘Addison,’ and ‘dowager countesses.’ If that damn(‘d 
fellow was to vritc my life, I would certainly take his. 
And dien, at the Dublin dinner, you have ‘made a speech,’ 
(do you recollect, at Douglas Iv.’s, ‘ Sir, he made mo a 
speefdi ?’) too complimentary to tlie ‘ living poets,’ and 
somewhat retlolcnt of universal praise. / am but too 
well ofi' in it, but * * * * 

* ♦ ♦ * 

“You have not, sent me any poetical or personal nows 
of yourself. Wliy do n’t you complete an Italian Tour of 
dm Fudges ? I havti just been turniiig over Idttle, which 
I Imew by heart in 1803, being then in my lifteenth sum- 
mer. Heigho! I believe all the miscliief I have ever 
done, or sung, has been owing to that confounded book 
of yours. 

“In my last 1 told you of a cargo of ‘Poeshie,’ which 1 
had sent to M. at liis own impatient desire ; — and, now 
he has got it, be do n’t like it, and demurs. Perhaps lie is 
right. 1 liave no great opinion of any of my last .ship- 
ment, except a Iraut lation from Pulci, which is word for 
word, and verse for verse. 

“ I am in die Third Act of a Tragedy •, but whcdier it 
will be finished or not, T know not : 1 have, at tills pre- 
sent, too many passiuas of my own on hand to do justice 
to those of tlic dead. Besides the vexatious mentioned 
in my last, I have incurred a quarrel with the Pope’s 
carabiuiers, or gens-d'annerie, who have petitioned the 
Cardinal against my liveries, as resembling too nearly 
their own lousy uniform. They particularly object to 
the epauletUis, wliich all the worlU with us have upon 
gala days. My liveries arc of the colours confumiing to my 
arms, iuid have been the fiiruily hue since dte year 1066. 


“1 have sent a tranchant reply, as you may 8up|K%ic ; 
and have given to understand that, if any soldados of that 
respectable corps insult my servants, I will do likewise 
by their gallant comnmnders ; and I have directed my 
raganmflins, six in number, who are tolerably savage, to 
defeiMi thiunselves, in case of aggression ; and, on holy- 
days and gautly days, I shall arm tlie whole set, including 
inyseUj in case of accuh'iits or treachery. I used to play 
pretty well at. the broadsword, once iifKin a time, at 
Angelo’s ; but I should like tlie pistol, our national buo 
ciaiieer weapon, belter, though 1 am out of practice at 
present. However, 1 can ‘wink and hold out inme iron.’ 
It makes me tliiuk (the wlmle tiling does) of Romeo and 
Juliet — ‘ now, Gn'gory, remember thy mashing blow.’ 

“All those feuds, however, with Uie Cavalier for his 
wife, and tlic troopers for my liveries, are very tiresome 
to a quiet man, wlio does his best to please all the world, 
and longs for fellow'sliij) and giwd-will. Pray write. 

“ I am yours, &c.” 

LETTER CCCCXLIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, July 13. 1820. 

“ To remove or increase your Irish anxwity about my 
being ‘ in a whisp,’* 1 answer your lotler forthwith; pre- 
mising that, as I am a ‘ Will of the wisp.’ 1 may cliance to 
flit out of it. But, first, a word on the Memoir ; — T have 
no objection, nay, 1 would rather that, mie correct cojiy 
was taken and deposited in honourable, hands, in ease of 
acekients hajipenmg to the original ; for you know that 1 
liave none;, and have never even rc-read, nor, indeed, read 
at all what is tliere written ; T imly know that I wrote 
it with the fullest intention to he ‘faithful and true’ in m;^ 
narrative, hut 7toi impartial — no, l?y the Lord! I can't pre- 
tend to he lliat, while 1 feel. But I wish to give every 
ImrIv concorneci the o])portuniiy lo contradict or correct me. 

“I have no objection to juiy proper person .seeing what 
is tlierc WTittcri, — seeing it was written, like every thing 
else, for the purjKise of being read, however much many 
writings may fad in arriving at that object. 

“With regard to * the vvhisp,’the Pope has pronounced 
Ihdr separation. The dt;cree came yesterday from Baby- 
lon, — it was she and htr fricnflH who demanded it, on the 
grounds of her husband's (the noble fkiunt Cavalier’s) 
extraordimiry usage. He opposed it with all his might, 
because of the alimony, wliicli has l>een assigned, with all 
her goods, chattels, carriagi*, &c. to be restored by him. 
In Italy tliey can’t divorce. He insialed on her giving 
me up, and he w’ould forgive every tiling,— even the adul- 
tery which he swears that he can prove by ‘ famous wit- 
nesses.’ But, in tills country, the very courts hold such 
proofs in abhorrence, the Jtaliaas being as much more 
delicate in public than the English, as tliey arc more 
passionate in private. 

“The friends and relatives, who are numerous and 
powerful, reply to him — ‘ You yourself arc either fool or 
knave, — fool, if you did not sec tlie consequences of tii^ 
approximation of these two young persoas, — knave, if 
you connive at it. Take your choice, — ^biit do n’t break 
out (afrer twelve months of the closest intimacy, under 
your own eyes and positive sani'tion) with a scandal, 
which can only make you ridiculous and her unhappy.’ 

“He swore that he thought our intercourse was purely 
amicable, and that I was more partial to him than to her, 
till melandioly testimony proved tlie contrary. To this 
they answer, that ‘Will of this wisp’ was not an unknown 
yierson, and that ‘ clamosa Fama’ had not proclaimed the 
purity of my morals that her brother, a year ago, wrote 
from Rome to warn him, tliat his wife would infallibly 
he led astray by tlii.s ignis fatuus, unless he took proper 
measures, all of which he neglected to ^^ke, &c. &c. 

* An |ilir:isc fur being in a soraiie. 
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**Now, ho says, that he encouraged my return 
Ravenna, to see * m quariii picdi di acqua mmo' and 
has found enough to drown him in. In sliort, 

< Ce ne 1‘ut pus le tout ; m I'urnme se plaif'iiit — 

Proc6— -La imrentds fb joint eu excuse et (lit 
due dll Dortew venoit tout Ic miuiviiis ni6uii/;e ; 
due cet hominc 6toit fou, que sa feinmu ^toit aiige. 

• On fit causer le manage.’ 

It is but to let the women alone, in the way of conflict, 
for they arc simj to win against tht? field. She return: 
to her fadier’s house, and I can only see lier under great 
restrictions — such is tlie custom of the country. Tb 
relations behaved very well;— I oficrod any settle- 
ment, but they refused to acce[)t it, and swear she sheC nV 
?ive witli G. (as he has tried to prove her faithless,) but 
that h shall maintain her; and, in fact, a judgment to 
this effect came yesterday. I arn, of course, in an awk- 
ward situation enough. 

“ I nave heard no more of the carabinlers who protested 
igamst my liveries. I’hey are not popular, tliose same 
.vdfiiers, and, in a small row, tlie other night, one was 
slain, another wounded, and divers jmt to flight, b}^ some 
of the Romagnuole youth, who are dexterous, and some- 
\xhat liberal of the knife. The perpiitrators are not 
tiL^cover* li, hut I hope and believe that none of my raga- 
miitfiji-T ;v(Te in it, though tli<‘y are somewhat savag 
:ri ! ere armed, like most of the inhabitants. It is 
llu !r way, and saves sometimes a good deal of litigation. 

“ 'riiiTC is a revolution at Naples. If so, it will pro- 
hatily h'ave a eard at Raviama in its way to Lombardy. 

" ^ our publishers seem to have used you like mine. 
IMitnay lias slmfllod, and almost irisinualed that tny hist 
j.nv! •( tie.is are <hd/.. Dull, sir! — damme, dull! I believe 
’'e 's 1 ,'uL He begs for the completion of my tragedy 
Vi Paliero, luirii' ofvvhi(’h is yet gone toF.ugland. 

lifth act is nearly completed, but it is dreadfully long 
— 10 sheets of long paper, 4 pages each— about 150 vvlieii 
V'l lilted; but ‘so full of pastime and prodigality’ that 1 
it will do. 

“ Pra} send and publish your Poem U]>on me ; and 
do n’t be afraid of praising me too highly. 1 shall pocket 
my hlosJies. 

“ ‘ Vo( actionable !’ — Chantre (JCcnfer !* — ^Ijy * * Uiat’s 
‘ a speech,’ and I won’t put up with it. A pretty title 


) followed. Dr. Moore’s account is in some respecte false, 
; ^d in all foolish and flippant. iVbwe of the chronicles 
(mid I have consulted Sanuto, Standi, NavagtTo, and an 
anonymous Siege of Zara, besides the histories of Lau- 
gier,Daru, Slsmondi, &c.) state, or even hint, that he 
begged his life ; they merely say that he did not deny 
tlie conspiracy. He was one of their great men,— com- 
mander at the siege of Zara,— beat 80,000 Hungarians, 
killing 8000, and at the same time kept the town he was 
Imsieging in order,— took Gapo d’Istria,— was ambassa- 
dor at Genoa, Rome, and finally Doge, where he fidl foi 
treason, in attempting to alter the government, by wlial 
Sanuto calls a judgment on him fur, many years kifore, 
(when Pixlesta and Captain of Treviso,) liaving knoeked 
down a bishop, who was sluggish in carrying the Imsi at 
a procession. He ‘satldles him,’ as I’lnvaekum did 
Sijiian?, ‘with a judgment;’ but he does not mention 
whetln*!' he had been j, unished at (lie time for what 
would appear very strarifre, even now, and must have hi^en 
still more so iti an age of papal power and glory. Sa- 
niito say’K, that Hi'aven look away hi.s senses flir this 
biifflit, and induced him to conspire. ‘ Per6 fu perinesso 
che il J^'aliero perdette 1’ intelletto,’ &c. 

“ I do not know what your parlour-hoarders %vill think 
:>f the Drama I have founded upon this extraordinary 
'ivent. The only similar one in history is the story of Agis, 
King of Sparta, a prince, tm/A tlui commons against tho 
aristocracy, and losing his life therefor. Hut it shall bo 
stmt when copied. 

“I should be glad to know why your Q,nairterf/»;g Re- 
viewers, at the close of ‘ tho Fall of Jerusalem,’ accuse mo 
of INTaniebeism ? a coinplim«*nt to which the sweetener of 
‘ one of tlie mighlitist spirits’ by no means rocmneiles me. 
The I’oem they rt'view is very noble ; but could thtiy not 
do justice to the writt'r W'ilbout converting him into rny 
religious antidote? I am not a Manichean, nor an Any- 
ehean. I should like to know what liann my ‘ pooshies’ 
hav(‘ done ? T can’t tell what people mean by making me 
a hohgohliii.” 


T.ETTER CCCCXLVI. 


to giv(' a man for tloubting if there be any .such place I 


TO MK. TVlUmiAV. 


‘SS<» my Gail is gone — and Miss Maliony won’t lalie “ Rnvnnna Auf^iist 31 1820. 

momy, ] ryn vt'ry glad of it— T like to he generous free « j j},^. tragn-dyi^ (us yim i/it ;) 

of exju nse. But beg her not to trauslate me. ^re d— il souls as weU'.Ts trnge- 

“ t)b, pray telUialigiiani that I shall send him aserced R(>eo!Ieet that it is not apolitical play, though it 

of dwetrme if he don’t be more punctual. Sonieb*,dy „,;,y look like it : it is strictly historical. Read die history 

re^ulady detains two, and sometimes four, of his messi‘ii- 

gers by the way. Do, pray, entreat him to he more « Adah’s picturo is her mother’s. lam glad of il— tho 
preeis(.«. News are worth money in this remote kingdom motluT inad»> a gcwxl daughter. Send me Gifliird’s opi- 
of lli(i Ostrogoths. ^ never mind the Archbishop. I can neiUier send 

“Pray, reply. I should like much to share some of | you a hundred pi.stoles, nor a better 

>ur t:hamj>agne and La Fitte, but I am tcK) Italian for yo,, a tragedy, and you asked for ‘facetious 

Pans in general. Make Murray send rny letter to you a little like your predecessor, who advised Dr. 

it is lull of epigrams. Ic ours, &.c.” Prideaiix to ‘put some more humour into his Life of Ma- 


LETTER CCCCXLV. | 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, July 17, 1820. 

^“1 have received some books, and Quarterlies, and 
Edinbtirghs, for all which I arn grateful; lh«;y contain 
all f know of England, except by Galignani’s newsjiaper. 

“ The Tragedy f is completed, hut now come.s Uie task 
of cojiy and correction. It is very long, (42 sheets of long 
paper, of four pages each,) and I believe must make mort 
-fiay 140 or 150 pages, Asides many historical extracts 
as notes, w’hich^I mean to append. History is closely 

.. hiru L»y M. Luiaariinc, in one of his Poems. 

MuniioP-' ’ 


“ Bankes is a wondinful fellow. There is hardly one of 
my school or college contem}x>rarie.s that has not turned 
out more or less crilehrated. Peel, Palmerston, Bankes, 
Hobhouse, Tavistock, Htib Mills, Dimglas Kinnaird, &c. 
&c. have all talked and been talked about. 

+ ♦ >K :4c + 

“We are here going to fight a little next month, if tht? 
Huns don’t cross the Po, and prt>hably if they do. I can’t 
say more now. If any thing happens, you have matter for 
a posthumous work in MS. ; so pray be civil. Depeixl 
ipon it, there will be savage work, if once they begin here. 
The French courage proceeds from vanity, tl>o German 
from phlegm, tlie Turkish from fanaticism and opium, the 
Spanish from pride, l4ie English from coolness, the Dutch 
from obstinacy, the Russian from iri.*«easihility, hut the Ita- 
lian from anger ; so you 11 sec that they w ill spare n(*thii)g. ’ 
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LETTER CCCCXLVn. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

‘‘Ravenna, August SI, 1820. 

“D— n your ‘mezzo cammin’* — ^you should say ‘the 
prime of life,* a much more consolatory phrase. Besides, 
It is not correct. 1 vvas born in 1788, and consequently 
am but tliirty-two. You are mistaken on another point. 
The ‘ Sequin Box* never c.ame into requisition, nor is it 
likely to do so. It were better that it had, for then a man 
is not bounds you know. As to reform, I did reform — what 
would you have ? ‘Rehellion lay in his way, and he (bund 
it.* I verily believe that nor you, nor any man of poetical 
temperament, can avoid a strong jiassion of some kind. It 
is tlie poetry of life. What should I have known or writ* 
ten, had 1 been a quiet, mercantile fiolitician, or a lord in 
waiting? A man must travel and turmoil, or tliere is no 
existence. Besides, I only meant to be a Cavalier Ser- 
vente, and had no idea it would turn out a romance, in the 
Anglo fashion. 

“ However, I suspect I know a thing or two of Italy — 
more than Lady Morgan has picked up in her posting. 
What do Englishmen Imow of Italians beyond tlieir mu- 
seums and saloons — and some hack **,enjpassttn£.^ Now, 
f have lived in the heart of their houses, in parts of Italy 
freshest and least influenced by strangers, — have seen and 
become (par» magna fui) a portion of tlieir hopes, and 
fears, and passions, and am almost inoculated into a fa- 
mily. This is to see men and things as they are. 

“You say that I called you ‘quieff — I do n’t recollect 
any thing of the sort. On the contrary you are always in 
scrapes. 

“ What think you of the Clueen ? I hear Mr. Hoby 
says, ‘ that it makes him weep to sec her, she reminds him 
so much of Jane Shore.* 

“ Mr. Hoby the bootmaker’* heart U quite aore, 

Puraeeing the^uevn makes iiim think of Jane Shore ; 

And, in fact, • ♦ • • * • 

Pray, excuse this ribaldry. What is your Poem about? 
Write and tell me all about it and you. 

“Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. Did you write tlie livtjly quiz on Peter Bell ? It 
has wit enough to be yours, and almost too much to be 
any body else’s now guing. It was in Galignani tlie other 
day or week.” 

LETTER CCCCXLVIll. 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, September 7, 1820. 

“In correcting the proofs you must refer to the manu^ 
tteripty because there are in it various readings. Pray at- 
tend to this, and choose what Gifford thinks best. Let me 
hear what he tiiinks of the whole. 

“You speak of Lady **’s illness: she is not of those 
who die : — the amiable only do ; and those whose deatli 
would do good live. Whenever she is pleased to return, 
it may be presumed she will take her ‘ divining rod’ along 
with her : it may be of use to her at home, as well as to 
the ‘ lich man* of the Evangelists. 

“Pray do not let the papers paragraph me back to Eng- 
land. They may say what they please, any loathsome 
abuse but that. Contradict it. 

“ My lost letters will have taught you to expect an ex- 
plosion here: it was primed and loaded, but they hesitated 
to fire Uie train. One of the cities shirked from the league. 
I cannot write more at large for a thousand reasons. Our 
‘ putr hill folk’ offered to sti^e, and raise tlie first banner, 
but Bologna paused ; and now *tis autumn, and the sea- 
son half over. ‘O Jerusalem ! Jerusalem !’ The Huns are 
on the Po ; but if once they pass ii on their way to Na- 

* I bud conirmiuWted Utm upon arriving atfrhat Dante calls tlie '* me 
RO earamin* * of life, the age of I hlrty-Uiree. 

t I had roietaken the concluding words of bi« letter oTUie 8th of June. 

Moore. 


pies, all Italy will be behind them. The dogfi--*4he wolvef 
—may they perish like the host of Senna^erib ! If you 
want to publish the Prophecy of Dante, you never will 
have a better time.” 


LETTER CCCCXLIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 11, 1820. 

“ Here is another historical note for you. I want to be 
as near truth as the Drama can be, 

“Last post 1 sent you a note fierce as Faliero himself^'l' 
in answer to a trashy tourist, who pretends that he could 
have been introduced to me. Let me have a proof of it, 
that I may cut its lava into some shape. 

“What Gifford says is very consolatory, (of the First 
Act.) English, sterling genuine English^ is a desideratum 
among you, and I am glad that 1 have got so much left ; 
tliough Heaven knows how I retain it: Ihear none but 
from my valet, and his is Nottinghamshire ; and 1 see none 
hut in your new publications, and tlieirs is no language at 
all, but jargon. Even your + ♦ + + ig terribly stUted and 
affected, with ‘ very^ very* so soft and parnby. 

“Oh! if ever I do come among you again, I w'ill give 
you such a ‘ Baviad and Mseviad !’ not as good as the old, 
but even better merited. There never was such a se< as 
your ragamttffinsy (I mean not yours only, but every body’s.) 
What with the Cockney’s, and the l.akers,and the/otfou>- 
ers of Scott, and Moore, and Byron, you are in the very 
uttermost decline and degradabon of literature. I can*t 
I think of it witliout all the remorse of a murderer. I wish 
Uiat Johnson were alive again to crush them !” 


LETTER CCCCL. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 14, 1820. 

“What! not a line ? Well, have it in your own way. 

“ I wish you would inform Perry that his stupid para- 
graph is the cause of all my newsfiapers being stopped in 
Paris.f The fools believe me in your infernal country, and 
have not sent on their gazettes, so that I know nothing of 
your beastly trial of tlie Q.uecn. 

“I cannot avail myself of Mr. Gifford’s remarks, be- 
cause I have received none, except on the first act. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“ P, S. Do, pray, bog die editors of papers to say any 
thing blackguard they f)lea.se ; but not to put me among 
tlieir arrivals. They do me more mischief by such non- 
sense than all their abuse can do.” 


LETTER CCCCLI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 21, 1820. ^ 
“ So you are at your old tricks again. This is the se- 
cond packet I have received unaccompanied by a single 
line of good, barl, or indifferent. It is strange tlial you have 
never forwarded any farther observations of Gifford’s. How 
am I to alter or amend, if I hear no farther ^ or does this 
silence moan that it is well enough as it is, or too bad to 
be repaired ? if tlie last, why do you not say so at once, 
instead of playing pretty, wh^e you know that soon or late 
you must out with the truth. 

“Yours, &c. 

“P. S. My sister tells me, that you sent to her to in- 
quire where I was, bebeving in my arrival, ^driving a cur> 

* S«« noUM to Marino Faliero. % 

t It had been reported th&t he had arrived in London to aUand the 
Clueen’a trial. 
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rtcfe,’ &c. fcc. into P^ace-yard. Do you tliink me a cox- 
comb or a madman) to bo capable of such an exhibition? 
My sister knew me better, and told you, that tstndd not be 
me. You might as well have thought me entering on 
pale horse,’ Idre Death in the Revelations.’’ 


LETTER CCCCLII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

** Ravenna, Sept. 23, 1820. 

*Get from Mr. Hobhouse, and send me a proof (with 
the Latin) of my Hints from Horace : it has now the 
f»mum premature in annum complete for its production, 
being written at Atliens in 1811. I have a notion that, 
. with som'i omissioDs of names and passages, it will do ; 
and I could put my late observations Jbr Pope among the 
botes, with the date of 1820, and so on. As far as versifi- 
cation goes, it is good ; and on looking back to what I 
wrote about that period, I am astonish^ to see how Uule 
I have trained on, I wrote better then tlian now ; but 
that comes of my having fallen into the atrocious bad 
taste of tlic times. If 1 can trim it for present publica- 
tion, what with the other things you have of mine, you 
will have a volume or two of variety at least, for there will 
be all measures, styles, and topi(;s, whether good or no. 
1 am anxi(Mie to hear what Gifford thinks of the tragedy ; 
pray lot me know. I really do not know what to think 
mys^df. 

*‘lf the Germans pass the Po, they will be treated to a 
mass out of tlie Cardinal de Retz’s Brcmary. * ♦ ’s a 
fool, and could not understand this : Frcrc will. It is as 
pretty a conceit as you would wish to see on a summer’s 
day. 

^ Nolx-idy here believes a word of the evidence against 
the Q,utien. The very mob cry shame against their 
countrymen, and say tliat for half the money spent upon 
the trial, any testimony whatever may be brought out of 
Italy. This you may rely u|M)n as fact, I told you as 
much before. As to what travellers report, what are tror 
vdltra? Now I have lived among the Italians — ^iiot 
Fiarencefl, and Ramed^ and galleried, and conversationed : 
it for a few months, and then home again ; but Wen of 
tlwMr families, and friendships, and feuds, and loves, and 
( 'Viiicils, and c;orres{K)iidence, in a part of Italy least 
known to foreigners, — and have been among them of all 
classes, from the Conte to the Contadine ; and you may 
be sure of what I say to you. “ Yours, &c.’’ 


LETTER CCCCLIII, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, September 28, 1820. 

“ I thought that I had told you long ago, that it* never 
was intended nor w'ritten vvith any view to the stage. I 
have said so in the preface too. It is loo long and loo 
r j^ular for your stage, the persons too few, and the uTiity 
too much observed. It is more like a play of Alfieri’s 
than of your stage, (I say this humblj in speaking of tlial 
Rreat man ;) but there is poetry, and it Is equal to Man- 
fred, tliough 1 know not what esteem is held of Manfred. 

“ I have now been nearly as long out of England as I 
was there during the time I saw you frequently. I came 
home July 14lh, 1811, and left again April 25th, 1816 : so 
^hat Sept. 28th, 1820, brings me within a very few months 
of the same duration of time of my stay and my absence. 
In course, £ can know nothing of the public taste and 
feelings, but from what I glean from letters, &c. Both 
seem to be as bad as possible. 

I •thought Anaataeme excellent: did I not say so? 
Matthews’s Diai|^ most excellent ; it, and Forsyth, and 

* Marino Faliero. 


parts of Hobhouse, are all we have of truth or sense upon 
Italy. The letter to Julia very good indeed. I do not 
despise *♦♦***; but if she knit blue-stockings 
instead of wearing them, it would be better. You are 
taken in by that fa^e, stilted, trashy style, wliich is a mix- 
ture of all tlie styles of the day, which are all bombaettCt 
(I do n’t except my oum<— no one has done more tlirough 
negligence to corrupt the language ;) but it is neither 
English nor poetry. Time will show. 

“1 am sorry Giifbrd has made no fiirther remarks 
beyond Uie first Act : does be think all the English equally 
sterling as he thought the first? You did right to send 
the proo& : I was a fool ; but I do really detest the sight 
of proofs: it is an absurdity ; but comes from laziness. 

“You can steal Ihe two Juans into the world quietly, 
tagged to the others. The play os you will — the Dante 
t<x>; but tlie Puld I am proud of: it is superb; you have 
no such translation. It is the best tiling I ever did in my 
life. I wrote the play from beginning to end, and not a 
single scene witiumt vUeiruplion^ and being obliged to break 
off in die middle ; for I had my hands full, and my head, 
too, just then ; so it can be no great shakes — I mean the 
play ; and the head too, if you like. 

“P. S. Politics here still savage and uncertain. How- 
ever, we arc all in our ‘ bandalicrs’ to join the ‘ Highland- 
ers if they cross the Forth,’ i. e. to crush the Austrians 
if they pass tlie Po. The rascals ! — and that dog Liver* 
pool, to say their subjects are happy 1 If ever I come 
back. I’ll work some of tliesc ministers. 

‘ Sept. 29, 

I open my letter to say that on reading mare of tiie 
four volumes on Italy, where the author says ‘ declined 
n introduction,’ I perceive {horresco referens) it is written 
ly a WOMAN ! 1 ! In that case you must suppress my 
lotc and answer,* and all I have said about the book 
and the writer. I never dreamed of it until now, in my 
•xtreine wrath at tliat precious note. I con only say that 

am sorry lliat a lady should say any diing of the kind. 
What I would have said to one of the other sex you know 
already. Her book too (as a she book) is not a bad one ; 
lut she evidently don’t know the Italians, or rather don’t 
ike them, and forgets the causes of their misery and pro- 
fligacy, {Matthews and Forsyth ore your nien for the truUi 

and tact,) and has gone over Italy in company always 

a had plan : you must be alone with people to know them 
well. Ask her, who was the ^descendant of Lady M. fV» 
Montagucj and by whom ? by Algarotti ? 

“I suspect that in Marino Falicro, you and yours won’t 
like the politics which are perilous to you in tliese times: 
but recollect that it is not a political play, and that I 
was obliged to put into the mouths of the characters the 
_ 3 ntiments upon which they acted. I hale all things 
written like Pizarro, to r«q>resent France, England, and 
so forth. All I have done is meant to be purely Vene- 
tian, even to the very prophecy of its present state. 

“Your Angles in general know little of Um lialianSf 
who detest them for their numbers and their Genoa 
treachery. Besides, the English travellers have not been 
composed of the best company. How could they ?— out 
of lOO/XX), how many gentlemen were there, or honest 
men? 

“Mitchell’s Aristophanes b excellent. Send me the 
rest of it, 

“ These fools will force me to write a book about Italy 
myself, to give them ‘ the loud lie.’ They prate about 
assassination ; what is it but Uie origin of duelling— -and 
^ a wild justice^ as Lord Bacon calls it ? It is the foiuit 
of the modem point of honour in what the laws can’t or 
wonH reach. Every man is liable to it more or less, 
according to circumstances or place. For iastanc«i, I am 
living here exposed to it daily, for I have happened to 
make a powerfbl and iSnprinf’qiled man my ciituny ; — and 

* Set Letter 445. 
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LETTER CCCCLIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, 8^'* 6°, 1820. 


tm 

I Rover sleep the worse for k, or rid© in less solitar because he is a man of genius ; and, next, because i>e is 
places, because precaution is useless, and one tlimks of i an Italian, and Uierofbre the best judge of Italics. Be* 
as of a disease which may or may not strike. It b true sides, 

that there are those here, who, if he did, would ^ live tc « iro *« more an antique Roman than a Dane f 

think ©n’t;’ but that would not awake my bones; I sliould tj,at is, he is more of the ancient Greek than of the 
be sorry if it would, were tliey once at rest.” modern Italian. Though ‘somewhay as Dugald Dul- 

getty says, ‘too wild oini sa/vage,’ (like ‘Ronald tjf tlie 
Mist,’) ’t is a wonderful W)an, and my friends Hobhouse 
and Rose both sw()ar by him ; and they are good judges 
of men and of Italian humanity. 

' Here arc in all /«>o worthy voices gain’d 

•You will Iiave now received aU the Acts, correct^ of . ‘sterling genuine English,’ and 

Cie Marino Faliero. What you say of the ‘ bet of IOC Jlie characters arc right Venetian, 

gumeas’ made by some one who says that he saw me las' shakspeare and (Hway liad a milUon of advantages ove-, 
we^ reminds me of what happened m 1810 ; you can besides the incalculable one of being dead from one 
easily ascertain the fac^ and it is an odd one. centures, and having been both born blackguards, 

“ In the latter end of 1811, I met one evening at m attractions to the gentle living reader;) 

Alfred my old school and form-fellow, (for we were witliin preserve the only one which I could possibly 

two of each other, he the higher, though both very neai haviv-that of having licen at Venice, and entered more 
the top of our remove,) Peel, (ho Iri.sh secretary. He 

told me that, in 1810, he met me, as he though^ in St « I know what P^oscolo means about (.'ahmchiro’s 
James’-stroel, but wo passed without speaking. He men Bertram ; dad’s natinual— the objection, I mean. The 
tioned this, and It was denied as impOTsibloi I being Uicn with Uiose ‘flags of abomination,’ 

m l urkey. A day or two aaerwards, he pointed out to p«:kct-handkerchiefs, spit there, and here, and every 

“..PfT where elsi^in your face almost, and therefore ofeject to 

I here,’ said he ‘ is Uie man whom 1 took for Byron, j „„ jHmiUar. But wo who epit nowhere 

His brother mstantJy arowered ‘,W hy it u Byron, and _b„, ^ ,y|,e„ ,ye grow savage-arc not 

no one else.’ But this is not all :-I «en by some- g,;^ Rou,c„bcr Mamnm and Kean’s Sir 

body to wntG down my name among the inquirers after Overreach— 
the king’s liealth, then attacked by insanity. Now, at 

tliia very period, as nearly as I could make out, I was ill * ^ coiimftl i’ 

of a strong fever at Patras, caught in the marshes near Besides, Calendaro does not spit in Bertram’s face ; ho 
Olympia, from the nudaria. If I had died there, tliis spits at him, as 1 have seen the Mussulmans do upon the 
would have been a new ghost story for you. You can ground wlien they are in a rage. Again, he docs not in 
easily make out the accuracy of this from Peel himself] fact rksjme Bertram, tliougli lir afTecls it, — as we all d'», 
who told it in detail. I supiwse you will be of the opinion 
of Lucretius, who (denies tlic immortality of the soul, but) 
asserts that from the ‘ dying off of the surfaces of bodies, 
these surfaces or coses, like the coats of an onion, are 
sometimes seen entire w-hen they are separated from it, 
so tiiat the shapes and shadows of both tiic dead and 
living are frequently behold.’ 

“But if they are, are their coats and waistcoats also 
seen ? 1 do not disbelieve that we may be two by some 
unconscious procoas, to a certain sign, but which of these 
two I happen at present to be, I leave you to decide. I 
only hope that f other me behaves like a gernman. 

“ I wish you would get Peel asked how far I am accu- 
rate in my recollection of what he told me ; for I do n’t 'ours, which I thiuli not very highly (»t] fur all your old 
like to say such things without authority. Iramatists, who are long enough, too, God knows: — look 

“ I am not sure that I was not spoken with ; but tliis also into any of them, 
you can ascertain. I have written to you such letters “ 1 return yon Foscolo’s letter, because it alludes also 
that I stop. “Yours, &c. ohis private affairs, I am sorry to see such a man in 

“P. S. Last year (in June, 1819) I met at Count itraits, because I know what l hey are, or what tlicy were. 
Mosti’s, at Ferrara, an Italian, who asked me ‘if I knew never met but three men who would have held out a 
Lord Byron ?’ I told him ne, (no one know's himself you iigcr to me ; one was yourself] the other 'William Bankes, 
know.) ‘ Then,’ says he, ‘1 do ; 1 met liiin at Naples nd the other a nobleman long ago dead ; hut of these tlio 
the other day.’ I pulled otit my card and asked him if | irst was the only one wlio offered it wlul<.i I really wanted 
tliat was the way he spelled his name : he answered, yes, ; the second from good-will — but I was not in need 
I suspect tiiat it was a blackguard navy surgeon, who Banker’s aid, and vyould not have a(;cepted it if I had, 
ung travelling madam about, and jmssed ^though I love and 


.vhen angry with one we Uiink our inferior. Ih' is angry 
.t not being allowed to die in his own way, (although ma 
fraid of death;) and recollect that he ausjjecled and 
hatred Bertram from the first. Israel l^erluccio, on the 
•ther hand, is a cooler and more concentrated Fllovv; he 
.cts upon ■principle and impulse; Calendaro upon impulse 
an<l example. 

“So there’s argument for you. 

“The Doge repeats; — fm-, hut it is from engrossing 
lassion, aiul because he secs difftrvut jiersou.-, and is 
.iKvays obliged to reeur to the cause uppi'ruKxst iu his 
iiind. His spet‘ch<is art^ long ; — true, hut I ^vl■ote for the 
dosety and on the French and Italian model rather than 


attended a young travelling madam about, and jmssed ^though I love and esteem him ;) — and the third 
himself’ for a lord at the posthouses. He was a vulgar «^sft 

dog — quite of the cockpit order — and a precious repre- “ So you see that I have seen some strange tilings in 
sentativo 1 must have had d* him, if it was even so ; but my time. As for your own offer, it was in 1815, when I 
I do n’t know. He passed himself off as a gentleman, vas in actual uncertainty of five pounds. I rejected it ; 
and s<juired about a Countess * * (of this place) tlien »ut 1 have not forgotten it, althoughf you probably have, 
at Venice, an ugly, battered woman, of bod morals oven “P. S. Foscolo’s Ricciardo was lent, with the leaves 
for Italy.” wncui, to some Italians, now in villeggiatura, so that I have 

’tad no opportunity of hearing their decision, or of reading 
it. They seized on it as Fwcolo’s, on account of the 
XiETTER CCCCLV, leauty of the paper and printing, directly. If 1 find it 

TO MR. MURR.Ay. ^ reprint it here. The Italians think as highly 

“Ravenna, 8°, 1820. . ^ . 

•Poecolo’s letter is exactly Uie Uiiiig wanted; firstly, , » >.« Ui.. .m,,rf.ci i. .to 
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of Foscolo a« thoy can of any man, divided and miserable 
as they are, and with neither leisure at present to read, 
nor head nor heart to judge of* any tiling but extracts from 
French newspapers and the Lugano Gazette. 

“ We are all looking at one another, like wolves on tlieir 
prey in pursuit, only waiting for the 6rst falling on to do 
unutterable things. They are a great world in cliaos, or 
angels iif hell, which you please ; but out of chaos came 
}iaradis6, and out of hell — do n’t know what ; but the 
Devil went in there, and he was a fine fellow once, you 
' know. 

« You need never favour me with any [icriodinal publi- 
cation, except the Edinburgh, Quarterly, and an occasional 
Blackwood ; or now and Uien a M<J 0 thiy Review : for the 
rvsst I do not feel curiosity enough to look beyond their 
. covers. 

• * To be sure I took in the Editor of the British finely. 
He fell firccLsely into the glaring trap laid for him. It was 
inconceivable how he could be so a^urd as to imagine us 
serious with him. 

‘^Recollect, that if you put my name to ‘ Don Juan’ in 
these canting days, any lawyer might opjiose my guardian 
right of my daughter in clianoery, on the plea of its con- 
taining tiu' parody .-—such are the perils of a foolish jest. 

X was not. aware of this at the tinn^;, hut you will find it 
correct, I believe ; and you may be sure tJiat tlie Noels 
would mU let it slip. Now I prefer my child to a poem 
at any tune, and so sliould you, a.s having half a dozen. 

** ]^ct me know your notions. 

“ 1 f you turn over the earlier pages of the Huntingdon 
peerage story, you will see liow common a name Ada 
was in the <iarlv Plantagenet days. I found it in my own 
pedigree in the reign of John and Henry, and gave it to 
my daughter. Tt was also the name of Charlemagne’s 
si.sfer. 1.’ is 111 an early cliapter of Genesis, as the name 
of the wife ol‘ Laiiioch; and I suppose Ada is the femi- 
nine of Ailam, It is short, ancient, vocalic, and had been 
in my family, for which reason I gave it to my daughter.” 


LETTER CCCCLVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, 12®, 1820. 

‘ by land and sea carriage a consideralile quantity of 
IsKjks have arrived ; and I am obliged and grateful : but 
medio do fonte lepurum, siirgit ainari aliquid,’ &c. &.c. ; 
wiiich, being interpreted, means, 

* 1 ’m Uiaakful fur your books, dear Murray ; 

But why uol leod Scott's Moaaslery 7 

the only book in four living volumes I would give a haioc- 
colo to see— •’baling the rest of the same author, ami an 
<M-casionii! Edinburgh and Quarterly, as brief chroniclers 
<>f the times. Instead of tliis, here are Johnny Keatj-is 
* poetry, and throe novels, by God knows whom, except 
tl»at tliere is Peg * * *’8 name to one of them — a spin- 
ster whom I thought wo had sent back to her spinning. 
Cr^on is very good ; Hogg’s Tales rougli, but racy, and 
wcKome. 

“ Books of travels are expensive, dhd I do n’t want 
them, having travelled already ; besides, they lie. Tiiank 
the author of‘ the Profligate’ for his (or her) present Pray 
send me no more poetj^ but what is rare and decidedly 
good. There is such a trash of Keats and the like iqwn 
my tables that I am ashamed to look at them. I say 
nothing against your parsons, your Smith’s, and your 
0 roly’s— .it is all very fine— but pray dispense me from 
the pleasure. Instead of poetry, if you will favour me 
with a few soda-powders, I shall be delighted; but all 
prose (’bating tra^ and novels not by Scott) is wel- 
come, especially Scott’s Tales of My Landlord, and so on. 

“Til tile notes to Marino Paliero, it may as be well to 
cay tlial ^ Bmintende^us not really of the Ten^ but merely 
21 


101 

Grand Ciuxncelhr^ a separate office, (although important); 
It was an artiitrary alteration of mine. The Doges too 
all buried in St. Mark's before Faliero. It is sin- 
gular tliat when his predocessor, Andrea Dandolo, died, 
die Ten made a law that all foe ftUure Doges should be 
Imried vnth their families, in their oum ckurcltes^-^e 
would dunk by a kitid of presentiment. So that all tliat 
Is said of his anrestnd l^ges, as buried at St. John’s and 
Paul’s, is altered frr>m the fact, they being in St. Marks. 
Make a note of this, and ])ut JEdUar as the subscription 

“ As I make such pretensions to accuracy, I should not 
like to be twitted even with such trifles on that score. Of 
the play Uiey may say what they please, but not so of my 
oostinne and dram. pet's, tliey having been real existences. 

“ I omitted Foscolo in my list of living Venetian worthies 
in the notes, considering liim as an Italian in general, and 
not a mere provincial like the rest ; and as an Italian I 
have spoken of him in tlie preface to canto 4tii of Cliildo 
Harold. 

“ The French tnuislation of us ! ! ! ohnt ! oimii ! — and 
the German ; but 1 do n’t understand th«‘- latter, and iiis 
long dissertation at the end alwut tlie Fausts. Excu.so 
haste. Of politics it is not safe to speak, but notliiiig is 
-lecided as yet. 

“ I am in a very fierce humour at not having Scott’s 
Monastery. — You are t/xjUbmtl in quantity, and some- 
what careless of the quality, of your mb^sives. All the 
Quarterlies (fliur in nuinlxM’) I had had before from you, 
and tnst of the Edinburgh ; but no matter, we shall have 
new ernes by-and-by. No more Keats, I entreat ; — flay 
him alive ; if sofoc of you do n’t, I must skin him myself. 
There is no liearing tlie drivelling idiotism of the manikin. 

“ I do n’t feel inclined to care farther about ' Don Juan.’ 
What do you think a very pretty Italian lady said tome 
the other day ? She had read it in the French, and paid 
me some compliments, witli due drawbacics, u|>on it. 

I answer(‘d that what she said was true, but tliat I sus- 
ptHJted it would live longer than Ohilde Harold. — ‘u4/i, 
bid, (said she,) ‘ i would rather have the fame of Childe 
Harold for three years tluxn an iMMORi‘AL.iTy rf Iktn 
JvanP The troth is that it is too true, and the women 
hate many things which 8trij> off tJio tinsel of scnthiunt; 
and Uiey are right, as it would rob them of their weapons. 

I never knew' a w'oniaii who did not hate Di Ormnmonis 
Memoirs for the same reason : even Lady * ♦ used to 
abuse tliern. 

“Rose’s work I never rweived. It was seized at 
Venice. Such is the liberality of th() Huns, with their 
two hundred tlvousand men, that they dare not let such a 
volume BS lus circulate.” 


LETTER CCCCLVn. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, 8^"^ 16®, 1820. 

“ The Abbot has just arrived ; many tlianks ; as also 
for the MomiAttry — vtlicn you send it ! ! ! 

“ The Abbot will have a more than ordinary interest for 
mo, for an ancestor of mine by the rnotJier’s side, »Sir J. 
Gordon of Gight, tlie handsoioest of his day, ditxl on a 
scaffold at Aberdeen for his loyalty to Mary, of whom he 
was an imputed paramour as well as her relation. His 
fate was much commented on in tlio Chroniclea of the 
times. If I mistake not, ho had something to do with her 
cscRpe from I*och Levon, or with her captivity tliere . But 
this you will know better tlian I. 

i recollect Loch Loven as it were lint yesterday. I 
saw it in ray way to England, in 1798, being then ten 
years of age. My mother, who was as haughty as Luci- 
fer with her desciiiit from 'die Stuarts, and her rigid lino 
from the old Gordons, not the Seytan Gordons, as she dis- 
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claiiifully termed the ducal branch, told me Uie atory, 
always reniinding roe how snperior her Gordons were to 
the southern Byrons,*— notwithstanding our Norman, and 
idways inascul^e descent, which has never lapsed into a 
ieinide, as my mother's Gordons had done in her own 
person. 

“ I have written to you so often lately that the brevity 
of this will be welcome. 

“ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCLVIII. 

TO MK. MURK AY. 

“ Ravenna, 17®, 1820. 

Enclosed is the Dedication of Marino Faliero to 
Goethe. Cluery^is his title Barmi or not ? I Uikuk yes. 
Let me know your opinion, and so furtli. 

*‘P.S. Let me know what Mr. Hobhouse and you 
have decided about the two prose letters and their publi- 
cation. 

“ I enclose you an Italian abstract of the German trans- 
lator of Manfred’s Appendix, in which you will perceive 
quotc'd what GoOthe says of the body of Enriish 
poetry, (and not of me in particular). On tliis theDedi- 
ratioti is fiiimded, as you will perceive, though I had 
Uiought of it before, for I look upon him os a great man.’’ 

“ ‘ IktUcatim to Baron Goi'the^ &c. &c. &c. 

SIR, 

“‘In tlio Appendix to an English work lately trans- 
lated into German and published at Lcijisic, a judgment 
of yours upon English poetry is quoted as follows : “ That 
in English poe4ry, great genius, universal power, a feeling 
of profundity, with sulficient tenderness and force, are to 
be found ; but that alloffetker these do wA constitute poets^'* 
&c. Ac. 

“ * I regret to see a great man falling into a great mis- 
tako. This opinion of yours only proves that the “ Die- 
tionury often iJmisand living English authors^ not hceu 
translated into German. You will have read, in your 
friend Schlegel’s version, the dialogue in Macbeth — 

** 'rherc lire ten thotuand I 
Mnrheth. Cecat-j villain ? 

Anwer. Aut flora, SIX,'* 

Now, of these “ ten tliousand authors,” there are actually 
nineteen hundred and eighty-seven poets, all alive at thi.s 
inoinont, whatever thoir works may ho, as their booksellers 
well know' ; and among these there arc several who pos- 
sess a far greater reputation than mine, although consi- 
derably les.s than yours. It isowing to this neglect on 
llie part of your Clerman translators that you are not 
aware of tlie works of + ♦ + * 

♦ 

“ * There is also another, named ♦ + ♦ 

* Si iS * * 4. 

H ♦ ♦ iK 

“ ‘ I mention these poets by way of sample to enlighten 
you. Thtjy form but two bricks of our Bahci, (Wi n nson 
bricks, by-tho-way,) but may servo for a spccinien of tlie 
building. 

“ ‘ It is, moreover, asserted that “ the prodoniinant cha- 
racter of the whole body of the present English poetry is 
a disgust and contanpt for life.” But I rather suspect 
that, by one single work of prose^ you yourself have 
excited a greater contempt for life than all the English 
volimies of poesy tliatever wore written. Madame de 
Sta^l says, that “ Werther has occasioned more suicides 
than the most beautiful woman and I really believe that 
he has put more individuals out of this world than Napo- 
leon himself,— except in the way of his profession. Per- 
haps, illustrious sir, the acrimonious judgment passed by a 
celebrated northern journal upon you in particular, and 
tlie Germans in general, ha.s rRlher indis}>osed you towards 
English po«‘try as well as criticism. But you must not, 


regard our critics, wliaare ai bottom good-natured follows, 
cemsidering th<iir tw'o professions,— taking up the law in 
court, and laying it down out ol it. No one can more 
lament their hasty and unfair judgment, in your partku- 
lar, foan I do ; and I so ex]»ressed myself to your friend 
Schlegel, in 1816, at Ooj>ct. 

“ ‘ In behalf of iny “ ten thousoiur living brethren, and 
of myself, I have thus far taken notice of ai: opinion 
expressed with regard to “ English poetry” in general, and 
which merited nolkte, becatisc it was yours. 

“ ‘ My principal object in ad«lressing you was to testify 
my sincere respect and admiration of a man, who, for hali 
a century, has led the literature of* a great nation, and will 
go down to posterity as the first literary character of 
his age. 

« ‘ You have been fortunate, sir, not only in the writings 
I which have illustrated your name, but in the name itself 
as being sufticienlly musical i'or the articulation of poste- 
rity. In this you have the advantage of some of youf 
cofintryinen, wnose names would i>erhaps be immortal 
also — ^if any body could pronounce them. 

“ ‘ It may, perhaps, he supposed, by this apparent tone 
of levity, that I am w onting in intentional respect towards 
you ; but this will be a mistake : I am always flippant in 
prose. Considering you, as I really and warmly do, in 
common with all your own, and with most other nations, 
to be by far the first literary iharacttT wh'ich has existed 
m Europe since the death of Voltaire, I felt, and feel, 
desirous to inscribe to you the following work, — not as 
being citlier a tragedy or a poem , (for I cannot pronounce 
upon its pretensions to be cither one or the other, or both, 
or neither,) hut as a mark of esteem and admiration from 
a foreigner to the man who has been hailed in Germany 
“the great gokthe.” 

“ ‘ I have the honour to be, 

“ ‘ with the truest respect, ' 

“ ‘ your rruvBt obedient 

“ ‘ cjul very humble sen'ant, 

“ * Byron.’ ” 

“ Ravenna, 8^ 14®, 1820. 

“ P. S. I perceive that in Germany, as well as in Italy, 
there is a great struggle about wliat they call ‘ Classical 
and ‘ Ro-nwmiir ,' — terms which were not subjects of clas- 
sification in h.ngland, at lea.*^l when I left it four or five 
years ago. Some of lh(^ English scribblers, it is tnio, 
abused Pof>e and Swifi, but tlni reason was that they 
themselves did not know how to w'rite either prose or 
verse ; but nobody thought them w’orth making a sect of, 
Perhaps there may be something of the kind sprung up 
lately, but I have not heard muc h about it, and it w ould 
be such bad taste that I shall be very sorry to htdieve it.” 

LETTER CCCCLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, October 17th, 1820. 

“You owe me two letters — ^|iay them. I want to 
know what yoti are about. The summer is over, and you 
v/ill he back to Pari.*c. Apropos of Paris, it waj- not 
Sophia Gail^ buf Sophia G<i^— -the English word Gay — 
who was my correspondent. Can you tell who she is, as 
you did of the defimct + + ? 

“ Have you gone on w ith your poem ? I have received 
the French of mine. Only tliink of being traduced into a 
foreign language in such an abominable travesty ! It is 
useless to roil, but one can’t help it. 

‘Have you got my Memoir copied? I have begun a 
continuation. Shall I send it you, as far as it is gone ? 

“ I can’t say any thing to you about Italy, for the Go- 
vernment here look upon me with a suspicious eye, as 1 
am well informed. Pretty follows!— as if I, a solitary 
stranger, could do any mischief. It is because t am fond 
of rifle and pistol shooting, I belidve ; for they took the 
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alarm at the quantity of cartridges I consumed,— ‘the 
wiseacres ! 

“ You do n*t deserve a long letter — nor a letter at all — 
for your silence* Y ou have got a new Bourbon, it soems, 
whom they have christened ‘ Dicu-donn^ perhaps the 
honour of the present may he disputed. Did you write 
the good lineB on — — , the leaker ? ♦ ♦ 

“ Th^ queen has made a pretty theme for the journals. 
Was there ever such evidence published ? Why it is 
worse than * Little’s Poems’ or * Don Juan If you do n’t 
write aoooii I will * make you a speech * 

“ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCLX. 

TO MB. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, 35 ^ 

“ Pray forward the enclosed to Lady Byron. It is or 
bu^ness. 

“ In thanking you for the Abbot, I made four grand 
mistakes. Sir John Gordon was not of Gight, hut of 
Bogagicht, and a son of Huntley’s. He sutTereti not for 
his loyalty, but in an iiisnrreelioii. He had nothing to d* 
with Lot h Leven, luiving been dead some time at the 
pemKl of the Cliieen’s ctmfint‘ineiit : and, fourthly, I am 
not sure that he was the Ciueeii’s paramour or n<>, for 
Jiobertson dews not allude to this, though IVaUcr Scot 
floes^ in the list he gives of her admirers (iis unfortunate) 
at the eioF'e of ‘ the Abbot.’ 

“ I must have made all these mistakes in recollecting 
my mother’s account of Uie matter, although slic wa.‘ 
accural<^ tliau I am, being precise upon points of 
geu< rdogy, like all the aristocratical Scotch. She had a 
long list of ancestors, lik(‘ Sir Lucius O’Trigger's, most 
of \viu>m are U) be found in the old Scohdi Chitmicleh 
Spalding, &c. in arms and doirig mischief. I rrineinl>e 
well passing Loch Leven, as well as the Ciueen’s F erry ; 
we were ou our way to England in 1788. 

“ Yours. 

“ You had bettfir not publish Blackwood and the 
Roberts’ prose, exee|)t what regards Pope you have 
let Uie time slip by.” 


LETTER CCCCLXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

** Ravenna, 4, 1820. 

“I have received from Mr. Galignani tlu^ enclosed let- 
ters, dutdicates, and receipts, which will explain tliein- 
selves.* As the poems are your property by purchase, 
rqjht, and justice, cHl fnatter$ of puhScati<n^ &c. &c. are for 
ym to decifle upon. I know not how’ far niy compliance 
with Mr. Galignani’s request might be legal, and I doubt 
that it would not be honest. In case you chofise to ar- 
range w'ith him, I enclose the permits to you, and in so 
dicing I wash my hands of the busines.s altogotlier. I sign 
them merely to enable you to exert tlfi^ power you justly 
possess more properly. I will have nothing to do with it 
farther, except, in my answer to Mr. Galignani, to stale 
that Uie letters, Ac. &c. are sent U> you, and the causes 
thereof. 

“ If you can check these foreign pirates, do ; if not, put 
the permissive papers in the fire. I can have no view nor 
object whatever, but to secure to you your property. 

“Yours, &c. 

“ P. S. I have read part of the (Quarterly just arrived ; 
Mr. Bowles shall be answered he is not qwlc correct 

• Mr. GiitignAnS hnd appU«d to liord Byron with the vlfw of proenrinR 
from him •ueb leetil rigtyfover Utoac work* of hi* ot which he twd hillierto 
well the note piiblislicir in Prnnee, n« would otialik' hirii to prevent others, - 
lit future, from uapriiiug thoiMUiie {irlvilegG. 
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ill his statement about English Banis and Scotch Re- 
viewers. They support Pope, I see, in the auarterly; 
let them continue to do so: it is a sin, and a shame, and 
a dawimUtoa to tliink tiiat Pofte ! ! should require it—but he 
tloes. Those miserable mountebanks of the day, die 
poets, disgrace themselves and deny Gtxl in running down 
Pope, the most faultiesi of potiis, and almost of men. 


LETTER CCCCLXU. 

TO MR. MOORS. 

“ Ravenna, Nov. 5, 1820. 

“ Thanks for your letter, which hatJi come tsomewhat 
costively, — ^liut better late tJian never. Of it anon. Mr. 
Galignani, of the Press, hath, it seoin.M, been supplanted 
and sub-pirated by another Parisian publisher, who has 
aud;unously printed un edition of L. B.’s Works, at tlie 
ultra-libtTal price of 10 francs, and (as Galignani pite- 
ously observes) 8 francs only for booksclicr.s ! ‘horresco 
refcriJiis.’ I’liink of a man’s whjle works produemg so 
little ! 

“Galignani stujds me, post haste, a permission /or /wm, 
frfmi me, to publish, Ac. &c., which permit I have signed 
and sent to M r. ]\1 urriiy, of Alheinarle-street. W ill you 
ex|)lam to G. ihit. /hiivt; 110 right to dispose of Murray’s 
works witlioiit his leave ? aji«i iherefore I must rtjfer him 
to M. to get th(? porinil out of liis claws — no easy matter, 
I .sns|)e<*t. J have written to G. to say as much; hut a 
w'ord of mouth from a ‘ groat, brother author’ would con- 
vince him that I couM not hone.stly have complied with 
liis wish, though I might legally. What I could do I 
have done, viz. sigixMl tlie warrant and sent it to Murray. 
Let the dogs divide tlie cai’cass, if it is killed to tJieir 
liking. 

“ T am glad of your epigram. It is mid that we should 
both let our wits run away with our smitiinoiits ; for I am 
sure that we are both Queen’s nion at hottom. But there 

no ic.sisting a clinch — it i.s so clover! Apropos of that 
—we have ‘a di|>tliong’ also in this part of the world— not 
a GrerZr, but a Spemish one— do you understand me ?— 
which is about to blow up the whole alphabet. It was 
first pronounced at Naples, and ia spreading; — but w« 
ore nearer the Barbarians ; who are in great force on tlio 
Po, and w’ill pass it, with the first legitimate pretext. 

“ There w ill bo tlie devil to [>ay, and tlicre is no saying 
who w'ill or who will not be sot dow’n in his bill. If 
honour should como nnlooktri for’ to any of your ac- 
|<|iiaintiincc, make a MeUxly of it, tliat his ghost, like poor 
Yorick’s, may have the satisfaction of being plaintividy 
litied — or still more nobly commemoratiri, like ‘Oh 
ireathe not his name.’ In case you should not think him 
vorih it, here Is a CJhant for you instead— 

“ When B mnn hath no fm'ftom to fiRtit for nt homo, 
l.cl him comtmt fui lliat of his neiKtilxjnra ; 

I.rt him think of the gtorit* of firfec* anil of Rome, 

Anit get knock’ll on the hend fur IiU labours. 

" To do good to mankind is tlie chWalrons plan, 

And is always as iiolily requited ; 

Then liBtiie for firedom wherever you ran, 

And, if not shot or itung’d, you ’ll gel knighted. 

“So you have gotten tlie letter of ‘Epigrams— I am 
glad of it.* Y ou will not b(3 so, for I shal I send you more. 
Here is one I wrote for tlie endorsement of ‘the LV-tri of 
Separation’ in 1816 ; but the lawyers objected to it, os 
lupcrfiuous. It was written as we were getting U|> tlie 
jigning and sealing. * * has the original. 

Endoraemmt to the Deed of Separatim^ in the April of 
1816. 

“ A year ago you sworr, fond she ! 

* To love, to honour,’ and so forth : 

Such was the vow you pledged <o me. 

And here 's elactly what ’t is worth. 

* Letter 419. 
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I.ETTKnS, 1820. 


“ For the anniversary of January 2, 1821, 1 have a sma 
grateful anticipation, which, in case of accident, I add — 

“ To Penelope^ January 2, 1821. 

** 7'ltio day^ of all our daya, baa doue 
The worat for me and you 
if Jmt Hit yeara aince we were we. 

And fiv 0 since we were two. 

“Pray, excuse all this nonsense; for I must talk non- 
fense just now, for of wandering to more serious 
topics, which, in the present state of things, is not sale by 
a foreign post. 

“ I told you, in my last, that I had been going on witli 
the ‘Memoirs,’ and have got as far as twelves more sheets. 
But I susftcct fh<iy will be interrupted. In that case I 
will send them on by post, thriugh I feel remorse at mak- 
ing a friend pay so much for postage, for we can’t frank 
here beyond the frontier. 

“ I shall be glail to hear of the event of the Cliicen’s 
concern. As to the ultimate offijct, the most inevitable 
one to you and me (if they and wo live so long) will be 
that the Miss Moores and Miss Byrons will jirescnt us 
with a great variety of grandchildren by different fathers. 

“ Pray, where did you get hold of GoCthe’s Florentine 
hushnnd-kiliiug story? upon such matters, in general, I 
may say, with Beau Clincher, in reply to Errand’s wife — 

“ ‘Oh the villain, he hath murdered my poor Timothy! 

“ ‘ Cliiwhtr. Uaimi your Timothy ! — I tell you, woman, 
your husband has murdered me — lie has carried away my 
fine jiihilee elotlios.’ 

“ So Bowles has been telling a story, too, {’t is in the 
(Quarterly,) al)OUt the woods of ‘Madeira,’ and so forth. 
I shall be at Bowles again, if he is not quiet. He mis- 
states, or mistakes, in a point or two. The paper is 
finislied, and so is tlic letter. 

“Yours, &€.” 


I LETTER CCCCLXm. 

TO MR. MirRRAY. 

“Ravenna, 9, 1820. 

“ The talent you approve of is an amiable one, an<l 
might prove a ‘ national service,’ Init unfortunately I must 
be angry with a man before. I draw his real fwrtrait ; and 
I can’t deal in ^generals' so that I tnist never to have pro- 
vocation enough to make a Gallery. If ^ the parson’ had 
not by many little dirty sneaking traits provoked it, I 
should liavc been silent, tliough I had olmroed him. Here 
follows an alteration: put — 

** D«vil, with »uch in danining, 

That if at llie raaurrectiuu 
Unto him the free ejection 
Of ilia future enuld lu; given, 

*T woukt be rather Holl than Ileavcn ; 

that is to say, if these two new lintis do not too much 
lengthen out and weaken the amiability of the original 
thought and expression. You have a discretionary power 
aliout showing. I siiould think that Croker would not 
disrelish a sight of these light little humorous things, and 
may be indulged now and then. 

“ Why, I do like one or two vices, to be sure ; but I can 
back a horse, and fire a pistol ‘without thinking or blijdc- 
ing’ like Major Sturgeon; I have, fed at times for two 
months together on sheer biscuit and water, (without me- 
taphor ;) I can get over seventy or eighty miles a day 
ndmg post, and ammjioe at a stretch, as at Venice, in 
JB18, or at least I eouM do^ and have done at once. 

“I know Henry Matthews; he is tlie image, to the 
very voice, of his brother Charles, only darker— ^lis cough 
his in particular. The fir.st time 1 ever met him was in 
Scnqie Davies’s rooms after his brother’s death, and I 
nearly dropped, thinking that it ayas his ghost. I have ■ 
also dined with him in his rooms at King’s College.! 
Hohhouse once pur{)Osed a similar Memoir; but 1 ami 


afraid tlie letters of Charles’s correspondence witli me 
(which are at Whitton with my other papers) would 
hardly do for the public ; for our lives wore not over strict, 
and our letters somewhat lax upon most subjects. 

* A ’i' 

“Last week I sent you a correspondence with Galig- 
nani, and some documents on your property. You have 
now, I think, an opportunity of cftetddng, or at leakt UmU~ 
ingf those French repubUca^om, You may let all your 
authors publish what they please agemst me and mine, 
A publisher is not, and cannot be, responsible for all the 
works that issue from his printer’s. 

“ The ‘ White Lady of Avenel,’ is not quite so good as 
a real well auihenticaled (‘ Donna Bianca’) White Lady 
)f Colalto, or spectre in the Marca I’rivigiana, who haJ^ 
ix^en rcpeattully seen. There is a man (a huntsman) 
aow alive who saw her also. Iloppner could tell you all 
ibout her, and so can Rose, perhaps. I myself have no ^ 
dtntbl of the fact, historical and spectral. She always 
qipeared on particular occasions, before the deaths of the 
family, &c. &c. 1 heard Madame Benzoni say, that* she 
knew a gentleman wlio had seen her cross his room at 
Oolalto Castle. Hoppner saw and spoke with tlie hunts- 
man, who met her at the chase, and never huvied after- 
ward. She was a girl attendant, who, one day dressing 
he hair of a (hiuntess Colalto, wa.s seem by her mistress 
o .smile upon her husband in the glass. The Countess 
fiad her shut up in the wall of the castle, like Constance 
le Beverly. Ever after, she. haunted tiicm and all the 
^olallos. She is described as vei-y licautiful and fair, 
t is well aulhenticattHl. 


LETTER CCCCLXIV. 

TO MR. MT7BRAT. 

“Ravenna, 9*’'*® 18, 1820. 

“ The death of Waite* is a shock to tlie— teetli, as well 
as to th<‘. feelings of all who knew him. Good God, he 
and Blake] both gone ! I left them botli in the most ro- 
bust health, and little thought of tlie national loss in so 
sliort a time as five years. They were both as much 
iup<irior to Wellington in rational greatness, as he who 
[ircservcs the hair and the teeth is preferable to ‘the 
•loody blustering warrior’ who gains a name by breaking 
eads and knocking out grinders. Who succeeds him? 
Where is tooth-powder, mildf and yet efficacious— where 
IS tincture — ^where are clearing-roofe and bniahea now to 
)C obtained? Pray obtain what information you can 
ipon these ‘ TWulan questions.’ My jaws ache to think 
>n*t. Poor fellows! I anticipated seeing both again; 
md yet they are gone to tliat place where both teeth and 
lair last longer than they do in this life. I have seen a 
liousand graves opened, and always perceived, that what- 
iver was gone, the teeth and hair remain with those who 
tad died with them. Is not this odd ? They go the very 
irst things in youths and yet last the longest in the dust, 
r people will but die to preserve them ! It is a queer lif*, 
and a queer death, l^at of mortals. 

“ I knew that Waite had married, but little thought that 
he other decease was so soon to overtake him. Then 
le was such a delight, such a coxcomb, such a jewel of a 
man! There is a tailor at Bologna so like him! and 
.Iso at the top of his profession. Do not neglect this 
oramission. fVho or vduU can replace him? What 
lys the public ? 

“I remand you the Preface. Do nt forget that the 
talian extract from tlie Chronicle must he iraneht/ed, 
iVith regard to what you say of retouching the Juans and 
he Hints, it is all very well ; but I can’t /nrfruA. I am 
Ike the tiger, (in poesy,) if I miss the fost spring I go 

t A eelebnUed b«lr<dnM«r. 
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growling back to my jungle. There is no second : I can 
correct ; I can’t, and I won’t. Nobody ever succeeds ' 
it, great or small. Tasso remade the whole of his Jei 
Salem ; but who ever reads that version ? ail the wor. 
goes to the first. Pope added to * The Raj)e of the Loci 
but did not reduce it. You must take my tilings as the 
happorv to be. If they are not likely to suit, reduce the 
etdmate accordingly. I would rotiier give them awa; 
than hack and hew them. I dank s&y that you are no 
right ; I merely repeat that I cannot better them. I musi 

* either make a spoon or sjioii a horn ;’ and there ’s ai 

end. ** Yours. 

“ P. S. Of the praises of that little * * * Keats, 
shall observe, as Johnson did wlien Sheridan the actoi 
got a pension, ‘ What ! has he got a pension ? Then it is 
time that 1 should give up mhieP Nobody could 
prouder of the praise of the Edinburgh than I was, o 
more alive to their censure, as I showed in English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers. At present, all the men they hav< 
ev^^r praised are degraded by that insane article. Wh; 
don’t they review and praise ‘Solomon’s Guide t< 
Ilealtli T it is Isitter sense and as much poetry as Joluin; 
Keats. 

“ Bowles must be bowled down. ’T is a sad match ai 
cricket if he can get any notches at Pope’s expense. l! 
he once get into ‘Lord’s ground,’ (to continue the pun, be- 
cause it is f polish,) I think I could beat him in one inn- 
ings. You did not know, perhaps, that I was once (not 
tndajihnricaUy^ but ready) a good cricketer, particularly ir 
haitingj and 1 played in tlie Harrow match against the 
Ei-onians in 1^5, gaming more notches (as one of our 
cJiosen eleven) Ilian any, except Lord Ipswich and Brook- 
man, on our side.” 

LETTER CCCCLXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. I 

“Ravenna, 12, 1890. 

“ Wliat you said of the late Charles Skinner Matthews 
has set me to my recollections ; but I have not been abb 
to turn up any tiling which would do for the pur|)oscd Mcj 
nioir of Iiis brother, oven if he had previously done enough 
during his life to sanction the introductioii of oncc- 
lotes 80 merely personal. He was, however, a very ex- 
traordinary man, and would have been a great one. No 
one ever succeeded in a more surpassing degree than he 
did, as far as he wont. He was iraiolent too ; but when- 
ever h(5 stripped, he overtlirew all antagonists. His con- 
quests will be found registered at Cambridge, particularly 
his Domiing one, which was hotly and liighly contested, 
and yet easily wan. Hobhouse was his most intimate 
friend, and can tell you more (^him than any man. Wil- 
liam Bankes also a groat deal. I myself recollect more 
of liis oddities tlian t^his academical qualities, for we lived 
most together at a very idle period of my life. When I 
went up to Trinity in 1805, at die age of seventeen and a 
half] I was miserable and untoward to a degree. I was 

* tretched at leaving Harrow, to which I had become at- 

tached during the last two years of mjistay there ; wretched 
at going to Cambridge instead of Oxford, (there were no 
rooms vacant at Christchurch,) wretched from some private 
domestic circumstances of different kinds, and consequently 
about 08 unsocial as a wolf taken from the troop. So that, 
although I knew Matthews, and met him often then at 
Bankes’sy (who was my collegiate pastor, and master, and 
patron,) and at Rhode’s, Milne’s, Price’s, Dick’s, Mac- 
namara’s, Farrell’s, Galley Knight’s, and others of tliat eei 
of contenqmraneB, yet I was neither intimate with him nor 
with any else, except my old schoolfellow Edward Long, 
(with whom I used to pass the day in riding and swim- 
ming,*) and William Bankes, who was good-naturedly 
tolerant of my fer^ities. | 

“ Tt was not till 1807, after 1 had been upwards of a year I 


away from Cambridge, to wliich I had relumed again to 
remde for my degree, that I became one of Matthews’s 
familiars, by means of Hobhouse, who, after hating me for 
two years, because I ‘ wore a wfute hat and a gray coat, 
and roflo a gray horse,’ (as he says liimselQ t<x)k me into 
his good graces because I had written some poetry. I 
had always lived a good deal, and got drunk occasionally, 
in their company ; but now we became really friends in a 
morning. Matthews, however, was not at this period re- 
sident in college. I met him cliiofly in London, and at 
uncertain periods at Cambridge. Hobhouse, in tlie mean 
time, did great things; he fbimded the Cambridge ‘ Whig 
Club,’ (which he seems to have forgotten,) and the ‘Ami- 
cable l^iety,’ which was dissolved in consequence of the 
members constantly quarrelling, and made himself very 
popular with ‘us youth,’ and no less formidable to all 
tutors, professors, and heads of colleges. William Bankes 
i^as gone ; while he stayed, he ruled the roost, or rather the 
•oastingy and was father of all mischiefs. 

“ Mattliews and I, meeting in London, and elsewhere, 
'became great cronies. He was not good-tempered— nor 
am I — ^l)iit with a little tact- his temper was manageable, 
and I thought him so superior a man, that I was willing to 
icrificc something to his humours, wliich were oflen, at 
the same time, amusing and provoking. What became of 
ik papers, (and he certainly had many,) at the time of his 
!eath, was never known. I mention this by the way fear- 
ng to skip it over, and as he wrote remarkably well, both 

Latin and English. We went down to Newstead to- 
Hher, where I liad got a famous cellar, and mmkd 
Iresses from a masquerade warehouse. Wo wore a com- 
tany of some seven or eight, with an occasional neighbour 
>r so for visiters, and used to sit up late in our friars* 
dresses, drinking Burgundy, claret, champagne, and what 
lOt, out of tlie siniU’CUpy and all sorts of glasses, and buf* 
joning all round the house, in our conventual garments. 
Mattliews always denominated me ‘ the Abbot,’ and never 
called me by any other name in his good humours, to the 
\ay of his death. The harmony of tJiese our symposia 
iras somewhat intemipted, a fe w days after our assembling, 
►y Matthews’s tlircatening to tlirow *IhM Webster,’ (as ho 
vas called, from winning a nH>t.-rnatch, and a horse-match, 
he first from Ipswich to l-<ondon, and Uie second from 
‘^righthclmstone,) by threatening to tlirow ‘bold Web- 
tcr ’ out of a windoWy in consequence of I know not what 
ommerce of jokes endmg in this cjiigram. Webster caino 
) me mid said, that ‘ his respect and regard for mo as Iiost 
ouid not permit liiin to call out any of my guests, and 
'lat he should go to town iie.xt morning.’ He did. It was 
n vain that I represented to him that the wiiidmv was not 
ligh, and that the turf under it was particularly soft. 
Vway he went. 

“Matthews and myself had travelled down from I^on- 
on together, talking all the way incessantly upon one 
tingle topic. When we got to Loughborough, I know 
otwhat cha.sm had made us diverge for amomont to 
omc other subject, at which he was indignant. ‘ Come,’ 
aid he, ‘don’t let us break through — ^let us go on as we 
»egan, to our journey’s end and so he continued, and was 
sntertaining as ever to the very end. He had previously 
ccupied, during my year’s absence from Cambridge, my 
XHiis in Trinity, with the furniture ; and Jones the tutor, 

- liis odd way, had said on putting him in, ' Mr. Mal- 
lews, I recommend to your attention not to damage any 
'the moveables, ft>r Lord Byron, sir, is a young man 
urmdtuous passiontt.^ Matthews was delighted with this ; 
ind whenever any body came to visit him, l>eggo<l them to 
handle the very door with caution ; and used to repeat 
'mes’s admonition, in his tone and manner. There was 
large mirror in the room, on which he remarked, ‘that he 
lought his friends were grown uncommonly assiduous in 
miing to Bee him, but Jie soon discovered that Uiey only 
:amc to Bee themedvei* Jones’s phrase of ^tumuHttoua 
nBBtonSy' and the wtiole scene had put him into such good 
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humour, that 1 Terily believe, that I owed to it a portion ol 
his good graces. 

‘^When at Newstead, somebody by accident rubbec 
against one of his white silk stockings, one day before 
dinner; of course the gentleman apologized. *Sir,’ an- 
swered Matthews, *it may be all very well for you, whc 
have a great many silk stockings, to dirty otlier people’s 
but to m^ who have only this one paiTf which 1 have pui 
on in honour of the Abbot here, no apolog}' can compeii* 
sate for such carelessness ; besides tlic expense of wash- 
ing.* He had the same sort of droll sardonic way aboui 
eveiy thing. A wild Irishman, named F * * , one even- 
ing beginning to say something at a large supper at Cam- 
bndge, Matthews roared out ‘Silence !’ and tlien, pointing 
to P * * , cried out, in tlie words of the oracle, ‘ Orson is 
endowed with reason.^ You may easily suppose tliut Or- 
son lost what reason he had acquired, on hearing tliis 
compliment. When Hobhousc published liis volume ot* 
poems, tl)e Miscellany (wluch Matthews wmdd call the 
* Mm^Uroaiyl) all tliat could be drawn from him was, 
that the preface w'as ‘extremely like JVaUh^ Hobhouso 
thougiit tliis at first a compliment ; but we never could 
make out what it was, for all we iuiow of IVaUh is his 
Ode to King William, and Pope’s epithet of ‘ huming 
Walsh^ Wlien Hie Newstead party broke up for Lon- 
don, Hobhouse and Matthews, who were tlie greatest 
friends possible, agreed, for a whim, to walk together to 
town. They quarrelled by tlie way, and actually walked 
the latter half of tlieir journey, occasionally passing and 
repassing, without speaking. When Matthews had got 
to Higligate, he had spent, all his money but tlirecpeiice 
hall^ciiny, and determined to spend tliat also in a pint of 
beer, which I believe he was drinking before a public 
house, as Hobhouse passed him (still witliout speaking) 
(or Hie last time on their route. They were reconciled in 
London again. 

“One of Matthews’s passions was the ‘tlie Fancy;’ and 
he sparred uncommonly well. But he always got beaten 
in rows, or combats with the bare fist. In swimming too, 
he swam well ; but with ^orl and iohour, and too high out 
of the water ; so that Scrope Davies and niyseli^ of whom 
he was tlierein somewhat emukivis, always told liim that 
he would be drowned if ever he came to a difficult pass 
in tlie water. He was so ; but surely Scrope and my- 
self would liavc been most heartly glad that 

** * Tlii; IJciin iiH(l lived, 

And our prediclioa proved ft lie.* I 

“His heoil was uncommonly handsome, very like what 
Pope’s was in his youth. 

“ His voice, and laugh, and features, are strongly re- 
sembled by his brother Henry’s, if Henry be Ac of Kin^s 
College. Hls passion for boxing was so great, that ho ac- 
tually wanted me to match liim with Dogherty, (whom I 
had backed and made tlie match for against Tom Bel- 
cher,) and 1 saw th(;m spar together at my own lodgings 
with Uie gloves on. As he was bent upon it, I would have 
backed Dogherty to please him, but tJie match went off. 
It was of course to have been a private fight in a private 
room. 

“On one occasion, being too late to go home and dress, 
he was equipped by a friend, (Mr. Bailey, I believe,) in a 
magnificently fashionable and somewluit exaggerated shirt 
anil ni'ckcioth. Ho proceeded to the Opera, and look his 
station in Fop’s Alley. During tlie interval between the 
0 |>era and the ballet, an acquaintance took his station by 
him, and saluted liim: ‘Come round,* said Matthews, 
‘come round.* ‘Why should I come round?’ said tlie 
other; ‘yoi,i have only to turn your head — I am close by 
you.’ ‘That is exactly what I cannot do,’ answered 
Matthews: ‘don’t you see the state I am in?’ pointing to 
Iiis buckram shirt-collar, and inflexible cravat ; and there 
he stood with his bead always in the some perpendicular 
position during the whole spectacle. 

•One evening, after dining togetlier, os wc were going 


to the Opera, I happened to have a spare 0)>era ticket, 
(as subscriber to a box,) and presented it to Matthews. 
‘Now, sir,’ said he to Hobhouse afterward, ‘this I call 
cowrtetnis in the Abbot — another man would never have 
thought tliat I might do better with half a guinea tlian 
throw it to a doorkeeper; but here is a man not only 
asks me to dinner, but gives me a ticket for the theatre. 
These were only his oddities, for no man was more Uberal, 
or more honourable in all his doings and dealings than 
Matthews. He gave Hobhouse and me, before we set 
out for Constantinople, a most splendid entertainment, to 
which we did ample justice. One of liis fancies was dining 
at all sorts of out of Uie way places. Somebody popped upon 
liim, in I know not what coffee-house in the Strand— and 
what do you think was the attraction ? 'Why, that hd 
3aid a slniling (1 thmk) to dine with Ms hat on. This he 
called his ^hat house,’ and used to boast of the comfort of 
5eing covered at meal-tirnrs. 

“ When Sir Henry Smith was expelled from Cambridge 
«>r a row with a tradesman named ‘Hiron,’ Matthews 
olaced himself with shouting under Hiron’s windows 
■vety evening, 

* Ah me ! Whai perils ilo environ 
The tiidn who meihlles wilh hot Hiron.* 

“He was also of that band of profane scofftjrs, who^ 
inder tlie auspices of * * + ♦ , used to rouse Lort Man- 
lel (late bishop of Bristol) from his slnnihers in this lodge 
•f Trinity, and when lu^ appeared at the window foaming 
vith wrath, and crying out, ‘I know yon, gentlemen, I 
know you!’ were w'ont to reply, ‘We beseech tliee to 
‘learus, good Lor/ — good deliver us!’ (Lort was 
is Christian name.) As he was very free in his specu- 
lations upon all liinds of subjects, although by no means 
ithcr dissolute or intemperate in his conduct, and as 1 
as no less independent, our conversation and correspon- 
lence used to alarm our friend Hobhouse to a considerable 
Icgree. 

♦ % Ite >(c itc 

“You must be almost tired of my packets, which will 
lave cost a mint of postage. 

“ Salute Gifford and all my friends. 

“Yours, &c.** 


LETTER CCCCLXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, 23, 1820, 

“The ‘Hints,’ Hobhouse says, will require a good deal 
of slashing to suit tlie limes, which will be a work of time, 
for I do n’t feel at all laborious just now. Whatever 
effect they are to have would perhaps be greater in a 
separate form, and they also must have my name to them. 
Now, if you publish tlicm in the same volume with Don 
Juan, they identify Don Juan as mine, which I do n’t think 
wortli a chancery suit about my daughter’s guardianship, 
as in your present code a facetious poem is sufficient dP 
take away a man’s i^ght over his family. 

“ Of tlie state of things here it would be difficult and 
not very prudent to speak at large, the Huns opening all 
letters. I wonder if they can read them when they have 
0 |>ened them ; if so, they may see, in my most legible 

HARP, THAT I THINK THEM DAMNEP 8COUNPRELS AND 
BARBARIANS, and THEIR EMPEROR a FOOL, and thcm- 
selvcs more ^Is than he ; all which they may send to 
Vienna for any thing I care. They liave got themselves 
masters of the Papal police, and are bullying away : but 
some day or otlier they will pay for all : it may not be very 
soon, because these unhappy Italians have no consistency 
among themselves ; but I suppose that Provkienee will 
get tired of them at lost, * ♦ + ♦ ♦ 

« Yours, &c.’» 
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LETTER CCCCLXVn. 

TO MU. MOORS. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 9, 1820. 

** Besides this letter, you will receive three packets, con- 
taining, in all, 18 more sheets of Memoranda, which, 
fear, will cost you more in postage than (hey will ever pro 
duce by being printed in the next century. Instead oi 
waiting so long, if you could make any thing of then 
note in the way of rewsrmn^ (that is, after jny death,) ' 
should be very glad,*— as, with all due regard to youj 
progeny, I prefer you to your grandchildren. Would no 
Longman or Murray advance you a certain sum nmu, 
pledging themselves not to have them published till aftei 
fny decease, think you ? — and what say ynu ? 

^ Over these latter sheets T would leave you a discre- 
tionary power ; because they contain, perhaps, a thing or 
two which is too sincere for the public. If I consent U 
your disposing of the reversion nme, where would bo the 
hai^ ? Tastes may change. I would, in your caw 
make my essay to dispose of thorn, not publish, now ; and 
if ym (as is most likely) survive mo, add what you ploas' 
from your own knowledge, and, oAoec oR^ eontradict any 
thing, if I have mis-stated ; for my first object is the 
trtith, oven at my ovvm expense. 

” I have some knowledge of your countryman, Muley 
Moloeli, the lecturer. He wrote to me several letters 
u|>on Christianity, to convert me ; and, if I had not been 
a Christian already, I should probably have been now, in 
con<<e<jMence. I thought there was something of wild 
talent in him, mixed with a due leaven of absurdity, — as 
there must he in all talent let loose upon the world with- 
out a martingale. 

The ministers seem still to persecute the Ctueen * 
^ *»: i/xwV go out, the sons 

of b— es. Damn reform— I want a place— what say 
you ? You must applaud the honesty of the declaration, 
whatever you may think of the intention. 

I have quantities of paper in England, original and 
translated — tragedy, &c. &c. ; and am now copying out a 
Fifth Canto of Don Juan, 149 stanzas. So that ther< 
will be near three tlun Albemarle, or two thick volumes of 
all sorts of my Mtises. I mean to plunge thick, too, into 
the contest iqion Pope, and to lay about me like a dragon 
till I make manure of * ♦ * for the top of Parnassus. 

“ Those rogues are right — vje do laugh at f others — eh ? 
—do n’t we 7* You shall see — ^you shall see what tilings 
I ’ll say, ’an it pleases Providence to leave us leisure. 
But in these parts they are all going to war ; and there Is 
to be liberty, and a row, and a constitution — ^when they 
can get them. But I won’t talk politics — it is low. Let 
us talk of the dueen, and her bath, and her bottle — that ’s 
the only motley now-a-days. 

“ If tliere are any acquaintances of mine, salute them. 
The priests here are trying to persecute me, — but no 
matter* “Yours, &c.” 


• LETTER CCCCLXVm. 

TO MR. MOOR^. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 9, 1820. 

“ I open my letter to tell you a fact, which will show the 
stale of this country better than I can. The comman- 
dantf of the twiops is nou) lying dead in my house. He 
was shot at a little past eight o’clock, about two hundred 
paces from my door. I was putting on my great-coat tc 
visit Madame la Contessa G. when I heard the shot. On 
coming into the hall, I found all my servants on the balcony, 

* HehereAllndM to a hiimorout article, of which T had told him, in 
Blaclanrood'a Magazine, where the poeU of the doj were all grCNiped 
together in a variety q£ fantnatie ahapee, with** Lord Byron and little 
Moore laugliing bebii^, aa if they would split,*’ at the rest of the frater* 
shy .^iifoorc. 

See Don Juan Canto Y SunsaSS. 
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exclaiming that a man was murdered. I immediately ran 
down, calling on Tita (the bravest of them) to follow me. 
The rest wanted to hinder us from going, as it is the custom 
for every body here, it seems, to run away from ‘the 
stricken deer.’ 

“However, down we ran, and found him lying on Ids 
back, almost, if not quite, dead, witli five wounds, one in 
the heart, two in the stomach, one in the finger, and tlie 
other in the arm. Some solders cocked tlieir guns, and 
wanted to hinder me from passing. However, we passed, 
and I found Diego, the adjutant, crying over him like a 
child— a surgeem, who said noticing of his profession—a 
pries^ sobbing a frightened prayer— and the commandant, 
all this time, on his back, on the hard, cold pavement, with* 
out light or assistance, or any tiling around him butconfu- 
lion and dismay. 

“As nobody could, or would, do any thing but Iiowl and 
pray, and as no one would stir a finger to move him, for 
fear of consequences, I lost my patience — made my 
servant and a couple of the mob take up the body — sent 
off two soldiers to tlie guard — despatchwl Diego to the 
Cardinal with the news, and hod the commandant carried 
Jp stairs into my own (juartcr. But it was too late, he was 
gone — ^not at all disfigured — bled inwardly — not above an 
ounce or two came out. 

“I had him partly stripped — ^made the surgeon examine 
lim, and examined him myself. Ho had been shot by cut 
•alls, or slugs. I felt one of tlie slugs, which had gone 
hroiigh him, all hut the skin. Every body conjectures 
why he was killed, hut no one knows how. The gun was 
bund close by him — an old gun, half filed down. 

“He only said, ‘ O Dio!’ and ‘ Gesu !’ two or thn^e times, 
.nd appeared to liave suffered little. Poor fellow ! he was 
. brave officer, but had made himself much disliked by 
he people. I knew him personally, and had met him oft on 
it conversazioni and elsewhere. My house is full of 
loldiers, dragoons, doctors, priests, and all kinds of por- 
ous, — though I have now cleared it, and clapped senti- 
lels at the doors. To-morrow the body is to be moved, 
town is in the greatest confusion, as you may suppose, 

“You are to know that, if I had not had the body 
noved, they would have left him there till morning in the 
street, for fear of consequences. I would not choose to 
et even a dog die in such a manner, without succour 
and, as for consequences, I care for none in a duty. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P.8. The lieutenant on duty by the body is .smoking 
lis pipe with great composure. — A queer people this,” 


LETTER CCCCLXIX. 

TO Mil. MOORS. 

“ Ravenna, Dec. 25, 1820. 

“ You will or oiiglit to havt* received the packet and lei- 
:erB which I remitted to your addre.ss a fortnight ago, (or it 
lay lie more days,) and T shall be. glad of an answer, as, In 
;hese times and places, packets per post are in some nsk of 
lot reaching their destination. 

“I have been thinking of a project for you and me, in 
jase weboth get to London again, which (if a Neapolitan 
iivar do n’t suscitate) may be calculated as possible for one 
►f us about the spring of 1821 . I presume that you, too, 
will be back by that time, or never ; but on that you will 
give me some index. The project!!., then, is for you and mo 
o set up jointly a newspaper — nothing more nrir less — 
weekly, or so, with some improvement or modifications 
ifKMi the plan a( tlie present scoundrels, who deirrade that 
efiartment, — but a newspaper^ which we >vili edit in duo 
jrm, and, nevertheless, w'ith some attention. 

“There must always be in it a piece of poesy from one 
V other of us tww, leaving room, however, for such dilet- 
anti rhymers as may be deemed worthy of ar>pearing in tho 
same cdumii ; but tide mu.st be a sint *pvi non ,* and aiao 
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80 much proB© as we can compass. We will take ar 
Q^Sce~«our names nU announced, but suspected — and, bj 
the blessing of Providence, give the age some new light 
upon iwlicy, poesy, biography, criticism, morality, theolog3? 
and all other ism, aZit!y, and Uogy whatsoever. 

“ Why, man, if we were to take to this in good earii<») 
your debts would be paid off in a twelvemonth, and by din 
of a little diligence and practice, I doubt not that wo coulc 
distance the commonplace blac^uards, who have so long 
disgraced common sense and the common reader. They 
have no merit but practice and impudence, both of which 
w© may acquire, and, as for talent and culture, the devil ’s 
in *1 if such pro^sas we have given of both can’t furnish 
out something better than the * funeral baked moats’ which 
have coldly set fortii the breakfast table of all Great. Britain 
for so many years. Now, what tliink you? Let me 
know ; and recollect that, it' wo take to such an enterprise, 
we must do so in good earnest. Hero is a bint, — do you 
make it a plan. Wo will modify it into as literary and 
classical a concern as you please, only let us put out our 
(rowers upon it, and it will most likely succeed. But you 
must live in London, and I also, to bring it to bear, and we 
muH keep it a secret. 

“As for the living in London, I would make that not 
difficult to you, (if you would allow me,) until we could see 
whether one means or otlior (tire success of the plan, for 
instance) would not make it quite easy for you, as well as 
your family ^ and, in any case, wc should have some fun, 
composing, correcting, supposing, insirecting, and supping 
together over our lucubrations. If you think this worth a 
tliought, let me know, and I will begin to lay in a small 
literary capital of composition for the occasion. 

“ Yours ever affectionately, 

«B. 

“ P, S. If you thought of a middle plan between a Spec- 
tator and a newspaper, why not? — only not on a Swrulay. 
Not that Sunday is not an excellent day, but it is engaged 
already. Wo will call it the * Tcnda Rossa,’ tlie name 
Tassoiii gave an answer of his in a controversy, in allu> 
fuon to tlie debcato hint of Timour the Lame, to his ene- 
mies, by a * Tenda’ of tlmt colour, before he gave battle. 
Or we will call it ‘ Gli,’ or ‘ I Carbonari,’ if it so please 
you— or any other name full of ‘ pastime and prodigality,’ 
which you may prefer. ♦ Let me 

have an answer. 1 conclude poetically, with the bellman, 
A merry Christmas to you !’ ” 


ADDRESS 

TO THU NEAPOLITAN GOVERNMENT. 

{TranMlatiim from tJis original Italian.^ 

•An Englishman, a friend to liberty, having understood 
that the Neapolitans permit even foreigners to contribute 
to the good cause, is dcsircMJs that they should do him the 
honour of accepting a thousand louis, which he takes the 
liberty of offering. Having already, not long since, been 
an ocular witness of the despotism of the Barbarians in 
tho States occupied by them in Italy, ho sees, with tlie 
enthusiasm natural to a cultivated man, the generous deter- 
mination of the Neapolitans to assert, their well- won 
indepondence. As a member of the English House of 
Peers, he would be a traitor to tho principles which placed 
the reigning family of England on tlie throne, if he were 
not grateful for the noble lesson so lately given both to 
people and to kings. The offer which ho desires to make 
is small in itseHJ as must always be that presented from an 
mdividnal to a nation ; but he trusts that it will not lie the 
last tJiey will receive from his countrymen. His distance 
from the frontier, and the feeling of his personal incapacity 
to contribute efficaciously to the service of tlie nation, 
pr(;»vent8 14p^^h>m pro]'>08mg him^lf as wortliy of the 
loliest o|||||||i^ for experience and talent might 
be recpiilK'^ut H ali i niere volunteer, lus presence 
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were not a burden to whomsoever he might serve under 
he would repair to whatever place the Neapolitan govern- 
'ment might point out, there to obey the orders and parti- 
cipate in the dangers of his commanding officer, without 
any other motive than that of sharing the destiny of a 
brave nation, defending itself agamst the self-called Holy 
Alliance, which but combines the vice of hypocrisy with 
I despotism.” ' 

LETTER CCCCLXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

•Ravenna, Jan. % 1621. 

“Your entering into my project for the Memoir is 
deasant to me. But 1 doubt (contrary to my dear Mad® ' 
HacF * *, whom I always loved, and always shall— ^not 
Dnly because I really did feel attached to her persanaUi/j 
)ut because she and about a dozen others of that sex 
'ere all who stuck by me in the grand conflict of 1816) 
—but I doubt, 1 say, whether the Memoir could appear 
in my lifetime ; — and, indeed, I had rattier it did not , 
or a man always looks dead ailer his Life has appeared, 
and 1 should certes not survive the appearance of mine. 
'*’he first part I carmot consent to alter, even although 
Mad* de Stael’s opinion of Benjamin Constant, and my 
emarks upon Lady Caroline’s beauty, (which is surely 
great, and I suppose that I have said so — at least, I 
>ught,) should go down to our grandchildren in unsophis- 
icated nakedness. 

• As to Madame de Stacl, I am by no means bound to 
:>e her beadsman— she was always more civil to me in 
lerson than during my absence . Our dear defunct friend, 
.Matthew Lewis, who was too great a bore ever to lie, 
assured me, upon his tiresome word of honour, that, at 
"Florence, the said Madame do Stacl was opon-mouthed 
against me ; and, when asked, in Suntzerland^ why she had 
hanged her opinion, replied, with laudable sincerity, 
liat I had named her in a sonnet with Voltaire, Rous- 
seau, &c. &c. and that she could not help it, through 
Iccency. Now, I have not forgotten this, but I have 
wen generous,— as mine acquaintance, the late Captain 
Whitby of tlie navy, used to say to his seamen (when 
married to tlie gunner’s daughter’)—* two dozen, and 
et you off easy.’ The * two dozen’ were with the cat- - 
ine-tails ; — the * let you off easy’ was ratlier his own 

:>pinion tlian tliat of tho patient. 

•My acquaintance with these terms and practices 
•ises from my having been much conversant witli shifis 
»f war and naval heroes in the years of my voyages in 
lie Mediterranean. Whitby was in tlie gallant action 
iffLissa in 1811. He was brave, but a disciplinarian. 
When he left his frigate, ho left aparrot^ which was taught 
ly the crew the following sounds— (It must be remariied 
hat Captam Whitby was the image of Fawcett the acUM*, 
in voice, (ace, and figure, and that ho squinted.) 

• The l^arrot loquitur. 

• ‘Whitby ! Wliitby ! funny eye ! funny eye ! two do- 

en, and let you off easy. Oh you !’ 

•Now, if Madame de B. has a parrot, it had better biT 
aught a French parody of tlie some sounds. 

• With regard to our purposed Journal, I will call it 
hat you please, but it should be a newspaper, to make 
pay. We can call it * The Harp,’ if you like — or any 

tiing. 

“ I feel exactly as you do about our * art,’ but it comes 
^er mo in a kind of rage every now and then, like * 

• * * and then, if I don’t write to empty 

ly mind, I go mad. As to tliat regular, unuitorrupted 
>ve of writing, which you describe in your friend, I do 
ot understand it. I feel it as a torture, which I must 
ret rid of, but never as a pleasure. On the cimtrary, I 

ink composition a groat pain. 

• I wish you to think seriously of tho i^oiimal scheme— 

^r I am as serious as one can be, in tliis world, about 
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any thing. A« to matters here, they are high and migh 
—but not for paper. It is much about the state of tiling 
beUveen Cain and Abel. There is, in fact, no law 
government at all ; and it is wonderhil how well thin, 
go on without them. Excepting a few occasional nm 
ders, (every body killing whomsoever he pleases, ar 
being [filled, in turn, by a friend, or relative, of the d( 
funct,) there is as quiet a society and as merry a Cam 
vai as can be met with in a tour tliroiigh Europe. I'hei 
is nothing like habit in those things. 

shall remain here till May or June, and, unless 
* honour comes unlooked-for,* we may perhaps meet,u; 
France or England, within the year. 

* Yours, &c. 

** Of course, I cannot explain to you existing circum- 1 
stances, as they open all letters. . 

‘^Will you set me right about your cursed ‘ Champ” * 
Klys^es ?’ — are they ‘ ds* or ‘ ees’ for the adjective 7 
know notliing of French, being all Italian. Though 
cati read and understand French, I never attempt t 
speak it ; for 1 hate it. From the sectmd part of th 
Memoirs cut what you pleastJ.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXI. 

TO MH. MUKRAY. 

“Ravenna, January 4, 1821. 

“T just pee, by tlie papers of Galignaui, tliat there is 
new tragedy of great expectation by Barry Cornwall.’*' 
Of what 1 have read of his works 1 lik<*d the Dramatic. 
fc?l\eiches, hut thought his Sie.ilian story and Marciai; 
jCuloima, in rhyme, (juiUi spoiled, by I know not uha 
alfeetation of VVordsworth, and Moore, and myself — al 
mixed up info a kind of chaos. I think liiiu very likely 
to prodm;(' a gwd tragedy, if he ke<'j) to a natural si) le, 
and not play tracks to form harle(piinad<’s for an audience 
As he (Barry Cornwall is not his true name) was a 
schoolfellow of mine, I take more than common interes 
in his success, and shall he glad to hear of it speedily 
If I had been aware that he was in that line, I shonli 
have spoken of liiin in the preface to Marino Fa'iero 
He will do a world’s wonder if he produce a great traged}' 

I am, however, persuaded, that tliis is n<it it) he done by 
following the old dramatists, — ^who are full of gross faults, 
pardoned only for the beauty of their language, — ^but by 
writing naturally and regularly^ and producing regular 
tragedies, like the Greeks ; but not in imitaiioji, — merely 
the out line of tlieir conduct, adapted to our own timci 
and circnmsUuices, and of course no chorus. 

“ You will laugh, and say, ‘ Why do n’t you do so ?’ I 
have, you sec, tried a sketch in Marino Faliero; hut 
many people tJiink my talent ‘ essentially undramatic^ anil 
I am not al all clear that they are not right. If Marino 
Faliero don’t fall — in (he perusal — I shall, perhaps, try 
again, (but not for tlie stage ;) and as I think that is 
got the principal passion for tragedy, (and yet most of| 
ours turn upon it,) you will not fini^me a popular writer. 
Unless it is love,_^nio«*, crimhud^ and hapless, it ought 
not to make a tragic subject. Whim it is melting and 
maudlin, it does, but it ought not to do ; it is tlien for the 
gallery and second-price boxes. 

“If you want to have a notion of what I am trying, 
take up a translation of any of tlic Greek tragedians. Ifj 
1 said tlie original, it would be an impudent jiresumption 
of mine ; but the translations are so inferior to the origi- 
nals tliat I diink I may risk it. Then judge of the ‘ sim- 
plicity of plot,’ &c. and do not judge me by your old mad 
dramatists, which is like drinking usquehaugli and then 
proving a foimtaii^.Yet, after all, I suppose that you 
do not mean tbat^l^riis is a nobler element than a clear 


spring bubbling in the sun 7 and this 1 lake to bo the dif- 
ference between the Greeks and those turbid mounte- 
banks— always excepting Ben Jonsoii, who was a echo- 
lar and a classic. Or, take up a translation of Alfieri, 
and try tlie interest, &c. of these my new attempts in 
the old line, by him in English', and then tell me fairly 
your opinion. But do n’t measure me by your own old 
or new tailors’ yards. Nothing so easy as intricate con- 
fusion of plot and rant, Mrs. Centlivre, in comedy, has 
ten times the bustle of Congretm ; but are they to be com- 
pared 7 and yet she drove Congreve from Uie theatre.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXir. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, January 19, 1821. 

“ Yours of the 29th ultimo hath arrived. I must really 
Mid seriously request that you will beg of Messrs. Harris 
jr Elliston to let the Doge alone : it is nut an acting 
>Iay ; it will not ser\*e their purjiose ; it will destroy yoMra, 
the sale ;) and it will distress me. It is not courteous, 
is hardly even gentlemanly, to persist in tliis appropria- 
ioii of a man’s writings to their rnounmbanks. 

“ I have already sent you by last post a short protest 
) the public, (against this proceeding ;) in case that they 
orsist, which I trust that they will not, you must then 
iihlish it ill the newspapers. I shall not let them off 
ith that only, if they go on ; hut nialce a longer appeal 
1 that subji'ct, and state what I think the injustice of 
heir ukkIc of behaviour. It is hard that I should have 
ii (In* hufloons ill Britain to deal with— pirafrs who wilt 
ihiisli, and players who will act — when there arc thou- 
aml.'! of worthy nien who can neither get bookseller nor 
iianager for love nor money. 

“You never answered me a W’ord about Gedignani. 
f you mi'ari to use the two documents, d/j ; if not, hum 
lem . I do not choose to h'ave them in any one’s pos- 
•ssion ; suppose some ono found them without the lel- 
'rs, what W'ould they think? why, that /liad Ih'cii doing 
wv opposite oi what 1 /ww i/onc, to wit, referred the whole 
img to you— an act of civility, at least, w'hich required 
lying, ‘ 1 have riurcivcd your letter.’ I thought that you 
light have some liold upon those publications by tliis 
leans ; to me if can he, no interest oiu? way or the other. 
“ The third canto of Don Juaii is ‘dull,’ but you must 
lally put up wdth it : if the first two and tlio two follow- 
ig arc tolerable, what do you expect ? particularly as I 
either dispute with you on it as a matter of criticism or 
s a matter of business. 

‘ Besides, what am I to understand ? you, and Dou- 
las Kiniiaird, and others, write to me, that the first two 
ihlished cantos arc among the best that I ever WTOte, 
id are reckoned so ; Augusta writes that they are 
ought ‘farcfToAfe’ (hitter w'ord that for an author— ch, 
durray?) as a noniposition even, and that she had heard 
much against, tiiem tliat she would never read them, 
ad niwer has. Be that as it may, I can’t alter ; tliat is 
It my fi>rtc. If you publish Oic throe new ones widiout 
tentation, they may perhaps succeed. 

“ Pray publish the Dante and the Puld, (tlie Prophecy 
' Demtc, I mean.) I kxik upon the Piilci as my gratid 
■rfonnance. The remainder of the ‘ Hints,’ whore be 
«‘y? Now, bring tliem all out about tlie same lime, 
herwise ‘ the varictf/ you wot of will be less obvious. 

• I am in bad hvmiour : — some obstructions in business 
ith those plaguy trustees, who ohjtxit to an advantageous 
>an which I was to furnish to a nobleman on mortgage 
tcausc his property is in Ireland, have shown me how a 
lan is treated in liis absence. Oh, if I do come hack, 
ill make some of tliAsc who little dream of it ^‘ 7 %— or 
jy or I shall go down.” ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

♦ *.♦♦** 


Sm Don Juan, Canto XI. Stanza 69* 

22 
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LETTER CCCCLXXm. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“January 20, 1821. 

“1 did not think to havo troubled you with the plague 
and postage of a dmMB letter this time, but 1 have just read 
in an ItaiUan paper ^ * That Lord Byron has a tragedy com- 
ing out,’ Sic. &c. &c. and tliat the Courier and Morning 
Chronicle, &c. &c. are pulling one another to pieces about 
hiniy&c. 

“Now I do reiterate and desire, that every thing may 
be done to prevent it from coming out on any tficatre, for 
which it never was designed, and on which (in tlie present 
state of the stage of London) it could never succeed. I 
have sent you n»y appeal by last post, which you inmt jntb- 
lieh in case of need; and I ref|uirc you even in your (rum 
•name (if my honour is dear to you) to declare that such re- 
presentation would be contrary to my wish and to my judg- 
fnetU. If you do not wish to drive me mad altogether, you 
will hit upon some way U) prevent this. 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P.S. I camiot conceive how Harris or Elliston should 
be so insane as to think of acting Marino Faliero ; they 
might as well act the IVometlieus of.®schylus. I speak 
of course humbly, and with the greatest sense of the dis- 
tance of time and nu^rit between the two performances ; 
but merely to show the absurdity of the attempt. 

“Thfj Italian paper spe/<ilis of a ‘party against it:’ to be 
sure there would be a party. Cmi you imagine, that after 
having never flattered man, nor beast, nor opinion, nor po* 
litics, there would wof b(5 a party against a man, who is alsc 
a writer— at least a successful? Why, all parties 

would be a party against.” 

LETTER CCCCLXXIV. I 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

“Ravenna, January 20, 1821. 

“If Harris or Elliston persist, after the remonstrance 
which I desired you and Mr. Kinnaird to make on iny be- 
half, and wliich I hope will be sufficient— but i/J I say, Uiey 
do persist^ then I pray you to preseni in per.t(rn\hG cnclased 
letter to the Lord Chamberlain: I have said in permit be- 
cause otherwise I shall have neither answer nor know- 
ledge that it has reached its address, owing to tho‘in80- 
Bolence of office.’ 

“ I wish you would speak to Lord Holland, and to all my 
friends and ytmrs, to interest themselves in preventing 
this cursed attempt at representation. 

“God help me! at this distance, I am treated like a 
corpse or a fool by the few people that I thought I could 
rely upon; and I toos a fool to tluiik any belter of them 
than of the rest of manldrtd. 

“Pray write. “Yours, &c, 

“P. S. I have nothing more at heart (that is, in litera- 
ture) tlian to prevent this drama from going u})on the 
stage; in short, rather than permit it, it must be mp~ 
pressed (Mogdther^ and ordy forty copies strvek qff'privatdy for 
presents to my friends. What cursed fools those specu- 
lating buffoons must be not to see that it is unfit for their 
fiur— or their booth !” 


LETTER CCCCLXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

Ravenna, January 22,1821. ' 

“Pray got well. I do not like your complaint. So, 
let me have aline to say you are up and doing again. To- 
day I am 9ft years of ag< 

Throa^l^e'ftruail,' &c. 8i<^* 

•Have you heard !j|iat the ‘ Braziers’ Company’ have, or 


mean to present an address at Brandeuburgh-house, *in 
armour,’ and with all possible variety and splendour of 
brazen apparel 1 

“ The Braziers, it seems, are preparing to pass 
An tuklress, awl present it tiiemselves all in brass— 

A superfluous [mgeant— for, by the Lord Harry, 

They *11 And where they *re going much more tlum they carry. 

There’s an Ode for you, is it not ? — ^worthy 

“ Of • * * the grand metnquizzical poet, 

A man of vast merit, though few people know it ; 

The fjerusal of whom (as 1 told you at Mesti'i) 

I uwe, in great part, to my passion for pastry. 

“ Mestri and Fiisina are the ‘ trajects, or common fer- 
ies,’ to Venice ; but it was from Fusina that you and I 
embark* ^d, though ‘ the wicked necessity of rhyming’ has 
made me press Mestri into the voyage. 

“So, you have had a book dedicated to you? lam 
(lad of it, and shall be very happy to see the volume. 

“I am m a peck of troubles aliout a tragedy of mine, 
which is fit only for the (+ + **+) closet, and which it 
seems that the managers, assuming a right over published 
poetry, are determined to enact, whether I will or no, witli 
their own alterations by Mr. Dibdin, I presume. I have 
written to Murray, to the Lord Chamberlain, and to others, 
o interfere and preserve me from such an exhibition. I 
kvant neither the impertinence of their hisses nor the in- 
solence of Uieir applaus**. I write only for the reader, and 
•arc for nothing but the silcfU approbation of those who 
:lose one’s book with gi>od-hunionr and quiet contentment. 

“Now if you would also write to our friend Perry, to 
►eg of him to meditate with Harris and Elliston to for- 
‘icar this intent, you will greatly oblige mo. The play is 
:|uite. mifit for the stage, as a sitiglc gltuirjc will show tliem, 
and, I hope, has shown them ; and, if it were ever so fit, 1 
will never have anything to do willingly with the theatres. 

“Yours ever, in haste, &c,” 

LETTER CCCCLXXVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

“Ravt^nna, January 27, 1821. 

“ I differ from you about the Duulc, which I think should 
republished with the tragedy. But do as you please: 
*ou must be the Ixjst judge of your own craft . I agree 
ith you about the tide. The play may be good or bod, 
rut I flatter myself that it is original as a picture of tJuxt 
dnd of passion, which to my mind is so natural, Uiat I am 
ronvinctid tliat I should Iiavo done jirecisely what the Doge 
lid on tliosc provocations. 

“I am glad of Foscolo’s approbation. 

“E.XCURC haste. I believe I mentioned to you that — - 
forget what it was ; but no matter. 

“Thaonks for your compliments of die year. 1 hojMj 
that it will be pleasanter than the last. 1 speak with re- 
ference to England only, as far as regards myself, where I 
had every kind ofdisappointment — ^lost an important law- 
suit— and the trustees of Lady Byron refusing to allow of 
an otlvanfagoous loan to be made from my profwrty to 
LordBIessiiigton,&c.&c. by way of closing the four sod- 
sons. These, and a'^mndred other such things, made a 
year of bitter business forme in England. Luckily, things 
were a little pleasanter for me hercj else I should have taken 
die liberty of Hannibal’s ring. 

Pray thank Gifford for ail his goodnesses. The win- 
:er is as cold here as Parry’s polarities. I must now take 
a canter in die forest ; iny horses arc waiting. 

“ Yours ever and truly. 

LETTER CCCCLXXVll. 

I TO MR. M’JRr *V. 

“ Ravenna, February 2, 1821. 

“ Your letter of excusc.s has arrived. I receive the let- 
ter, but do not admit the excuses, except in courtesy as 


* GiVftt in his Journal, pRj;« 253. 
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wht'n a man treads on your toes and beg.*? yoiu- pardon the 
pardon is granted, but the joint aches, cspticially if there Ik* 
a corn upon it. However, I shall scold you presently. 

“In the last speetdi of the Doge, there occurs (I "think 
from memory) tlie phrase — 

* And Thou who makosl and unmakest auns 
chanjjit this to— 

* And Thoii whokliidlest and who qtienchcHi suns 

that is to say, if the verse runs equally well, and Mr. Gif- 
ford thinks Uie expression improved. Pray have the bounty 
to attend to this. You are grown quite a minister of slat 
Mind if some of tliese days you are not thrown out. * 
will not be always a Tory, though Johnson says the first 
Whig was the Devil. 

“ You have learned one secret from Mr. Galignani’s 
(somt'vvhat tardily acknowledged) c()rrcs))ondencc : this 
is, that an English author may dispose of liis exclusive 
r.)pyright in Prance, — a fact of some consocpu'nce (in tinu- 
of^peare) in the case of a popular writer. Now I will tell 
you what you. shall do, and take no advantage of you, though 
you wt^re scurvy enough never to acknowledge my letter 
for three months. Offer Galiguaui the refusal of tlie coj)y- 
riglit in Franco ; if lie refuses, appoint any bookseller in 
France you please, and I will sign any assignment you 
please, and it shall never cost you a mu on my account. 

“liecollect that I will have nothing to do with it, except 
as far as it may secure the copyright to yourself. I will 
have no bargain but with liio English booksellers, and I 
desire no interisst out of that exmntry. 

“ Now,’, that ’s fair and open, and a little handsomer than 
your do(lf>ing silenre, to see what would come of it. You 
arc an excellent fellow, ruio caro Moray, but then? is still 
a Utile leaven of Fleet-street about you now and then— a 
^cruin of the old loaf. You have no right to act susfucioii.sIy 
with rue, for 1 have given you no reason. I shall always 
l>e frank with you ; as, for iiisfariee, whenever you talk 
with the votaries of Apollo arilhnietiealiy, it should be in 
guineas, not jiounds— to pcxHs, as well as physiciari.s, an< 
bidders at auctions. . 

“ I shall say no more at tliis present, save tliat I am ' 

“ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. if you venture, as you say, to Ravenna this year, 

I will exercise the rites of hos[»italii.y wiiile you live, and 
l*ury you handsomely, (though not in holy ground,) if you 
get ‘ sln>t or slashed in a cri*agh or splore,’ w hich art; rather 
frequent here oi late among the native, parties. But p<*r- . 
Imps your visit may be auiicijmled; I may probaldy come I 
to your country ; in wliieli case write toiler ladyship the 
duplicate of tho epistle tlie king of Franco wrote to Prince 
John." 


LETTER CCCCLXXVIIl. 

TO MR. MUrniAY. 


die society in each of those countries, and to have display- 
ed him gradually gdt6 and blas6 as he grew older, as ia 
natural. But 1 laid not (juilc fixed wliethcr to make liim 
end in belt, or in an iinliappy nuirriagejnot knowing wliie.h 
would be tjui severest: the tSi/uni-li Iradifi.ni says liell ; 
but it is |)robaliiy only an allegory of the other statu. You 
arc now in possession of niy notions on the suliject. 

“ You say the Doge will not be jiopular : did I ever 
write for pojmlarity ? I defy you to show a W'ork of mine 
(except a tale or two) of a popular style or complexion. 
It appears to me that there is room for a different style of 
the drama ; neither a ser\’’ile following of the old drama, 
which is a grossly erroneous one, nor yet too French^ liko 
those who succeeded the older writers. It appears to me 
that good English, and a severer approach to the rules, 
might combine something not dishonourable to our litera- 
ture. I have also attempted to make a play witliout love ; 
and there are neither rings, nor rni.slakes, nor starts, nor 
outrageous ranting villains, nor nielodrame in it. All this 
will prevent its fiopularity, hut does not |Mirsiiade rne that 
if is tfuTpfhre faulty. Wliatever faults it has will ariso 
from deficiency in the conduct, rather Uian in tiic concej)- 
lion, which is simple and severe. 

“So j/oM cpigrammatize upon my cjngram? I w'iApay 
you fi)r that., mind if 1 do n’t, some day. 1 never lot any 
one off in tlie long run, {who Jirsl begins.) Remember 
+ + +, jjjjd if I Jo rft Jo you as good a turn. You un- 
latural publislu'r ! what ! quiz your own autliors ? you 
arc a paper cannibal ! 

“ III the letter on Bowles, (which I sent by Tuesday’s 
post,) after tlie words ^attempts had been marie' (alluding 
,0 the republieation of ‘ English Bards’,) add tlie words, 

' in Ireland for 1 believe that English pirates did not 
I legin their attcmjits till after I had left England tiie second 
! iiiie. Pray attend to tills. Let me know what you and 
your synod think on Bowles. 

“I did not think the second seal so bad ; surely it is far 
better than the Haracen’s head witli which you havo 
sealed your last letter; tlic larger, in profile, wius surely 
mu<*h better flian that, 

“ So Fo.scolo says he will get you a seal cut better in 
Italy ? he means a throat — that is tho only tiling tJiey do 
dexterously. The Arts — all but Canova’s, and Mor- 
ghen’s, and Ovids (I do n’t mean poetry) — are as low as 
iM*cd be: look at the seal which 1 gave to William 
Bankes, and own it. How cairieGeorg<* Bankes to quote 
‘English Bards’ in tho House of Commons ? All tho 
world keep flinging that poem in my face. 

“ Belzoni is a grand traveller, and his English is very 
prettily broken. 

“As for news, the Barbarians are marching onNaplos, 
and if they lose a single battle, all Italy will ^ up. It will 
bo like tlic Spanish row*, if they have any bottom. 

“ ‘ Letters opened T — to be sure tliey are, and that ’s the 
reason why I always put in my opinion of tlie German 


“Ravenna, Feb. 16,1821. 

“ In the month of March will arrive from Barcelona 
l^ignor Curioni, engaged for the Opera. He is an ac- 
cpiaintance of mine, and a gentlemanly young man, liigh 
in his profession. I must request your personal k'uidiicss 
and patronage in his favour. Pray introduce him to such 
of the theatrical people, editors of papers, and otliers, as 
may be useful to him in his profession, publicly and pri- 


Au.slrian scoundnda. There is not an Italian who 
loathes them more than 1 do ; and whatever I could do to 
scour Italy and the earth of iJieir infamous oppression 
would be done con amore. 

“Yours, &C.’* 


LETTER CCCCLXXIX. 


vatoly. 

“ Tho fifth is so far from being the lost of Don Juan, 
tliat it is hardly the beginning. I mtsant to take him the 


TO MR. MURRAY, 


tour of Europe, wiUi a proper mixUire of siege, battle and ,^ 0 ^ 

adventure, and to make him finish as Anacharsis Cioots, ita 


adventure, and to make him finish as Anacharsis Cloots,U 
in the French Revolution. To how many cant os this may \ ^ 
extend,! know not, n or wl^ th<4 (even if Hive) I shall I 
compete it ; but. notion. I meant to havo 

made him a caval^ servenle in Italy, and a cause for a 
divorce in England, and a sentiinenlal ‘ WtJrtlHT-faced^ 
matt’ iiipermany, so as to show the diillTcnt ridicuici: ol 


“ Ravenna, Feb. 21, 1821.* 

“ In llie forty-fourth page, volume first, of Turner’s Tra- 


Byron, when he ex\>ressed such confidence of its praiiti- 


urope to Asia.' I e.ertamiy couia noi lu 
• ’ .Sift —Dou Juaii, C’aiito If, Staiiitt 105, kc. 



j72 letters, 1821. 

f(xrf*ottenf what is known to every sdioolhoy^ that Leanderjonce more opens to Fusina, I had been in the water, by 
crossed in Uw ui^ht, and returned towards ifw morning f my watch, without help or rest, and never touching ground 
My object was, to ascertain tlmt the Hellespont could b or Umtfjbur iuwrs and beenty inintUea, To this match, 
crossed at all hy swimnung, and in diis Mr. Kkeiiix^ai and during tlie greater part of its performance, Mr . 
and myself both succeeded, the one in an hour and ti Hoppner, tlie consul-general, was witness, and it is well 
minutes, and tlie other in an hour and Hve minutes. Th- known to many others. Mr. Turner can easily verily 
tide was not in our favour ; on tiic contrary, tlie great dif the fact, if he tliinks it worth while, by referring t,o Mr. 
ficulty was to bear up against the current, wiiicli, so fai Hoppner. The distance we could not accurately ascer- 
from helping us into Uic Asiatic side, sot us down right to lain ; it was of course considerable, 
wards the Archipelago. Ncitlier Mr. Ekenhead, inyselC “ I crossed the Hellespont in one hour and ten minutes 
nor, I will venture to add, any person on board die frigat inly. I am now ten years older in time, and twenty in 
from Captain Batliurst downwards, hatl any notion of constitution, than I was when 1 passed the Dardanelles, 
difference of the current on die Asiatic side, of which M and yet two years I w as capable of swimming four 

Turner speaks. I never heard of it till this moment, or hours and twenty minutes ; and I am sure that I could 
would have taken the other course. Lieutenant Ekcn- lave continued two hours longer, though I had on a pair 
head’s sole motive, and mine also for setting out from th< »f trowsers, an accoutrement which by no means assists 
European side was, that tlie lifde cape above Sestos was die jierforrnancc. My two companions were also Jinir 
a more jironiiiient start ing-jdace, and iht* frigate, whicl hours in the water. Mengaldo might be about diirly 
lay below, close under die Asiatic castle, formed a bettei ears of age ; Scott about six-and-lwimfy . 
jioint of view for us us to swim towards; and, in fact, w “With tliis experience in swimming at different periods 
iand<*d immediately below' it. if life, not only upon the spot, but elsewhere, of various 

“Mr. Turner says, ‘Whatever is thrown into the persons, what is there to make me doubt that Leander’s 
stream on diis jiart of the European bank, mvst arrive al ‘Xploit was perfectly practicable? If tJiree individuals 
die Asiatic shore.’ Tliis is so far from being the casc^ did more than the passage of the. Hellespont, why should 
dial it must arrive in die Arcliipelago,if left to die current, he have done less? But Mr. Turner failed, and, natu- 
although a strong wind in die Asiatic direction might havi rally seeking a plausible reason for his failure, lays die 
such an effect oecasionallv. blame on the Asiatic side of die strait. He frit^d to swim 

“ Mr. Turner aiteni[)ied th(5 passage from the Asiatic ircctly across, instead of going higher up to take the 
side, and failed : ‘After fivi^-and-tweniy minutes, in whicli vantage : he might as well have tried to Jly over Mount 
did not advance, a hundred yards, he gave it up from Adios. 
complete oxfuiiistion.’ Tliis is very possible, and might “ That a young Greek of the heroic times, in love, and 
have occurred to him just as readily on the European vidi his limbs in full vigour, might have suecoeded in such 
side. He should have sot out a couple of miles higher, m allemjil is iK'ither wonderful nor doubtful. Wlieiher 
and could then have come out below die European castle, ic attempted it or nt>t is another question, because he might 
1 particularly stated, and Mr. llohhousc has done so also, tave had a small boat to save him the trouble, 
that we w<T«! obliged to make the real passsage of one “ 1 am yours very truly, 

mile extend to between tlrrce and four, owing to the force of “ B v kon. 

die stream. I can a.S8ure Mr, Turner, that his success “P. S. Mr. Turner says that the sw'imming from 
would have given me great pleasure, as it would have luropeto Asiawa.s‘thc crwics/ jiart ofthe task.’ ] doubt 
added one more instance to the proofs of the probability, hether Lcander found it so, as it was the return ; how- 
It is not quite fair in him to infer, that liccauso he faili'd, /or, lie had several houns bctw’cen the iiiteri'als. The 
Leander exmld not succeed. There are still ftmr in- .rgiimeiit of Mr. Turner ‘ that higher up, or lower down, 
slance.s on record : a Neapolitan, a young Jew, Mr. Ekcn- he strait widens so considerably that he could save little 
head, and myself’; the two last done m the presence of ahour hy Iiis starting,’ is only gooil for indiflereni swim- 
hundreds of EnglisJt witnesses. ners ; a man of any practice or skill w'ill always consider 

“ With regard to die difToronce of the ewrreni I perceived lie distance less than the strength of the stream. If 
none; it is favourable to the swimmer on neither side, but ^3kenhead and myself had thought of crossing at the 
may be sUmimed hy plunging into die sea, a considerable arrowesi point, instead of going up to the Cape above it, 
way above the opposite point of die coast which tin ^e should have been swept down to Tenedos. Tlio 
swimmer wishes to make, but still bearing up against it ; rait, however, is not so extremely wide even where it 
it is strong, but if you calculate woll,y<Hi may reach land, roadens above and below the forts. As the frigate w'ag 
My own experience and diat of odiers bids me pronounce tatioiied some time in die Dardanelles waiting for the fir- 
thc passage of Ijcandiir perfectly practicable. Any young lan, I bathed often in the straits subsecpiciitly to our tra- 
man, in go(xl and tolerable sldll in swimming, might sue- ect, and generally on the Asiatic side, without perceiving 
ceed in it from eitlwr side. I was three hours in swim- ' e. greater strength of the opposite stream by which the 
ming across the 'I'agus, which is much more hazardous, ilomatic traveller palliates his own failure. Our amuse- 
bcing two hours longer than the Hellespont. Of what 'lent in the small bay which opens immediately below die 
may bo done in swimming, I will mention one more ’.siatic fort was to dtW for the land tortoises, which W'o 
instance. In 18J8, the Chevalier Mengaldo, (a gentleman ung in on purpose, as they amphibiously crawded alon^, 
of Bassano,) a good swimmer, wished to swim widi my lie tottom. T/iMdoos not argue any greater violence of 
friend Mr. AlexamUT Scott and myself. As he seemed urrent than on the European shore. With regard to the 
particularly anxious on the subject, we indulged him. We nodcst insinuation that we chose the European side as 
all three started from the island of the Lido and swam to asier,’ I appeal to Mr. Hobhouso and Captain Bathurst 
Venice. At the entrance of the Grand Canal, Scott and it be true or no, (poor Ekenhead being since dead.) 

I were a gtxid way ahead, and we saw no more of our ;Iad we been aware of any such dill’erence of current aa 
foreign friend, which, however, was of no consequence, as asserted, we would at least have proved it, and were 
there was a gondola to hold his clothes and pick him up. ot likely to have given it up in tlie twenty-five minute® 
Scott swam on till post the Rialto, where he got ouq less f Mr. Turner’s own experiment. The secret of all this 
from fatigue than from chiil, having been four hours in tlie i, that Mr. Turner failed, and lliat we succeeded ; wd 
water, without rest or stay, except what is to be obtained is consequently disapuointed, and seems not unwilling 
by floating on one’s back — this being the condi/lon of our overshadow whatever ilule merit there might be in our 
jierfurmance. I continued my course on to Santa Chiara, luccess . Why did he not try the E ;^ean side ? If he 
comprising the whole of the Grand Canal, (besides the lad succeeded there, after failing on We Asiatic, his }Jea 
distance from the Lido,) and got out where tlie Laguna oiild have been more graceful and gracious. Mr. Tur- 
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acr nmy ftnd what fault he pleaaes with my poetry f or luj 
poUtios ; hut I recommend him to leave aquatic rvBec- 
tiuns till he is able to swim ^/ive-and- twenty minutes 
without being ‘ eachausted^ tluxigh I believe he is the firsi 
modem Tory who ever swam ‘ against the stream’ for half 
the time.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, Feb. 22, 1821 . 

As 1 wish the soul of the late Antoine Galignani to 
rest in peace, (you will have read his death published b^ 
iuin;x;lf, in his own newspaper,) you are requested parti- 
cularly to inform his children and heirs, that of theii 
‘ Literary Gazette,’ to which I subscribed more than two 
months ago, 1 have only recenved one number, notwith 
standing I have written to them rcfieatcdly. If they have 
no regard for me, a subscriber, they ought to have some 
for their deceased parent, who is undoubtedly no better 
oft* ill his present residence for tliis total want of atten- 
tion, If not, let me have my francs. They were paid by 
Missiaglia, the fFenetiaii bookseller. You may also hint 
to them that when a gentleman writes a letter, it is usual 
to send an answer. If not, 1 sliall make them ‘ a speech,’ 
whi(di will comprise an eulogy on the deceased. 

“ We arc here full of war, and within two days of th( 
seat of it, expecting intelligence momently. We shall 
now see if our Italian friends are good for any thing but 
‘ sliooting round a corner,’ like the Irishnuui’s gun. Excuse 
haste, — 1 write with my spurs putting on. My horses 
are at the door, and an Italian Count waiting to accom- 
» [>any me in niy ride. “ Yours, &c. 

“ P. S . J’ray, among my letters, did yon get one detail- 
ing tli(»- death of the commandant here ? He wa.s killed 
nc.'ur my door, and died in my house. 

“BOWLES AND CAMPBETX. 

“ To the air of ‘ How now, Meufame Flirt,' in the Beg- 
gar’s Opera, 

“ Boicles. 

“ Why, how now, saucy Tom, 

If you thus miii.1 rumble, 

I will publiiih some 
Uvniurks on Mr. Campbell. 

“ Campbell. 

“ Why, how now, Billy BowK-a, 

Ac. &c. ac. 


LETTER CCCCLXXXI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

« March 2, 1821 
“ This was the beginning of a letter wliich I meant for 
Perry, but stopped sliort hoping that you would be able to 
prevent tlie theatres. Of course you need not send it ; 
but it explains to you my feelings on tlie subject. You 
•feay that ‘ ftiere is nothing to fear, lot them do what they 
pleaxe that is to say, tliat you^ would see me damned 
with great tranquillity. You are a fine fellow.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXU. 

TO MR. PERRY. 

“ Ravenna, Jan. 22, 1821. 

^DEAR MR, 

“ I have received a strange piece of news, which can- 
not be more disagreeable public ftian it is to me. 

Letters and the ir:.. me tlie honour to say, tliat it 

ts the intention dt some of the Lcaidon managers to bring 
forward on their stage the poem of * Marino Faliero,* &c. 
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which was never intended for such an exhibition, and I 
trust will never undergo i t. It is certainly unfit for it. I 
have never written but for the solitary reader, and require 
no experiments for applause beyond his silent approbation. 
Since such an attempt to drag me fortli as a gladiator in 
the theatrical arena is a violation of all the courtesies of 
iteraturc, I trust that the impartial part of the press will 
step between me and this pollution. I say jM>llution, 
because every violation of a right is such, and I claim my 
right as an author to prevent what I have written from 
‘jeing turned into a stage-play. I have loo much respect 
for the public to pennit this of my own free will. Had I 
sought their favour, it would have been by a pantomime. 

“ I have said tliat I write only for the reader. Beyond 
tliis I cannot consent to any publication, or to the abuse of 
any publication of mine to tlic purposes of histrionism. 
Tilt? applauses of an audience would give me no pleasure ; 
heir disapprobatiiin might, however, give me pain. The 
wager is thcrefon* not equal. You may, perhaps, say, 
flow can this be ? if tlicir disapprobation gives pain, 
heir praise might afford pleasure ?’ By no means : the 
:ick of an ass or tlie sting of a wasp may he painful to 
Jiosc who would find notJiing agreeable in tlie braying of 
he one or tJie buzzing of the other. 

“ This may not seem a courteous comparison, but I 
:iave no otiier ready ; and it occurs naturally. 


LETTER CCCCLXXXm. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, Marzo, 1821 . 

‘ DEAR MORAY, 

“In my pariket, of the 12lli instant, in the last sheet, 
tot tlie h(jUf* sheet,) last page, omit the sentence which 
rlcfining, or attempting to define, what and who are gen- 
cmen) begins ‘ I should say at least in life that most 
lilitary men have it, and few naval ; that several men of 
ink have it, and few lawyers,’ &c. &c. I say, omit tho 
■hole of that sentence, because, like the ‘ cosmogony, or 
reation of the world,’ in the ‘ Vicar of Wakefield,’ it is 
ot much to the purpose. 

‘In the sentence above, too, almost at the top of the 
same page, after the words ‘ that there ever v\'a.s, or can 
an aristocracy of poets,’ add and insert these words — 
I do not mean that they should write in the stylo of tho 
ong by a person of f|uality, or parle euphuism ; but there 
I a ndnlity of thought and expression to he found no less 
ft Shakspeare, Pojie, and Burns, than in Dante, Alfieri, 
See. &c. and so on. Or, if you please, perhaps you had 
better omit the whole of the latter digression on the rwf- 
gor poets, and insert only as far as tho end of the sen- 
mce on l^ojic’s Homer, where I prefer it to Cowper’s and 
,iole Dr. Clarke in favour of its accuracy. 

“ U|)on all these points, tal<c an opinion ; take the sense 
or nonsense) of your leamed visitants, and act thereby, 
am very Iractable^in prose. 

“ Whether I have made out the case for Pope, I know 
ot ; but I am very sure that I have been zealous in the 
ttempt. If it c<nnes to the proofs, wc shall beat the 
(laekguards. I will show more imagery in twenty lines 
f Pope than in any equal length of quotation in English 
ftosy, and that in places where they least expect it. For 
istance, in his lines on Spnrm, — now, do just read them 
ver — the subject is of no consequence (whether it be 
satire or epic)— we are talking of po^ and imagery from 
laiure and art. Now mark the images separately and 
jriftimetically 

“1. The thing of siJk. 

2. Curd of om’s milk. 

3. Thehutterfy. 

4. The^cheel. 

' Bocond letter in uuvrer to Bovlee. 
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5. Bug with gilded wings. 

6. Poinifd ch^d of dirt. 

7. Whose buzz* 

8. Well-bred spaniels, 

9. iShallaw streams nm dimpling, 

JO. Florid impotence. 

11. Prompter, Puppet sgueaks, 

12. T/te ear of Eve, 

13. FarraLioer toad. 

1 4. Half frothy halfvcrum^ sjnts himself abroad . 

15. Foj) at the toilet. 

16. FUUtererht \he Itoard. 

17. Amphibious thing. 

18. Now trips o.lady. 

19. Now struts a lord. 

20. A chtTub's face. 

21. A reptile all the rest. 

22. The Ilajlyhins. 

23. Pride that licks the dtist — 

* Beauty that sliockii you, parts that none will trust, 

A^’it Oial can creep, and pride that licks the tluet.^ 

Now, is there a line of all the passage without the 
moat fordhlc imagery, (for his purjiose ?) Look at the 
varirti/ — at the poetry of the passage — at the imagina- 
tion: there is hardly a lino from which a painting might 
not. he nuiflc, and ta. But this is nothing in comparison 
with his higher passages in the Essay on Man, anti many 
of his other poems, serious and comic. There nt'.ver 
was such an unjust outcry in this world as that which 
tht‘He fellows are trying against Pope. 

“ Ask Mr. (jlilford if, in the fifth act of ‘ tlic Boge,’ you 
could not contrive (where tlic senlenee of the Veil is 
ptissed) to insert the following lines in Marino Faliero’s 
answer ? 

‘ But lei U l»e in. It will be in vain : 

The veil which ItluckrnH o’er this blighted name, 

And hitU'K, or aeenis to hidu, tlicie liueaiucnti, 

Shall til aw mure gtizers than the thousand {iortraiti 

Which gliUer round it in tholr painted trappings, 

Your delegnloil alave«— the iieuple’s tyrants.’* 

“ Yours truly, &c. 

”P. S. Upon public matters here I say little ; you 
will all hear soon enough of a general row tliroughout 
Italy. There never was a more foolish step titan tlie 
exptjdition to Naples by these fellows. 

“ I wish to propose to Holmes, tlie miniature painter, to 
come out to me tliis spring. I will pay his expenses, and 
any sum in reason. I wish him to take my daughter’s 
picture, (who is in a convent,) and the Countess G.’s, and 
tJie liead of a peasant girl, which latter would make a 
sUaly forRayihael. It is a complete face, but an 

ttalian peasant’s, and quite in tlie Raphael Fomariiia 
style. Her figure is tall, but rather large, and not at all 
comjiarablc? to' her face, which is really .superb. She is 
not seven leen, and I am anxious to have her face while it 
lasts. Madame G . is also very handsome, but ’t is quite 
in a different style— completely blonde and fair — very 
uncommon in Italy ; yet not an English fairness, but 
more likely a Swede or a Norwegian. Her figure, too, 
particularly tlie bust, is uncommonly good. It must be 
Holmes : I like him because he talscssuch inveterate like- 
nesses. There is a war here ; but a solitary traveller, 
with little baggage, and nothing to do willi politics, has 
notliing to fear. Pack him up in trie Diligence. Do n’t 
forget,” 

LETTER CCCCLXXXIV. 

TO MU. HOPPXER. 

“ Ravenna, April 3, 1821. 

Thanks for the translation. I have sent you some 
books, which I do not know whether you have read or no 
— ^you need not return them, in any ckse. 1 enclose you 

* Thew liiw* new IniKfrled in the Tmfcdy 


also a letter from Pisa. I have neither spared trouble nor 
expense in the care of tlie child \ and as she was now 
four years old cotnpJeie, and quite above the control of the 
servants— -and as a man Jiving without any woman at the 
wad of his house cannot much attend to a nursery-— I 
lad no resource but to plac^c her for a time (at a high 
lension too) in the convent of Bagna-Cavalli, (tv'elve 
nilcs off.) where the air is good, and where she will, at 
sast, have her learning advanced, and her morals and 
^ligion inculcated. I had also another reason ; — things 
ver<; and are in such a state here, tliat I had no reason to 
>ok upon my own personal safety as particularly onsura- 
•lo ; and I thought the infant best out of hami’s way for 
le present. 

“It is also fit that I should add that 1 by no means 
titended, nor intend, to give a natural child an English 
ducation, because with the disadvantages of her birth, 
er after-settlement would be doubly difficult. Abroad, 
ith a fair foreign education and a portion of five or six 
liousand pounds, she might and may marry very rcspec- 
ahly. In England such a dowry would be a pittance, 
vhilc elsewhere it is a fortime. It is, besides, my vs’ish 
hat she should he a Roman Catholic, which I look upon 
s the best religion, as it is assuredly the oldest of the 
ariouK branches of Christianity. I havd^now explained 
ly notions ns to the place wliore she now is — it is tlie 
lost I could find for tlie present *, hut I have no prejudices 
its favour. 

“ I do not speak of politics, because it seems it hopeless 
uhjoct, as long as thos(‘ scoundrels are to he permitted to 
Lilly states out of tlioir independence . Believe me 
“Yours ever and truly. 

“ P. S. There is a report hert^ of a change in France ; 
ut with what truth is not yet known. 

“P. S, My respects to Mrs. H. I hxve the ‘best 
►pinion’ of her countrywomen ; and at my time of life, 
Uirce-and-thirty, 22d January, 1821 ,) tliat is to say, after 
he life. I have led, a good opinion is tlic only rational one 
diich a man should entertain of the whole sex : — up to 
tfirty, tlie worst |>ossihle opinion a man can have of them 
a general, the better for himself. Aftervi'ard, it is a 
natter of no importance to them, nor to him cither, whol 
opinion lie entertains— his day is over, or, at least 
hoiild be. 

‘ You sec how sober I am become.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXV. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, April 21 , 1821 . 

“ I enclose you another letter on Bowles. But I pre- 
nisc that it is not like the forni(?r, and that T am not at all 
,irc how much, if any, of it shoulil be published. Upon 
iiis point you can consult with Mr. Gifibrd, and think 
wice before you publish it at all. 

“Yours tnily, 

“B. 

“P. S, You may make my .subscription for Mr. Scott^ 
widow, &c. thirty instead of tlie proposed ten pounds : but 
lo not put down my name ; put dowm N. N. only. The 
eason is, that, as 1 have mentioned him in the enclosed 
Damphlet, it would look indelicate. I would give more, 
nut my disap|K)inimenls last year about Rotffidale and 
the transfer from the funds render me more economical 
[or the present.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVI. 

h 

TO MR. ViJ^^LLEY. 

“ Ravenna, isi^pril 26, 1 821 . 

**Thc child continues doing well, and the accounts 
are regular and favourable. It is gratifying to me Umt 
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you and ivirs. oneuey ao not disapprove of tlie stoji 
whiuh I have taken, which is merely tcm|)orary. 

« I am very sorry to hear what you say of Keats- 
actually true 7 I did not think criticism had boon so 
killing. Though I differ from you essentially in your 
estimate of his performances, I so much abhor all unne- 
cessary pain, that I would rather ho had been seated on 
the highest peak of Parnassus than have perished in such 
a manner. Poor follow! though witli such inordinate 
self-love he would probably have not been very happy. 
I rejid the review of ‘ Endymion’ in the Ciuarterly. It 
was severe, — ^but surely not so severe as my reviews in 
that and other journals upon others. 

“ 1 recollect the effect on mo of the Edinburgh on my 
first poem ; it was rage, and resistance, and redress — but 
not despondency nor despair. I grant that those are not 
amiable feelings ; but, in this world of bustle and broil, 
and csjiecially in the career of writing, a man should 
calculate upon his powers of resistance before he goes 
iijto tlie arena. 

‘ Exiiect not life from pain nor fUitigcr free, 

Nor tlocm the doom of man revcr&ed for llice.* 

“ You know my opinion of that secoruUliaml school of 
poetry. You also know rny hioJi opinion of your own 
poetry, -—because it is of m school. I read Cciici — ^l>ut, 
besides that I think the mhjert essentially Mitdramatie, 1 
am not an admirer of our old dramatists, modrh. I 
deny that the English have hitherto had a drama at all. , 
Your Ccnci, however, was a ivork of power and poetry. | 
As to my drama, pray revenge yourself u[)an it, by beinj 
as free as I have bt'cn with yours, 

‘ I hav<! not yet got your Proinetheu.s, which I long to 
.see. I liave heard notliing of mine, and do not know 
that, it, i.s yet published. I have published a ]>amphlet on 
*the Pope controversy, which you will not like. Had I 
known that Keat^i was dead — or that he was alive and 
so sensitive— I should have omitted some remarks ufion 
hi.s poetry, to which I was provoked by his attack upon 
Po}h\ and my disapprobation of Ids own style of writing. I 
“ You want me to undertake a great Poem — I have not | 
the inclination nor the power. As I grow older, th(3 indif- 
ference— tw/ to life, for we love it by instinct — ^liiit to th<5 
stimuli of life, increasi^s. Besides, this late failure of the 
Italians has latterly disappointed rne for many reasons, — 
b.vne public, some personal. My respects to Mrs. S. 

“ Yours ever. 

*‘P. S. Could not you and I contrive to meet tliis 
Eummer 1 Could not you take a run- here (done ?" 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVII. 

TO MK. MURRAY. 

Ravenna, April 26, 1821 . 

“ I sent you by laatpo.rtw a large packet, which will not 
do for publication, (I suspect,) being, as the apprentieies 
jay, ‘damned low.’ I put off also for a week or two 
sending the Italian scrawl which will form a note to it. 
The reason is, that letters being opened, I wish to ‘ bide 
a wee.’ 

“Well, have you published tlio Tragedy? and does 
the Letter take ? 

“ Is it true what Shelley writes me, that poor John 
Keats died at Rome of tlie Quarterly Review? I am 
very sorry for it, though I think he took the wrong line as 
a poet, and was spoiled by Cocknoyfying, and suburbing, 
and versifying Tooke’s Pantheon and Lempriore’s Dic- 
tionary. I know, by experience that a savage review is 
hemlock to a sucking auUior ^ilmd the one on me (which 
produced the English knocked me down — 

but I got up aga^*r Instead of bursting a blood-ve.ssel, 
I drank tliroe bottles of claret, and begun an answer, . 
finding that there was nothing in the article for which 1 1 


could lawfully knock Jeffrey cm tlie head, in an honourable 
way. However, I would not be the fierson who wrote 
tlic homicidal article for all the honour and glory in the 
world, though I by no means approvi; of that sciiool of 
scribbling which it treats upon. 

“ You see the Italians have made a sad business of it, 
all owing to treachery and disunion among th(miselves. 
It has given me great vexation . The (ixecralions heaped 
upon the Neapolitans by the other Ituliaus ore quite in 
unison witli those of the rest of Europe. 

” Yours, &c. 

“P. S. Your latest packet of books is on its way 
here, but not arrived. Kenilworth excellent. Thanks 
for the pocket-hooks*, of whicli I have made presents to 
those ladles who like cuts, and landscape.s, and all tliat. 

I have got an Italian book or two whie.Ii I should like to 
send you if I had an ojiportunity. 

“ I am not at present in th(3 very liigh(3.sl health, — spring, 
probably ; so I have lowered my diet and taken to Ejisorn 
salts. 

“ As you say my prose i.s good, v\liy do n’t you treat 
with Moore for the rev'crsion of the Memoirs? — cmidu 
tionaUy, recollect ; not toht; pnblislioil before deeease. Jfe 
has the jicnnission to dispuse of them, and I advised him 
to do so.” 


LETTER CCCCLXXXVIII. 

TO MR. MOORK. 

“ Ravenna, April 28, 1821. • 

“ You cannot fiavt*. heem more disapiKiinted than myself, 
nor soiiiuch deeeived. 1 have been ho at some personal 
risk ;ilso, which is not yet done away with. However, 
no time nor cireAinislancoH shall alter my tone, nor my 
fi‘elings of mdignation against tyranny triumjihant. The 
f)re.scnt business has been as much a work of treachery 
as of cowardice, — though both may have done their part. 
If ever you and I meet again, I will have a talk with you 
upon the .subject. At present, for obvioas reasons, I can 
write but little, as all letters are opened. In mme they 
shall always find my .sentiments, but notliing that can 
lead to the ojiprossion of others. 

“ You will please to recollect tiiat the Ni^aiioIiUuis are 
nowh»*re now more execrated than in Italy, and not blame 
a whole people for the vices of a province. Tliat would 
be like condemning Great Britain because tliey jilunder 
wrecks in Coniwidl. 

“ And now let us be literary ; — a sad falling off, but it is 
always a consolation. If ‘Othello's occupation be gone,’ 
let us take to the next best ; and, if we cannot contribute 
to make tnanlund more free and wise, we may amuse 
ourselves and tliose who like it. What are you writing ? 
I have been scribbling at intervals, and Murray will be 
publishing about now. 

“Lady Noel has, as you say, been dangerously ill *, but 
it may console you to learn that she is dangerously well 

aiii* 

“ I have written a sheet or two more of Memoranda 
for you ; and I kept a little Journal for about a montli or 
two, (ill I liad filled the paper-book. I Uien left it ofij as 
tilings grew busy, and, ai^erward, too gloomy to set down 
without a painful feeling. This I should lie glad to send 
you, if I had an opportunity ; but a volume, however 
small, do n’t go well by such posts as exist in Uiis Inquisi- 
tion of a country. 

“ I have no nows. As a very pretty woman said to mo 
a few nights ago, with the tears in her eyes, as she sat at 
the haqisichord, ‘Alas! the Italians must now return to 
making operas.’ I fear that and ma(x;aroni are their fwte, 
and ‘motley their only wear.’ However, tliere are some 
higli .spirits among them still. Pray write. 

“ And believe me, &c.’ 

• ^ 
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LETTER CCCCLXXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, May 3, 1821. 

“ Though I wrote to you on the 28th ultimo, I must 
acknowledge yours of this day, with the lines.* They 
are sublime, as well as Ixjautiiul, and in your very best 
mood and manner. I’hey arc altKJ but too true. How- 
ever, do not confound tlic scoundrels at die keel of the 
boot with tlieir betters at the top of it. 1 assure you that 
there are some loftier spirits. j 

“ Notliing, however, can be better than your poem, or 
more deserved by the Imz/aroni. They are now abhor- 
red and disclaiiiif'd n<»where more than here. We will 
talk over these things (if we meet) some day, and I will 
recount my own aiiventiirus, some of wliich have been a 
little hazardous, pt crimps. 

**80 you have got the letter on Bowles? I do not 
recollect to have said any thing of jyou that could offend, — 
certainly, notliing intentionally. As for * *, I meant 
him a compliment. 1 wrote tlic whole offT-hond, without 
copy or correction, and expecting then every ihiy to lx; 
called into the field. What have I said of you ? I am 
sure 1 forget- It must be soiiK'thing of regret for your 
approbation of Bowles. And did you not approve, os he 
says ? Would 1 liiid known that beffirtj ! I would have 
given him some more gruel. Mjf intention was to make, 
ftm of all these fellows ; but how I succeeded, I do n’t 
know. 

“ As to Pope, I have always reganh'd him as the great- 
est name in our |)o«.try. Depend upon it, the rest are 
barbarians. He is u (jireek Ti'inplo, with a Gothic Cathe- 
dral on one hand, and a Tiirkisli Mosque and all sorts of 
fantastic [iag<xJas and convciiliclcs about him. You may 
call Shaksp<* 4 ire and Milton pyramids, if you please, but 1 
prefer the Teniph*. of Theseus or the Puiilienon to a 
mountain of burnt brickwork. 

“ The. Murray has written to me but once, the day of its 
publication, when it seemed prosperous. But I have 
iicard of late from England but rarely. Of Murray’s 
other publications (of mine) I know notliing, — nor wlie- 
thcjr ho ha» published. He was to have done so a month 
ago. I wish you would do sumetliing, or that we were 
logellicr. 

• Ever yours and affectionately, 

“B.” 


LETTER CCCCXG 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

Ravenna, May 10, 1821. 

I have just got your packet. 1 am obliged to Mr. 
Bowles, and Mr. Bowles is obliged to inc, for having 
restored him to good-humour. He is to write, and you to 
publish, what you please,-— /notto and subject. I desire 
nothing but fair play for all parties. Of course, after the 
new tone of Mr. Bowles, you will not publish my defence 
if Qtlckrkt : it would bo brutal to do so after his urbanity, 
fbr it is rather too rough, like his own attack upon Gil- 
christ. You may tell him w»hat I say there of hie Mie- 
auMan/f (it is praised, as it deserves.) However, and if| 
there ore any passages not peraonal to Bowles, and yet 
bearing the question, you may add them to the 
reprint (H* it is reprinted) of my first Letter to you. Upon 
this constilt Gifford ; and, above all, do n’t let any thing be 
added which can personally affect Mr. Bowles. 

“ In the enclosed notes, of course, what I say of the 
democracy of poetry cannot apply to Mr. Bowles, but to 
the Cockney and water washing-tub schools. 

* I heme and trust that Elliston won*t be permitted to 
act the drama ? Surely he might ha^e the grace to wait 

' ** Ay, dosrnto tbf du«t with Uiem, >)avei aa Ujey a.,},” Ac. Ac, 


for Kean’s return before he attempted it ; though, even 
ihen^ I should be as much against the attempt as ever. 

“ I have got a small packet of books, but neither Walde- 
grave, Oxford, nor Scott’s novels among them. Why 
don’t you republish Hodgson’s Childc Harold’s Monitor 
and Latino-mastix ? tliey are excellent. Think of thisy— 
they are ail for Pope, “ Yours, &c.” 


LETTER CCCCXCI. 

TO MR. HOPPKER. 

Ravenna, May II, 1821. 

1 hod but known your noti<xi about Switzerland 
before, I should have adopted it at once. As it is, 1 sliaQ 
let the child remain in her convent, where she seems 
healthy and happy, for the present ; but 1 shall feel much 
obliged if you will inquirCf when you are in tlie cantons, 
about the usual and better modes of education there for 
females, and let mo know the result of your opinions. It 
is sonic consolation that both Mr. and Mrs. Shelley have 
written to apjirove entirely my placing the child witli the 
nuns for the present. I can refer to my whole conduct, as 
having neitlier spared care, kindness, nor expense, since 
the child was sent to me. The people may say what 
they please, I must content myself with not deserving (in 
this instance) that they should speak ill. 

“ The place is a country town, in a gootl air, where 
there is a large establishment for education, and many 
children, some of considerable rank, placed in it. As a 
country town, it is less liable to objections of every kind. 
It has always appeared to ino, that flic morrd defect in 
Italy docs nut proceed from a ctmvctUvul eihication, — 
because, to my certain knowledge, they came out of their 
convents innocent even to iffttorance of moral evil,— but to 
the state of society into which tlicy arc directly plunged 
on coming out of it. It is like educating an infant on a 
mountain-tof), and then taking him to tlie sea and throwing 
him into it and desiring him to swim. The evil, however, 
though still too general, Is partly wearing away, as tlie 
women are more permitted to marry from attachment; 
this is, 1 believe, the case also in France. And, after aU, 
what is the higher scxdety of England ? According to 
my own experience, and to all that I have seen aixl heard, 
(and I have lived there in th <5 very highest and what is 
called tlic best,) no way of life can be more corrupt. In 
Italy, however, it is, or rather waSf more ^etematised, 
but wowj, tlioy themselves are ashamed of regular Serven- 
.tism. In England, the only homage which they pay to 
' virtue is hyfiocrisy. T speak of course, of tlie tone of high 
life, — the middle ranks may be very virtuous. 

“1 have not got any copy (nor have yet had) of the 
letter on Bowles ; of course 1 should be delighted to send 
it to you. How is Mrs. H.? well again, J hope. Let me 
know when you sot out. I resgret that I cannot meet you 
in the Bernese Alps this summer, ns I once hoped and 
intended. With my best respects to Madam, 

I am ever, &c. 

* P. S. I gave to a rqusiciajifr a letter for you sometime 
ago— has he presented himself? Perhaps you could 
introduce him to the Ingrams and other dilettanti. He is 
simple and unassuming — ^two strange things in his profes- 
sion— and he fiddles like Orpheus himself or Amphion : 
*t is a pity that he can’t make Venice dance away from 
the brutal tyrant who tramples upon it.” 

LETTER CCGCXCII. 

"‘"May 14, 1«1. 

•A Milan paper states that the play has been repre- 
sented and universally condemned. As remonstrance 
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haa been vain, complaint would be useless. I presume, 
however, for your own sake, (if not for mine,) that you 
and my otlier friends will have at least published iny dif- 
ferent protests against its being brought ujion the stage at 
all; and have shown that KUiston (in spite of the wriier) 
forced it upon tlio theatre. It would be nonsenso to say 
that this has not vexed me a good deal, but I am nut 
dejected, and I shall not take the usual resource of bla- 
ming the public, (which was in the right,) or my iViends for 
not preventing — what they could not help, nor I neither — 
9. farced representation by a speculating manager. It is 
a pity, that you did not show them its unftness for the 
stage before the play was puldiekcd^ and exact a promise 
from the managers not to act it. In case of their refusal, 
we w'ould not have published it at all. But this is too 
late. “ Vours. 

“P. S. 1 enclose Mr. Bowles's letters; thank him in 
niy name for tlieir candour and kindness. — Also a letter 
for Hodgson, which pray forward. The Milan paper 
states that I ‘ 6roug/il fivneard the play ! ! V This is 
pleasanter still. But don’t let yourself be worri<*d about 
it; and if (as is likely) the folly of Elli.ston checks the. 
sale, 1 am ready to make any deduction, or tlic entire 
cancel of your agreement. 

“ You will of course not publish my defence of Gilchrist, 
as, after Bowles’s good humour upon tht! subject, it would 
be too savage. 

“ Let me hear from you the particulars ; for, as yet, I 
have only the simple fact. 

“ If you knew what I have had to go through here, on 
account of the failure of these rascally Neapolitans, you 
would be amused : but it is now apparently over. They 
seemed disposed to throw the whole project and plans 
of these parts upon me cliieHy.” 


LETTER CCCCXOIII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“May 14,1821. 

“ If any part of the letter to Bowles has (uiiintciili<«i- 
ally, as far as I rememher the conttaits) vex(^d you, you 
are fully avenged ; for I see by an Italian paper that, iiot- 
wiihstanding all my remonstranecs tlirough all my friends, 
(and yourself among the rest,) the managers persisted in 
attcnif>ting tiie tragedy, and that it has been ‘ unanimously 
hissed ! !’ This is the consolatory phrase of the Milan 
paper, (which detests me cordially, and abuses me, on all 
occasions, as a Liberal,) with the addition, that I ‘brought 
Uie play out’ of my own gocxl-wili. 

“ All this is vexatious enough, and seems a sort of dra- 
matic Calvinism — |jTcde.^tinod damnation, without a sin- 
ner’s own fault. I took all the pains pwr mortal could to 
prevent this inevitable catastrophe — partly by appeals of 
all kinds up to the Lord Chamberlain, and [larlly to the 
fellows themselves. But, as remonstrance was vain, com- 
plaint is useless, I do not understaml it — for Murray’s 
letter of the 24th, and all his preceding ones, gave me the 
strongest hopes that there woulcf Be no representation. 
As yet, I know nothing but the fact, which 1 pre.sumc to 
be true, as the date is Paris, and the 30th. Tlicy must 
have been in a hell of a hurry this damnation, since I 
did not even know that it was published ; and, without its 
being first publisheil, the histrions could not have got hold 
of it. Any one might have seen, at a glance, that it was 
utterly impracticable for the stage ; and tiiis little accident 
will by no means enhance its merit in the closet. 

“ Well, patience is a virtue, and. I suppose, practice will 
make it perfect. Since last yeay( spring, tliat is) I have 
lost ^ lawsuit, of great imrwurfa Jltie, on Rochdale collieries 
— have occasion e(’. a divdrco—* have had niy poesy dis- 
paraged by Murray and the critics — niy fortune refused 
to be*placcd on an advantageous settlement (in Ireland) 
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I by the trustees — my life threatened last month (they put 
aljout a paper here to excite an attempt at my assassina- 
tion, on account of politKJs, and a notion which the priests 
disseminated that 1 w'as in a league against the Germans) 
—and, finally, my inothcr-in-law recovered last fortnight, 
and my play was damned last week !* Tliose are like 
‘the eighf-and-tvvonty misfortunes of Harlequin.’ But 
tliey must be borne. If I give in, it shall be after keeping 
up a spirit at least. I should not have cared so much 
about it, if our southern neiglibours had not bungled us all 
out of frt'edorn for these five linudred years to come. 

“Did you know John Keats? They say that ho was 
killed by a review' of him in the Quarterly — if he be dead, 
which 1 really do n’t know.f I do n’t understand that 
yielding sensitiveness. What 1 feel (as at tliis present) is 
an imm<‘nse rage Cor eiglit-and-forty hours, an»l then, os 
usual — unless this time it should liist longer. I must get 
on horseback to quiet me. “ Yours, &c. 

“ Francis I. wrote, after the battle of Pavia, ‘ All is lost 
except our honour.’ A hissed author may reverse it — 
^Nothing is lost, exccqil our honour.’ But the horses 
arc waiting, and the paper full. 1 wrote lost week to 
you.” 


LETTER CCCCXCIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, May 19, 1821. 

“By the papers of Thursday, and \wo letters of Mr. 
Kinnaird,! perceive that the Italian Gazette had lied most 
Ttalically, and that the drama had not ham hissed, and 
tliat my friends had interfered to prevent the representa- 
tion. Bo it seems they continue to act it, in sjiite of us 
all ; for this wo must ‘trouble them at ’size.’ Let it by all 
means bo brought to a plea: I am determined to try tho 
right, and will meet the expenses. The reason of tho 
I.onibard lie was that the Austrians — ^who kcc!]) u]> an 
Inquisition throughout Italy, and a lisito^mvmrs of all who 
think or speak of any thing but in favour of their despo- 
tism — liave for five years iiast abused me in every form 
in the Gazette of Milan, &c. 1 wrote to you a week ago 
on the subject. 

“Now,] sliould be glad to know what compensation 
Mr. Eiliston w'Ould make me, not only for dragging my 
writings on tlie stage infvr days, but ()>r bi'ing the cause 
that I was kept for four days (from Suntiuy to Thursday 
morning, the only post days) in the hdhf tlmt the tragedy 
had been acted and ‘ unanimously hisHOil and this with 
the addition that / ‘had brought it upon the stage,’ and 
consequently that none of my friends had attended to my 
request to the contrary. Suppose that T had burst a blood- 
vessel, like John Keats, or blown my brains outui a fit of 
rage, — neither of which would have be<*n unlikely a few 
years ago. At present I am, luckily, calmer than I used 
to be, and yet I w'ould not pass those four days over again 
for — t know not what. 

“I wnitc to you to keep iq» your spirits, fiir reproach i« 
useless always, and irritating — hut my feelings w-erc very 
rmic’li hurt, to be dragged like a gladiator to tin* fiite of a gla- 
diator by that ‘ retiariue^' Mr. Eiliston. As to his defeiu'o 
. and offers of roniponsation, what is all this to tlie pur- 
: fjose ? It is like Imuis the XIV. who insisted upon buy- 
' ing at any price Algernon Sydney’s horse, and, on his 
refusal, on taking it by force, Sydney shot his horse. I 
I could not shoot my tragedy, but I would have flung it into 
! the fire rather tlian have had it represented. 

“ I have now written nearly throe acts of another, (in- 
tending to complete it in five,) and am more anxious than 
ever to bo preserved from such a breach of all literary 
courtesy nnd gentlemi^fily consideration. 

• See Letter 499. r See Don Juan, Cilito XI. Stanza 60. 
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“ If we succeed, well ; if not, previous to any future publi “ You will oblige me, then, by causing Mr, Gazette of 
cation we will request a promise not to bo acted, which I France to contradict himscltj which, I suppose, ho is used 
would even pay for, (as money is their r)bject,) or 1 will to. I never answer a foreign criticism ; but this is a mere 
not publish— which, however, you will probably not much matter oi fact^ and not of opinions. I presume that you 
regret. have English and French interest enough to do tiiis 

The Chancellor lias behaved nobly. You have also f»r me — though, to be sure, as it is nothing but the truth 
conducted yourself in the most satisfactory manner; and which we wish to state, the insertion may be more difficult. 
I havo no fault to find with any body but the stageplayers “ As I have written to you often lately at some lengtli, 1 
and their proprietor. I was always so civil to Eiliston won’t bore you farther now, tlian by beggmg you to com- 
personally that he ought to havo been the last to attempt ply with my ret|uest ; and I presume the ‘esprit du corps,’ 
to injure me. (is it ‘ dif or ‘ de T for this is more than I know) will suffi- 

“ There is a most rattling thunder-storm pelting away cicntly urge you, as one of ‘ ours,’ to set this affair in its 
at this present writing ; so that 1 write neither by day, nor real aspect. Believe mo always yours ever and most 
by candle, nor torchlight, but by ligUning light : the flashes affectionately, “ Byhok 

are as brilliant as the most gaseous glow of the gas-liglit 


c« >mpany . My cliininey board has just been thrown down 
by a gust of wind ; I thought it was the ‘ Bold Thunder’ 
and ‘ Brisk Lightning’ in person . — Three of us would bt 
too many. There it goes — -jlash again ! but 

* 1 Ux not yoii,yp«lem«nlii, williuiikiiuliiesf • 

I never ftfiveyc / t «/!*», nor call'd upon you :* 

as I have done by and Jipon Mr. Eiliston. 

“ Why do you not write ? You should at least send 
me a line of particulars : f know nothing yet but by Galig- 
natJi and the Honourable f)o«»glas. 

‘‘ Wril, and how does onr Pope controversy go on? and 
the pamphlet ? It is impossible to write any news : the 
Austrian scoundrels rummage all letters, 

“ 1^. S. I could have sent you a gof>d deal of gossip and 
some retd information, were it not that all letters pass 
through tho Ihirhariaus’ iris[>ection, and I havo no wisli to 
inform them of any thing but my utter abhorrence of them 
and th(;irs. They have only con<iuer6d by treachery, 
however.” 


LETTER CCCCXCV. 

TO THE COUNTESS GUKCIOLI. 

“ You will see here confirmation of what I told you the 
other day ! I am sucrifiecal in <5v<'ry way, without know- 
ing tlie why or the wherefore. The trag<’dy in question is 
not (nor ever was) written for, or a<lapt<‘d to, the stage ; 
nevertheless, the plan is not romantic ; it Is rather regular 
than otherwise ; — in f>oint of unity of time, indeed, per- 
fectly regular, aiwl failing hut shghtly in unity of place. 
You well know whether it was ever my intention to have 
it acted, since it was written at your side, and at a period 
assuredly ratlu^r more tragical to me as a man than as on 
author ; for you were in affliction and peril. In tlieinean 
time, I learn from your Gazette that a cabal and party 
has been formed, while I myself have never taken the 
slightest step in the business. It is said that the autlior 
r(\ad it aloud ! ! !— here, probably, at Ravenna ?— and to 
whom ? perhaps to Fletcher ! ! ! — that illustrious literary 
character, &c. See.** 


LETTER CCCCXCVI. j 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, May 20, 1821. 

“Since I wrote to you last week I have received Eng- 
lish letters and papers, by which I perceive tlial what I 
t«K)k for an Italian trtjih is, after all, a French lie of the 
Gazette dc France. It contains two ultra-falsehoods in 
as many lines. In the first place, T.ord B. did not bring 
forward his play, but opposed the same ; and, secondly, it 
was not condemned, but is continued to be acted, in de- 
spite of publisher, author, Lord Chancellor, and (for aught 
1 know to the contrary) of audience, up to the first of; 
May, at least— the latest date of my letters. 


LETTER CCCCXCVII. 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“ Ravenna, May 25, 1821, 

“ I am very much pleased with what you i?ay of Swit- 
zerland, and will ponder upon it. I would rather she 
married there than here for that matter. For fortune, 1 
•diall malic it all that 1 can spare, (if I live and she is cor- 
■oct in her conduct,) and if I die before she is settled, I 
lave left her by will five thousand pounds, which i.s a fair 
)rovision out of ICngland for a natural child. I shall 
increase il all I can, if circumstances permit me ; hut, of 
jw'fte (like all other human things) this is very uncertain. 

“ You will oblige me very much by interfering to havo 
ho FACTS of the play-acting stated, as these scoundrels 
appear to organizing a system of abuse against mo 
because I am in tlieir ‘ list.* I care nothing for their cri- 
!ici,s‘7n, hut the matter of fact. I have written Jour acts 
if another tragedy, so you see they ran*t bully me. 

“ You know, I suppose, tJiat they actually keep a list 
if all individuals in Italy who dislike them — it must bo 
tiumerous. Their snsjiicions and actual alarms, about 
iny conduct and preaiimed iiilenlions in the late row, 
were truly ludicrous — though, not to bore you, T touch(‘d 
ipon them lightly. They believed, and still believe here, 
)r affect to believe, it, that the whole }>lan and project of 
ising was siUtleJ by me, and tlie tnemts furnished, &c. 
fee. All this was more fomented by the barbarian agents, 
who are numerous here, (one. of them was stabbed yess- 
erday, hy-the-way, hut not dangerously :) — and although, 
wlien the Commandant w’a.s shot here before my door 
.11 Hccember, I took him into my hou.se, where he had 
I every assistance till ho died on Fletcher’s bed ; and 
although not one of them dared to receive him into their 
louses but myself, they leaving him to perish in the night 
11 the streets, they put up a paper about three months 
ago, denouncing me as the Chief of the Tiiherals, and 
itirring u[» pe.rsons to assassinate me. But this shall 
lever silence nor bully my opinions. All this came from 
he German Barbarians.” 


LETTER CCCCXCVIIT. 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

* Ravenna, May 26, 1821. 

“ MR. MORAY, 

“ Since I wrote the enclosed a week ago, and for some 
weeks before, I have not had a line from you: now, t 
diould be glad to know upon what principle of common 
ir wncommon feeling, you leave me without any infomia 
ion but what I derive from garbled gazettes ui English, 
and abusive ones in luhan, (the Germans hating me, as a 
coal-heaver^) while all thWi j^ -uD has been going on about 
he play? You shabby fetf()w'j*r*k^\V’ero it not lor two 
etixjrs from Douglas Kinnaird, I should have been os 
Ignorant as you are negligent. 



LETTERS, 1821. 


179 


*So, I hear Bowles has lioon abusing Hobhoiise? 
that ’s the case, he has broken the tnicc, like Morillo’ 
successor, atid I will cut hiin out, as Cochrane did tlj 
Esmeralda. 

“ Since I wrote the enclosed packet I have coni[)lctet 
(but not cojhcd out) four acts of a new tragedy. When 
1 have ^finished the fiflh I will copy it out. It is on tk 
subject of ‘ Sardanapalus,’ the last king of the Assyrian.*^ 
'I’he words Queen and Pavilion occur, but it is not ai 
allusion to liis Britannic Majesty, as you may tremulously 
imagine. This you will one day see, (if I finish it,) as 1 
have made Sardanapalus braver (though voluptuous, as 
history represents him,) and also as amiaide as riiy poor 
powers could render Inm: — so that it could neither be 
truth nor satire on any living monandi. 1 have strictly 
preserved all the unities hitherto, and mean to continue 
them in the fifth, if j>ossible; btn not for the Yours, 

in haste and hatred, you shabby correspondent ! 

“N.” 

LETTER CCCCXCIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

* Ruvenna, May 28, 1821. 

“Since my last of the 26th or 25th, I have; dash«?d 
off my fifth act of the tragedy called ‘Sardanapalus.' 
But now comes the copyittg ov«‘r, whicli may prove heavy 
work — ‘heavy to the writer as to tlu; reader. 1 have 
written to you at least six times sans answer, which 
proves you to be a — bookseller. I [tray you to send 
me- a copy of Mr. lErang/aim’s reforrnati<tn of ‘/.rfin.g- 
fcome’s Plutarch.’ I have the Greek, which is somewhat 
wmall of print, and lh<^ Italian, which is tw) heavy in style, 
ind as false as a Neai)oUtan patriot proclamation. I jnay 
you also to send int; a Life, [)ublished some years fueo, of 
the Ma^ciem Apollonius of Tyaiia, It is in English, 
and T think editccl or written by what Martin Marjirelate 
calls ‘a b&unetne: priest.^ I shall trouble you no fartlii'r 
vilh this shoot than with tlu? postage. 

“ Yours, kc. 

“N. 

“P- S. Since I wrot<^ this, I determined to enclose it (as 
a half sheet) to Mr. Kinnaird, who will have the goodness 
to forward it. Besides, it saves sealing-wax.” 

LETTER D. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, May 30, 1821. 

“ DEAR MORAY^ 

“You say you-mve written often: I have only re- 
ceived yours of the eleventh, which is very short. By 
this post, in ^/fw^^packets, I send you the tragedy of Sar- 
danapalus, which is written in a rough hand : perhaps 
Mrs. Leigh can help you to decipher it. You will please 
to acknowledge it by return of post. You will remark 
that the wiiiiea arc all stricUy observed. The scene 
losses ih the same ludl always; the time, a mmincr^s 
nighty about nine hours, or less, thf^gh it begins before 
suaset and ends after sunrise. In the ftiird act, when I 
Sardanapalus calls for a mirror to look at himself in his • 
armour, recollect to quote the Latin passage from Juvenal 
upon Otho^ (a similar character, who did the same thing ;) 
Gifford will help you to it. The trait is perhaps too 
familiar, but it is historical, (of Ol/to, at least,) and natural 
in an effeminate character.” j 

LETTER ^1. 

TO MR. Iffl oWr. 

“Ravenna, May 31, 1821. 

“I enclose you another letter, which will only confirm 
wliat 1 have said to you. 


“ Akiut Allegra — I will talie some decisive step in the 
course of the year ; at present, she is so happy where 
she i.«, that perhaps she had better have her alpfiobeX im- 
parted in her convent. 

“ What you say of tlie Dauic is the first 1 have fieard 
of it— all setMiiing to he merged in the rmv about the 
tragedy. Conlinuc it !— Alas ! what could Dante him- 
self no«) prophesy about Italy ? I am glad you like it, 
however, but doubt that you will be singular in your 
>piiiion. My unv tragcfly is completed. 

“The Benzoni is right , — J ought to have mimtioned 
kr humour and atmahility, hut 1 thought at her sixty 
jcauty would be most agreeable or least likely. How- 
ever, it shall he roctifiecl in a ntiw edition ; and if any 
)f the parties have cither looks or qualiticss which tlujy 
visli to bo noticed, let me have a miriiito of thorn. I 
lave. n«) private nor personal dislike to Femce, rather the 
;onlrary, but I merely speak of what is the subject of 
.11 remarks and all writers upon her present state. Let 
me hear from you before you start. Believe me, 

“ J^ver, &c. 

“ P. S. Did you recMiivo fw'o letters of Douglas Kin- 
lairds in an endorse from me? Rcmernher me toMcn- 
I galdo, Soranzo, and all who care that I should remernl»T 
icm. The letter alluded to in die eiicloscfl, ‘ to tlio 
'arflinal^ was in answer to some queries of the govern- 
lent, al>out a poor d(‘vil of a Neapolitan, arrested at 
inigaglia on suspicion, who came to beg of me. hero ; 
‘ing without brei'chcs, and consequently without p<H:kcts 
>r halfpence, I relieved and forwarded him to liis coutitry 
lid diey arri'sted him at Pesaro on suspicion, and have 
in <’0 interrogated me (civilly and politely, however,) 
•out him. 1 sent them the poor man’s [lotition, and stich 
fiirrnation as 1 had about him, which, I trust, will get 
liiin out again, that is to say, if tlit'y give him a fair 
hen ring. 

“1 am contt'ul with the* article. Prny, did you riTcive, 
some posts ago, MoorcVi lines, which 1 enclosed to you, 
written at Ihiris ?” 


LETTER DIT. 

TO MU MOORE. 

“Ravenna, Juno 4, 1821. 

“ Ymi have not written lately, as is the usual custom 
WMlh Utcrary gentlemen to console their friends with dieir 
observations in cases of magnitude. I do not know 
whether I sent voii my ‘Elegy on die recirvrry of Lady 
Noel;’— 

“ BciioM tho l>leii 8 lnCB of a lucky lot— 

My piny 18 daom’it, aiid Lady Noel nor. 

“ Tho papers (and perhaps your letters) will have put 
you in possession of Muster Elliston’s dramatic behaviour. 
It is to be presumed that the play Jilted for die stage 
by Mr. Dibdin, who is the tailor upon such occasiorii, and 
will have taken measure with his usual accuracy. 1 hear 
that it is still continued to ho performed — a piece of ob- 
dinacy (or which it is some consolation to think dial the 
discourteous hislrio will bo out of pocket. 

“You will be surprised to hear that I have finished 
another tragedy in five acts, observing all the unities 
strictly. It is called ‘Sardanapalus,’ and was sent, hy 
last post to England. It is not for the stage, any more 
than die other was intended for it, — and 1 shall take better 
care this time that they do n’t get hold on ’t. 

I have also sunt, two months ago, a farther letter on 
Bowles, &c. ; but he seems to be so taken up widi my 
res|)ect’ (as he calls it) towards him in the former case, 
diat I am not sure that it will be published being some- 
what too full of ‘ pastitne and prorligahty.’ 1 learn from 
some jirivate hdters of Bowles’s, dial you were ‘the gen- 
tleman in asterisks.’ Who would have dreamed it ? you 
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see what mischief that clergyman has done by printing with him, — else 1 had a savage joke or two at his service, 
notes without names. How the deuse was 1 to suppose ♦ + + ♦ ♦ ♦ 

dial the. first four asterisks meant ‘ Catni>bell’ luid jwt « J can’t send you the little joiirnal, because it is in 
^ PcqjCi and that the blank signature nu ant ^’honlas|hoard^^ and I can t trust it per post. Do n’t su[)po8e it is 
MfMire. You see what comes of fieing familiar with jar, y particular; hut it will show the intentiom of 

parsons. His answers have not yet reached we, but the natives at tliat time — and one or two other thinj^ 
understand from Hobbouse that Jte (H.) is attacked ii; chiefly personal, like the former one. , 

them. If tliat bo the case, Bowles has broken the truci «So, Longman don’t Wtc.— It was my wish to have 


(which he himself proclaimed, by-thoway,) and I nnis: 
have at him again. 

** Did you receive my letters with the two or three con- 
cluding sheets of Memoranda ? 

** There are no news here to interest much. A Ger- 
man spy (boasting himself such) was stabbed last week, 
but not mortally , The moment I heard that he went 
al>out bullying and boasting, it was easy for me, or any 
one else, to foretell w'hat would occur to him, which 1 did, 
and it came to pass in two days after. He has got 
however, for a slight inci>ion. 

*A row tlie other night, about a lady of the place, 
betwc(‘ii her various lovers, occasioned a midiiight dis- 
charge of pistols, but nobixly wounded. Great scandal, 
however — planted by her lover — to be thrashed by her 
husband; ibr inconstancy to her regular Servente, who 
is coming homo post about it, and slio herself retired in 
confusion into the country, although it is the acme of the 
opera season. All tlic women furious against her (she 
herself having been censorious) for being Jhuml out. She 
is a pretty woman — a Countess ♦ ♦ * a fine old 
Visigoth name, or Ostrogoth. 

“The Greeks I what think you? They are my old 
acquaintances — ^but what to flunk I know not. Lot us 
hope, howsomever. “ Yours, 

u gw 


I.ETTER Dill. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, June 22, 1821. 

*Yonr dw’arf of a letter came yesterday. That is 
right keep to your ‘ magnum opus’— magnoperate away. 
Now, if we were but together a little to combine our 
'Journal of Trevoux!’ But it is useless to sigh, and yet 
very natural, — ^for I think you and I draw bettor togetlier, 
in the social line, than any two other living authors. 

“ I forgot to ask you, if you had seen your own pane- 
gyric in the correspondence <jf Mrs. Waterhouse and 
Colonel Berkeley? To be sure, tlmr moral is not quite 
exact ; but your passion is fully effective ; and all poetry 
of the Asiatic kuid — 1 mean Asiatic, as the Homans 
called 'Asiatic oratory,’ and net because the scenery is 
Oriental — must be fried by lliat test only. I am not 
quite sure that 1 shall allow tlie Miss Byrons (legitimate 
or illegitimate) to read Lalla Rookh — in tfic first place, 
on account of this said passion ; and, in tlie second, that 
tliey may n’t discover that there was a better poet than 
papa. 

“You say nothing of politics — but alas! what can bo 
said? 

“ The world 1* e btindie of hay, 

Mankind are the ahupn who fiull, 

Each lug* it a difTercnt way,— 

And the greateat of all is John Bull ! 

® How do you call your new project ? I have sent to 
Murray a new tragedy, yclepotl ' Sardonapalus,’ writ ac- 
cording to Aristotle — all, save the chorus— I could not 
reconcile me to that. 1 have begun another, and am in 
the second act ; — so you see I saunter on as usual, 

“ Bowles’s answers have reached me ; but I can’t go 
on disputing for ever, — ^fiarticularly in a polite manner. I 
supfiose he will take being talent for sUencerl. He has 
been so civil that 1 can’t find it in my liver to be facetious 


made that work of use. Could you not raise a sum upon 
if, (however small,) reserving tlie power of redeeming it 
on repayment? 

“ Are you in Paris, or a villaging ? If you are tn the 
city, you will never resist tlie Anglo-invasion you speak 
of. I do not see an Englishman in half a year; and, 
when I do, I turn niy horse’s head the other way. Tho 
fact, which you will find in the last note to the Doge, has 
given me a good excuse for quite dropping tho least con- 
nexion with travellers. 

“I do not recollect the speech you speak of, but suspect 
it is not tlie Doge’s, but one of Israel Berluccio to Calen- 
daro. I hope you think that Elliston behaved shamefully 
>it is my only consolation. I made the Milanese fel- 
lows contradict their lie, which they did with the grace of 
people used to it. “ Yours, &.c. 

“B.” 


LETTER DIV. 

TO MB. MOOBE. 

“Ravenna, July 6, 1821. 

“How could you suppose that I ever would allow any 
.hiiig that couUl be said on your account to weigh with 
ne ? I only regret that Bowles had not said that you 
ere tlie writer of that note until afterword, when out he 
ximes with it, in a private loiter to Murray, which Murray 
ends to me. D— n tlie controversy ! 

“ D— n Twizzle, 

D— n ibe bell, 

And d— n the fool wbo niiig it — Well I 
From all each plagues I’ll quickly be delivered. 

I have had a friend of your Mr. Irving’s*— a very 
iretty lad — a Mr, Coolidge, of Boston — only somewhat 
oo full of poesy and ‘ enlusymusy.’ I was very civil to 
ini during his few hours’ stay, anti talked widi him much 
)f Irving, whose writings are my delight. But I suspect 
hat he did not take quite so much to me, from his having 
jxpccled to meet a misanthropical gentleman, in wolf- 
ikin breeches, and answering in fierce monosyllables, 
nsteod of a man of this world. I can never get {leople 
o understand that poetry is the expression of excM pa»- 
ion, and that there is no such thing as a life of passion 
ny more than a continuous earthquake, or an eternal 
bver. Besides, who would ever shave themselves in such 
state ? 

“I have had a curious letter to-day from a girl in Eng- 
md, (1 never saw her,) who says she is given over of a 
lecline, but could not go out of the world without thank- 
ing me for the delight which rny poesy for several yea^ 
&c. &c. &c. It is s%ned simply N. N. A. and has not 
word of ‘cant’ or preachment in it upon any opinions. 
3he merely says that she is dying, and iliat as I had 
Mjntributed so highly to her existing pleasure, she thought 
hat she might say so, begging me to bum her letter^ 
•hich, by-the-way, I can not do, as I look upon such a 
letter, in such circumstances, as better tlian a diploma 
from Gottingen. I once had a letter from Drontheim, in 
Norway, (but not from a dying woman,) in verse, on tho 
same score of gratulation. These are the things which 
make one at times belfWe one’s self a poet.f But if I 
[lust believe that * *"'*f^* *^nA such follows, are 
wets also^ it is better to be out of Tlie corps. 

' See Memorandum*, page 268. t See do. 967* 



LETTER DVU. 

TO MB. MURRAY. 


181 


LETTERS, 1821. 


am now in the fifUi act of ^Foscari,* being the third 
tragedy in twelve months, besides proses; so you perceive 
that I am not at all kilo. And are you, too, busy? I 
doubt that your life at Paris draws too much ujjon your 
time, which is a pity. Can’t you divide your day, so as 
to combine both ? I have had plenty of all sorts of 
worldly business on my hands last year, — and yet it is 
not so difficult to give a few hours to the Muses. This 
sentence is so like ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ that • 

“ Ever, &c. 

“ If we were together, I should publish both my plays 
(periodically) in our joint journal. It should be our plan 
to publish all our best things in that way.” 


• LETTER DV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, July 6, 1821. 

•In agreement with a wish expressed by Mr. Hob- 
house, it is my determination to omit the stanza upon the 
horse of Semiramis* in the Fifih Canto of Don Juan. J 
mcntirm this, in case you are, or intend to be, the publisher 
of the remaining Cantos. 

“At the particular request of the Contessa G. I have 
promised rwtf to continue Don Juan. You will therefore 
look upon these three Cantos as tlie last of the poem. 
She had read the first two in the French translation, and 
never ceased beseeching me to write no more of it. The 
reason of this is not at first obvious to a superficial 
observer of foreign manners; but it arises from tlie 
wish of all women to exalt the sentiment of the pas- 
sions, and to keep up the illusion w'hich is their empire. 
M)w Don Joan strifis off this illusion, and laughs at that 
and most other things. I never knew a woman who did 
not {(rotect Rousseau^ nor one who did not dislike De 
Graininont, Gil Bias, and all tlie comedy of the passions, 
when brought out naturally. But < kings’ blood must keep 
word,’ as Serjeant Bothwell says.” 


LETTER DVL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“July 14, 1821. 

• I trust that Sardanapalus will not be mistaken for a 
po^al play, which was so far from my intention, that I 
thought of nothing but Asiatic history. The Venetian 
play, too, is rigidly historical. My object has been to 
dramatise, like the Greeks, (a modest phrase,) striking 
passages of history, as tliey did of history and mythology. 
You will find all this very unlike Shakspeare ; and so 
much the better in one sense, for I look upon him to be 
the worst of models, though the most extraordinary of 
writers. It has been my object to be as simple and 
se^re as Alfieri, and I have broken down the poetry as 
nearly as I could to common langui^e. The hardship 
ia that in these times one can neither speak of kings or 
queens without suiqiicion of politics or personalities. I 
intended neither. 

“ I am not very well, and I write in the midst of un- 
pleasant scenes here : they have, without trial or procem, 
banished several of the first inliabitants of the cities— here 
and all around the Roman states— among them many of| 
my personal friends — so that every thing is in confusion 
and grief: it is a kind of thing which cannot be described 
without an equal pain as in b^oldi^ it. 

“You are very niggardly in yojv letters. 

-i* a Yours truly, 

“B.” 


“ Ravenna, July 22, 1821. 

“ The printer has done wonders he has read what I 
j cannot— my own handwriting. 

“I oppose the ‘delay till winter .•* I am particularly 
Mxious to print while the winter theatres are dosed, to gain 
time, in case they try tlieir former piece of politenen. 
Any loss shall be considered in our ctmtract, whether 
occasioned by the season or other causes ; but print away 
and publish. 

“ I think they must own tliat I have more styles than 
one. ‘ Sardanapalus’ is, however, almost a comic charac- 
ter: but for that matter, so is Richard tlie Third, Mind 
the unities, wliich are my great object of research. I am 
glad that Gifford likes it : as for ‘ the million,’ you see I 
have carefully consulted any thing but the taste of the day 
for extravagant ‘coups de threatre.’ Any probable loss, 
as I said before, will be allowed for in our accompts. 
The reviews (except one or two^ Blackwood’s, for in- 
stance) are cold enough; but never mind those fellows: 
I shall send them to the right about, if I take it into my 
head. I always found the English baser in some things 
tlian any other nation. You starr^ but it ’s true as to 
gratitude, — ^perhaps, because tlicy are prouder, and proud 
people hate obligations. 

* The tyranny of the Government here is breaking out. 
They have exiled about a thousand people of the best 
families all over the Roman states. As many of my 
friends are among them, I tliink of moving too, but not till 
I have had your answers. Continue your address to me 
here, as usual, and quickly. What you will not be sorry 
to hoar is, that tlie poor of the place, hearing that I meant 
to go, got together a petition to the Cardinal to rocjuest 
that kc would request me to remain, I only heard of it a 
day or two ago, and it is no dishonour to tliem nor to me ; 
hut it will have displea.sod the higher powers, who look 
upon me as a Chief of the Coal-heavers. They arrested 
a servant of mine for a street-quarrel with an officer, (they 
drew upon one anotlier knives and pistols,) but as the 
(dheer was out of uniform, and in the wrong besides, on 
iny protesting stoutly, he was released. I was not pre- 
sent at tlie affray, which happened by night near my 
stables. My man, (an Italian,) a vciy stout ami not over- 
patient personage, would have taken a fatal revenge after- 
wards, if I had not prevented him. As it was, he drew 
hisr stiletto, and, but for passengers, would have carbonadoed 
the captain, who, I understand, made hut a poor figure in 
the quarrel, except by beginning it. He applied to me, 
and I ottered him any satisfaction, eitlicr by turning away 
the man, or otherwise, because he had drawn a knife. He 
answered that a reproof would be sufficient. I reproved 
him ; and yet, after this, tlie shabby dog complained to 
the Government— after being quite satisfied, as ho said. 
This roused me, and I gave them a remonstrance, which 
had some effect. The captain has been reprimanded, 
tlie servant released, and the business at present rests 
there.” 


LETTER DVIIL 

TO MR. HOPPNER. 

“ Ravenna, July ^ 1821. 

“Tliis country being in a state of proscription, and all 
my friends exiled or arrested — ^the whole family ofGamba 
obliged to go to Florence for the present — the father and 
son for politics — (and the Guiccioli because menaced 
with a convent, as her father is net here,) I have deter- 
mined to remove to Switzerland, and they also. Indeed 
my life here is not supposed to be particularly safe— but 
that has been the case for this twelvemonth past, and is 
therefore not the primary consideration. 


■ Sttau 61. 
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* I have written by tliis post to Mr. Hontsch, junior, tlic 
banker of Geneva, to provide (if possible) a house for 
me, and another for Gamba's family, (Ujc father, son, an< 
dau^tcr,) on Uio Jura side of the lake of Geneva, furnish- 
ed, and with stabling (for me at least) fur eight horses. I 
shall bring Allegra with me. Could you assist me or 
Heotsch in his researches? TheGainbas are at Flo- 
rence, but have authorized me to treat for them. You 
know, or do rwt know, that tiiey are great patriots — and 
both— but tile son in particular — very fine fellows, jyihf 
I know, for I have seen them lately in very awkward 
situations — not pecuniary, but personal — and tliey be- 
haved like heroes, neither yielding nor retracting. 

“You have no idea what a state of oppression this 
country is in— they arrested above a thousand of liigli and 
low throughout Huinagna — banished some and conBned 
others, witliout trials process, or even accusation !! Every 
body says they would have done the same by me if tfiey 
dared proceed openly. My motive, however, for remain- 
ing, is because every one of my acquaintance, to tlie 
amount of hundreds almost, liave been exiled. 

“ W ill you do what you can in looking out for a couple 
of houses furnished, and conferring witli Ileritsch for us ? 
We care nothing about society, and are only anxioim for 
a temfK)rary and tranquil asylum and individual freedom. 

“ Believe me, &c. ; 

“P. S. Can you give mo an idea of the comparative I 
expenses of Switzerland and Italy ? which I have for- 
gotten. I speak merely of those of decent Hiring, horses, 
hue. and not of luxuries or high living. Do not, however, 
decide any thing positiveAy till 1 have your answer, as 1 
can then know how to think upon tlieso topics of trans- 
migration, &c. &c, &c.” 


LETTER DIX. 

TO MR. MURRAT. 

“Ravenna, July 30, 1821. 

“Enclosed is tlie best account of the D<ige Falirro, 
which was only sent to me from an old MS. the otiicr 
day. Get it translated, and append it as a note to tlie 
next edition. You will perhaps be pleased to see that my 
conceptions of his character were correct^ though I regret 
aot having met witli tliis extra<’t before. You will perceive ' 
that he himself said exactly what ho is made to say about I 
the Bishop of Treviso. You will see also that ‘he spoke 
very bttle, and those only words of rage and disdain,’ after 
his arrest, which is the case in the play, except when he 
breaks out at the close of Act Fifth. But his speech to 
the conspuators is btitter in tlie MS. tlian in the play. I 
wish that I bad mot witli it in time. Do not forget this 
note, with a translat ion. ' 

“ In a former note to tlic Juans, speaking of Voltaire, I 
have quoted his famous ‘ Zaire, tu pleures^’ which is an 
error ; it should be ‘ Zaire, + vous pleurezJ Recollect this. 

“ I am so busy hero abiiut those poor proscribed exiles, 
who are scattered about, and wutb trying to get some of| 
diem recalled, that I have hardly time or patience to write 
a short yireface, which will be proper for the two plays. 
However, 1 will make it out on receiving the next proofs. 

“ Yours ever, &c. 

“P. S. Please to append the letter about tfie Hellespont 
as a note to your next opfiortunity of the verses on Loan- 
der, &c. $tc. Sic. in Childe Harold. Do n’t iorget it amid 
your multitudinous avocations, which I think of celebrating 
in a Dithyrainbic Ode to Albemarle-strect. 

“ Are you aware tliat Shelly has written an Elegy on 
Keats,! and accuses tlie Cluartcrly of killing him ? 

‘Who klUM JohnKeat*?’ 

‘ J,’ nay* the taiiarlerly, 

So HaVHge nml Tiiy;-tei*ly ; 

* ’T w«a one of my feau.' 

' See Letter 490. 1 This note omitted. 


* Who ihot the arrow ? 

* The i)uet>iirleet Mllman, 

(So ready to klli man,) 

Or Southey or Barrow.* 

“You know very well that 1 did not approve of 
Keats's poetry, or principles of poetry, or of his abuse 
of Pope ; but, as he is dead, omit all that is sakl about 
him in any MSS. of mine., or publication. His Hype- 
rion is a 6ne monument, and will keep his name. 1 
do not envy tlie man who wrote the article ; — ^you Re- 
view-people have no more right to kill tlian any otlier 
footpads. However, he who would die of an article in a 
Review would probably have died of something else 
equally trivial. The same thing nearly happened to Kirke 
White, who died afterward of a consumption.” 


LETTER DX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, August 2, 1821. 

“ I had certainly answered your last letter, though but 
>rieflv, to the part to which you refer, merely saying, 
damn the controviirsy anri (juoting some verses of 
3oorge Colman’s, not as allusive to you, but to the dis- 
;)iitants. Did you receive this letter ? It imports me 
to know that our letters are not intercepted or mislaid. 

“Your Berlin drama* is an honour, \mknown since the 
days of Elkanah Settle, whose ‘ Emperor of Morocco’ 
was represented l)y the Court ladies, which was, as John- 
son says, ‘ the Itist blast of inflammation’ to poor Dryden, 
who could not bear it, and fell foul of Settle without 
mercy or moderation, on account of tliatand a frontispiece, 
which he dared to put before his play. 

“ Was not your showing the Memoranda to * * some- 
what perilous ? Is tlierc not a facetious alluswm or two 
which might as well be reserved for posterity ? 

“I know Schegel well — that i.s to say, I have met him 
occa.sioiially at Oopet. Is he not also touched lightly in 
tijo Memoranda? In a review of Childe Harold, Canto 
4th, three years ago, in Blackwood’s Magazine, thc*y quote 
jomo stanzas of an elegy of Schcgel’s on Rome, from which 
boy say Uiat I might have taken some ideas. I give you 
my honour that I never saw it except in that criticism, 
which gives, I tliink, three or four stanzas, sent them (they 
say) for tlie nonce by a correspondent — perliaps himself. 
The fact is easily proved; for I don’t understand Gorman, 
and there wa.s, I believe, no translation — at least, it was 
the first time that I ever heard of, or saw, citlier transla- 
tion or original. 

“I remember having some talk with Schcgel about 
Alfieri, whose merit he denies. He was also wroth about 
the Edinburgh Review of G(jcthe, which was sharp 
enough, to be sure. He went about saying, too, of the 
French — meditate a terrible vengeance against the 
French — I will prove that Moliere is no poet.’ * * 

“I do n’t see why you should talk of ‘declining.’ W^en 
I saw you, you looked thbncr, and yet younger, than you 
did when we partetf several years before. You may rely 
upon this as fact. If it were not, I should say nothing 
for I would rather not say unpleasant personal things to 
any one — ^Imt, as it was the pleasant truih, I tell it you 
If you had led my life, indeed, changing climates and con- 
nexions— i/imning yourself with fasting and purgatives— 
besides the wear and tear of the vulture passions, and a 
very bad temper besides, you might talk in this way — but 
you ! I know no man who looks so well for his years, or 
who deserves to look^ better and to be better, in all re- 
spects. You are a * and, what is perhaps better for 

* Thorp had bppn, a ohorl time before, rierformod at the Court of 
Berlin, a anectacle foiimicd on the Pcom of Lalla Rookh, in which th« 
•aeut Bini^erur of Rusain }ie»uaatcd Feramora, and Um EmpioM 
alia RookU. 
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your friends, a good fellow. So, don’t talk of decay, bi 
put in for eighty, as you well may. 

“I am, at present, occupied principally about thes< 
unhappy proscriptions and exiles, which have taken plac. 
here on account of politics. It has been a miscrabl 
sight to see the general desolation in families. I am doin 
what I can for them, high and low, by such interest an< 
means as I possess or can bring to bear. There havi 
been thousaiKls of these proscriptions witlun the Iasi 
month in the Exarchate, or (to speak modcrnly) th^ 
Legations. Yesterday, too, a man got his back broken, ii 
extricating a dog of mine from under a mill-wheel. The 
dt)g was killed, and the man is in the greatest danger, 
was not present — ^it happened before I was up, owing t< 

4. stupid boy taking the dog to batlic in a dangerous s[>ot 
I must, of course, provide for the poor fellow while hi 
• lives, and his family, if he dies. I would gladly have givei 
a much greater sum than that will come to that he hac 
never been hurt. Pray, let mo hear from you, am 
excuse haste and hot weather. 

• Yours, &c. I 

4 ♦ * + * 

“ You may have probably seen all sorts of attacks upoi: 
mo in some gazettes in England some months ago. I 
only saw thorn, by Murray’s bounty, the other day. They 
rail me ‘ Plagiary,’ and what. not. 1 think I now', in my 
time, have been accused of pvrrij thing. 

“1 have m)t given you details of Ultlc events here; but 
llu'y have l)etm tryiiig to make me out to bo the chief of a 
eoi\sp\vaey, and nothing but their want of proofs for an 
Knglisk investigation has stopped them. Had it been a 
poor native, the suspicion were enough, as it has been foi 
hundreds. 

“Why don’t you write on Najwleon? I have no 
s}yrits, nor ‘estro’ to do so. His overthrow, from th- 
beginning, was a blow on the head to me. Since that 
period, we have been the slaves of fools. Excuse this 
long letter. £cco a translation litoral of a French epi- 
gram. 

" £^le, hoauty niid poet, haa too little crimes, 

She makes iter own face, and does not make her rhymes. 

“ I am going to ride, having been warned not to ride in 
a particular part of Uio fore.st, on account of the ultra- 
])oliricians. 

“ 1., there no chance of your return to England, and of 
our Journal? I would have published the two jdays in it 
— ^two or three scenes per number — and, indccxl, all of 
mine in it. If you went to England, I would do so still.” 


LETTER DXI. 

TO MU. MUHRAY. 

“ Ravenna, August 10, 1821. 

“ Your conduct to Mr. Moore is certainly very hand- 
some; and I would not say so if I could help it, for you 
are not at present by any means in my good graces. 

•With regard to additions, &c. there is a Journal whicli 
I kept ‘m 1814 which you may ask lAn for ; also a Jour- 
nal which you must got from Mrs. Leigh, of my journey 
in tlio Alps, which contains all the germs of Manfred. I 
have also kept a small Diary hero for a few months last 
winter, which I would send you, and any continuation. 
You would find easy access to all my papers and letters, 
and do not ru:glf.ct this (in case of accidents,) on account 
t)f the mass of confusion in which they are ; for out of 
that chaos of papers you will find some curious ones of 
mine and others, if not lost or destroyerl. If circum- 
stances, however (wltich is almost Impossible,) made me 
ever consent to a publication in my lifetime, you would in 
that c&e, I suppose, make Moore some advance, in pro- 
portion to the likelihood or non-Ukelihood of success. You! 
arc both sure to survive me, ho'wcvcr. 
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“You must also have from Mr. Moore tlio corresponid- 
eoce between me and Lady Byron, to whom I ofTered the 
sight of all which regards herself in these papers. This 
is important. He has her letter, and a copy of rny answer. 
I would ratlier Moore edited me than another. 

“I sent you Valpy’s letter to decide for yoursellj and 
Stockdale’s to amuse you. I am always loyal with you, 
as I was in Galignani’s affair, and you with me — now and 
then. 

“I return you Moore’s letter, which is very creditable 
to him, and you, and me. “ Yours ever.” 


LETTER DXII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, August 16, 1621. 

“ I regret that Holmes can’t or won’t come ; it is rather 
shabby, as 1 was alw'ays very civil and punctual with him. 
But he is but one * * more. One meets with none else 
among the English. 

“1 wail the proofs of the MSS. with proper impa- 
tience. 

“So you have published, or mean to publish, the new 
nans ? Ar’ n’t you afriad of the Coiistitufional Assas- 
lination of Bridge-street ? Wlicn first I saw the name 
if Murreqj I thought it had been yours ; but w-as solaced 
.y seeing that your synonyrne is an atforneo, and tliat you 
.re not one of that atrocious crew. 

“1 am in a great discomfort about the probable war, 
and with rny trustees not getting me out of tlic funds. If 
tlic funds break, it is my inlontiou to go upon the highway. 
All the other English professions are at present so ungen- 
Jemanly by Uie conduct of those who follow them, that 
ifien robbing is the only fair resource left to a man of any 
irinciples ; it is even honest, in comparison, by being un- 
lisguisod. 

“I wrote lo you by last post, to say that you hud done 
he handsome thing by Moore and the Memoranda. You 
ire very good as times go, and would probably be still 
letter but for the ‘ march of events,’ (as Napoleon called 
t,) which won’t permit any body to bo better than they 
hould be. 

“Love to Gifford. Believe me, &c. 

“P, S. I restore Smith’s letter, whom thank for his good 
pinion. Is the bust bv Thorw'aldsen arrived 


LETTER DXIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY, 

“ Ravenna, August 23, 1821. 
“Enclosed arc the two acts corrected. With re- 
;ard to the charges* about the shipwreck, I think that £ 
>ld both you and Mr. Hobhousc, years ago, that there 
'as not a shiglc circumst.anec.oi it not luken from fact; 
It, indeed, from any single shipwreck, but all from actual 
X'.tB of ditfcreni w'recks. Almost all Don Juan is real life, 
ithcr of my own, or from people I knew. By-the-way, 
(luch of the de.scription of the fwmitwre^ in Canto Thiri^ 
taken from TuUy's Tripoli^ (pray note <Aw,) and the rest 
'om my own observation. Remember, I never meant to 
onceal this at all, and have only not stated it, liecause 
•on Juan had no preface nor name to it. If you think 
worth while to make tJiis statement, do so in your own 
ay. / laugh at such charges, convinced that no writer 
'cr iKiiTowed less, or made his materials more his own.f 
duch is coincidence; for instance, Lady Morgan (in a 
sally excellefU book, I assure you, on Italy) cafts Venice an 
lean Rome.: I have the very same exprcs.sion in Foscari, 
id yet you know' that the play was writum months ago^ 

* Name critics had arcunfld hiincif plagiarii 
t fck’tt Aiipei^Ux to the “ Two Foocttn.'* 
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and sent to England : the ‘ Italy* 1 received only on the 
16th insL 

Your friend, like the (mblic, is not aware, that my dra- 
matic simplicity is studious^ Greek, and must continue so 
no reform over succeeded at frrst. I admire the old 
En^ish dramatists ; but this is quite anotlier hold, and has 
nodung to do with theirs. 1 want to make a regvlar 
Engli^ drama, no matter whether for the stage or not, 
vrhich is not my object,— but a merUai theatre, 

“Yours. 

“P.S. CanH accept your courteous offer. 

“ For Orford and for WaUlcgraTe 
You give much more than me you gave ; 

Which is uot fairly to behave, 

My Murray. 

** Because if a live dog, 't ii aakl, 

Uti worth H lion fairly aiM'd, 

A ttoe lord inuei be worth two dead, 

My Murray. 

And if, ai the opinion goea, 

Veme hath a tietler eale than proae^ 

Certee, I etiould have more than iboie, 

My Murray. 

But now this sheet is nearly cramm’d, 

So, if you will, f sha’ n't be shamm'd, 

And if you won’t, you may be damn’d, 

My Murray. 

“ These matters must be arranged with Mr. Douglas 
Kimiaird. He is my trustee, and a man of honour. To 
him you can state all your mercantile reasons, wliich you 
might uot like to state to me personally, such as, ‘heavy 
season’ — ^‘flat public’ — do n’t go off’ — ^lordship writes 
too much’ — ‘ won’t take advice’— ‘declining popularity’ — 
deduction for the trade ’ — * make very little’ — ‘ generally 
lose by him’—* pirated edition’ — ‘ foreign edition ’ — * severe 
criticisms,’ &c,, with other hints and howls for an oration, 
vrhich I leave Douglas, who is an orator, to answer. 

“You can also state them more freely to a third per- 
son, as bf5twecn you and me they could only produce 
some smart {K>stscript8, whicli would not adorn our mu- 
tual archives, 

“ I am sorry for the Queen, and that’s more than you 
arc.” 


LETTER DXIV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, August 24, 1821. 
“Yours of tlie 6th only yesterday, while I had letters 
of the 8th from London. Doth tlie post dabble into our 
letters ? Whatever agreement you make with Murray, 
ff satisfactory to you, must be so to me. There need bo 
no scruple, because, though I used sometimes to buffoon 
to myself, loving a quibble as well as the barbarian him- 
self] (Shakspoari*., to wit)— ‘tliat, like a Spartan, 1 would 
sell my itfe as dearly as {x^ssible’ — it never was my inten- 
tion to turn it to personal, pecuniary account, but to be- 
queath it to a friend— yourself— in the event of survivor- 
ship. I anticipated that period, because wo happened to 
meet, and I urged you to make vrhat was possible now by 
it, for reasons which are obvious. It has been no possi- 
ble privadon to me, and therefore does not require the 
acknowledgments you mention . So, for God’s sake, do n’t 
consider it like ♦ + 

“By-the-way, when you write to Lady Morgan, will 
you thank her for her handsome speeches in her bo(A 
about books ? I do not know her address. Her work 
is fborless and excellent on the subject of Italy— pray tell 
her BO— and X know the country. I wish she had fallen 
in with me, I could have tdd her a thing or two that would 
have confirmed her positions. 

“ I am glad dmt you are satisfied with Murray, who 
seems to value dead lords more than live ones. 1 have { 


just sent him the following answer to a propositiQii of 
his:* 

'* For Orford and for Waldegrave, tc, 

“The argument of the above is, that be wanted to 
stint mo of my sizings,’ as Lear says— that is to say, not 
to propose an extravagant price frr an extravagant poem, 
as is becoming. Pray take his guineas by all means—/ 
taught him that. He made mo a fiitliy offer of pounds 
once, but I told him tliat, like physicians, poets must be 
dealt witli in guineas, as being the only advantage poets 
could have in the association witli thmii as votaries of 
Apollo. I write to you in hurry and bustle^ which I will 
expound in my next. “ Yours, ever, &c. 

“ P. S. You mention something of an attorney on his 
way to me on legal business. I have had no warning of 
BU(^ an apparition. What can tlie fellow want? 1 have 
some lawsuits and business, but have not heard of any 
thing to put me to the exfiense of a travelling lawyer. 
They do enough, in that way, at home. 

“ Ah, poor Quetm ! but perhajw it is for the best, if 
Herodotus’s anecdote is to be believed ♦ ♦ 

“ Remember mo to any friendly Angles of our mutual 
acquaintance. What are you doing ? Hero I have had 
my hands full of tyrants and their victims. There never 
was such oppression, even in Ireland, scarcely 1” 


LETTER DXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, August 31, 1821. 

“ I have received the Juans, which are printed so care- 
leealy, especially the fifth canto, as to be disgraceful to me, 
and not creditable to you. It really must be gone aver 
again with the manuscript, tlie errors ore so gross;— 
words added — clianged — so as to make cacophony and 
nonsense. You have been careless of tliis poem because 
some of your squad do n’t approve of it ; but I tell you 
that it will be long before you see any thing half so good 
as poetry or writing. Upon what principle have you 
omitted Uio note on Bacon and Voltaire? and one of the 
concluding stanzas sent as an addition? — ^because it ended, 
T suppose, with 

I And do not link two virtuoui louls for lif« 

Into that moral cmiaur, roan and wife? 

Now, I must say, once lor all, that I will not permit 
any human being to take such liberties with my writings 
because I am absent. 1 desire the omissions to be re- 
ilaced (except the stanza on Semiramis,) — particularly 
tlie stanza upon the Turkish marriages; and I request 
that the whole be carefully gone over with the MS. 

“I never saw such stuff as is printed ;—Guffeyaz m- 
stead of Gulheyaz, &c. Are you aware that Gulbeyaz 
is a real name and the other nonsease? I copied the 
canioa out carefully, so that there is no excuse, as the 
printer read, or at loast pints, die MS. of the plays with- 
out error. 

“ If you have no feeling for your own reputation, pray 
have some little for mine. I have read over the pqem 
carefully, and 1 tell you, it u poetry. Your little envious 
knot of parson-poets may say what they please: time 
ill show that 1 am not in this instance mistaken. 

“Desire my friend Hobhouse to correct the press, 
sspccially of the last canto, from the manuscript as it is. 
[t is enough to drive one out of one’s reason to see the 
infernal torture of words from the origmal. For instance 
the line— 

** And pair Ihelr rfayniM m Yonut jdtei her dom— ^ 
is printed— 

" And praiae their rhjmei, Rc. 

Also ^precarwiu' for ‘peooctous ^ and this line^ stanza ISS^ 

** And this atreng axtrsma affact to thra Me longar, 


’ Corrocted in this edlUcM. 
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Now do turn to the manuscript and see if I ever wroh 
such a kne; it is not verm, 

“ No wonder the poem should fail, (which, however, 
won’t you will see,) with such things allowed to creej 
about it. Replace what is omitted, and correct what is 
so shamefully misprinted, and let the poem have fair 
play ; and 1 Asar nothing. 

* 1 sue in the last two numbers of the Ctuarterly 
strong itching to assail me, (see the review of ‘ The Eto- 
nian ;*) let it, and see if they sha*n’t have enough of it. 
do not allude to Gifibrd, who has always been my friem 
and whom I do not consider as responsible for the articles 
written by others. 

“You will publish the plays when ready. 1 am in sticli 
a humour about this printing of Don Juan so inaccurately 
that I must close this. “ Yours. 

“ P. S. 1 presume that you have not. lost the stanza to 
which I allude 7 It was sent afterward : look over my 
letters and find it.” 


LETTER DXV1.+ 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

* The enclosed letter is written in bad humour, but not 
without provocation. However, let it (that is, the bad 
honiour) go for Uttlc ; but 1 mast request your scri* 
attention to the abuses of the printer, which ought never 
to have been permitted. You forget that all tiic fools in 
London (the chief purchasers of your publications) w'ill 
condemn in me the stupidity of your printer. For instance, 
in tlic notes to Canto Fifth, ‘the Adriatic shore of the 
ftosphonis’ instead of the Asiatic !! iMl this may seem 
little to you, so fine a gentleman with your nunisterial 
connexions, but it is serious to me, who am thousands of 
miles off, and have no optiort unity of not proving myself 
the f«x>l y«)ur printer makes me, exc(*pl your pleasure and 
leisure, forsooUi. 

“ The gods prosper you, and forgive you, for I can’t.” 

Hi 


LETTER DXVIL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Ravenna, Sept. 3, 1821. 

“ By Mr. Mawman, (a paymaster in the corps, in which 
you and I are privates,) I yesterday ex[)editcd to your 
address, under cover one, two paper-books, containing the 
Gtaour-nal, and a thing or two. It won’t all do— -even 
for the posthumous public — but extracts from it may. It 
is a brief and faithful chronicle of a month or so — parts 
of it not very discreet, but sufficiently sincere. Mr. Maw- ' 
man saith that he will, in person or per friend, have ilj 
delivered to you in your Klysian fields. | 

•‘If you have got tlie new Juans, recollect that there are 
some very gross printer’s blundorsf particularly in the 
Fifth Canto, — such os ‘praise’ for ‘ pair’ — ‘ precarious’ for 
precocious’ — ‘ Adriatic’ for ‘ Asiatic’ — ‘ case’ for ‘ chase’ — 
besides gifts of additional words and syllables, which make 
but a cacophonous rhythmus. Put the pen tlirough the 
said, as I would mine through Murray’s ears if 1 were 
alongside of him. As it is, I have sent him a rattling 
letter, as abusive as possible. Though he is publisher to 
the ‘ Board of L/m^iudel he is in no danger of discover- 
ing it. 

“1 am packing for Pisa— but direct your letters hercy 
till farther notice. “ Yours ever, &c ” 

[One of the “ paper-books” mentioned in this letter as 
* Written in lti« envelope of tbe preceding Letter. 
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intrusted to Mr. Mawman for me, contained a portion^ 
to llie amount of nearly a hundred pages, of a pros«> story, 
relating the adventures of a young AtidaiuMan nobleman, 
which ha<l been begun by him, at Venice, m 1817, of 
which the following is an extract. — JVJoore.] 

“ A fow hours afterward we were very good friend% 
and a few days after she set out for Arragon, with my 
son, on a visit to her father and mother. 1 did not ao* 
company her immediately, having lMu*n in Arragon lieforo, 
but was to join die family in their Mwrish chateau within 
a few weeks. 

“During her journey I received a very aficclionate 
letter from Donna Josephs, apprizing me of the welfare 
of herself and ihy son. On her arrival at the chateau, I 
received another still more affectionate, pressing me, in 
very fond, and rather foolish terms, to join her inmiedi- 
ately. As 1 W'as preparing to set out from Seville^ I 
received a third — tiiis was from her falher, Don Jose di 
Cardozo, who requested me, in the politest manner, to 
dissolve iny marriage. I answered him with equal poiite- 
ticss, that 1 would do no such thing. A fourth letter 
arrived — it was from Donna Josepha, in which she in- 
formal me that her father’s letter was written by her 
larticular desire. I requested tlic reason by return of 
post — she replied, by express, that us reason had nothing 
.o do W'ith the matter, it was unnec('.s.sary to give any — 
:iut that she was an injured and exi^ehcnt woman. I then 
inquired why slu^ had written to me the two preceding 
affectionate, letters, requesting me to come to Arragon. 
she answered, that was because she believed me out of 
tiiy scn8e.s — that, being unfit to take care of myself, I had 
•Illy to set out on this journey alone, and make my way 
Ailhout difficulty to Don Jose di Cardozo’s, I should there 
tave found the tenderest of wives and — a straight woist- 
oat. 

“ 1 ha<l nothing to reply to tliis pie.ee of affection but a 
'eit»‘.ration of my ri‘(|uesl for some lights upon the subject, 
was answeri'd llmt they would only be related to the 
iHjiiisition. In the mean lime, our domestic discrepancy 
lad become a public topic of discussion ; and llie world, 
vliicli always decides justly, not only in Arragon but in 
A.iida]usia, dctt'rmined that I w'as not only to blame, but 
lat all Spain could produce nobody so blamcable. My 
Rase was supposed to comprise all the crimes wliich could, 
.nd several which could not, be committed, and little less 
'lan an auto-da-fe was anticipated as liio result. But 
Rt no man say that we are abandoned by our friend.s in 
idversily — it was just the reverse. Mine throngi'd around 
no to cenidenm, advise, and console with their disap- 
•robation. — They told me all that was, would, or could be 
aid on the subject. They shook their heads — they ex- 
iortc?d me— deplored me, with tears in their eyes, and — 
ent to dinner.” 


LETTER DXVIIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Ravenna, S6pt.4i 1821. 

“ By Saturday’s post, I sent you a fierce and furibund 
jtter upon the subject of the printer’s blunders in Don 
uan. 1 must solicit your attention to the topic, though 
ly wrath hath subsided into sullenness. 

“Yesterday I received Mr. — , a friend of yours, 
and because he is a friend of yours ; and that’s more than 
[ would do in an EngHsih case, except for those whom 1 
lonour. 1 was as civil as I could be among packages 
even to the very chairs and tables, for I am going to Pisa 
in a few weeks, and have sent and am sending off my 
chattels. It regretted me that, roy books and every ttung 
being packed, I could yot send you a few tilings 1 meant 
frar you ; but they were all scaW and baggag^, so as to 
tave made it a month’s work to get at them again. I 
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gave him an mvelopOf with Ute Itahaa scmp in it^* aUud^ 
ed to in my Gilchrist dofenoe. Hohhouse will make it 
out for you, and it wilt make you laugh, and him too, the 
^pdhng particularly. The ‘ MericamJ of whom they cidl 
me the *CapOi* (or ChiefJ) mean ‘Americans,* which is 
the name given in Homagna to a part of the Carbonari ; 
that is to say, to the popular part, the troop$ of the Carbo- 
nari. They are originally a society of hunters in the 
forest, who took the name of Americans, but at present 
comprise some thousands, &c. ; but I sha’ n’t let you far- 
ther into the secret, which may be participated with the 
postmasters. Why they thought me their Chiell I know 
not: their Chiefs are like ‘Legion, being many.’ How- 
ever, it is a post of more honour than profit, for, now that 
they are persecuted, it is fit that 1 should aid them ; and 
so I have done, as far as my means would permit. They 
will rise again some day, for these fools of the government 
are blundering: they actually seem to know nothing j for 
they have arrested and banished many of their own party, 
and let others escape who are not their friends. 

“ What think’st thou of Greece ? 

“ Address to me hero as usual, till you hear farther from 
me. 

• By Mawman I have sent a Journal to Moore ; but it 
won’t do for the public, — at least a great deal of it won’t ; 
■—jiarte may. 

“I read over the Juans, wliich are excellent. Your 
squad are quite wrong ; and so you will find by-and-by. 
1 regret that I do not go on with it, for I had all the plan 
for several cantos, and different countries and climes. 
You say nothing of the note I enclosed to you, which will 
explain why 1 agreed to discontinue it, (at Madame Guio- 
cioli’s request ;) but you are so grand, and sublime, and 
occupied, that one would think, instead of publishing for 
‘the Board of Longitude^ that you were trying to dis- 
cover it. 

“ Let me hear that Gifford is better. He can’t be spared 
cither by you or roe.* 


LETTER DXIX. , 

TO MS. MUBRAV. ! 

Ravenna, Sept. 12, 1821. 

“ By Tuesday’s post, I forwarded, in three packets, the 
drama of Cain in throe acts, 6[ which 1 request the 
acknowledgment when arrived. To the last speech 
Eve^ in the last act, (i. e. where she curses Cain,) add 
these three lines to tiie concluding ones — 

** May the grata wither from thy foot t the woocla 
Deny thoe shelter I earth a homo I the duet 
A grave ! the eun his light I and Heaven her God I 

•There’s as pretty a piece of imprecation for you, 
when joined to the lines already sent, os you may wish 
10 meet with in the course of your business. But do n’t 
forget the addition of the above tlirce lines, which m'e 
clinchers to Eve’s speech. 

• Let me know what Gifford thinks, (if the play arrives 
in safety ;) for I have a good opinion of the piece, as 
poetry ; it is in my gay metaphysical style, and in the 
Manfired line. 

•You must at least commend my facility and variety, 
when you consider what 1 have done within the last fiffeen 
montlis, with my head, too, full of other and of mundane 
matters. But no doubt you will avoid saying any good 
fif it, for fear I should raise the price upon you : tl»t *s 
right : stick to business. Let me know what your other 
ragamuffins are writing, for 1 suppose you do n’t like start- 
Big too many of your vagabonds at once. You may give 
them the start for any thing I care. 

• Why do n^ yw publish my Puld — ^the very best thing 
1 ever wroter*^!^ ^ Indian to it^ I wish I was along- 

An ai^ymouf ktur liltiflh he twd receif«dr thr«at«aiiig him ^Ui 
MsMohMUon. 


unde of you; nothu^ ia ever doaa in a man’s abienee; 
evoiy body runs counter, because they can. If ever I 
do return to England, (which I sha’ n’t, though,) I will 
write a poom to which ‘ English Bards,’ &c. shall be new 
milk, in comparison. Your present literary world of 
mountebanks stands in need siKsh an Avatar. But I 
am not yet quite bilious enough : a season or two more, 
and a provocation or two^ will wind roe up to the point, 
and then have at the whole set ! 

• I have no patience with the sort of trash you send me 
out by way of books ; except Scott’s novels, and three or 
four otlier things, 1 never saw such work, or works. Camp- 
bell is lecturing — Moore idling — Southey twaddling — 
Wordsworth drivelling — Coleridge muddling— * * pid- 
dling — ^Bowles quibbUng, squabbling, and snivelling. ’ 
* ♦ will do, if he do n’t cant too much, nor imitate Southey ; 
the feUow has {>oe8y in him ; but he is envious and unhappy, 
as all the envious are. Still he is among the best of the 
day. Barry Cornwall will do better by-and-by, I dare say, 
if he do n’t get spoiled by green tea, and the praises of Pen- 
tonvUle and Paradise-row. The pity of these men is, that 
they never lived in Idgh life^ nor in oolitude : there is no 
me^um for tlie knowledge of the busy or the HM world. If 
admitted into high life for a season, it is merely as specta- 
tors — they form no part of the mechanism thereof. Now, 
Moore and I, the one by circumstances, and the other by 
birth, happened to be free of the corporation, and to have 
entered into its pulses and passions, quorum 
Both of us have learned by this much which nothing else 
could have taught us. “ Yours. 

•P. S. 1 saw one of your brethren, another of the allied 
sovereigns of Grub-street, the other day, Mawman the 
Great, by whom I sent due homage to your imperial self. 
To-morrow’s post may perhaps bring a letter from you, 
but you are the most ungrateful and ungracious of corre- 
spondents. But there is some excuse for you, with youk* 
perpetual levee of politicians, (larsons, scribblers, and loun- 
gers. Some day I will give you a poetical ca^ogue of 
Uiem.’* 


LETTER DXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, Sept. 17, 1821. 

“ The enclose<l lines,* as you will directly perceive, are 
written by the Rev. W. L. Bowles. Of course it is for 
him to deny them if they are not. 

“ Believe me yours ever and most affectionately, 

«B. 

• P. S. Can you forgive this ? It is only a reply to your 
lines agabst my Italians. Of course I will stand by my 
lines a^inst all men ; but it is heart-breaking to see such 
things in a people as the reception of that unredeemed 
**** **inan oppressed country. Four apotheosis is 
now reduced to a level with his welcome, and their grati- 
tude to Grattan is cancelled by their atrocious adulation of 
this, &c. £lc. ^tc.” 


LETTER DXXI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

• Ravenna, Sept. 19, 1821 . 

• 1 am in all the sweat, dust, and blasphemy of a uni- 
versal packing of all my things, furniture, Ac. for Pisa, 
whether I go for the winter. The cause has been the 
exile of all my fellow Carbonics, and, among them, of the 

* “ The Irirti Avatar/’ Poeme, p. 485. In tbie copy the folU 

tenee (taken from a Letter of Curran, in the able Life that true 

man, by hie eon) la prefixed aa a motto to the Poem—’* And Irelail, like 
a baetioadoed elephant, kneeling to receive the paltry rider. ’’—JUUero/ 
Curran, Life, vol. ii. page 88S. At the end of the vereee are these wtxrde i 
** w. L. B * *, M. A., and written with a view to a Blehop 

rlrJt."— Afoors. 
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whole family of Madame G. who, you know, was divorced 
from her hukmnd last week, ^on account of P. P. dork of 
this parish/ and who is obliged to join her father and rela- 
ttvos, now in exile there, to avoid being shut up in a mo- 
nastery, because the Pope’s decree of separation required 
her to reddo in casa paterna, or else, for decorum’s sake, 
in a convent. As I could not say, with Hamlet, * Get thee 
to a ilunnery,’ I am preparing to follow tliem. 

It is awful work, this love, and prevents all a man’s 
projects of good or glory. I wanted to go to Greece lately 
(as every thing seems up here) witli her brother, who is 
a very fine, brave fellow, (I have seen him put to the 
proo^) and wild about liberty. But the tears of a woman 
who has left a husband for a man, and the weakness of 
one’s own heart, are paramount to these projects, and I 
can hardly indulge them. 

“ Wc were divided in choice between Switzerland and 
Tuscany, and I give my vote for Pisa, as nearer the 
Mediterranean, which I love for the sake of the shores 
which it washes and for my young recollcctioiis of 1609. 
Switzerland is a cursed, selfish, swinish country of brutes, 
placed in the most romantic region of the world. I never 
could bear the inhabitants, and still less their Engliidi 
vi.<it»?rs ; for which reason, after writing for some informa- 
tion aliout houses, upon hearing that there was a colony 
of English all over the cantons of Geneva, &c. 1 imme- 
diatc‘ly gave up the thought, and persuaded the Garn!»a.s 
to do the same. 

“ By last j»ost I sent you ‘ the Irish Avatar,’ — what 
tlimk you ? The last line — ‘ a name never spoke but 
with curses or jeers’ — must run either ‘ a name only 
uttered witli curses or jeers,’ or, ‘ a wretch never named 
but with curses or jeers.’ Becosc as /wic, ‘ spoke’ is not 
grammar, except in the House of Commons ; and I doubt 
^whether wc can say ‘a name spoken^ for rnmtianetL I 
have some doubts, too, about ‘ repay,’ — ‘ and for murder 
repay with a shout and a smile.’ Shoukl it not be, ‘ and 
for murder repay him with shouts and a smile,’ or ^reward 
him with shouts and a smile T 

“ So, pray put your poetical pen through the MS. and 
take tile least bad of the emendations. Also, if there be 
any farther breaking of Priscian’s head, will you apply a 
plaster? I wrote in the greatest hurry and fury, and sent 
it to you the day after ; so, doubtles.s, there will ho some 
a fui constructions, and a ratlicr lawless conception of 
rhylhmus. 

“ With respect to what Anna Seward calls ‘ the liberty 
of transcript,’ — when comfdaining of Miss Matilda Mug- 
gleton, the accomplished daughter of a choral vicar of 
Worcester Cathedral, who had abused tlie said ‘liberty 
of transcript,’ by inserting in tlie Malvcm Mercury, Miss 
Seward’s ‘ Elegy on tlie Soutli Pole,’ as her own produc- 
tion, witli her oum signature, two years after having taken 
a copy, by permission of die auUioress — with regard, 1 
say, to the ‘liberty of transcript,’ I by no means oppose an 
occasiooal copy to the benevolent few, provided it does 
not degenerate into such licentiousness ^Yerb and Noun 
as may tend to ‘ disparage my parts of speech’ by die 
• carelessness of the transcribblers. 

“ I do not diink that there is muj^h danger of the ‘ King’s 
Press being abused’ upon the occasion, if die publishers 
of journals have any regard for their remaining liberty of 
person. It is as pretty a piece of invective as ever put 
puhl'isher in the way to ‘Botany.’ Therefore, if 
meddle widi it, it is at their peril. As for myself, I wdl 
answer any jondeman — ^though I by no moans recognise 
a ‘right of search’ into an unpublished production and 
unavowed poem. The same applies to things published 
tfons consent. I hope you like, at least, the concluding 
luies of the Pome ? 

“ What are you doing, and where are you ? in England ? 
NaU Murray— -nail him to his own counter, till he shells 
out the thirteens. Since I wrote to you, I have sent him 
another tragedy — ^ Coin’ by name — making three in MS. 
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now in his hands, or in the printer’s. It is in the Man- 
fred, metaphysical style, and fijll of some Titanic decla- 
madon Lucifer being one of the dram. pers. who takes 
Cain a voyage am^g the stars, and, afterwards, to ‘ Hades,* 
where he shows him the phantoms of a former world, and 
its inhabitants. I have gone upon the notion of Cuvier, 
that the world has been destroyed three or four times, and 
was inhabited by mammoths, behemotlis, and what not ; 
but not by man till the Mosaic period, as, indeed, is proved 
by the strata of bones found those of all unknown 
animals, and known, being dug out, but none of mankind. 

I have, therefore, supposed Cain to be shown, in the 
rational Preadamites, beings endowed with a higher in- 
telligence than man, but totally unlike him in form, and 
with much greater strength of mind and person. You 
may suppose the small ‘ ' hich takes place between 

him and Lucifer upon the atlers is not (juite canonical. 

“ The consequence is, l it Cain comes back and kills 
Abel in a fit of dissatisfaction, partly with the politics of 
Paradi.se, wliich had driven them all out of it, and partly 
I>ccau8e (as it is written in Genesis) Abel’s sacrifice was 
the more acceptable to the Deity. I trust that the 
Rhapsody has arrived — it i.s in three acts, and entitled 
‘ A Mystery,’ according to tlie former Christian custom, 
and in honour of what it probably will remain to the 
reader. “ Yours, Ac.” 


LETTER DXXII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“September 20, 1821. 

“After die stanza on Grattan, concluding with ‘His 
joiil o’er tlie freedom implored and denied,’ will it please 
fou to cause insert the following ‘Addenda,’ which 1 
dreamed of during to-day’s Siesta : 

** liver gluriouB Grallau ! &c. &c. fee. 

I wll tell you what to do. Get me twenty copies of the 
whole carefully and privately printed off, as pour lines 
were on the Naples affair. Send me kup, and distribute 
the rest according to your own pleasure. 

“ I am in a fine vein, ‘ so full of pastime and prodiga- 
ity !’ — So, here ’s to your health in a glass of grog. Pray 
write, that I may know by return of post — address to mo 
at Pisa. The gods give you joy ! 

“ Where are you ? in Paris? Let us hear. You will 
take care tliat there be no printer’s name, nor auUior’s, as 
in the Naples stanzas, at least for the present.” 


LETTER DXXm. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Ravenna, Sept, 20, 1821 . 

“You need not send ‘ the Blues,’ which is a mere buP 
foonery, never meant for publication. 

“ The papers to which 1 allude, in cose of survivivship, 
are collections of letters, &c. since I was sixteen years 
old, contedned in the trunks in the care of Mr. Hoblmuse. 
This collection is at least doubled by those I have now 
here, all received since my last ostracism. To these I 
should wish Uie editor to have access, not fur tlie purpose 
of abusing cor^ fidences, nor of hurting the feelings of cor- 
respondents living, nor Uie memories uf the dead; but 
there are things which would do neither, that I have left 
unnoticed or unexplained, and which (like ail sucli things) 
time only can permit to be noticed or explained, though 
some are to iny credit. The tafiii will of course require 
delicacy ; but that will not be wanting, if Moore and Hob- 
house survive me, and, I may add, yourself ; and that you 

* See Poerne. p. 467. 
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may all three do so u», I assure you, my very sincere wish. 
1 am net sure that long life is desirable for one of my 
ten^r and constitutional depression of spirits, which if 
course I suppress in society ; but which breaks out when 
alone, and in my wrhmgs, in spite of myself. It has been 
deepened, perhaps, by some long-past events, (1 do not 
allude to my marriage, &c. — on the contrary, that raised 
them by the persecution giving a hllip to my spirits ;) but 
I call it constitutional, as 1 have reason to think it. You 
know, or you do not know, that my maternal grandfather, 
(a very clever man, and amiable, 1 am told,) was strongly 
suspected of suicide, (he was found drowned in the Avon 
at Bath,) and that another very near relative of the same 
branch took poison, and was merely saved by antidotes. 
For the first of these events there was no apparent cause, 
as he was rich, respecter!, and of consideralilo intellectual 
resources, hardly forty years of age, and not at all addicted 
to any unhinging vice. It was, however, but a strong 
suspicion, owing to the manner of his death and his inelan- 
chr)ly temfier. The second had a cause, hut it does not 
become me to touch upon it : it happened when I was far 
too young to be aware of it, and I never heard of it till 
after the death of that relative, many years afterward. 1 
think, then, that I may call this rlejoction constitutional. I 
had always boon told that I resembled more my maternal 
grandfather than any of niy father's family' — tliat is, in 
tlie gloomier part of his temper, tor he was what you call 
a g(KKl-natured man, and I am not. 

“ The Journal here I sent to Moore the other day ; but 
os it is a mere diary, only parts of it would over do for 
publication. The other Journal of tlio Tour in 1816, 1 
should think Augusta might let you have a copy of. 

** I am much mortified that Gilford do n’t take to my 
new dramas. To be sure, tliey arc as opposite to the 
English drama as one thmg can be to another *, hut I have 
a notion that, if imdeistood, they will in time find favour 
(though not on the stage) witli the reader. The simpli- 
city of plot is intentional, and tlie avoidance of rant also, 
as also the compression of the speeches in the more se- 
vere situations. What I seek to show in ‘ tlic Foscaris’ 
is the suppressed passions, rather Uian tlie rant of tlie pre- 
sent day. For that matter — 

‘ Nay, if thou *lt mouth, 

1 ’ll mat «■ Weil an thou — ’ 

would not be difficult, as I think I have shown in my 
younger productions, — mt drcrmatic ones, to he sure. 
But, as [ said before, I am mortified that Gifibrd do n’t 
like them ; but I see no remedy, our notions on that subject 
being so difierent. How is he ? — well, I hope ; — ^let me 
know. I regret his demur the more that lie has been 
always my grand patron, and I know no praise which 
would compensate mo in my own mind for Ills censure. 1 
do not mind Reviews^ as 1 can work them at their own 
weapons. “ Yours, &c. 

“ Address to me at Pisa, whither I am going. The 
reason is, that all my Italian friends hero have been exiled, 
and are met there for the fs-esent, and 1 go to jmn them, 
as agreed upon, for the winter.” 


LETTER DXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAV. 

'^Ravenna, Sept. 24, 1821. 

* 1 have lieen thinking over our late correspondence, 
and wish to propose to you the following articles for our 
future : 

“ latly, That you shall write to mo of yourselfj of the 
healtli, wealth, and welfare of all friends; but of me 
little or nothing. 

2d!yl Tlial you shall send me soda-powders, tooth- 
powder, tooth-brushes, or any sucii anti-odontalgic or 


chemical articles, as heretotbre ^ad libitum,’ upon being 
reimbursed for tlie same. 

“ 3dly, That you shall not send roe any modem, or (as 
they are called) mus publications, in £ngUshf whatsoevery 
save and excepting any writing, prose or verse, of (or 
reasonably presumed to be of) Walter Scott, Crabbe, 
Moore, Campbell, Rogers, Gifford, Joanna BaiUie, Irving^ 
(the American,) Hogg, Wilson, (the Isle of Palms man,) 
or anp especial smgte work of fancy which is thought to 
he of considerable merit ; Voyages and TravelSy provided 
that they are ntiiher in Greece^ Spavn^ Aida Minor^ Al- 
hanioy nor Italyj will be welcome. Having travelled tho 
countries mentiuiied, 1 know that wliat is said of them can 
convey iiotliing farther which I desire to know about 
them. — ^No other English works whatsoever. 

4thly. That you send me no periodical works what- 
soever — no Edinburgh, Quarterly, Monthly, nor any 
review, magazine, or newspaper, English or foreign, ot 
any description. 

“6thly. That you send me no opinions whatsoever, 
either g(H)d, 6ad, or indiffirentf of yourself or your friends, 
or others, concerning any work, or works, of mine, past 
present, or to come. 

“6thly. That all negotiations in matters of business 
between you and me pass through the medium of the 
Hon. Douglas Kinnaird, my friend and trustee, or Mr. 
llubhoiise, as ‘ Alter ego,’ and tantamount to myself dur- 
ig my absence — or presence. 

“ Some, of these propositions may at first seem strange, 
but they are founded. I’he quantity of trash I have 
*eceived as books is incalculable, and neither amuse^d nor 
ristructed. Reviews and magazines are at the best but 
ephemeral and superficial reading : — V}ho thitiks of the 
grand article of last year in any given Review ? In tlie 
next place, if they regard myselfj they tend to increase 
egotism. If favourable, I do not deny that the praise 
fiates^ and if unfavourable, that the abuse irritatea. Tho 
latter may conduct me to inflict a species of satire, which 
would neither do good to you nor to your friends : they 
may smile now, and so may ytm ; but if I took you all 
in hand, it would not be difficult to cut you up like 
gourds. I did as much by as powerful people at nine- 
teen years old, and I know Utile as yet, in thrcc-and- 
thirty, which should prevent me from making all your 
ribs gridirons for your hearts, if such were my pro- 
pensity : but it is not ; therefore let me hear none of 
your provocations. If any thing occurs so very gross 
as to require my notice, 1 shall hear of it from my legal 
friends. For the rest, I merely request to be left in 
gnorance. 

“ The same applies to ojiinions, gooflj had, or indiffererd, 

>f persons in conversation or correspondence. Theso 
:Io not interrupt, hut they soil, the current of my mvtul. 

~ am sensitive enougli, but not till I am troubled ; and 
:iero I am beyond the touch of the short arms of literary 
England, except the few feelers of tho polypus tliat crawl 
over the channels in the way of extract. 

“All tliese precautions in England would be us<dess ; 
the libeller or the flatterer would there reach me in spite 
of all ; but in Italy we know little of literary England, 
and think less, except what reaches us through some 
garlded and brief extract in some miserable gazette. 
For ttvo years (excepting two or three articles cut out 
and sent to you by the post) I never read a newspaper 
which was not forced upon me by some accident, and 
know, upon the whole, as little of England as you do of 
Italy, and God knows that is little enough, with all your 
travels, Ac. &c. Ac. The English travellers keum Itafy 
as you know Guernsey : how much is that ? 

“ If any thing occurs so violently gross or personal as 
requires notice, Mr. Douglas Kinnaird will let me hum; 
but of praise, I desire to hear nothing. 

“You will say, ‘ to what tends all this ?* I will ansvl^ 
THAT ; — to keep my nundjree and unbiased by ail paltry 
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mnd personal irritabilities of praise or censure~~to 1< 
my genius take its natural direction, while my feelingii 
are like the dead, who know nothing and feel nothing t 
all or aught that is said or done in their regard. 

•if you can observe these conditions, you will spai 
yourself and others some pain ; let me not, be workoc 
upon to rise up ; for if I do, it will not be for a little. 
If you cannot observe these conditions, we shall ccast 
to be correspondents, — but not Jriends^ for I shall alwayi 
be yours and ever truly, “ BvnoN. 

“P. S. I have taken these resolutions not from an^ 
irritation against you or your*, but simply upon reflection 
that all reading, either praise or censure, of myself haj 
done me liarm. When I was in Switzerland and Greece 
t was out of the way of hearing cither, and how I wrote 
/here /— 111 Italy I am out of the way of it too; but lat- 
terly, {tartly through my fault, and fiartly through youi 
kindness in wishing to send me the newest and rnos' 
periodical publications, 1 have had a crowd of Reviews, 
&c. tlirust upon me, which have bored me with their 
jargon, of one kind or another, and taken off my atten- 
tion from greater objects. You have also sent me a 
parcel of trash of {toetry, for no reason that I can con- 
ceive, unless to provoke me to write a new ‘English 
Bards.’ Now tfds I wish to avoid : for if over 1 do, it 
will be a strong production ; and I desire pciice as long 
as the fools will keep tlicir noiisonse out of my way.” 


LETTER DXXV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“September 2T, 1821. 

“ It was not Murray’s fault. I did not send the MS. 
* orertur(\ but I send it now,* and it may be restored ; — 
or, at any rate, you may keep the original, and give 
any copies you please. I send it, as written, and as 1 
read it to you — I have no other copy. 

“By last week’s turn post.*?, in two packets, I sent to 
your address, tit Pam, a longish poem upon the late 
Irishism of your countrymen in tlu.‘ir rcccfition of * * ♦. 
Pray, have you received it? It is in ‘the high Roman 
fashion,’ and full of ferocious fantasy. As you c5oiild not 
weJl fake up the matter with Paddy, (being of the same 
nest,) 1 have ; — ^but 1 ho{>c still tliat 1 have done justice 
to his great men and his good heart. As for * * *, you 
will find it laid on with a trowel. I delight in your ‘fact 
historical’ — is it a fact ? “ Yours, &c. 

•P. S. You have not answered me about Schlegel — 
why not ? Address to mo at Pisa, whither I am going, 
to join the exiles — a pretty numerous bo<ly, at present. 
Let me hear how you are, and what yoti mean to do. Is 
there no chance of your recrossing the Alps 1 If the G. 
Hex marries again, let him not want an Epithalamium 
— ^luppose a jo'uit concern of you and me, like Sternhold 
and Hopkins !” 


LETTER DX,^VI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

• September 28, 1821. 

•I add another cover to request you to ask Moore to 
obtain (if possible) my letters to the late Lady Mel- 
boume from Lady Cowper, They are very numerous, 
and ought to have been restored long ago, as 1 was ready 
to give back Lady Melbourne’s in exchange. These 
latter are in Mr. Hobhouse’s custody with my other 
papers, and shall be punctually restored if required. 1 

•The luMi "Oh Wellington,” Don Juan, Cento IX. Bten» 1, 
which I had mimed in their oHglual piece at the oijening of tlw 
Third Canto, and took for granted that they had been suppneeed by hie 
pablUlier.— jueore. 
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did not choose before to apply to Lady Cowper, as her 
mother’s death naturally kept me from intruding upon 
her feelings at the time of its occurrence. Some years 
have now elapsed, and it is essential that 1 should have 
my own epistles. They are essential as confirming that 
part of the ‘Memoranda’ which refers to the two (leriods 
(1812 and 1814) when ray marriage with her niece was 
in contemplation, and will tend to show what my real 
views and feelings were upon tliat subject 

•You need not be alarmed ; the ‘fourteen years’* will 
hardly elapse without some mortality among us : it is a 
long lease of life to speculate upon. So your calculation 
w'ill not be in so much jicril, as the ‘ argosie’ will sink 
^wjforc that time, and ‘the pound of flesh’ be withered 
arevioualy to your being so long out of a return. 

“ I also wish to give you a hint or two, (as you have 
roally behaved very handsomely to Moore in the busi- 
nes.^, and arc a fine fellow in your line,) for your advan- 
tage. Jf by your own management you can extract any 
□f iny epistles from Lady — — (* * * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

bey might he of use in your collection, (sinking of course 
lie nameSf and all such circuimUanoes as might hurt living 
eelings, or those of survivors;) they treat of more topics 
ban love occasionally. 

>ie 4^ 4: dc % « 

• 1 will tell you who may happen to have some letters 
f mine in their posssession : Lord Powerscourt, some to 
is late brother; Mr. Long of— (I forget his place)— 
ut tlic father of Edward Long of the Guards, w'ho was 
rowned in going to Lisbon early in 1809; Miss Eli/a- 
icth Pigot, of Southwell, Notts, (she may be Mi^css 
>y this lime, for she had a year or two more than 1 :) 
hey were not lovtJ-letters, so tliat you miglit have them 
rithuut scruple. There are, or might be, some to the 
ate Rev. J. C. Tattersall, in the hands of his btolher 
half-brotln*r) Mr. 'Wh(‘atloy, who resides near C’aiitcr- 
iry, 1 think. There are some of Charles Gordon, now 
if Dnlv^ich; and some few to Mrs. Chawortli; but 
lese latter are probably destroyed or inaccessible. 

4t * ♦ * * 

“I mention these people and particulars merely as 
umces. Most of them have jirobably destroyed the 
tiers, which in fact are of little import, many of them 
rilteii when very young, and several at school and 
illege. 

“I’eel (the second brother of the Secretary) was a cor- 
•spondent of mine, and also Porter, the son of tlio Bishop 
' Clogher ; Lord Clare a very voluminous one ; William 
[arne.ss (a friend of Milinan’s) anoUier ; Charles Dnim- 
iiond, (sonofthc banker;) Williain Baiikes (tlic voyager) 
>ur friend ; R. O. Dallas, Esq, ; Hoilgson ; Henry 
Tury ; Hobhousc you were already aware of, 

“ 1 have gone tlirough this long list of 

* The cold, the raiUilvvii, and the d«ad,' 

>ecause I know that, like ‘ the curious in fish-sauce,’ you 
xe a researcher of such things. 

“Besides those, tbero are other occasional ones to lite- 
rary men and so forth, complimentary, &c. &c. &;c. not 
vorth much more than the rest. There are some hun- 
Ireds, too, of Italian notes of mine, scribbled with a noble 
>ntcmpt of the grammar and dictionary, in very English 
Itniscan ; for I speak Italian very fluently, but write it 
arelcssly and incorrectly to a degree.” 

LETTER DXXVIL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“September 29, 1821. 

“ I send you two rough things, prose and verse, not 

■ He here advert* to a uaeaing renuirk lo one of Mr. Murray '• leltera. 
nat, as bia loiUeblp’s " Memoranda” were not to be pubUabed in bia 
.tfetline,the sum now paid for the work, SKlOf. would mo»t probably > 
jpon a reasonable calculaiiou of aurTlTowbip, amoant ulumaw/ Ui nn 
— I than SOOUfv— Moore. 
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much in themselTes, but which will shoW) one of them 
Uw etate ni ^ oountiy, and the other of your friend’s 
mind, when they were written. Neither of them were 
•ent to the person concerned, but you will se^ by tlie 
style of thenv that they were sincere, as I am in signing 
myself * Yours over and truly, 

“B.” 

[Of the two enclosures, mentioned in the foregdng 
note^ one was a letter intended to be sent to Lady Byron, 
relative to his money invested in the funds, of which the 
following are extracts.] 

"Ravenna, Marza Imo, 1821. 

“I have received your message, through my sister’s 
letter about English security, &c. &c. It is considerate, 
(and true, even,) that each is to be found — but not that 1 
shall find it. Mr. + ♦, for liis own views and purposes, 
will tliwart all such attempts till he has aticoinplished his 
own, viz. to make me lend my fortune to some client of j 
liis choosing. 

“At this distance— after this absence, and with my 
utter ignorance of affairs and business — witli my temper 
and impatience, I have, neitlier the means nor die mind to 
resist. * + * ♦ * ♦ 

Thinking of the funds as I do, and wishing to secure a 
rervesion to my sister and her children, 1 should jump at 
most expedients. 

“ What I told you is come to pass — ^the NcafwUtan 
war is declared. Your funds will fall, and I shall be in 
consequence ruined. That ’s nothing — but my bhiod- 
rclations will be so. You and your child are provided 
for. Live and prosper — wish so mucli to both. Liv 
and prosper— you have the means. I think but of my 
real kin and kindred, who may be die victims of this ac* 
cursed bubble. 

“You neither know nor dream of the consequences of 
this war. It is a war of mm with monarchs, and will 
spread like a spark on the dry, rank grass of the vegeta- 
ble desert. What it is with you and your English, you 
do not know, for yo sleep. What it is with us here, I 
know, for it is before, and around, and within us. 

“Judge of my detestation of England and of all that it| 
inherits, when I avoid returning to your country at a time 
when not only my pecuniary interest, but, it may be, even 
my personal security require it. I can say no more, for 
all letters are opened. A short time will decide upon 
what is to be done here, and then you will learn it without 
being more troubled with me or my correspondence. 
Whatever happens an individual is little, so that tho 
cause is forwarded. 

“ I have no more to say to you on the score of affairs or 
on any other subject.” 

[The second enclosure in the note consisted of some 
verses, written by him, December 10th, 1820, on seeing 
the following paragraph in a newspaper. “ Lady Byron 
is this year the lady patroness at the annual Charity Ball 
given at the Town Hall at Hinckly, Leicestershire, and 
Sir Q. Crewe, Bart, the principal stew^ard.” These 
verses are full of stremg and indignant feeling,— every 
stanza concluding pointedly with the words “Charity 
BaH,” — and tho Uiought that predominates through the 
whole may be ccJlocted fixmi a few of tho opening lines. 
Moore,] 

* WhAt matter the pangs of a husband and father, 

If his sorrows in exile be great or be small, 

So the Pharisee’s glorire bidiumI her abe gatW, 

And tho Saint patroulsea her ‘ Charity Ball.* 

What mattered heart, which though faulty was feeling, 

Be driven to excesses which ouoe eould appal— 

That the Sinner ahould suffer is only fail dealing, 

As dw Saint ke«{>sher charity back for * (be Bali.* Ae. Ac.** 


LETTER DXXVIIL 

TO MB. MOORE. 

“ September— no — October 1, 1821* 

“ I have written to you lately, both in prose aiid versc^ 
at groat length, to Paris and London. I presume that 
Mrs. Moore, or whoever is your Paris deputy, feww 
ward my packets to you in London. 

“lam setting off for Pisa, if a slight incipient intenmt* 
tent fever do not prevent me. 1 fear it is not stro^ 
enough to give Murray muqh chance of realizuig his thir- 
teens again. I hardly should regret it, 1 think, provided 
you raised your price upon him— as what Lady Holder^ 
tiess (my sister ’s grandmother, a Dutchweanau) used to 
3 all Augusta, her Residee JLegaioo — so as to provide finr 
us all ; my bones with a splendid and larmoyante edition, 
and you with double what is extractable during my 
ifetime. 

“ 1 have a strong presentiment tliat (bating some out* 
jf-tlie-\vay accident) you will survive me. The differ- 
ence of eight years, or whatever it is between our ages is 
nothing. I do not feel (nor am, indeed anxious to feel) 
the principles of life in me tend to longevity. My father 
and mother died, tlie one at tliirty-five or six, and the other 
at forty-five ; and Doctor Rush, or somebody else, says 
that nobody lives long, without having one parent^ at least, 
an old stager. 

“ I sJunUd^ to be sure, like to see out my eternal mother- 
in-law, not so much for her heritage, but from my natural 
antipatliy. But the indulgence of tliis natural desire is 
too much to expect from the Providence who presides 
over old women. I bore you witlt all tins about lives, 
because it has been put in my way by a calculation of 
onsurancos which Murray has sent me. I really think 
you should liavo more, if I evaporate within a reason- 
able time. 

“ I wonder if my ‘ Cain’ has got safe to England. 1 
have written since about sixty stanzas of a poem, m octave 
stanzas,* (in die Pulci style, which the fools in England 
think was invented by Whisdecraft — ^il is as old as the 
hills in Italy,) called ‘ The Vision of Judgment, by Q>ue- 
vodo Redivivus,’ wiUi diis motto— 

* A Daniel come to judgment, yea, a Daniel ; 

I tliank tliee, Jew, for teaching me that word.’ 

“In this it is my intent to put the said George’s Apo- 
theosis ill a Whig point of view, not forgetting the Poet 
Laureate fur his preface and his other demerits. 

“ I am just got to die pass where Saint Peter, bearing 
that the royal defimct had opposed Catholic Emanci- 
pation, rises up and, interrupting Satan’s oration, de- 
clares he will diangc places with Cerberus sooner than 
let him into heaven, while he has the keys thereof. 

“ I must go and ride, though rather feverish and chilly. 
It is tho ague season ; but the agues do mo rather go^ 
than harm. The feel afier the is os if one had got rid 
of one’s body for good and all. 

“The gods go with you! — ^Address to Pisa. 

“Ever yours. 

“ P. S. Since 1 cant^ hack I feel bettor, though I stayed 
out too late for this malaria season, under die thin cres- 
cent of a very young moon, and got off my horse to walk 
in an avenue with a Signora for an hour. I diought of 
you and 

* When atflxe thou roreat 
By the alar thou loveit.’ 

I But it was not in a romantic mood, as I should have been 
once; and yet it was a new woman, (that is, new to 
me,) and, of course, expected to be made love to. But 
I merely made a few commonplace speeches. I feel 
as your poor friend Curran said, before his death,* a 
mountain of lead upon my heart,’ which 1 believe to .be 

* Sea Don Juan, Canto lY, S(auj»0. 
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oonstitutioiial, tod that nothing will remove it but thi 
same remedy.” 


LETTER DXXIX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

* October 6, 1821. 

“By this post I have sent my nightmare to balance th 
incubuK of l^uthey’s impudent anticipation of the Apo- 
theosis of George the Third. I should like you to take a 
look over it, as I tiiink there are two or three things in i 
which might please ‘our puir hill folk.’ 

“ By the last two or three posts I have written to yoi 
at length. My ague bows to me eveiy two or three days, 
but we arc not as yet upon intimate speaking terms. I 
have an intermittent generally every two years, when the 
climate is favourable, (as it is here,) but it does me no 
harm. What I find worse, and cannriot get rid of, is the 
growing depression of my spirits, without sufficient cause. 
I ridi> — am not intomperatc in eating or drinking — ^and 
my general hcaltli Ls as usual, except a slight ague, which 
rather does good tlian not. It must be constitutional ; for 
1 know nothing more than usual to depress me to that 
degree. 

How do you manage ? I think you told me, at Ve- 
nice, tlial your spirits did not keep up without a little 
claret. I can drink and bear a good deal of wine, (as 
you may recollect in England ;) but it don’t exhilarate — 
it makes me savage and suspiciotis, and even quarrel- 
som(^ Laudanum has a similar effect ; but 1 can take 
much of it without any effect at all. Tlie tiling that gives 
me the highest spirits (it seems absurd, but true) is a dose 
of «dz.f — I mean in the afternoon, after tJieir effect. But 
one can’t take them like champagne. 

“Excuse this old woman’s letter; but my lemanchdy 
don’t depend upon healtli, for it is Just the same, well or 
ill, or here or there. • Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DXXX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 


the Old T estament, for the New struck men as a task? 
but the other as a pleasure. I speak as a hoy fWun the re- 
collected impression of that period at Abeideen in 1798. 

I “ Any novels of Scott, or iHietry of the same. Ditto of 
j Crabbe, Moore, and the Elect ; but none of your cursed 
commonplace trash, — unless something starts up of actual 
merit, which may very well be, for ’t is time it should.” 


LETTER DXXXI. 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

“October 20, 1821. 

“ijf the errors arc in the MS. write me down an ass: 
they are not^ and I am content to undergo any penalty if 
tliey be. Besides, the otniUeil stanza, (lost but one or 
two,) sent afknmrd^ was tliat in the MS. loo ? 

“ As to ‘ honour,’ I will trust no man’s honour in affairs 
[d* barter. I will tell you why: a state of bargain is 
Hobbes’s ‘ state of nature — a state of war.’ It is so with 
ill men. If 1 come to a friend, and say, ‘Friend, lend me 
ive hundred |)ounds,’ — he eifber does it, or says that he 
lan’t or won’t; but if I come to ditto, and say, ‘Ditto, I 
lavc an excellent house, or horse, or carriage, or MSS. or 
»ooks, or pictures, or &c. &c. &c. &c. honestly wortli a 
housand pounds, you shall have thorn fur five hundred, 
vhat does Ditto say ? why, he looks at them, be kume^ ho 
fttw, — he humbugSj if he can, to get a bargain os cheaply 
LS he can, because it w a bargain. — This is in the blood 
rid bone of mankind ; and the same man who would 
3nd another a thousand pounds without interest, would 
ot buy a horse of him for half its value if he could help 
. It is so : there ’s no denying it ; and therefore I will 
lave as much as I can, and you will give as little ; and 
there ’s an end. All men are intrinsical rascals, and I am 
mly sorry that, not being a dog, I can’t bite them. 

“ I am filling another book for you with little anecdotes, 
vO my own knowledge, or well authenticated, of Sheridan, 
Curran, &c. and such otlier public men as I recollect to 
have been acquainted with, for I knew most, of them more 
Dr less. I will do what I can to prevent your losing hy 
ly obsequies. “ Yours &c.” 


“Ravenna, October 9, 1821. 

“You will please to present or convey the enclosed 
poem to Mr. Moore. 1 sent him another copy to Paris ; 
but he has probably left that city. 

“ Don’t forgot to send me ray first act of ‘Werner* (if 
Hobhouse can find it among my papers) — send it by the 
post to (Pisa;) and also cut out Sophia Lee’s ‘German’s 
Tale’ from the ‘Canterbury Tales,’ and send it in a letter 
also. I began that tragedy in 1816. 

“ By-the-way, you have a good deal of my prose tracts 
in MS. ? Let me have proofs of them all again — I mean 
ihe (xmtroversial ones, including the last two or three 
years of time. Another question! — The Epistle of St. 
Paul, which I translated from tlie Armenian, for what 
reason have you kept it back, tliough you published that 
• stuff which gave rise to the ‘ Vampire T Is it because 
you arc afraid to print any thing «n opposition to the cant 
of the Q,uartorly about Manicheism? Let me have a 
proof of that Epistle directly. I am a better Christian 
than those parsons of yours, though not paid for being so. 

• Send — Faber’s Treatise on the Cabiri. 

“Sainte Croix’s Mystfcres du Paganisroe, (scarce, per- 
haps, but to be found, as Mitford refers to hni work fre- 
quently.) 

“A common Bible, of good legible print, (bound in rus- 
■ia.) I have one; but as it was the last gift of iny sister, 
(whom I shall probably never see again,) I can only use 
It carefully, and less frequently, because I like to keep it 
A good o^er. Do n’t forget this, for I am a great reader 
and admirer of those bo<^ and had read them through 
and through before 1 was eight years old, — ^that is to say, 


LETTER DXXXn. 

TO MR. ROGERS. 

“ Ravenna, October 21, 1821. 

“ I shall bo (the gods willing) in Bologna on Saturday 
lext. This is a curious answer to your letter ; but I have 
aken a house in Pisa for the winter, to which all my chat- 
•Is, furniture, horses, carriages, and live stock are already 
•emoved, and I am preparing to follow. 

“ The cause of this removal is, shortly, tlie exile or pro- 
criptioii of all my friends’ relations and connexions here 
ito Tuscany, on account of our late politics ; and where 
ley go, I accompany them. I merely remained till now 
) settle some arrangements about my daughter, and to 
^ve time for my furniture, &c. to precede me. I Imve 
lot here a scat or a bed hardly, except some jury cbair% 
and tables, and a mattress for the we^ to come. 

“ If you will go on with me to Pisa, I can lodge you for 
B long as you like, (they write that the house, the Palazzo 
.anfranebi, is spacious : it is on the Amo and I have 
i>ur carriages, and as many saddle horses, (such as they 
xe in these parts,) with all other conveniences at your 
^mmand, as also their owner. If you could do this, we 
nay, at least, cross the Apennines together; or if you 
are going by another road, we shall meet at Bologna, 1 
hope. 1 address this to the post-office, (as you desire,) 
and you will probably find me at the Albergo di Sam 
Mcarco. If you arrive first, wait tiU I come up, which 
will be (barmg fibcidents) on Saturday or Si^ay at 
farthest. 
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*I premime ym are alone in your voyages. Moore is 
n London nioog'., aiccoiduig to my latest advices from 
hose climates. 

*It Is better than a lustre (hve years and six months 
ind some days, more or less,) since me met ; and, like 
he man from Tadcaster in the farce, (* Love laughs at 
uocksmiths,') whose acquaintances, including the cat and 
he terrier, ‘ who caught a lialfpenny in his mouth,’ were 
ill * gone dead,’ but too many of our acquaintances have 
aken the same path. Lady Melbourne, Grattan, Sheri- 
lan, Curran, &c. almost every body of* much name 
>f the old school. But ‘ so am not I, said the foolish fat 
KuUion,’ therefore let us make the most of our remainder. 

Let me find two lines from you at ‘ the hostel or inn.’ 

“Yours ever, &c. 

«B.” 


LETTER DXXXIII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Ravenna, Oct. 28, 1821. 

• *’T is the middle of night by the castle clock,’ and in 
three hours more I have to set out on my way to Pisa — 
pitting up ail night to be sure of rising. I have just marie 
them take off my bed-clothes — ^blankots inclusive — in case 
of temptation from the apparel of sheets to my eyelids. 

“Samuel Rogers is — or is to be— at Bologna, as he 
writes from Venice. 

“I thought our Magnifico would ‘pound you,’ if possi- 
ble. He is trying to ‘ pound’ rue, too ; but I ’ll specie the 
rogue— or, at least, I ’ll have the odd shillings out of him 
in keen iambics. 

“ Your approbation of ‘ Sardanapalus’ is agreeable, for 
more reasons than one. Ilubhovisc is pleased to think as 
you do of it, and so do some others— but the ‘ Arimaspian,’ 
whom, like ‘ a Gryphon in the wilderness,’ I will ‘ follow 
for hU gold,’ (as 1 exhorted you to do before,) did or doth 
disparage it— ‘stinting me in my sizings.’ His notable 
opinions on the ‘ Foscari’ and ‘ Cain’ he hatli not as yet 
forwarded ; or, at least, 1 have not yet received them, nor 
the proofs Uioreof| though promised by last poet. 

“ I see the way that he and his (Quarterly people are 
tending— they want a row with me, and they shall have it. 
I only regret that I am not in England for the rwnce ; as, 
here, it is hardly fair ground for me, isolated and out of 
the way of prompt rejoinder and information, as 1 am. 
But, though backed by all the corruption, and infamy, and 
patronage of their master rogues and slave renogadoes, 
if they do once rouse mo up, 

‘ They had better gall the deril, Saliabury.' 

“ I have that for two or three of them, which they had 
better not move me to put in motion and yet, after all, 
what a fool I am to disquiet myself about such fellows ! 
It was all very well ten or twelve years ago, when I was 
a * curled darting,’ and minded such things. At present, 1 
rate them at their true value ; but, from naturd temper 
and bile, am not able to keep q;uiet. 

“Let me hear firom you on your return from Ireland, 
vritich ought to be ashamed to see you, after her Bruns- 
wick blarney. I am of Longman’s opinion, that yaa 
diould allow your friends to liquidate the Bermuda claim. 
Why dioidd you throw away the two thousand pounds 
(of Uie nim-ppiiaea Murray) upon that cursed piece cd* 
treacherous inveiglement ? I think you carry the matter 
a little too far aid scrupulously. When we see patriots 
begging puMcly, and know that Ghrattan received a for- 
tune from his country, I really do not see why a man, in 
tio whit inferior to any or all of them, should shrink from 
trocepting that assistance from his private friends, which 
every tradeeman receives from his connexions upon much 
|pss oooasioiiB. For, after all, it was not your de&t— 4t 
•vas a piece^^^windling qgmrasf you.# As to * * ♦ " 
and the ‘ vM itebla creatures !’ &c. &c. it is all very fine 


and very well, but till you can pemaade me that there in 
no credit and no se^^appUtuse to be obtained by beii^ of 
use to a celebrated man, I must retain the same opinion 
of the human speotes, wliich I do of our friend M*. Specie.” 


LETTER DXXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, November % 1821. 

“ The two passages cannot be altered without making 
Lucifer talk like the Bishop of Lincoln, which would not 
be in the character of the former. The notion is from 
Iluvier, (that of the old worlds^) as 1 have explained in 
an additional note to the prf^face. The other passage is 
also in character : if noTisense, so much the better, because 
then it can do no harm, and the sillier Satan is made, the 
safer for every body. As to ‘ alarms,’ &c- do you really 
think such things ever led any body astray ? Are these 
people more impious than Milton’s Satan ? or the Pro- 
metheus of ./Eschylus 1 or even than the Sadducees of 
Milman, the ‘ Fall of Jerusalem’ ♦ * ? Are not Adam, 
Eve, Adah, and Abel, as pious as the catechism ? 

“ Gifford is too wise a man to think that such things can 
have any aerious effect: who was ever altered by a poem? 
I beg leave to observe, that there is no creed nor personal 
hypothesis of mine in all tliis ; but I was obliged to 
m^e Cain and Lucifer talk consistently, and surely this 
las always been jierrriitted to poesy. Cain is a proud 
man : if Lucifer promised him kingdom, &c. it would elate 
lim: the object of the Demon is to deprm him still farther 
in his own estimation tlian he was before, by showing him 
infinite things, and his own abasement, till he falls into tho 
frame of mind that leads to the catastrophe, from mere 
internal irritation, not premeditation, or envy of Abd^ 
(which would have made him contemptible,) but from 
rage and fury agednst the inadequacy of his state to his 
conceptions, and which discharges itself rather against 
life, and the Author of life, than the mere living. 

“ His subsequent remorse is the natural effect of looking 
on his sudden deed. Had the deed been premeditaiedj liis 
repentance would have been tardier. 

“ Either dedicate it to Walter Scott, or, if you think he 
would like the dedication of ‘ the Foscaris’ bettor, put the 
dedication to ‘ the Foscaris.’ Ask him which. 

“Your first note was queer enough *, but your two other 
letters, with Moore’s and Gifford’s opinions, set all right 
again. 1 told you before that T can never recast any thing. 
I am like the tiger : if I miss the first si)ring, I go grumbling 
back to my Jungle again ; but if 1 do hitf it is crushing. 
* * * You disparaged tlie last three cantos 

to me, and kept them back above a year ; but I have 
heard from England that (notwithstanding the errors of the 
press,) tliey are well thought of ; for instance, by Ameri- 
can Irving, which last is a feather in my (fool’s) cap. 

“You have received my letter (open) through Mr. 
Kinnaird, and so, pray, send me no more reviews of any 
kind. I will read no more of evil or good in that lino. 
Walter Scott has not read a review of himself for <Air- 
tecn years. 

“The bust is not my property, but Hothouse^ I 
addressed it to you as an Ac^iralty man, great at tlie 
custom-house. Pray deduct the expenses of the same, 
and all others. “ Yours, &c,” 


LETTER DXXXV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, Nov. 9, 1821. 

“ I never read the Memoirs at all, not even since they 
were written; and I never will: the pain of writing them 
was enou^ ; you may spare me that of a perusal. Mr. 
Moore h^ (cr may have) a discrettcHuury power toomk 
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tny repetition, or expressions which do not seem good tc 
Hm^ who is a better judge than you or I. 

Enclosed is a lyrical drama, (entitled ‘a Mystery, 
from its subject,) which, perhaps, may arrive in time foi 
the volume. You will find it pious enough, I trust — a 
least s«ime of tlic Chorus might have boon written b; 
yicnihold and Hopkins themselves for that, and perhap; 
f()r infclody. As it is longer, and more lyrical and Gree 
tlian 1 intended at first, 1 have not divided it into acts, bt . 
called what I have sent Part Firsts as tliore is a susptui- 
sion of the action, which may cither close there witJiou' 
impropriety, or be continued in a way that I have in view 
I wish the first part to he published before the second. 
bcc.aiist;, if it do n’t succeerl, it is bettor to stop llicre tliai 
logo on in a fruitless experiment. 

“ I desire you to acknowledge the arrival of this packet 
by return of if you can conveniently, with a proof. 

“ Your obedient, Ac. 

*‘P. S. My wish is to have it published at the .same 
time, and, if possible, in the same volmno, with the others, 
because, whatever the mcuit.s or demerits of thc.so pit^ccs 
may be, it will perliap.*-' he allowed that each is of a ditler- 
ciit kind, and in a tlilfenmt style ; so that, imiluding th< 
prose and the Don Juans, &c. I have at least sent yoi 
vurirty during Uio last year or two.” 


LETTER DXXXVI. 

TO MH. MOOIIE. 

“PLsa,Nov.l6,l821. 

“ There is here Mr. Taafo, an Irish ge.uius, with whom 
we are acqutimtcd. He hath written a really fjrtiU'iii 
• Commentary on Dante, full of now and true iuforiualion, 
and much ingenuity. But his verse is such as it hath 
pleased God to endue him withal. Nevertheless, he is so 
firmly persuaded of its equal c.vcellence, that lie won’t 
divorce the Commentary from the traductiaii,as I vt'nMired 
delicately to hmt,— not having the fear of Irehuid heforo 
my eyes, and upon tlio presumption of having shottciivory 
well in hi.s presence (with common pistols too, not with my 
Manton’s) the day before. 

“ But be is eager to jmblish all, and must be gratified, 
though the Revi<5wers will make him suffer more, torturer 
than there are in his original. Indeed, the N»tt:s are well 
worth publication ; but he insists upon the translation for 
company, so that they will come out togetlicr, like I.ady 
C + * t chaperoning Miss * *. 1 read a letter of yours 
to him yesterday, and he begs me to w rite to you about his 
Po<!.shie. He is really a g<XKl fellow', apparently, and 1 
dai e say that his verse is very gfKxl Irisli. 

“ Now, what shall we do for him ? Ho says that ho 
will risk part of the expense with the publisher. lie w i 
nev(?r rest till he is jiubli-shed and abused — for he ha.s a 
high opinion of himself — and I see nothing left but t< 
gratify him so as to have him abused as little as possible 
H for I think it would kill him. You must write, then, t< 
Jeffrey to beg him not to review him, and I will do th< 
aamc to Gifford, through Murra/. Perhaps they might 
notice the Comment without touching Uio text. But I 
doubt the dogs— tlie text is too tempting, ♦ 

* ♦ ♦ 

“I have to thank you again, as I believe I did before, 
for your opinion of ‘ Cain,’ &c. 

“ You are right to allow to settle the claim ^ but 

I io not see why you should repay him out of your legaci/-— 
at least not yet. If yoii/cei about it, (as you arc ticklisi 
on such points,) pay him the mterestnow, and the princi- 
pal when you are strong in cash ; or pay liini by instal- 
iponts ; or pay him as I do my creditors — that is, iwt till 
they moke me. 

•I address tiiis to you at PariS} as you desire. Reply 
soon, and believe mo ever. &c. 

25 


“P. S. Wliat I wrote to you about low spirits is, how- 
ever, very true. At present, owing to the cUmate, &c. (I 
can walk dowm into my garden, and pluck iny own oranges; 
and, by-the-w'ay, havi* got a diarrhena in consequence of 
indulging in tliis meridian luxury of proprietorship,) my 
spiiils arc much better. You .scern to think that I could 
not have written the ‘Vision,’ &c. under Uie inllucnce of 
low spirits ; — but 1 think there you err, A man’s poetry 
is a distinct faculty, or Soul, and has no more to do wiUi 
the every-day individual than the Inspiration W'itli tijo 
Pytlioness when removed from her tripod.” 

7’t> Lord JSyron, 

“Fronic, Somerset, Nov. 21, 1821. 

*My I.ORI>, 

“Mi>re il'.an two years since, a lovely and beloved wife 
was taken from me, by liiijreriug disease, after a very short 
union. b5ho possesstxl unvarying gentleness and fortitude, 
arul a }»ioty so nuiring as randy to disclose its<df in words, 
but so iidhicnlial as to jirotiiicc unifonn bcnevoK’iice of 
coiidiicr. Ill liie last hour of life, after a farewell look on 
a lately born and only infant, for whom she had evinced 
inexpressible affection, her last whispers were, ‘God’s 
lapjuness! God’s hap[)iness !’ Since the second aniii- 
'<‘rsary of her dt^cease, I have read some papers which no 
me had seen during her life, and which contain lier most 
;ecrc1 thouglits. I am induced to communicate to yom 
irdship a passage from t)ies<; paper.‘4, which, there is no 
oubt, refers to yourself ; as I have more than once heard 
»e writer mention ymir agility on the rocks at Hastings. 

‘ Oh, my God, T take encouragement from the assur- 
:nce of thy Word, to pray to Tliee in behalf oi one fiir 
whom I hav<’ lately been much int crested. May tho 
person to whom I idludc (and who is now’, w'o fear, as 
inch di-'fiMgiushed fur his negleet of Thee as )lbr the 
trausceii»lent lalcuts thou hast bestowed on him) bo 
aw'akem‘<l to a sense, of his own danger, and led to seek 
that peace of mind, in a proper senses of ri-ligion, which 
ho has f)urul this world's oujoynutnis unabb* to procure! 
Dothou grant thnt Ids future e.xamjdo may be prodiictivo 
of far more extcn.sivc benefit than bis past conduct and 
writings have been of evil ; and may the Sim of right cous- 
n(‘ss, whic.li, wc trust, will, at some future jieriod, arise on 
him, be briirbt in projiorlion to llic darkness of those 
clouds which guilt, has rui.sed around him, and the balm 
W’hich it best.>ws, healing and soothing in proportion to the 
keenness of that agf)ny which the pnnislinieut of his vices 
has inflicted on him ! May the hope that, the sincerity 
of my own ctfiirts fir the attainment of holiness, and the 
approval of my own love to the grt?aT, Author of religion, 
will render tliis jirayer, and every other for the W'clfare 
of mankind, more efficacious.— Cheer me in the path of 
auty but let ino not f irget, that, while we are permitted 
to animate ourselves to cxi'-rtion by every innocent motive, 
these are but tho lesser streams which may servo to 
increase the current, but which, deprived of the grand 
fountain of goiwl, (a deep conviction of inborn sin, and 
firm belief in the efficacy of Christ’s dcatli for the salva- 
tion of thos <5 who trust in him, and really wish to servo 
him,) would soon dry up, and leave us barren of every 
virtue as before. 

«‘July31«l, 1814. 

“‘Hastings.’” 

“ There is notiiing, my lord, In this extrac^ which, in a 
literary sense, can at cdl interest you ; but it may, per- 
haps, appear to you worthy of reflection how deep and 
expansive a concern for the happiness of others iho 
Christian faith can awaken in the midst of youth and 
pnxsperity. Here is nothing pocUical and splendid, as in 
the expos tiilatory homage of M. Dclamarline ? but 
is tfie sublime, my lord ; ' for tlus intercession was offered, 
on your account, to the sujircrne SmtrcAi of happiness. It 
sprang from a faifli more confinned than that of the 
French poctj and from a charity wliich, in combmatwii 
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with faith, ahowed its power unimpaired amid Ihc Ian 
guors and pains of approadung dissolution. 1 will hope 
that a prayer, which, T am sure, was deeply sincere, may 
aot be always unavailing. 

“ It would add nothings my lord, to the fame with which 
your genius has surroimded you, for an unknown and 
obscure individual to express his admiration of it. I had 
rather be numbered with those who wish and pray, that 
^wisdom from above,’ and ‘peace,’ and ‘joy,’ may enter 
such a mind. ** John Sheppard.” 


LETTER DXXXVII. 

TO MR. SHEPPARD. 

Pisa, December 8, 1821. 

“sir, 

“ 1 have received your letter. I need not say, tlial the 
extract which it contains has affected me, because it woulc 
imply a want of all feeling to liavu read it witli indifft rence 
Though I am not quite sure that it was intended by tin. 
writer for tiw, yot the date, the j)lact^ wlicre it was written 
with some other circumstanc(!s that you mentirm, rriider 
tlie allusion probable. -But for whomever it was meant, 1 
have read it with all the pleasure which can arise from s( 
melancholy a topic. I say pleasixre — because your brio 
and 8 im})le picture of the life and demeanour of the ex- 
cellent person whom I trust you will again meet, canno 
bo contcmjdated without the admiration due to her virtue! 
and her pure and unpretending piety. Her last moments 
were particularly striking ; and I do not know that, in tlu 
course of reading the story of mankind, and still leas in m 3 
observations upon the (‘xisting p<»rtion, I ever met with an} 
thing so iirKwtentaliously beautiful. Indis[>utabl}', the firn 
believers in the Gospel have a great advantage over al 
others,*— for Uiia simple reason, that, if true, tliey w*’ 
have their reward hereafter; and if tlicro be no be,r 
after, they can be but with the infidel in his eternal sleep 
having had the assistance of an exalted hope, throug' 
life, witliout 8 ubse({ucnt disappointment, since (at th 
worst for them) ‘ out of notliing, notliing can arise,’ nr 
even sorrow. But a man’s creed does not dejumd iipo 
himsdf: who can say, I vnU believe tliis, that, or tl»c otlier 
' and, least of all, that which he least can comprehend, 
have, however, observed, that those who have begun lifi 
with extreme fiiith, have in the end greatly narrowed it, a? 
Chillingworth, Clarke, (wlio ended as an Arioii,) Bayl 
andGiblxin, (once aCatliolic,) and some otliers; whil., 
on the other hand, nothing is more common than for the 
, early skeptic to end in a firm belief, like Maupertuis and 
Henry Kirk White. 

“ But my business is to acknowledge your letter, an< 
not to make a dissertation. I am obliged to you for you. 
I good wishes, and more tlian obliged by tlic extract from 
; the papers of the beloved object whose qualities you have 
( so well described in a few words. I can assure you, lliai 
all Uie fame which ever cheated humanity into higher n( 
tions of its own im]>ortaiice would never weigh in my mil— 
[ agtunsi the pure and ]>iuus intt;rest which a virtuous being 
i may bo pleased to take in my welfare. In this point of 
view, I would not exchange the prayer of tlio deceased k 
my behalf for tlie united glory of Homer, Ceesar, and Na* 
p<doOD, could such be accumulated upon a living head. D 
me at least tlie justice to suppose, tliat 
‘ Yvim melbra proboque,* 

however die * doteriora sequor,’ may have boon applied 
my conduct. 

“ I have tlie honour to be 

“ your obliged and obedient servant, 
“Byron. 

“P. S, I do not know that Tam addressing a clorg) 
man ; but I presume that you will not be affronted by th 
mistake (if it is one) on the address of this letter. On 


'ho has BO well explained, and deeply felt the doctrines of 
sUgion, will excuse tlio error which led me to believe him 
mkuBter,” 


LETTER DXXXVIII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

Pisa, December 4, 1821. 

“ By extracts in the English papers,— in your holy ally, 
ialignani’s ‘Messenger,’—! perceive that ‘the two ^eatr 
ist examples of human vanity in tlie present ago ore 
irstly, ‘ the ex-emperor Napoleon,’ and, secondly,' his lord- 
diip, &c. the noble poet,’ meaning your humble servant, 
jX)or guiltless I.’ 

“Poor Napoleon! he little dreamed to what vile com- 
larisons the turn of the wheijl would reduce him ! 

“ I have got heri* into a famous old feudal palazzo^ on 
Ihe Arno, largii enough for a garrison, with dungeons be- 
>w i id cells in the walls, and so full of ghosts that the 
earned Fletcher (my valet) has bogged leave to change 
lis room, and then refused to occupy his new room, be- 
cause there, were more- ghosts there tJian in the other. It 
is quite true that there are most extraordinary noises, (as 
n all old buildings,) wfiich have terrified the servants so 
as to iiiconuiiode me extremely. There is one place 
where people were evidently walled up^ for there is but one 
possiblt: passagi', broken through the wall, and then meant 
to be closed again upon the inmate. The house belonged 
to the Lanfranchi family, (the same mentioned by Ugolino 
in his dream, as his persecutor with Sismondi,) and has 
had a fierce owner or two in its time. The staircase, &c. 
is said to have been built by Michel Agnolo. It is not yet 
cold enough for a fire. What a climate ! 

“I am, however, bothered about these spectres, (as they 
^ay the last occupants were, too,) of whom I liavc as yet 
seen nothing, nor, indeed, heard (mysHj ') ; but all the otlier 
ears have Ix'cn regaled hy all kinds of supernatural sounds. 
The first night T thought I heard an odd noise, but it has 
not been repeated. I have now been liert^ more than a 
month. “Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DXXXIX. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, December 10, 1821. 

■This day and this hour, (one, ontlic clock,) my daugh- 
ter is six years old. I wonder when I shall see her again, 
or if ever I shall see her at all. 

“I have remarked a curious coincidence,* which almost 
[looks like a fatality, 

“ My mother^ my my daughter, my hUf-sistery my 
sister's mother^ my natural daughter^ (as far at least as 1 
am concerned,) and myself ^ are all only children. 

“ My father, by bis first marriage with Lady Conyers, (an 
only child,) had only my sister ; and by his second mar- 
riage with an only child, an only child again. Lady Byron, 

, os you know, was one ajso, and so is my daughter, &c. 

“Is not Uiis rather odd— such a complication of only 
cliildren? By-the-way, send me my daughter Ada’s 
miniature. I have only the print, wliich gives little or 
no idea of her complexion. 

“Yours, &c, 

“B.” 

LETTER DXL. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, December 12, 1831 . 

“ What you say about Galignani’s two biographies is 
VC 17 amusing; and, if I were not lazy, I would cortainiy 


* See MemorandumB, page 961. 
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do what you desire. But I douht iny pros<‘nt stcvik oj 
faeetiotisneHs — that is, of ^oini humour, so as nol 

to lot the cat out of tile bag.* I wish you would under- 
take it. I will forgive and indulge you (like a befon 
harnl, for any thing ludicrous, that might keep iliosc fools 
in their own dear belief that a man is a loup i^arou. 

* I suppose I told you that the Giaour story ha«i actually 
soini; foundation on facts ; or, if 1 did not, you will one day 
find it in a letter of Lord Sligo’s, written to me ajler the 
publication of the (loem. I should nol like marvels to rest 
U[K)n any account of my own, and shall say nothing about 
it. However, the real incident is still remote enough fron 
tlie |>oetifial one, being just such as, happening to a man 
of any imagination, might suggest such a composition. 
The worst of any real adventures Ls that tlicy involve 

living people — else Mrs. ’s \ &:c. arc as ‘ german 

to the matter’ as Mr. Maturin could desire for his novels. 
♦ t ♦ 

“ The con.sumination you rncuLinurd for poor Taafe waf 
near taking place yestenlay. Riding pretty siiarply after 
Mr. Medvvin and myscHJ in turning the corner of a lane 
between Pisa and the liills, In; was spilt, — and, beside.' 
losing sornti claret on the spot, bruised hiinseifa good deal, 
hut i.s in no clanger. He was bled, and keeps his room. 
Ah I was a-head of him some hundn'd yards, 1 did n<)» sec 
tlie aociflent ; but rny servant, who was behind, did. and, 
.says the hurne did not fall — the usual excuse of floored 
equestrians. As 'raafe. pkjuc.s himsrlf upon lus liorse- 
manship, and his horse is rctilly a pretty horse enough, I 
long for his personal narrative, — as 1 nt'ver yet met the 
man who would /bi>(v Hmm atumhlv as his own property 

“C^ould not yon send mo a printed copy of the ‘Irish 
Avatar?' — 1 do not know what has becjoint' of Rogers since 
wo parted at Florenc.e. 

“Don’t let the. Angles keep you from writing. 8am 
told me that you wr-rc somewhat di.ssipuled in Paris, which 
1 (tan ca.sily believe. Let mo hear from you at your best 
leisure. “ Ever and truly, &,c. 

“P. S. December 13. 

“I cnedose you sornct lines, written not long ago, wlach 
you may ilo what you like with, as they arc very luirm- 
le.ss.f (duly, if copied, or printed, or set, I cuxild wish it 
more correedy than in the usual way, in which one’s: 
‘iiolhiugs ant inonstered,’ as Coriolanus says. I 

“You must really g(‘t Taafe published — ho nevi*r will 
rest till he. is so. He is just guiuj with his brokctn head to 
TiUecea, ill my desire, to try t<» save a man from being 
Imrnl, The Spanish * * *, that has her pelfieoats over 
Lucca, had actually condemiieil a jmor ditvil to the stake, 
fiDr stealing the wafer-box out of a cbimtli. 8i)elley and 
1, of course, W(tre. up in arms against this piece of piety, 
and have been disturbing every body to gel the sentence 
changed. Taafe is gone to sec what can be done. 

•‘B.” 


LETTER DXLI. 

TO MR. SHELLEY. 

“December 12, 1821. 

* MV HE. VR SHELLEY, 

“Enclosed is a note for you from . His reasons 

are all very true, I dare say, and it might and may be of 
personal inconvctni(^nc(*. to us. But that does not appear 
to me to bt^ a reason to allow a being to be burnt without 
trying to save him. To save him by any means but remm- 

* Mr. Gitlivtiiuii linving exprpased a wish to be foriiishfid with n niter 

Memoir of Lord Byron, for the |iiirpo»f of prcfixina it In tlii> FnMic 
f<litioii of ilia worlfs, I hud taid 'o '' p".' I'li" !■ liib ■ ird 

•hip, that it would bclnitu fair sutiro on ilu- di-p‘'‘..M iiml iin wmll I 
“ bvmooxtrrhit fealnrea.” if lie would wtile for llie piihlir, Kiiglish as we 
as French, n sort of rnockdteruic account of hi tivo-lf, ootdoiii'4, in horror 
snd wonders, alUhul had hern yet relattMl 01 lielicveil of him, uinl ic<Lriii 
cviju (toclhr’a slorv of the double murder at riornice lar behiud. 

* Monr-. 

1 Sluuj;.i9 written ou the load bid weett riuiviae uud Fiia, 1:7. 


atrance, is of course out of the questiou ; but I do not sec 
why a temperate remonstrance should Imrt any one. Lord 
Guilford is tlic man, if he woukl undertake it. lie knows 
the Grand Duke personally, and might, perhaps, prevail 
upon him to interfere. But, as lie goes to-morrow, you 
must be quick or it will be usele.ss. Make any use of 
mp name that you jdcasc. 

“Yours evcrj&c.” 
LETTER DXLH. 

TO MK. MOORE. 

“ I send you the two notes, w'hich will tell you tlie story 
I allude to of the Auto da hY. Shelley’s allusion to hi.s 
fellow-scr])cnt ’ is a bufToonery of wine. Goethe’s 
Mephistofilus calls (he serpent who tempted Eve ‘my 
aunt, tlie rtmownetl snake and I always insist tliat 
Shelley is nothing but one of her nephews, walkingabout 
on the tip of his tail.” 

To Lord Byron, 

“ 2 o’clock, Tuesday Morning. 

“my hear LORD, 

“Although strongly persuaded that the story must be 
either an entire fabrication, or so gross an exaggeratitm 
as t(» be nearly so ; yet, in order to be able to discover 
the truth btTond all doubt, and to set your mind quite at 
rest, I have taken the determination to go myself to Lucca 
this morning. Should it prove les.s false than I am con- 
vinced it is, 1 shall not fail to exert myself in every way 
hat 1 can imagine may have any success. Be assured 
)f tliis. “ Your lordship’s most truly, 

“ P. S. To prt.vcnt havar<lagc^ I prefer going in person 
to se-ndiug iiiy seivant with a letter. It is better for you 
.0 mention nothing (except, of course, to Shelley) of my 
?xcur.‘<ion. The person I visit llicrc is one on whom ] 
L'an liave every dependence in every way, both as to au- 
.liority and truth. 

To £/>rd Byron. 

“ Thursday Morning. 

“my DEAR LOllH BVRON, 

“ I hear this morning that the design, which certainly 
lad hetm in contemplation, of burning my fellow-serpent, 
las been abandonetl, and that lie. has been condemned to 
he galleys. Lord Guilford is at Leghorn ; and a« your 
•mirier applied to me. to know whether ho ought to leave 
your letter for him or not, 1 have thought it best since this 
information to tell him to take it back. 

“ Ever faitlifully yours, 

“ P. B. Shellev. 


LETTER DXLTII. 

TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

“Pisa, January 12, 1822. 

“my hear sir WALTER, 

“ I need not say how grateful I am for your letter, but 
I must own my ingratitude in not having written to you 
again long ago. Since I left England, (and it is not for 
all the usual term of transport.ation,) I have scribbled to 
five hundred blocldicad,s on business, &c. witliout difficul- 
ty, tlioiigh witli no great pleasure ; and yet, with the no- 
tion of addressing you a hundred times, in my head, and 
always in rny heart, I have not done what I ought to have 
done. I can only a(rconiil for it on the same principle of 
treumluUH anxiety with which one sometimes makes love 
to a beautiful woman of our own degree, willi whom one 
i.s ♦•niitnoured in gtxKl t‘arn<‘st; whereas, we attack a fresh- 
coloujed hou‘>t‘maidV'illioiit (I sjwuk, ol «:oui.>e, of earlier 
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time«) any sontimcntal remorse or mitigation of our vir- 
tuous purpose, 

* I owe to you far more than the usual obli^tion for 
the courtesies of literature and common friendship, for you 
went out of your way in 1817 to do me a service, when it 
required not merely kindness, but courage to do so ; to 
have been recorded by you in such a manner would have 
been a proud memorial at an}^ time, but at such a time 
when < all the world and his wife,’ as the proverb goes, 
were trying to trample upon me, was something still higher 
to myseli-esteoin,— 1 allude to tlie Q,uarterly lie view of 
the Third Canto ofChilde IIaroId,which Murray told me 
was written by you, — arui, indeed, I sliould have known 
it without his information, as there could not be two who 
could and would have done tliis at die time. IIa<l it been 
a common criticism, however elor|uent or panegyrical, 1 
should have felt pleased, undoubtedly, and grateful, but 
not to die extent which llie exlraortlinary good-hearted- 
uess of die whole proceeding must induce in any mind 
capable of such sensations. The very tartlims» of this 
acknowledgment wil4 at least, show that I have not fiir- 
gotten the obligation ; and I can assure you that my sense 
of it has been out at compound interest during the d« lay. 

1 shall only add one word upon the subject, which is, that 
I think that you, and Joflrey, andlicigh Hunt, were llic' 
only literary men, of numbers whom I know, (and some of j 
whom I have served,) who dared venture even an anony- I 
rn nis word in my favour just tlu;n ; and that of those three, 

I had never seen <mc at all — of die second much less than 
I diisirod — and that the diird was under no kind of olili- 
gation to me whatever ; while the other two had Iwicn ac- 
tually attacked by me on a former occasion ; o/ic, inih^ed, 
with some provocation, but the other wantonly enough. 
So you sec you have been heai)ing ‘coals of fire,’ &e. in 
the true Gospel manner, and I can assure you that they 
have burnt down to iny v(‘ry heart. 

“1 am glad that you accepted the Inscription, I meant 
to have insc:rihed ‘ the Foscarini’ to you instead; hut 
first, T lieard that ‘Cain’ was thought the least had of lh<‘ 
two as a composition; and, 2<lly, I have abused Roulhey 
like a pickpocket, iu a note to tlie Foscavini, and t recol- 
lected that he is a friend of yours, (though n<»t of mine,) 
and that it would not he tlie handsome tiling to dedh'ate 
to one friend any thing containing snrii matters about 
another. However, T ’ll iMirk the Jaiureate iM'fore I have 
done with him, as soon a.s I cun muster Hillingsgatc there- 
for. I like a row, and always did from a hoy, in the course 
of which propensitv, I must needs say, that T have found 
it the most easy of all to he gratified, persoiiullv and poeti- 
cally. You disclaim ‘jealousies;’ hut 1 woidd ask, as 
Bowwoll did of Johnson, ‘t»f«)/to7W cimtd you lu- Jealoi/s ,' — 
of none of the living, certainly, and (taking all and all intc 
consideration) of which of the dead? I don’t lik»5 to iKjre 
you about tlie Scotch novels, (as they call them, though 
two of them arc wholly hinglish, and the* rest half so,) hut 
nothing can or could ever pc’rsuadis me, since I was tin 
first ten minutes in your company, that you are ?iof. tin 
man. To mo those novels have so much of ‘Auld ian; 
syne, (I was bred a canny Scot till ten years old,) that . 
never move without them; and wh(*n T removed from 
Ravenna to Pisa, the other day, and sent on my library 
before, tliey were the only books that I kept by me, al- 
though I already have thorn by heart. 

“ January 27, 1822. 

«I delayed till now concluding, in the hope that I shouli 
have got Mho Pirate,’ who is now under way for me, but 
has not yet hove in sight. 1 liear that your daughter is 
married, and T sup|»ose by this time you are. half a grand- 
father— ti young one, by-the-way. T have heard great 
things of Mrs, LcHikharls personal and mental cliarms, and 
much good of her lord : that you may liv(‘ to set; as many 
novel Scotts as tliero are {Scots’ novels, is the very bad 
pun, but sincere wish of 

“ Toui* 8 ever most W*clionattdy, &c. 


“P. S. Why do n’t you take a turn in Italy ? You 
would find yourself as well known and as welcome as in 
the Highlands among the natives. As for the English, 
you would be with them as in London ; and I need not 
iuld, that I should be delighted to see you again^ which is 
far more than 1 shall ever feci or say for England, or (with 
a few exceptions ‘of kith, kin, and allies’) any thing that it 
contains. Hut my ‘heart warms to the tartan,’ or to any 
thing of Sijotland, which reminds me of Aberdeen and 
other parts, not so far from the Highlands * as that town, 
about Invercauld and Braemar, where I was sent to drink 
goal’s /cy in 1796-6, in conscfjuence of a threatened do- 
ftline jifler the scarlet fever. But I am gossiping ; so, good 
night — and the gmis be with your dreams ! 

“Pray, present my respects to Laily Scott, who may 
perha{)s recollect having seen me in town in 1815. 

“I see tliat one of your supporters (for, like Sir Hilde- 
iraiid, 1 am fond of Guillin) is a Trurmmii; it is my cretU 
too, and with [irecisely the same curl of tail. There ’s 
concatenation for you !— I am building a littlo cutter at 
Genoa, to go a-cruising in tlie summer. I know you like 
the sea too.” 


LETTER DXLIV. 

TO DOUGLAS KINNAlRD. 

“Pisa, February, 6, 1822. 

“ ‘ Try back the deep lane,’ till w(5 find a publisher for 
the Vision and if none such is to be found, print fifty 
copies at my cxjiensc', distribute them among my at^piaint- 
ance, and you will soon see that the booksellers will pub- 
lish them, even if we oppose' tln'in. That they are now 
afraid is natural ; but I do not see that 1 ought togive w’ay 
on that account . I know notliing of Ri vington s ‘ Remon- 
strance’ by the ‘eininent Churchman;’ but I sup|>ose ho 
wants a living. T oru'c, heard of a preacher at Kentish 
Town against ‘Cain.’ The same outcry w’as raised 
against Prii'stley, Hume, Gibluni, Vollairi', and all the 
men who dared to put tithf's to the question. 

“ I have got Soulh»*y’s preti ruU'd reply, to W'liicli T am 
mrpfiscd that you do not allude. What remaiii.s to be 
lone i.s, lx» call liiiu out. Thetjuestion is, would he coinr*? 
for, if he would rjfit, the whole thing w'ould nppi’ar ridicu- 
loiLs, if 1 wert; to take a long and exjieiisive journey to no 
j)nrpo.se. 

" You must be my second, and, as sucb, I wish to con- 
sult you. 

“I apj)lv to you as one well vi'rsed in the duello, or 
monornaijiie. Of course T .sliall come to Englaml as pri- 
vately as ]>ossible, and leavi; it (supposing that 1 w'as the 
survivor) in the same manner; having no other object 
wdiie.h Could bring mo to that country except to settle 
quarrels accumulated during my absence. 

“By the last post 1 transmitted to you a letter upon 
some R(K;hdale toll business, from which there are moneys 
in prospect. My agent says Urn thousand pounds, but sup- 
posing it to b(‘ only rme, or even one hundred^ still they b«- 
moneys ; and I have lived long enough to have an exceed- 
ing respect for the smallc.st current coin of any realm, or ' 
tlie least sum, which, although I may not w-ant it inyseli^ 
may do somollung for oUicrs who may need it more tlian I. 

“ They say tfiat ‘ Knowdedge is Power ;’ — I used to 
think so ; but I now know that they mt^ant ‘ money .*’ and 
when Socrates declared, ‘ that all he knew was, that ho 
know nothing,’ he merely intended to declare, that be had 
not a drachm iu the Athenian world. 

“ The cirndors are arrived, and circulating like tlic vor- 
tices (or vorlexos) of Descartes. Still T have a du^ care 
of the needful, aii<l keep a look out a-hcad, as my notions 
upon the score of moneys coincide with yours, and with 
all men s who have lived to sec tliat every guinea is a 
philosopher’s stone, or at le.ast his touch-slonc. You will 


• Swj Note to “ The Itlund.* 
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doubt me the lessi, when 1 pronounce my jfirm boliofj Uiat 
CoaA in Virtue. 

“ I cannot reproach myself with much expenditure : my 
only extra expense (and it is more than I liave spent upon 
myself) being a loan of two hundred and fifty pounds to 
Hunt ; and fifty pounds’ worth of furniture which I hav4 
bought for him ; and a boat wliich I am building for myself 
at Geima, which will cost about a hundred pounds more. 

“ But to return. I am determined to have all the mo- 
neys I can, whether by my own funds, or succession, or 
lawsuit, or MSS., or any lawful means whatever. 

** I will pay (tliough witli the sincercsl reluctance) my 
remaining creditors, and every man of law, by instalments 
from tile award of the arbitrators. 

“I recommend to you the notice in Mr. Hanson’s letter, 
on the demand of moneys for the Rochdale tolls. 

“Above all, I recommend my interests to your honoura- 
ble worship. 

“Recollect, too, that I expect some moneys for the 
various MSS., (no matter what;) and, in short, ‘Rem 
ipummqvc viodo^ Rem!’ — ^thc noble feeling of cupklily 
grows upon us witli our years. 

“Yours ever, &c.” 


I.ETTER DXLV. 

TO MU. muhray. 

“Pisa, Feb. 8, 1822. 

“Attacks upon me were to be; cxj)eet<*fl, but I jK*rc(*ive 
one upon you in tin*- papers, whicli T confess that I did not 
expect, flow, or in what iiianrK'r, can be considered 
rosptwible for what I publish, f am at a loss to conceive. 

“If ‘Cain* be ‘ blasphemous,’ Paradise Lost is biasphe- 
•rnoiis ; ami the very words of the (Ixfitrd geuthmian, ‘ l^vil, 
be thou my good,’ are from lhai very poem, from Uie 
moiilh of Satan; and is there any thing more in that of 
I aiofer in the Mystery? (hi in is nothing more than a 
Jrama, not a piece of argument. If Lncife*r and ( ‘ain 
•<peak as the first murderer and rh(' first rc'hel may he 
sijpfwsed to speak, surely all the r(*sl of the personages 
talk also according to their cluirac-ters — and (he .slroiigtr 
passions have ever he<;n pertuitted to t.h(‘ drama. 

“I have even avoided introducing the Deity as in Scri|>- 
'Mie, (ihougli Milton does, and not very wisely either,) 
but have adopted his angel as sent to (hiin instead, on 
purpose to avoid shocking any feelings on the subject by 
falling short of what all unius[)ire<I men must fall short in, 
viz. giving an adequate notion oftln? eff ect of the presence 
of Jehovah. Tim old Mysteries intriKluced him liberally 
enough, and all this is avoided in the new one. 

“ Tht; attempt to bully you^ because they think it won’t 
succeed with me, seems to me as atr(K:ions an attempt as 
ever tlisgraced the times. What! when Gibbon’s, Hume’s, 
Priestley’s, and Drummond’s pulilishcrs have been allowed 
to rest, in peace for seventy years, are you to be singled 
jut for a work of Jiciwu^ not of history or argument ? 
There must be somcth’mg at the bottom of this — some 
^ivate enemy of your own : it is otlierw'ise incredible. 

“I can only say, ‘Me, mo; en aiSNum qui feci;’ — ^that 
any proceedings directed against you, I beg, may bo trans- 
ferred to me, who am willing, and to endure tliom 

all ; that if you have lost money by tlie yiublication, I will 
refund any or all of th<*. copyright ; that I desire you will 
say Uiat both you and Mr. Gifford remonstrated against 
the publication, as also Mr. Ilobhouse; that /alone oc- 
casioned it, and I alone arn the person wfio, either legally 
or otherwise, should bear the burden. If they prosecute, 
1 will come to England — ^that is, ilj by meeting it in my 
own person, I can save yours. Let me know. You sha’n’t 
suffer for me, if I cajti help it. Make any use of this letter 
yoif please . “ Yours ever, fee.” 

“P. S. I write to you about all this row of bad passions , 
and absurdities, with tfio summer moon (for here our win- 1 


ter is clearer tlian your dog-days) lighting the winding 
Amo, with all her buildings and bridges,-— so quiet an d 
still !— -What nothings are we before the least of theta 
stars !” 


LETTER DXLVI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, Feb. 19, 1822. 

“ I am rather surprised not to have had an answer to 
iny letter and packets. Lady Noel is dead, and it is not 
impossible tliat I may have to go to England to settle the 
division of tlic Wentvvortli properly, and what portion 
Lady 13. is to liave out of it; all which was left undecided 
by tlic artickjs of separation. But I hope not, if it can bo 
Jono without, — and I have written to Sir Francis Burdett 
to lie my referee, as he knows tlie property. 

“ Continue to address hert^, as I shall not go if I can 
avoid it — at least, not on that account. But I may on 
another ; fur 1 wrote to Douglas Kinnaird to convey a 
message of invilaiiori to Mr, iSouthcy to meet me, either 
in Knglariti, or (as ktss liable to infemiption) on the coast 
»f France. This was about a fortnight ago, and I have 
not yet had time to liavfj the answer. However, you shall 
hav<*. doc notice ; thcr(ifore continue to iiddress to l^sa. 

“My agents and triistoes liavc written to me to desire 
that 1 would tak(^ the name directly, so tliat 1 am yours 
very truly and airoctionately, 

“Noei. Byron. 

“P. S. I have had no news from England except on 
msin<‘s.s; and merely know', from some abuse in that 
faithful cj? anil //e-tractor, Galignani, that the clergy are 
Ip against ‘ (ham.’ "i’liorc is (if I am not mistaken) some 
4 ood church preferment on the Wentworth e.states ; and 
r Will show them what a good C’hristian I am by patronis- 
ng and prefi'rring the most pious of their order, should 
ippurtuuity occur. 

“M. and I are but little in correspondence, and I know 
lothing of literary matters at present. I have been wri- 
ing on business only lately. What are you about ? Bo 
assureil that there is no such coalition as you appndicnd.” 


LETTER DXLVII. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, Feb.20,1822.^ 

“Your letter arrived since I wrote the enclosed. It ii 
not liludy, as I have appointed agents and arbitrators for 
he Noel estates, that I should proceed to England on 
hat a(;count, — though I may upon another, within stated. 
At any rate, continue, you to address here till you hoar 
iirther from me, I could wish you still to arrange for mo, 
ithcr with a London or Paris publisher, for the tilings, 
&c. I shall not quarrel with any arrangement you may 
■lease to make. 

“ T have appointed Sir Francis Burdett my arbitrator 
Lo decide on Lady Byron’s allowance out of the Noel 
estates, which are estimated at seven thousand a-year, 
and rents very well paid, — a rare tiling at this time. It 
is, however, owing to their consisting chiefly in pasturo 
ands, and therefore less affected by corn bills, &c. than 
properties in tillage. 

“ Believe me yours ever most affectionately, 
“Noei. Byron. 

“ Between my own property in the funds, and my w'ife’s 
in land, I do not know which side to cry out on in politics. 

“ There is nothing against the immortality of the soul 
in ‘ Cain’ that I recollect. I hold no such opinions ; — 
but, in a drama, the first rebel and llie first murderer must 
bo made to talk accxirding to their characters. However, 

• Tl» i^reccdiug letter came ciiclovcd ii 



im LETT] 

the parsons are all preaching at it, from Kentish Towi 
and Oxford to Pisa ; — the scoundrels of priest**, who d( 
more harm to religion than all the infidels tliat ever forgo 
their catediism! 

*‘I have not seen Lady Noefs death announced i 
Galignani. — ^How is that?” 


LETTER DXLVIII. 

TO MR MOORC. 

“Pisa, Feb. 2fl, lfl22. 

“I begin to think that the packet (a heavy one) of fiv 
acts of * Werner,’ &;c. can hardly have reached you, for 
your letter of last week (which I answered) did not al- 
lude to it, and yet I ensured it at the postoffice here. 

“ I have no direct nows from England, except on the 
(Noel business, which is proceeding quietly, as I have af>- 
poiiited a gentleman (Sir F. Bnrdett) for my arbitrator 
They, loo, have said that they will recall the lavn/er whom 
tJuey had c;hosen, and will name a gentleman too. This 
is better, as tlie an*arigemonl of the estates and of I^ady 
B.’s allowance will thus he settled without quibbling. 
My lawyers arc taking out a license for the name and 
arms, which it seems T am to endue. 

“By another, and indirect quarter, I hear tliat ‘Cain’ 
has been pirated, and that the Chancellor has refused to 
give Murray any redress. Also, that C . R.* friend 
‘Ben,’) has ex[)rc8S(;d great personal indignation at il’ 
said poem. All this is curious enough, I think, — after 
allowing Priestly, Hume, and Gibbon, and Bolinghroke, 
and Voltaire to be published, williout depriving the book- 
sellers of their riglits. I luuird from Ttoine a day f)r two 
ago, and, with what truth I know not, that 't* ♦ ♦ ^ 

“ Tours, ^c.” 


LETTER DXLIX. 

TO MR. MOORE, 

“Pisa, March 1, 1822, 

* As r still have no news of my ‘ W ern<T,’ &c, packet, 
sent to you on the 29th of January, I continue to bore you, 
(for the fiflh time, T believe,) to know whether it lias not 
miscarried. As it was fairly copied out, it will he vex- 
atious if it bo lost. Indeed, t ensured it at the posloffice 
to make them lake more care, and directed it regularly to 
you at Paris. 

“In Uie impartial Galignani I perceive an extract from 
Blackwood’s Magazine, in which it is said that there are 
people who have discovered that you and I are no poets. 
With regard to one of us, I know that this nortliwest 
passage to my magnetic pole had been long discovered 
by some sages, and I leave them the full benefit of their 
penetration. I think, as G ibbon says of his History, ‘ that, 
perhaps, a hundred years hence it may still continue to be 
abused.’ However, I am far from pretending to compete 
or compare witli that illustrious literary character. 

“ But, with regard to you^ 1 thought that you had al- 
ways been allowed to be a poet^ even liy the stupid as 
well as the envious— a bad one, to be sure — immoral, 
florid, Asiatic, and diabolically popular, — but still always 
a poet, nem, con. This discovery, therefore, has to me all 
the grace of novelty, as well as of consolation (according 
to Rochefoucault) to find myself rti>[)oeti 2 cd in such good 
company. I am content to ‘err with Plato;’ and can 
assure you very sincerely, that I would rather bo received 
a non-j>oet with you, than bo crowned with all the bays 
of (ffie .yc<-iincrowncd) Lakers in their society, I believe 
you think better of tliosc worthies than I do. 1 know 
them + 

“As for Southey, the answer to my proposition of a 

‘The Kinc. 
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meeting is not yet come. I sent the message, with a 
short note, to him through Douglas Kinnaird, and Dou- 
glas’s response is not arrived. If he accepts, X shall 
have to go to England ; but if not, 1 do not think the Noel 
affairs will take me there, as the arbitrators can settle 
them without my presence, and there do not seem to be 
any difficulties. The license for the new name and ar- 
morial bearings will be taken out by the regular applica- 
tion, in such cases, to the Crown, and sent to me. 

“Is there a hope of seeing you in Italy again ever? 
What are yon doing ? — bored by me, I know ; but I have 
explained why before. I have no correspondence now 
with London, except through relations and lawyers and 
one or two friends. My greatest friend. Lord Clare, is 
at Home : we met on the road, and our meeting was quite 
sentimental — reoMy pathetic on lioth sides. I have al- 
ways loved him bolter than any male thing in the world.” 

The preceding was enclosed in that whicli follows. 


LETTER DL. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, March 4, 1822. 

“Since I wrote the enclosed, T have waited another 
lost, and n<jw have your answer acknowledging the arrival 
>f llie packet — a tronblcsonio one, I fear, to you in more 
ways than one, both from weight external and internal. 

The nnpuhlislied things in your hands, in Douglas 
IC.’s, and Mr. John Murray’s, ur<‘, ‘ Heaven and Earth, a 
yrii^al kind of Drnmti upon the Deluge, &c. — ‘Werner,’ 
tow with you ; — a translation of the first Canto of the 
VTorganle Maggiore; — ditto of an Kjiisode in Dante ; — 
ioni(5 stanzas to the Po, June Ist, 1819 ; — Hints from 
Horace, written in 1811, hut a good deal, sineCy to bo 
rnitted si'veral prose things, whicli may, perhaps, as 
rell remain unpublished ; — ‘The Vision, &c.of ttuevedo 
ledivivus’ in verso. 

“Here you sec is ‘more matter for a May morning 
It how much of this can be jiublished is for considera- 
on. The (iuevodo (one of my best in that line) lias 
fipalled the Row already, and must take its chance at 
kiris, if at all. The new Mystery is less speculative 
laii ‘Cain,’ and very pious; besides, it is chiefly lyrical. 
^Iie Morgante is the l^e/it translation that ever was or 
eill be made ; and the rest are — whatever you please 
think them. 

“ I am sorry you think Werner even approaching to any 
Iness for tlie stage, which, with my notions upon it, is 
cry far from my fircscnt object. With regard to the 
ubiication, I have already explained that I have no exor- 
bitant expectations of either fame or profit in the present 
islancos; but wish them published because they aro 
'rilien ; wliich is the common fooling of all scribblers. 

“ With respect to ‘ Religion,’ can 1 never convince you 
!iat I have no such opinions as the characters in that 
Irama, which seems to have frightened everybody ? Yet 
ley ore nothing to tlie expressions in Goeih<.'’s Faust, 
wliich arc ten times hardier,) and not a whit more botil 
lan those of Miltorf-b Satan. My ideas of a character 
aay run away with me : like all imaginative men, I, of 
ourse, imbody myself with tlie character while I thraw 
but not a moment after the pen is from off the paper. 

“T uni no enemy to religion, but the contrary. As a 
•roof, I am educating my natural daughter a strict Catholic 
n a convent of Romagna, for I think people con never 
lavc enough of religion, if they are to have any. I 
iiclinr, myself, very much to the Catholic doctrines ; hut 
" I am to write a drama, 1 must make my characters 
peak as I conceive them likely to argue. 

“ As to poor Shelley, who is another bugbear to you 
ltd the world, he is, to my knowledge, the selfish knd 
he mildest of men — a man who has made more sacrifices 
his fortune and feelings for others than any 1 ever heard 



LETTERS, 1822. 


199 


of. With his speculative opinions I have nothing in com- 
mon, nor desire to have. 

“The truth is, my dear Moore, you live near the gtm^ 
of society, where you are unavoidably influenccnl by ; 
heat and its vapours. I did so once — ^d too much— a: 
enough to give a colour to my whole future existeiute. A: 
my success in society was not inconsiderable, I am sure 
not a »prejucliced judge upon the subject, unless in 
favour; but I think it, as now constituted, to all gre; 
original undertakings of every kind. 1 never court etl 
Men, when I was young and high in blood, and one of 
‘curled darlings and do you tliiiik I would do so no, 
when 1 am living in a clearer atmosphere ? One thii 
ordif might lead me back to it, and that is, to try once inon 
if I could do any good in politicft; but not in the pett 
politics 1 see now preying upon our miserable country. 

“Do not let me be misunderstood, however. If yoi 
speak your mm oj>iiiions, they over had, and will have, th< 
greatest weight with me. But if you merely echo the 
luoiide,’ (and it. is difficult not to do so, being in its favou 
and its fermemt,) 1 can only regret that you should eve 
repi^at any thing to which T cannot pay at tent ion. 

“ But I am prtwing. Tho gods go w’ith you, and a? 
much immortality of all kinds as may suit your preseii 
and all other existence. 

“ Yours, &c.” 

LETTER DLL 

TO MR. MOORE. 


peace with you, though our war was for other reaeoos 
than tills same controversy. I have written to Moore by 
this post to forw'ard to you the tragedy of ‘Werner.’ I 
.shall not malce or propose any present bargain alxnit it or 
the new Mystery till we s(‘e if they succeed. If they 
do n’t sell, (which is not imlikely,) you sha’ n’t pay ; and I 
supptise this is fair play, if you choose to risk it. 

“Bartolini, the celebrated sculptor, wrote to me to desire 
to take my bust : I consented, on condition tliat he also 
took that of the Countess Guiccioli. He lias taken Iwth, 
and I think it will be alJow'ed that hers is beautiful. I shall 
uakcyoua present of them liofh, to show that I don’t 
hear malice, and as a com}>fuisation for tlie trouble and 
sijuabhie you had about 'I’horwaldsen’s. Of my own I 
can hardly s]>eak, except that it is thouglit very like what 
I now am^ which is different from what 1 was, of course, 
lince you saw me. The sculptor is a famous one ; and 
as it was done by his onm particular request, will be done, 
well, probalily. 

“ What is to bo done about 'I’aafe and Ins Common- 
ary ? He will die, if he is not jiublished ; bo will be 
lamncd if he is ; but that he do n’t mind. We must 
uhli.sh him. 

“All the about m* has no otherwise affected me 
than by the attack upon yoursclfj whicJi is ungenerous in 
Church and State : hut as all violence must in time have 
its proportionate reaction, you will do better by-iuid-by. 

“ Vours very truly, 

Noel Byron.” 


“Pisa, March 6,1822. 

“The enclosed letter from Murray hatli melted me; 
thougli I think it is against his own interest to wish that 
I should continue his connexion. You may, therefore, 
.%nd liirn the packet of ‘ W^3rner,’ which will save yon all 
further trouble. And firay, con you forgive me for (he 
bore and expense I have- already put upon yrai ? At 
least, say so— for I feel ashamed of having given you so 
mucli for such nonsense. 

“ Tlie fact is, I lannot hrep my resentments^ though vio- 
lent enough in their onset. Besides, now (hat all th( 
world are at Murray on my account, I neither can nor 
ought to leave him ; unless, as I really thought, it were 
iH'tter for him that I should. 

“ I have had no other news from England, except a 
fetter from Barry Cornwall, tlie bard, and my old school- 
fclhiw. Though I have sickened you with letters lately, 
believe mo “ Yours, &c. 

“P. S. In your last letter you say, speaking of Shelley, 
tliat you would almost prefer the ‘damning bigot’ to the 
‘annihilating infidel.’ Shelley believes in immortality, 
however— but (his by-thc-way. Do you remember 
Frederick the Great’s answer to the remonstrance of tlie 
villagers whose curate preached against the eternity of 
hell’s torments? It was thus:— ‘If my faithful subjects 
of Schrausenhaussen prefer being eternally damned, let 
them !’ 

^‘Of the two, I should think the long sleep better than 
the agonized vigil. But men, miserable as they arc, cling 
so to any tiling like life, tliat they probably would prefer 
damnation to quiet. Besides, they think themselves so 
important in the creation, that nothing less can satisfy 
tlieir pride— tlie insects !” 


LETTER DLIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Pisa, March 6, 1822. 

“ You will long ago have received a letter from me, (or 


I.ETTER DLIH. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, Marcii 8, 1822. 

“ You will have had enough of my letKtrs by Uiis time — 
yet one word in answer to your present missive. You 
are quite wrong intliinking that your ‘admce’had offended 
me ; lint 1 have alreaily rejdied (if not answered) on 
tliat point. 

“With regard to Murray, as I really am tho meekest 
and mildest of men since Moses, (tliough the public and 
mine ‘ ('xcelient wife’ cannot find it out,) I had already 
pacified myself and subsided hack to All)emarle-street,as 
my yesterday’s ;yepistle will have informed you. But I 
thought tliat I had explained my causes of bile — at least 
to you. 

“ Some instances of vacillation, occasional neglect, and 
troublesome sincerity, real or imagined, are sufficient to 
put your truly great author and man into a passion. But 
reflection, with sonic aid from hellebore, hath already 
cured me ‘ pro tempore ;’ and, if it had not, a request from 
you and Ilobhouse would have come ujion me like two 
out of the ‘tribus Anticyris,’ — ^with which, however, 
Horace despairs of purging a poet. I really feel ashamed 
>f hav’uig bored you so frequently and fully of late. But 
what could 1 do? You arc a friend — an absent one, 
alas ! — and as 1 trust no one more, I trouble you in pro- 
|iortion. 

“ This war of ‘Church and State’ has astonished roe 
more tlian it disturbs ; for I really tliought ‘ Cain’ a specu- 
lative and liardy, but still a harmless production. As I 
said before, I am really a great admirer of tangible reli- 
gion ; and am breeding one of my daughters a Catholic, 
tliat she may have her hands full. It is hy far the most 
elegant worship, hardly excepting tlio Greek mythology. 
What with incence, pictures, statues, altars, shrines, relics, 
and the real presence, confession, absolutiem, — tliere is 
something sensible to grasp at. Besides, it leaves no 
possibility of doubt ; for those who swallow their Deity, 
really and truly, in transubstatitiation, can hardly find any 


shoidd,) declaring my opinion of the treatment you have thing else otherwise than easy of digestion. 

met with about the recent publication. I think it dis- “lam afrtud that thi^ sounds fiippwt, but Ido n*t 

graceful to those who have persecuted you. 1 make | it to he so; only my turn of mind » so given to t a king 
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things in tlie absurd point of view, that it breaks out in 
spite of me every now and then. Still, I do assure you 
that 1 am a very good Christian. WietJier you will 
believe me in this, I do nol luiow ; but 1 trust you will j 
take my wonl for being 

“ Very truly and affectionately yours, &c. 

** P. S. Do tell Murray that one of the conditions of 
peace is, that he publisheth (or obtaineth a publisher for) 
Taafe’s Commentary on Dante, against which there 
appears in the trade an unaccountal)le repugnance. It 
will make tlie man so exuberantly happy. He dines with 
me and half a dozen Enghsh lo-day \ and I have not the 
heart to tell him how the bibliopolar world shrink from his 
Commentary and yet it is full of Uie most orthodox 
religion and morality. In short, I make it a point that he 
shall he in print. He is such a good-natured, heavy ♦ ♦ 
Christian, that wo must give him a shove through tlic 
press. He naturally Uiirsts to be an author, and has been 
Uie happiest of men for these two months, printing, cf)r- 
recting, collating, dating, antieipathig, and a<lding to his 
treasures of learuing. Hosidcs, he has had anotlier fall 
from his horse into a ditch the other day, while riding out 
with me into the country,” 

LETTER DLIV. 

TO MU. MURRAV. 

“Pisa, March 15,1822. 

‘*1 am glad that you and your friends approve of my 
letter of tlie 8th ultimo. Yoti may give it what publicity 
you think proper in the circumstances. 1 have since 
written to you twice or thritto. 

“As to* u Poem in the old way,’ I shall attempt of that 
kind notliing further. I follow the bias of my own mind, 
without coiisulcriiig whether women or men arc or are not 
to bo pleased : but this is nothing to my publisher, who 
must judge and act according to ])opularity . 

“Therefore let (he tilings lake their chance: if iJtey 
you will pay me in proportion ; and if they do n’t, I 
must. 

“The Noel affairs,! hope, will not take me to England. 
I have no desire to revisit that country, unless it be to 
keep you out of a prison, (if this can be effected by my 
taking your place,) or perhaps to get myself into one, by 
exacting satisfaction from one or two persons who take 
advantage of my abnunce to abuse me. Further than 
this, I have no business nor connexwm with England, nor 
desire to have, <mt of rny own family and friends, to whoii 
I wish all prosperity. Indeed, I have lived upon tin 
whole so little in England, (about five years since I was 
one-and-twenty,) that my habits are too continental, am; 
your climate would please me as little as tlic society. 

“I saw llie Chancellor’s Report in a French paper. 
Pray, w hy do n’t they prosecute the translation of Zmctc- 
tiuB ? or file original with its 

‘ Primus in orbe Decs fecit Timor,* 

* Tnntuin Rollgio potuit ■uaderc inalorum ?' 

“You must really get sometliing done for Mr. Taafe’s 
Conunentary ; what can I say to him ? 

“Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DLV. 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Pisa,Aprill3,1822. 

“Mr. Kinnaird writes that there has been an ‘excel- 
lent Defence* of 'Cain,* against ‘Oxonionsis:’ you have 
sent mo nothing but a not very excellent q/'-fcnce of tlie 
same poem. If there be such a * Defender of the Faith,’ 
you may send me his thirty-uino articlqs, as a counter- 
balance to some of your late communications. 

“Are you to publish, or not, what Moore and Mr. Kin- 


naird have in hand, and the ' Vision of Jud^ent ? if 
you publish the latter in a very cheap edition, so as to 
baffle the pirates by a low price, you will find that it will 
do. The ‘ Mystery’ I look upon as good, and ‘ Werner* 
too, and I expect tliat you will publish them speedily. 
You need not put your name to QuevedOf but publish it as 
a foreign edition, and lot it make its way. Douglas Kin- 
naird has it still, with the preface, I believe. 

“1 refer you to liim for documents on llio late row hero. 
I sent them a week ago. 

“ Yours, Ac.** 


LETTER DLVI. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Pisa, 18, 1822. 

“I have received tlie Defence of ‘Cairtf^ Who is my 
Warburton ? — ^for he has done for me what the bishop did 
for the poet against Crousaz. His reply seems to me 
conclusive : and if you understood your own interest, you 
would print it together with tlie (loom. 

“It is very odd that I do not hear from you. 1 have 
forwardt'd to Mr. Douglas Kinnaird the documents on a 
squabble here, w'hich occurred about a month ago. The 
affair is still going on ; but they make nothing of it hith- 
erto. I think, what with home and abroad, there has been 
hot water enough for one wdiilc. Mr. Dawkins, the 
English minister, has behaved in the handsomest and 
most gentlemanly maimer throughout the whole business. 

“ Yours ever, &c. 

“ P. S. I have got Lor<l Glenbervie’s book, which is 
' very amusing and able upon the topics which he touches 
ipon, and part of tlic preface pathetic. Write soon.” 


LETTER DLVn. 

TO MR, MURRAY. 

“Pisa, April 22, 1822. 

“ You will regret to hear that 1 have received intelli- 
gence of the death of niy daughter Allogra of a fever, in 
the convent of Bagna Cavallo, where she was placed for 
the last year, to commence her education. It is a heavy 
blow for many reasons, hut must be borne, with time. 

“It is my present inleniion to send her remains to 
England for sepiilturc in Harrow cjmrch, (where I one© 
hoped to have laid my own,) and this is my reason for 
troubling you witli this notice. I wish the funeral to bo 
very private. The*, body is embalmed, and in lead. It 
will be embarked from I.eghorn. Would you have any 
objection to give tlie proper directions on its arrival ? 

“I am yours, &c. 
“N. B. 

“P. S, You are aware that Protestants are not allowed 
holy ground in Catholic countries.” 


LETTER DLVIIL 

TO MR. SHELLEY. 

“April 23, 1822. 

“ The blow was stunning and unexpected ; for I thought 
the danger over, by the long interval between her stated 
amelioration and the arrival of the express. But I have 
Ixirne up against it as I best can, and so far successfully, 
that I can go about tlie usual business of life with the 
same appearance of composure, and even greater. There 
is nothing to prevent your coming to-morrow ; but, per- 
haps, to-day, and yester-evening, it was better not to have 
met. I do not know that I have any thing to reproikcli in 
my conduct, and certainly noUiing in my feetings and 
intentions towards Uie dead. But it is a moment when 
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%vc are apt to think that, if this or that had been done 
such event might have been prevented ; though every da 3 
and hour shows us that they are tlie most natural one 
inevitable. I suppose that Time will do his usual work— 
Death has done his. 

“Yours ever, 

“N. B.» 


LETTER DLIX. 

TO SIR WALTER SCOTT. 

“Pisa, May 4, 1822. 

“my dear sir WALTER, 

“Your account of your family is very plcas'mg: would 
' that I ‘ could answer this comfort with the like !’ but 1 
•have just lost ray natural daughter, Allegra, by a fever. 
The only consolation, save time, is the reflection, that she 
is either at rest or happy ; for her few years (only five) 
prevented her from having incurred any sin, except what 
wo inherit from Adam. 

‘ Whom the gods love, die young.* 

®T need not say that your letters are particularly wel- 
come, when tliey do nol tax your time and patience ; and 
now that our correspondence is resumed, I trust it will 
eoutimic. 

“I have lately had some anxiety, rather tlian troubh 
about an awkward affair here, which you may perhafis 
have heanl of : hut our minister has behaved very haixl- 
eomely, and the Tuscan Government ns w('ll as if is pos- 
sible fiir such a government to behave, which is not saying 
much for the latter. Some otlier English, and Scots, and 
rny.self, had a brawl with a dragoon, who insultetl one of 
thfj party, and whom wc mistook for an officer, as he was 
m^fJailed and well mounted, &c . ; but he turned out to he 
a sergeant-major. He called out tlu^ guard at the gates 
to arr(?st us, (we being unarmed ;) upon which I and 
another (an Italian) rode thnjugh the said guard ; hut 
tlie-y succeeded in detaining others of the parly. I rode 
to my house, and sent my secretary to gii’c an aeitount of 
llie atlompfod and illegal arrest to the aufhoriti»‘S, and 
then, without dismounting, rode back towards the gates, 
which are near my present mansion. Halfway I met 
rny man, vapouring away, and threatening to draw upon 
me, (\"ho had a cane in my hand, and no other arms.) I, 
still holieving him an officer, demanded his name and 
addres.s, and gave him my hand and glove lliereupun. A 
Servant of mine thrust in between us, (totally wiUiout 
orders,) but let liim go on my command. He then nide 
off at full speed ; but aliout forty paces further wa.s stab- 
bed, and very dangerously, (so as to be in peril,) by some 
Callum Reg or other of my people, (for I have some 
rough-handed folks about me,) I need liardly say without 
my direction or approval. The said dragoon had been 
sabring our unarmed countrymen, however, at the gaie^ 
after they Vicre in earexty and hold by the guards, and 
wounded one. Captain Hay, very severely. However, he 
got his paiks, having acted like an assassin, and being 
tred^ed like one. Who wounded him, though it was done 
before thoiisanda of people, they have Hever been able to 
ascertain, or prove, nor even the weapon ; some said a 
piittolj an air-gun, a stiletto, a sword, a lance, a pitchfork, 
and what not. They have arrested and examined ser- 
vants and fieople of all descriptions, but can make out 
nothing. Mr. Dawkins, our minister, assures me, that no 
suspicion is entertained of the man who wounded him 
having been instigated by me, or any of the party. 1 ' 
enclose you copies of the deposittons of those with us, : 
and Dr. Oraufurd, a canny Scot, {not an acquaintance,) < 
who saw the latter part of the aflTair. They are in 
Italian. 

“ These arc the only literary matters in which I have 
been engaged since the publication and row about ‘ Cain 
hut Mr. Murray has several things of mine in his obste - 1 
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trical hands. Another Mystery — a Vision — a Drama-*- 
and the like. But you won^t tell me vrhaf you are doing 5 
however, I shall find you out, write what you will. You 
say that I should like your son-in-law ; it would be very 
difficult for me to dislike any one connected with you ; 
but I have no doubt that his owm qualities arc all that you 
describe. 

I Jim sorry you do n’t like Lord Orford’.s new work. 
My aristocracy, which is very fierce, makes him a favour- 
ite of mine. Recollect ffiat those ‘little factions’ com- 
prised I.ord ('hatham and Fox, tlie father, and that we 
live in gigantic and exaggerated times, which make all 
mder Gog and Magog apjiear pignu^ari. After having 
seen Napoleon begin like Tamerlane and end like Bajiizet 
in our own time, wo have not the same interest in what 
would otherwise have appeared important history. But 
I must conclude. 

“ Believe me ever and most truly yours, 

“Noel Bvron.* 

LETTER DLX. 

TO MR. MUKRAV. 

May, 17, 1822. 

“T hear that tlie Edinburgh has altaeked the three 
*amas, which is a had business {nr you: anti I don’t 
omler that il discourages you. However, that volume 
nay he trusted tf> rime,— fiepend upon il. I read it over 
rvith some altention since it was published, and I think 
he lime will come when it will he ))refcrTe(i to my other 
writings, fhouglj not immedijilely. I say this witljout irri- 
aiion against tJ»e critics or criticism, whatever they may 
■>e., (for I have not seen thorn ;) and nothing tluvt has or 
nay appear in JtdlVey's Review can make me forget that 
10 stofxl by me for ton gfMxi years without any motive to 
o so but bis own g(K»d-wiU. 

“ I hear Moore is in town ; remember me to him, and 
•elieve mo “ Yours truly, 

«N. B. 

“P.S. If you think it necessary, y<^u may s(‘nd me the 
Edinburgh. iShould there be any thing tliat requires an 
,nsvver, I will reply, but temptratfiy and Uehnirally ; that 
;s to say, merely with respect to the prinriplcx of the criti- 
•ism, and not personally or offensively as to its literary 
nerits.” 


LETTER DLXI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Pisa, May 17,1822. 

“I hear you are in London. You will have heard from 
Douglas Kitmaird (who tells me you have dined with 
lim) as much as you desire to know of my affairs at homo 
jid abroad. I have lately lost my little girl AUegra by 
. fever, which 1 ms been a serious blow to me. 

“ I did not write to you lately, (exccfit one letter 10 
Vlurray’s,) not knowing exactly your ‘whereabouts. 
Douglas K. refused to forward my message to Mr. 
Southey — why, he himself can explain. 

“ You will have seen the statement of a squabble, &c, 
&c.* What are you about? Let me hear from you at 
our leisure, and ^dieve roe ever yours, 

«N. B.” 

LETTER DLXII. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Montenero,! May 26, 1822, 

“ Near Leghorn. 

“ The body is embarked, in what ship I know not, noi- 

Here follows ft refH’tiiion of the (k‘tn.t]a f;ivcn on thia subject to Sir 
Vftiter Scott and otliers. # 

t A hill, three or four miles from tirgljorn, niucli resorted to fts ft plftce 
residence during the summer months. 
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Iher coiild I enter into Uie detuls; but the Countess G. ’ 
G. hes had the goodness to give die necessary orders to 
Mr. Dunn, who superintends the embarkation, and will 
write to you. I wish it to be buried in Harrow church. 

“ There is a spot in the ohurchynrd, near tlie foot path, 
on the brow of the hill looking towards Windsor, and a 
tomb under a large tree, (bearing the name of Peaeiiie, 
or Peacliey,) where I used to sit for hours and hours 
when a boy. This was my favourite spot ; but as 1 wish 
to erect a tablet to her memory, the body had better bo 
de[>osited in the church. Near Uie door, on the left, hand 
as you enter, tiiere is a monument with a tablet contain- 
ing these words : — 

* When Sorrow werp* o’er Vlrtoe’ii iiacred du(it| 

Ourt«(ir« bocoiiui uii, and our grief ia Jiiat t 
Such were the tears ahe ahed, who grnlefut pays 
Tliia laat aad tribute of her Jove ami praiae.’ 

I recollect them, (after seventeen years,) not from any 
tiling remarkable iii them, but because from my scat iiJ 
die gallery I had generally my eyes turned towards dial 
nionumont. As near it as convenient 1 could wish AUe- 
gra to bo buried, and on Uio wall a marble tablet placed, 
with these words : — 

“ In Memory of 
Allcgra, 

Daughter of G. G. Lord Byron, 
wlio died at Bagiia Cavallo, 
ill Italy, April 20th, 1822, 
aged five years and Uiree mondis. 

* 1 tluiU go to her, but she tliall not return to me.* 

‘2d Samuel, xU. 33. 

“ The funeral 1 wish to be as private as is consistent 
wiUi decency ; and I could hope that Henry Drury wif 
perhafis, read the servicti over her. If he should dwUne 
it, it can be done by the usual minister for the time being. 

I do not know that I need add more just now. 

“ Since I caiuo here, T have been invited by the Ameri 
CUTIS on board their squadron, whore I was received with 
all the kindness which I could wi^?h, and with more cere- 
mony than I am fond of. I found them finer ships than 
your own of Uie same class, well manned and officered 
A number of American gontb men also were on board al 
the time, and some ladies. As I was taking leave, an 
American lady asked me fijr a rose which I wore, for th< 
purpose, she said, of sending to America somelliing whicl 
I had about me, as a memorial. I need not add tliat 
felt tlic compliment properly. Captain Chauncey showe 
me an American and very pretty edition of my poems, 
and ottered me a passage to ffie United States, if I woulc 
go there. Commodore Jones was also not less kind atn 
attentive. I have since received the enclosed letter, de 
siring me to sit for my picture for some Americans. I 
is singular that, in the same year that Lady Noel leaves 
by will an interdiction for my daughter to see her father* 
portrait for many years, the individuals of a nation no 
remarkable for their hking to the English in particular 
nor for flattering men in general, request mo to sit for m; 

* fKiurtraicture,’ as Baron Bradwardine calls it. 1 am 
also told of considerable literary honours in Germany 
Goodie, I am told, is my professed patron and protector 
At Leipsic, this year, the higbe.st prize was proposed fo; 
a traaslation of two cantos of Childo Harold. I am no 
sure that tliis was at Ijdpeic^ liut Mr. Roweroft was m^ 
authority — a good German scholar, (a young American. 
an<l an acquaintance of Goethe’s. 

“Goethe and the Germans are particularly fond < 
Don Juan, w hich they judge of as a work of art. I hac 
heard something of ttiis before through Baron IjUtzerode. 
The translations have been very frequent of several 
the works, and GoAthe made a comparison betweei 
Paust and Manfiptiiia? 

" All this is so|l|||i||iensation for your English native 
brutality, so fully ||Bi^ed this year to its highest extent. 

* I forgot to imiiBl a litUo aneodote of a (hSeroitkmd. 


went over the Constitution, (the Commodore’s flag-ship,) 
nd saw, among other tilings wesrthy of remark, a little 
loy bam on board of her by a sailor’s wife. They had 
hristened him * Constitution Jones.’ 1, of course, ap- 
proved die name; and the woman added, * Ah, sir, if he 
urns out but half as good as his name !’ 

“Yours ever, Ac." 


LETTER DLXIIL 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Montenero, near Leghorn, May 29, 1822. 

“I return you the proofs* revised. Your printer has 
made one odd mistake:—^ poor os a mouse,’ instead oi 
poor as a mtatr,’ The expression may seem strange, 
but it is only a traiislatioii of ‘ semper avarus eget.’ You ' 
will add the Mystery, and publish as soon as you can. 

I care nodiing for your ‘ season,’ nor the blue approbations 
:>r disap[)robations. All that is to be considered by you 
on the subject is as a mailer of Imsinens ; and if I s<;uare 
that to your notions, (even to the running the risk entirely 
myself,) you may permit me to choose my own time and 
mode of [lublicatiou. Widi regard to the late volume, 
the present run against it or me may ini{>ede it for a time, 
but it has die vital principle of permanency within it, as 
you may perhaps one day discover. I wrote to you on 
unodier subj ect a few days ago. “ Y ours, 

“N.B. 

P. S. please to send me the Dedication of Sardana- 
palus to Goethe. I shall prefix it to Werner, unless you 
prefer my putting another, stating diat the former had 
been omiMed by the publisher. 

“On the titlepage of the present volume, put ^ Published 
for the Author by J. M.’ ” 


LETTER DLXIV, 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Montenero, Leghorn, June 6, 1822. 

“1 return you the revise (>f W erner, and expect the rest. 
With regard to the Lines to Uie Po, perhaps you had 
letter put them quietly in a second edition (if you reach 
one, that is to say) than in the first ; because, though they 
liavc been reckoned fine, and I wish die-m to be preserved, 
I do not wisli them to attract immediatf. observation, 
on account of the relationship of the lady to whom they 
are addressed with die first famihes in Romagna and the 
Marches. 

“The defender of ‘Cain’ may or may not be, as you 
term him, ‘ a tyro in literature however, I think bodi you 
and 1 are under great obligation to him. I have read the 
Kdinburgh Review in Galigiiani’s Magazine, and have 
not yet decided whether to answer diem or not ; for, if I 
do, it will be diHicult for me not ‘to make sport for the 
Philistines’ by pulling down a house or two ; since, when 
1 once take pen in liand, 1 mu»t say what comes upper- 
most, or fling it away. I have not the hyinxirisy to'pre- 
tend impartiality,^nor the temper (as it is called) to keep 
always from saying w'hat may not bo pleasing to the 
hearer or reader. What do diey mean by ^elaborate?* 
Why, you know that they were written as last as I could 
put pen to paper, and printed from the original MSS., 
and never revised but in the proofs : look at the dates and 
the MSS. diemseives. Whatever faults they have must 
spring from carelessness, and not from labour. They said 
die same of ‘ Lara,’ which 1 wrote while undressing, after 
com'mg home from bails and masquerades m the year of 
revelry, 1814. “Yours. 

J “June 8, 1822. 

“ You give me no explanadon of your intention ad to the 
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’Viskmof Quevado Red‘mvus/ona of my beat things: 
indeed, yon are altogether so abstruse and undecided 
lately, tliat I suppose you mean me to write ‘ John Mur- 
ray, Esq. a Mystery,’ — a composition which would not 
aisplease the clergy nor tlie trade. I by no means wish 
you to do what you do n’t like, but merely to say what you 
will do. The Vision must be published by some one. 
As to ‘ clamours,’ tlie die is cast; and, * come one, come 
all,’ we will fight it out — at least one of us.” 


LETTER DLXV. 

TO ME. MOORE. 


203 

an American lady took a rose from me, (which had been 
given to me by a very pretty Italian lady that very morn- 
ing,) because she said, ‘ She wiw detennined to send or 
lake something which I had about me to America.’ There 
is a kind of Lalla Rookh incident for you ! However, all 
these American honours arise, perhaps, not so much from 
their enthusiasm for my * Poeshie-,’ as their belief in my 
dislike to the English, — in whi(;h 1 have the saiisfuction 
to coincide with them. I would rather, however, have a 
nod from an American, than a snuff-box from an em- 
peror.” 


LETTER DLXVl. 


TO MR. ELLICE, 


» “ Montenero, Villa Dupoy, near Leghorn, 

“ June 8, 1822. « Montenero^ Leghorn, June 12, 1822. 

*I have written to you twice through the medium of u jgy dear ellice 
M urray, and on one subject, trite enough, ---the loss of; « ^ j j written to you, but 1 
pt»or little Allegra by a fever ; on which topic 1 shall say forgotten your kindness, and I am now going to 

no more — there is nothing but time. — j highly — but rio ut he alarmed, it is 

“ A few days ago, my earliest and dearest friend, Lord a loan, but in formdfmL which I am about to solicit. 
Clare, came over from Geneva on purpose to see me be- extensive connexions, no one can have better 

fore he returned to England.. As I have always loved opporumilics ofhearing the real state* of America— 
him (since I was thirteen, at Harrow) better than any j Bolivar’s country. I have many years had trans- 
{male) thing in Uie world, 1 need hardly say what a me- projects of settlement, and what 1 could wish 

lane.holy pleasure it. was to see him for a day only ; for information of the be^st course to 

he w’as obliged to resume his jouniey immediately. pursue, and some letters of recommendation in case I 

* * * * . . should sail for Angostura. 1 am told that land is very 

I have heard, also, many other things of our acquaintances cheap there ; but though I liave no great disposable funds to 
which I did not know ; among others, that * * vest in such purchases, yet rny income, such as it is, would 

+ * *. Do you recollect, in the year be sufficient in any country, (except England,) for all the 

of revelry, 1814, the pleasantest parties and balls all over comforts of lifii, and fjr most of its luxuries. The war 
London ? and not the least so at * * ’s. Do you recol- there is now over, and as 1 do not go there to xpeculaU\ 
l^ct your singing duets with Lady * *, and my flirtation \,„t to settle without any views but those of in(l(*pendcnce 
with Lady * *, and all the other frKileries of the time? and the enjoyment of the common civil rights, I should 
vvliile * * was sighing, and Lady * * ogling him with presume such im arrival would not be unwelcome, 
her clear hazel eyes. Biii eight years have passed, and j request of you is, not to riiscourage nor ciicou- 

a'ince that time, * ♦has* * * * * * ; - has run rage, hut to give me such a statement as you think prudent 

away with ♦ * ♦ ‘i' * • and mysen (as my Nottingham- gj,,} proper. J do not address ray other friends upon this 
shire friends call themselves) might as well have throWTi subject, who would only tlirow obstacles in my way, and 
myself out of the wimlow while you were singing, as in- b(jre me to return to England; which 1 never will do, 
tcrmarried where I did. You and ***** have come unless compelled by some insuperable cause. I have 
off the best of us. I speak merely of my marriage, and quantity of furniture, Ixwks, &c. &,c. &e. w hich I could 
its consequences, distresses, and calumnies; for I have easily ship from Leghorn; but I wish to ‘look bt fori? I 
been much more happy, on the whole, since, than I ever i^ap’ over Uie Atlantic. Is it true tliat for a few thousand 
could have been with + * * * *• dollars a large tract of land may he obtained ? I speak 

I have read the recent article of Jeffrey in a faithful South America, recollect. I have read some publica- 
transcription of the impartial Galignani. I suppose the tions on the sul>jc(!t, but tliey seemed violent and vulgar 
long and short of it is, tliat he wishes to provoke me to p^rty productions. Please to address your answer to rne 
reply. But I won’t, for I owe him a good turn still for this place, and believo me ever and truly yours, &c,” 
his kindness by-gone. Indeed, I presume that the present 
jpportunity of attacking me again was irresistable ; and I 
can’t blame him, knowing what human nature is. I shall 

make but one remark what does he mean by elaborate ? ijmrpxyT, wit 

The whole volume was written with the greatest rapidity, LETTER DLXVII. 

in the midst of evolutions and revolutions, and pers^ j 
cutions, and proscriptions of all who interested me in 

Italy. They said the same of ‘ Lart^’ which, you know, “Pisa, July 6, 1822. 

was written amid balls and fooleries, and after coming + j j^^vc sofiened’the piirt 

home from masquerades and routs, m the summer of the ^bich Gifford objected, and changed the name of 
sovereigns. Of all I have ever written, they are perhaps ]yj;j.haei to Raphael, who was an angel of gentler sym- 
the most carelessly compwed ; and their faults, whatever p^^biea. By-the-way, recollect to alter Michael to ijo- 
jy may be, are those of negligence,^ and not of labour. bi the scene itself throughout, for I liave only liad 

time to do so in the list of the dramatis personce, and scratch 
out ail the pencil-marks, to avoid puzzling the printers. 
I have given tlio ‘ Vision of Queeedo Redivivus' to John 
®P. S. You sw the great advantage of *ny new which will relieve you from a dilemma. He must 

lure:— it may either s^d for *Nota Bene or Noel publish it at his oum risk, as it is at his own desire. Give 
. Byron/ and, as such, will save much repetitn^ m writing oorreded copy which Mr. Kinnaird had, as it is 

either boohe or letten. Since I came here, I have been p„ll„ ^igo the preface, 

invited on board of the American squadron, and treated “Yours, &c.” 

with all posMble honour and ceremony. They liave asked — . — -~i " 

* me to ait for my jactiure; and, as I was going away, 


TO MR. MURRAY. 


they I ^ . 

( do not think this a merit, but it is a fact. 

“ Yours ever and truly, 

*N. B. 


’ Of ** Heavtn and Earth.* 
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LETTER DLXVin. 


|to start him haiidaomely--imy lyrical, irioalj tw what you 


TO MR« MUKHAir. 

« Pisa, July 8, 1822. 

^Lasl week I returned you the packet nf i)r<x)fe. You 
had perhaps, better not publish in the same volume the 
Po and Bimifu translation. 

** I have consigned a letter to Mr. Jolin Hunt for the 
‘Vision of Judgment,’ which you will hand over to hiiii. 
Also the ‘Pulci,’ original and Italian, and any prose tracts 
of mine; for Mr. Leigh Hunt Ls arrived here, and thinks 
of commencing a periodical work, to which 1 shall con- 
tribute. 1 do not propose to you to be the publiriier, 
because I know that you are unfriends ; but all things in 
your care, excej)! the volume now in the press, and the 
inaniiscript purchased of Mr. Moore, can be given for 
this purpose, according as they arc wanted. 

“ With regard to what yon say about your ‘ want of 
memory,’ I cun only remark that you inserted the note to 
Mai'ino Faliero against my positive revocation, and that 
you omitted the dedication of Sardanapaius to Goethe, 
(place it before the volume now in the press,) both of 
which were things not very agreeable to me, and which 1 
could wish U) he avoided in future, as they might he with 
a very little care, or a simple memorandum in your pocket 
book. 

“It is not impos^ble that I may have throe or four 
ctuitos of Don Juan ready by autumn, or a little latei 
f obtained a permission from my dictatress to coiitinui 
it , — -prowded always it was to be more guarded and deco- 
rous and sentimental in tiui continuation than in the com- 
nienceineuL How far these condifions have been fuJiilled 
may be seen, perhaps, by-jind-by ; but the embargo w'as 
only taken ofl’ upon tliese sti()ulations. You can answer 
at your leisure. “ Yours, 5cc.” 


LETTER DLXIX. 

TO MK. MOOKE. 

-Pisa, July 12, 1822. 

* I have written to you lately, but not in answer to your 
last letter of about a fortnight ago. 1 wish to know (and 
retpjest an answer to that point) what became of tlie 
stanzas to Wellington,* (intended to open a canto of Don 
Juan with,) which I sent you several months ago. If 
they have fallen into Murray s hands, he and the Tories 
will suppress them, as those lines rate that hero at his real 


“Has not your Potato Committee been blundering? 
Your advertisement says, that Mr. L. Callaghan (a queer 
name for a banker) hath been disposing of money in 
Ireland ‘sans authority of the Committee.* I suppose it 
will end in Callaghan’s calling out the Committee, the 
chairman of which carries pistols in his pocket, of 'course. 

“When you can spare time from dueling, coquetting^ 
and claroting with your Hibernians of both sexes, let me 
have a line from you. 1 doubt whether Paris is a good 
place for tlie composition of your new poesy,” 


LETTER DLXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Pisa, August 8, 1822. 

“ You will have heard by this time that Shelley and 
another gentleman ((^‘aplain Williams) were drowned 
about a month ago, (a mmUh yesterday,) in a squall off 
lie Gulf of Spezia. There is thus anolher man gone, 
about whom the world was ill-naturedly, and ignorantly, 
and brutally mistaken. It will, perhaps, do him justice 
aow, when he ran be no better for it. ‘ You were all 
mistaken about Shelley, who was, without exception, the 
best and least selfish man I ever knewj 
“I have not seen the thing you mention,* and cnly 
heard of it casually, nor have 1 any desire. The price 
is, as I saw in some advertisements, fourteen shiliinga^ 
which is too nnich to pay for a libel on one's self. Some 
one said in a letter, that it was a Doctor Watkins, w'ho 
deals in the life and hht;l line. It must liave dimished your 
tatural pleasure, as a friend, (vide Rochcftjucault,) to so. 
younself m it. 

“With regard to the Blackwood fellows, 1 never pub- 
lished any thing against thent; nor, indeed, have seen 
heir Magazine (exc.ef>t in Galignani’s extracts) for these 
hree years past, 1 once wrotci, u good whiUi ago, some 
rcinarksf on their review of Don Juan, but saying very 
little about themselves, — and these were not published, 
f you think that 1 ought to follow your cxainple| (and I 
like to be in your conqjany w hen I cun) in contraciicting 
heir impudence, you may shape this declaration of mine 
iito a similar {mragraph for mu. It is possible that you 
nay have seen the little 1 did write (and never published) 
at Murray’s ; it contained much more about Suutiiey than 
about the Blacks. 


value. I'ray no explicit, on tins, as a nave no ouie.r copy, 
having sent you the original ; and if you have them, let 
me have that again, or a copy correct, 4 » ♦ 

“ I subscribed at LtJghorn two hundred Tuscan crowns 
to your Irishism committee; it is about a thousand francs, 
more or less. As Sir C, S., who receives lliirteeii thou- 
sand a-year of the public Brioaey, could not afford more 
than a thousand livres t>ut of his enormous salai-y, it would 
have appeari‘d osttmtatious in a private individual to pre- 
tend to surpass him ; and therefore 1 liave si<Mit but the 
alkwe sum, as you will see by the t«icIos<jd receipt 

* Leigh Hunt, is here, after a voyage of eiglit months, 
during whiclh he has, I presume, made the Periplus of 
Hanno the Carthaginian, and with much the same speed. 
He is setting up a Journal, to which I have promised to 
contribute *, and in the first number tlie ‘ Vision of Judg- 
ment, by Q,uovedo Redivivus,’ will probably appear, with 
other articles. 

“Can yon give us any thing? He sooins sanguine 
about the matter, but (entre nous) I am not. 1 do not, 


“ 11 you think tliat 1 ought to do any thing about Wat- 
diis’s hook, I should not care much about publishing my 
Memoir now, should it be necessary to counteract the 
~ llow. But in that case, 1 should like to look over the 
oress myself. Let me know what you think, or whether 
had lietter not ; — at least, not the second part, which 
touches on the actual confines of still existing matters. 

“ I have written three more Cantos of Don Juan, and 
III liovering on the brink of another, (the ninth.) ’The 
reason I want the stanzas again which I sent you is, diut 
as these aaotos oAitain a full detail (like the storm in 
^anlo Second) cf tlie siege and assault of Ismael with 
much of sarcasm on those hulchers|j in large business, 
jrour merctaiary soldiery., it is a good opportunity of gra 9 - 
ng the poem with * * * * ♦. With 

these things and these fellows, it is necessary, in the pre- 
sent clash of pliilosophy and tyranny, to throw away the 
scabbard. I know it is against fearful odds ; but the battle 
must be fought ; and it wiU be eventually for die good of 


however, like to put him out of spirits by saying so; for 
he is bilious and unwell. Do, pray, answer this letter 
immediately. 

“ Do send Hunt any tiling, in prose or verse, of yours, 
^ See Dun Juan, Canto IX. Stanza 1. 


* A book which bad jait appeared, entitled Memoira of the 
ilon. Lord IJywn.” 

t See letter* to the editor* of Dlackwood** Magazine, page'529S. 
t H bad been asaeried, in a Uie number of Blackwood, that both 
Lord Byron and injraelf were employed in writing latiraa against that 
Magazine. 

li Aiiuding to Weilingtcm. See the beginning of Canto IX. 




nankind, whstover it may be for the individual who risks 
hiiiiself 

•What do you think of your Irish bishop? Do you 
remeinher Swifts line, ‘Let me have a 6a/Tac&— a fig for 
the dergy' This seems .to have been his reverence’s 
motto. ♦ * ♦ ♦ ♦ 

• Yours, &c» 


LETTER DLXXI. 

TO MK. MOORE. 

“Pisa, August 27, 1822. 

® It is boring to trouble you with ‘ such small gear but 
it must be owned that 1 should be glad if you would 
inquire whether my Irish subscription ever reached the 
Ooniniittee in Paris from Leghorn. My reasons, like 
Vellum’s, ‘are threefold:’ First, 1 doubt the accuracy of 
all almoners, or remitters of benevolent casli ; second, I 
do suspect tljat the said Committee, having in part served 
its time to tijiicserving, may have kept back tlie acknow- 
ledgment oi an obnoxious politician’s name in their lists; 
and, thinJ, 1 feel pretty sure that I shall one day bo twitted 
by the government scribes for having been a professor of 
love for J relancl, and not coming forward with the others 
in her distresses. / 


“P.S. That ♦ ♦ ♦ Qalignani has about ten lie* 
m one paragraph. It was not a Bible that was found in 
Shelleys pocket, but John Keats’s (xieins. However, 
it would not have been strange, for he was a great 
admirer of Scripture as a composition. I did not send 
ray bust to the academy of New-York ; but I sat for my 
picture to young West, an American artist, at the request 
of some members of that Academy to Itim that he would 
take my portrait,— for tlie Academy. T believe. 

“ I had, aiid sull have, thoughts of Soutli America, but 
am fluctuating between it and Greece. 1 should have 
g(Hio, long ago, to one of them, but for my liaison with 
the Countess Gh ; for love, in these days, is little com- 
patible witli glory. She would be delighted to go too, 
but I do not ^oose to expose her to a long voyage, and a 
residence in an unsettled countiy, whore I shall probably 
take a part of some sort.” 


LETTER DLXXIl. 

TO MK. MURRAY, 

“Genoa, October 9. 1822, 

“ I have received your letter, and as you explain it, I 
lavc no objection, on your account^ to irniit those pas- 
sages in the new Mystery^ (which were marked in the 


^ It is not, as you may opine, that I am ambitious o/ 
having my name in the papers, as 1 can have that anj 
day in tlic week gratis. All 1 want is, to know if tin 
Keverend Thomas Hall did or did not remit my subscriji- 
tion (200 seudi of Tuscany, or about a tliousand francs, 
more or less) to the Committee at J^aris. 

“ The other day at Viareggio, 1 tliought proper to swim 
off to my schooner (the Bolivar) in the offing, and tlience 
to shore again — about lliroe miles, or better, in all. As it 
was at midday, under a broiling sun, the consequence has 
been a feverish attack, and my whole skin’s coming off! 
after going through the process of one large continuous 
blister, raised by the sun and sea together. I have suf- 
fered much f>ain ; not being able to lie on my back, or 
even side ; fl»r iny shoulders and arms were etjually St. 
Barlholornewed. But it is over, — and T have got a new 
skin, and am as gioasy as a snake in its new suit. 

“We have been burning the btKlies of Shelley and 
Williams on the seashore, to render them fit for removal 
and regular interment. You can have no idea what an 
extraordinary effect such a funeral pile has, on a desolate 
shore, with mountains in tlie back-ground and the sea 
before, and the singular appearance die salt and frankin- 
cense gave to the ffame. All of Shelley was consumed, 
except his /teart, which would not take the flame, and is 
now preserved in spirits of wine. 

•Your old acquaintance, Londonderry, has quietly died 
at North Cray ! and the virtuous De Witt was tom in 
pieces by the populace ! Wliat a lucky ♦ + ♦ 

♦ * the Irishman has been in Ws life and end.* 

In him your Irish Franklin est mort! 

Leigh Hunt is sweating articles for his new Journal ; 
and both he and I think it somewhat .shabby in you not 
to contribute. W ill you become one of the praperriottrs ? 
Do, and we go snacks.’ I recommend you to think twice 
before you respond in the negative. 

“ I have nearly [<)uile three) four new cantos of Don 
Juan ready. I obtained permission from the female 
Censor Morum of my morals to continue it, provided it 
were immaculate ; so I have been as decent as need be. 
There is a deal of war — a siege, and all tliat, in tlie style, 
graphical and technical, of the shipwreck in Canto Se- 
cond, which ‘took,* as they say, in the Row. 

“Yours, &c. 


half-sheet sent the other day to Pisa,) or the passage in 
Cain; — but why not be open, and say so atjlrsi? You 
should be more straight-forward on every account. 

* 1 have been very unwell — four days confined to my 
bed in ‘ the worst inn’s worst room,’ at Lerici, wifii a vio- 
Itaif rlunimatic and bilious atlac:k, constipation, and the 
lev'll knows what : — no jihysician, exce}>t a young fellow, 
who, liowr ver, vvjls kind and cautious, and that’s enough. 

“At last I seized I’hompson’s hook of prescriptions, 
(a ilouation of yours,) and physicked myself with iIh; first 
lose I found in it; and al’ler undergoing the ravages of 
.11 kinds ofdecocjlions, sallied from bed on tlie fiftli day to 
TOSS tlie Gulf to fc>t*stri. The sea revived me instantly ; 
and I ato tin; sailor’s cold fish, and drunk a gallon of coun- 
ry wine, and got to Genoa the same night after landing 
at 8estri, and have ever since been keeping well, but tliin- 
ler, and with an occasional cough towards evening. 

“ I am afraid the Jinirnal is a biui business, and won’t 
); but in it I am sacrificing myself for others — I can 
have no advantage in it. 1 believe the brothers Hunts to 
i>e honest men ; I am sure that they are pour ones : they 
ave not a nap. They pressed me to engage in lliis work, 
nd in an evil hour I consented. Still I .sliall not repent, 
"I can do them the least service. 1 have done all I can 
>r J .eigli Hunt since he came lien^ ; but it is almost uso- 
css ; — his wife is ill, his six clhldreii not very tractable and 
n the affairs of tliis world he himself is a child. The 
'eath of Hheliey left them totally aground ; and I could 
lot see lliem in such a stale without using the common 
eelings of humanity, and what mcan.s w'ere in my power, 
set them afloat again. 

“ So Douglas Kinnaird is out of the way ? He was so 
he last time 1 sent him a parcel, and he gives no previous 
lotice. When is he expected again ? 

• Yours, &c. 

“P. S. Will you say at once — do you publish Werner 
and the Mystery, or not ? You never once allude to them. 

“ That cursed advertisement of Mr. J. Hunt is out of 
te limits. I did not lend him my name to be hawked 
about in this way. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
“However, I believe— at least, hope — that after all you 
lay be a good fellow at bottom, and it is on this presump- 
ion tlial I now write to you on the subject of a fioor wo- 
iian of ffie name of Vosay, who is, or was, an author of 


* Th« particnlars of thla eveut had, il if eTidfut, not yet reached 
him.— Afoore. 


ours, as she says, onci published a book on Switzerland 
in 1816, patronized by the ‘Court and Colonel M‘Mahon.* 
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But it seeiiif that neither the Court nor the Colonel could 
|et over the portentooi price of ‘ three pounds thirteen 
and sixpence,* which aiamied the too susceptible public; 
and, in short, * tlie book died away,’ and, what is worse 
the poor soul’s iiusbaiKl died too^ and she writes with the 
man a corpse before her ; but iiisteaxi of addressing tbe 
bishop or A2r. Wi/heiibrce, she hath recourse to that 
{MPoscribed, atheistical, sylJogisticai, phlogiatical person, 
vyaen, as they say in Notts. It is strange enough, but 
the rascaille Englisli, who calumniate me in every direc- 
tion and on every score, wlienever they are in great dis- 
tress recur to mo fes* assistance. If 1 have had one ex- 
ample cd* this, 1 have had letters from a thousand, and as 
far as is in my power have tried to repay good for evil, 
and purcluLse a shilling’s worth of salvation as long as iny 
pocket can hold out. 

“Now, 1 am willing to do what I can for this unfor- 
tunate person; but her situation and her wishes (not 
unreasonable, liowever) require more than can be ad- 
vanced by one individual like myself; for I have many 
claims of tlie same kind just at present, and also some 
remnants dLflebt to pay in England — GckI, he knows, the 
latter how reluctantly ! Can the Literary Fund do no- 
thing for her 1 By your interest, which is great among 
the pious, 1 dare say that something might be collected. 
Can you get any of her books published ? Suppose you 
took her as author in my place, now vacant among your 
ragamudins : she is a moral and pious person, and will 
shine u|ion your dbelves. But, seriously, do what you 
can for her.” i 


LETTER DLXXni. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“Genoa, 23,1822. 

“I have to thank you for a parcel of books, which are 
very welcome, especially Sir Walter’s gift of ‘ Halidon 
Hill,* You have sent me a cojiy of ‘ Werner,’ but with- 
out the preface. If you have published it xmthout, you 
will have plunged me into a very disagreeable dilemma, 
because I shall be accused of plagiarism from Miss Lee’s 
German’s Tale, whereas I have folly and freely acknow- 
ledged that the drama is entirely taken from tJie story. 

“ 1 return you tlie Quarterly Review, uncut and un- 
opened, not from disrespect, or disregard, or pique, but it 
is a kind of reading which I have some time disused, as I 
think the periodical style of writing hurtful to the habits 
of the mind by presenting the superficies of too many 
things at once. 1 do nut know that it contains any thing 
disagreeable to me— it may or it may not ; nor do I re- 
turn it on account tliat there may be an article which you 
hinted at in one of your late letters, but because I have 
left off reading these kind of works, and should equally 
have returned you any other number. 

“ I am oblig^ to take in one or two abroad because 
solicited to do so. The Edinburgh came before me by 
mere chance in Galignani’s picnic sort of gazette, where 
he had inserted a part of it. 

“ You will have received various letters from me lately, 
in a style which I used with reluctance ; but you left me 
no other chwco by your absolute refusal to communicate 
with a man you did not like upon the mere simple matter 
of transfer of a few papers of little consequence, (except 
to their author,) and which could be of no moment to 
yourself. 

“ I hojie that Mr. Rinnaird is better. It is strange 
that you never alluded to his accident, if it be true, as 
stated m the papers. 

* I am yours, &c. Stc. 

•I hope that you have a milder winter than we have 
had here. We have had inundatidtas worthy of foe Trent 
or P<^ and foe oouduetor (Franklin’s) of my house was 


struck (or suppoacd to be stricken) by a thimderbolt. 1 
was so near foe window that I was dazzled and my eyes 
hurt for several minutes, and everybody in the house felt 
an electric shock at the moment. Madame GuiccioU was 
frightened, as you may suppose. 

“I have drought since foat your bigots wtwld have 
•saddled me with a judgtnent/ (as Thwackumdid ^uare 
vhen he bit his tongue in talking metaphysics, > if any 
thing had happened of consequence. These follows al- 
ways forget Clirist in fooir Christianity, and what he said 
when ^foe tower of Siloam fell.’ 

“ To-day is the 9lh, and the 10th is my surviving daugh- 
ter’s birthday. 1 have ordered, as a regale, a mutton chop 
and a bottle of ale. She is seven years old, I believe. 
Did I ever tell you that the day I came of age I dined on ^ 
!ggs and bacon and a bottle of ale? For once in a way 
they are my favourite dish and drinkable, but as neither 
>f them agree with me, I never use them but on great 
ubilees — once in four or five years or so. 

“ 1 see somebody represents the Hunts and Mrs. Shel- 
ey as living in rny house; it is a falsehood. They 
eside at some distance, and 1 do not sec them twice in a 
month. I have not met Mr. Hunt a dozen times since 
came to Genoa, or near it. 

“Yours ever, &c.” 


LETTER DLXXIV. 

TO MR. MURRAY. 

“ Genoa, 10*”^ 25®, 1822. 

“I had sent you back the Quarterly without perusal, 
having resolved to read no more reviews, good, bad, or 
indifferent ; but ‘ who can control his fate ?’ GalignanL 
to whom my English studies arc confined, has forwarded 
a copy of at least one-half of it in his indefatigable calch- 
pemiy weekly compilation ; and as, ^ like honour, it came 
unlocked for,’ I have looked through it. I must say that, 
apon the vjhole, that is, the whole of the ha(f which I have 
read, (for foe other half is to he the segment ofGaligiia- 
ni’s next week’s circular,) it is extremely handsome, and 
any thing but unkind or unfair. As I take the go^ in 
good part, I must not, nor will not, quarrel wdili tJie bad. 
What foe writer says of Don Juan is harsh, but it is in- 
evitable. He must follow, or at least not directly oppose, 
foe opinion of a prevailing and yet not very firmly seated 
:»arty, A review may and will direct and ‘ turn awry’ the 
currents of opinion, but it must not directly oppose them. 
Don Juan will be known, by-and-by, for what it is in- 
tended, a Satire on abuses of the present state of society, 
and not an eulogy of vice.* It may be now and then 
voluptuous I can’t help that. Ariosto is worse ; Smol- 
lett (see Lord Strutwell in vol. 2d of Roderick Random) 
ten times worse ; and Fielding no bettor. No girl will 
ever be seduced by reading Don Juan ; — no, no ; she will 
go to Little’s poems and Rousseau’s Rtmums for that, or 
wen to the immaculate De Stael. They will encourage 
her, and not foe Don, who iaughs at that, and— and — m5st 
other things. But xever mind — ca ira ! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

“ Now, do you see what you and your friends do by 
your injudicious rudeness ? — actually cement a sort of 
connexion which you strove to prevent, and which, had 
the Hunts proiper^, would not in all probability have con- 
tinued. As it is, I will not quit them in their adversity, 
though it should cost me ctiaracier, fame, money, and foe 
usual et cetera. 

“ My original motives I already explained, (in foe let- 
ter which you thought proper to show :) they are foe true 
ones, and I abide by them, as I tell you, and I told Leigh 
Hunt when he questioned me on the subject of that letter. 
He was violently hurt, and never will forgive me at bot- 

‘ 8e« Don Juan, Canto IV. Stansai 8, W, 4«, 
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tom ; but 1 can’t help that. 1 never meant to make 
parade of it ; but if he chose to question mei I couM cml 
answer the plain truth ; and 1 confess I did not see an 
thing in the letter to hurt him, unless 1 said he was 
hare,’ which I don’t remember. Had their Journal gom 
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ywrsel^ it teems, with only making <mc fool instead of 
which is the more approved method of proceecUng on such 
occasicms. For my part, I think you are quite right, 
and be assured from me that a woman (as society is coth- 
M , T ij L • j j * I - ^ y. stituted in England,) who gives any advantaj^ to a »»*»? 

I could have aided to make it better for them may expect a lover, but will sooner or later ^ a tyrant ; 
I should then have left them, after my safe pilotage off- and this is not the man’s fault either, perhajis, but is the 
lee there, to n^e a pro^rous jmyage by themselves necessary and natural result of the circumstances of 
As It IS, I cant, and would not if I could, leave them society which, in ^t, tyrannize over the man equally with 
among the breakers. . the women, that is to say, if either of tliem have any 

« As to a.ny community of feeling, thought, or opinion feeling or honour, 
between Leigh Hunt and me, there is little or none. Wi 
meet rarely, hardly ever ; but I tliink him a good-princi* 
pled and able man, and must do as 1 would be done by 


‘ I do not know what world he has lived in, but I have lived 
in three or four ; but none of tliem like his Keats ant 
kangaroo terra incognita. Alas ! poor Shelley ! how w« 


“You can write to me at your leisure and inclination, 
have always laid it down as a maxim, and found it justi* 
ied by experience, that a man and a woman make far 
jettcr friendshijM than can exist between two of the same 
iex ; but tfiese with this condition, that they never have 
nadc, or are to make, love with each other. Lovers 


would have laughed had he lived, and how we used to may, and, indeed, generally are enemies, but they never 


laugh now and then at various tilings which are grave in 
the suburbs ! 

“You are all mistaken about Shelley. You do not 
Know how mild, how tolerant, how good he was in society 
and as perfect a gentleman as ever crossed a drawing- 
room, when he liked, and where liked. 

“ I have some thoughts of taking a run down to Naples 
{solus, or, at most, cum sold) this spring, and writing, 
when I have studied tlie country, a Fifth and Sixth Canto 
of Childe Harold : but this is merely an idea for the pre- 
sent, and I have other excursions and voyages in my 
mind. The busts* are finished: are you worthy of them? 

“Yours, &c. 

“N. B. 

“P. S. Mrs. Shelley is residing with the Hunts at 
some distance from me. I see them very seldom, and 
generally on account of their business. Mrs. Shelley, I 
Dolieve, will go to England in tiie spring. 

“ Count Gambia’s family, the fatlier and motlier and 
daughter, are residing with mo by Mr. Hill (the minis- 
ter’s) recommendation, as a safer assylum from the politi- 
cal persecutions than they could have in another resi- 
dence ; but they occupy one part of a large house, and I 
tlve other, and our establishments are quite separate, 

“ Since I have read tlic Quarterly, I shall erase two 
or three passages in the latter six or seven cantos, in 
wliich I had liglitly stroked over two or thr<'o of your 
autliors ; but I will not return evil for good. I liked what 
I read of the article much. 

“Mr. J. Hunt is most likely the publisher of the new 
Cantos ; with what prospects of succes-s I know not, nor 
does it very much matter, as far as I am concerned ; but 
I hope it may be of use to him, for he is a stiff, sturdy, 
conscientious man, and I like him : he is such a one a 
Prynno or Pym might be. I bear you no ill-will for de- 
clining the Don Juans. 

“Have you aided Madame de Yossy, as I requested ? 
I sent her throe hundred francs. Rewmmend her, will 
you, to the Literary Fund, or to some benevolence within 
vour circles.” 


LETTER DLXXV. 


“ Alboro, Nov. 10, 1822. 

♦ ♦ ♦ * ♦ . ■ . 

“ The Chevalier persisted in declaring himself an ill- 

used gentleman, and describing you as a kind of cold 
Calypso^ who lead astray people of an amatory disposition 
without giving them any sort of compensation, contenting 

* Of the boit of himself by Bortollini he says, in one of his letwrs to 
Mr. Murray : — “ The bust does not turn out r good one, — thoiigii it may 
be like for aught I know, as it exactly resembles a sufjerarniated Jesuit. 
Again, “ I assure you BartolUui’s Is dreadful, though my mind misgives 
me that it is hideously like. If it k, 1 cannot bo long for thU w^rld, for 
it overlooks seventy Moor*. 


;an be friends ; because there must always be a spice of 
jealousy and a something of self in all their speculations. 

“ Indeed, I rather look upon love altogetlier as a sort 
hostile transaction, very necessary to make or to break 
matches, and keep the world going, but by no moans a 
Incicurc to tlie parties concerned. 

“Now, as my lovc-pcrils are, I believe, pretty well 
•ver, and yours, .by all accounts, are never to begin, we 
ihall be the best friends imaginable as far as both are 
mneemed, and with this advantage, that we may both 
fall to loving right and left through all our acquaintance, 
itliout either sullenness or sorrow from that amiable 
lassion which are its inseparable attendants. 

“ Believe me, &c." 


LETTER DLXXVI 

TO MR. PROCTOR. 

“Pisa, Jan. 1823. 

“ Had I been aware of your tragedy when I wrote my 
ote to ‘ Marino Faliero,’ although it is a matter of no 
onsequence to you, I should certainly not have omitted 
insert your name with tlioso of tlie other writers who 
till do honour to the drama. My own notions on the 
ubject altogether are so different from tlie popular ideas 
tlie day, tliat wo differ essentially, as indeed I do from 
iir whole English litfrati, upon that topic. But I do not 
ontend that I am right— I merely say tliat such is my 
pinion, and as it is a solitary one, it can do no great 
larm. But it does not prevent me from doing justice to 
le powers of those w'ho adopt a difterent system.” 


LETTER DLXXVIL 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“ Genoa, Feb. 20, 182S. 

“mv dear tom, 

“ 1 must again refer you to those two letters addressed 
you at Passy before I read your speech in Galignani, 
;c., and which you do not seem to have received. 

“ Of Hunt I see little— once a month or so, and then 
I his own business, generally. You may easily sup^iose 
hat I know too little of Hampstead and liis satellites to 
ave much communion or community with him. My 
'hole present relation to him arose from Shelley’s imex- 
icted wreck. You would not have had me leave him 
the street with his family, would you ? and as to the 
[her plan you mention, you forget how it would humiliate 
um — that his writings sliould be supposed to be dead 
eight ! Think a moment — he is perhaps the vainest 
lan on earth, at least his own friends say so pretty 
ludly ; and if he were in other circumstances, I might 
tempted to take him down a peg ; but not now,— it 
ould be cruel. It is a cursed business ; but neither the 
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motive nor the meane reel upon my conscience, and it ter for die first time, and I suffered a 

- - - - • but no peril. My health is now much as usual. ^ 

Hill is, I believe, occupied with Ids dijdoinacy. 1 ihiil 
give him your message when I see him again.* 

“ My name, I see in the papers, has l^en dragged into 
the unhappy Portsmouth business, ot which ^ that I know 
ie vfrv sliccinet. JVIr. Ubiisoh is my solicitor* X ibund 

vicrjgj i xi, wiu uu utuv fi'fnju lur/uu— n ta jfuuj uwi rfuwmvLt avj,x. * j » > J ol 

poetOf they arc at. They will say they frightened you — him so when I was ten years old ^at my un es pea 
iorhidi^ Ireland! 'and he was continued in the management of my legal 


happens that he and Ms brother have been so far benehtei * 
the publication in a pecuniary point of view. Hi 
brother ie a steady, bold fellow, such as Fryrvne^ for exaii 
pie,, and full of moral, and, I hear, physical courage. 

*^And you are reoUy recanting, or softening to thi 
clergy! It will do Utile good for you — it is you, not thi 


Tours ever, 


LETTER DLXXVin. 

TO MRS. - 
♦ ♦ 


«N. B.« 


He asked me, by a civil espistle, as an old ac- 

juaintance of Iiis family, to be present at the marriage of 
Miss Hanson. I went very reluctantly, one misty mom- 
ng (for I had been up at two balls all night,) to witness 
the ceremony, which I could not very well rciuse without 
affronting a man who had never offended me. I saw 
** I presume tliat you, at least, know enough of me to nothing particular in the marriage. Of course I could not 
be sure tliat I could have no intention to insult Himt’s know the preliminaries, except from w-hat ho said, not having 
poverty. On the contrary, I honour him for it ; for 1 been present at the wooing, nor after it, for I walked hoine, 
know what it is, having been as much embarrassed as and they went into the country as soon as they had promis- 
cver h© was, without perceiving aught in it to diminish an cd and vowed. Out of this simple fact I hear the D^bats do 
honourable man’s self-respect. If you mean to say tliat, Paris has quoted Miss H. as ‘aulrefr>is trt>s li6e avec le 
had ho been a wealthy man, I would have joined in this cel^ibre,’ &c. &;o. I am obliged to him for tlie celebrity, 
Journal, I answer in the negative. ♦ * ♦ I engaged in but beg leave to decline the liaison, which is quite untrue; 
the Journal from good-will towards him, added to respect my liaison was with the fati.cr, in the unsentimental shape 
fur his character, literary and personal; and no less f( of long lawyers’ bills, through the medium of which I have 
his political courage, as well as regret for his present had to pay liim ten or twelve thousand pounds within these 
circumstances : I did this in the hope that he might, willi few years. She was not pretty, and t suspect that tlie in- 

tlio same aid from literary friends of literary coiitribii- defaligahle Mr. A was (like all her people) more 

tions, (which is requisite for all Journals of a. mixed attracted by her title than her charms. I regret very much 
nature,) render himself independent. that I was present at the prologue to the happy state of 

★ ♦ + ♦ * horsewhipping and black jobs, &c. &c., but I could not 

“I have always treated him, hi our personal intercourse, f()rcsee that a man was to turn out mad, who had gone 
with such 8cru\)ulous delicacy, that I have forebomo b- about the world for fifty years, as competent to vote, and 
trudmg advice, which I tlvought might be disagreeable, walk at large ; nor did he seem to me more bsane than 
lest ho should impute it to wliat is called ‘ taking advan- any other person going to be married, 
tage. of a man’s situation.’ “ I havc^ no objection to be acquainted with the Marquis 

“As to friend.shi;), it is a propensity in which my genius Palavicini, if he wishes it. liUlely, I have gone little into 
is very limiled. 1 do not know the male human hebg, society, English or foreign, for I had seen all that was 
except Lord Clare, the friend of rny infancy, for whom I worth seeing in the former before I left England, and at 
feel any thing that deserves llie name. All my others arc the time of life wlieii 1 w as more disposed to like it ; and 
men of the world friendships. I did not even feel it for of tlie latter 1 had a sufficiency in the first few years of 
Slicllcy, however much T adnurcil and esteemed him ; so rny residence in Switzerland, chiefly at Madame de 
that you see not even vanity could bribe mo into it, for, of Staefs. where I went sometimes, till 1 grew tired of con- 
all men, Shelley thought highest of my talents, — and, per- versazioni and carnivals, with their appendages ; and tlie 
hops, of iny disposition. bore is, that if you go once, you are expected to be there 

“I will do my duty by my intimates, upon the principle daily, or rather nightly. I waint llie round of the most 
of doing as you would be done by. I have done so, 1 noted soirth‘s at Venice or elsewliere (wliere I remabed 
trust, in most instances. I may ho pleased with tlieir con- not iuiy film*) to tlic Henzona, and be Albrizzi, and the 
versation — rejoice in their success — be glad to do them a Michelli, &;c. &c., and to the Cardinals and the various 
service, or to receive their counsel and assistance in re- potentates of the IxOgalion in Romagna (bat is, Ravenna,) 
turn. But, as for friends and friendship, I have (as I al- and only receded for tlie sake of quiet when I came mto 
ready said) named be only remaining male for whom I Tiuscany. Besides, if I go into smdety, I generally get, m 
feel any bing of the kind, excepting, perhaps, Thomas the long run, into soim* scrape of some kind or other, which 
Moore.^ I have had, and may have still, a thousand do n’t occur in my solitude. However, I am pretty well 
friends, as tJiey are calleil, in Ufe, who are like one’s part- set lied now , by time .and temper, which is so far lucky as it 
nets b the waltz of this world, not much remembered prevents restlessness ; but, as I said before, as on acquab- 
w'hen be ball is over, tliough very pleasant for ilie tinio. tance of yours, I will be ready and willing to know your 
Habit, busbess, and companionship in pleasure or b pab, friends. He may be a sort of connexion for aught I know ; 
are lii^ of a similar kin^ and be same faith b politics is f(>r a Palavicina, of Bobgrta, I believe, married a distant 

relative of mine half a century ago. I happen to knoW 
be fact, as he and hi!« spouse had an annuity of five hun- 
dred pounds on ray uncle’s property, which cea.sed at his 
demise, bough I recollect hearing they attempte.d, natu- 
rally onougli, to make it survive him. If I can do any bing 
for you here, or elsewhere, pray order, and be obeyed.* 


another.* 


LETTER DLXXIX. 


TO LADY 

“ Genoa, March, 28, 1823. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ Mr. Hill is here ; I dined with him on Saturday be- 
fore last ; and on leaving hi.s house at S. P. d’Arena, my 
carriagti broke down. I walked home, about bree miles, 
— ^no very great feat of pedestrianism ; but eiber be 
combg out of hot rooms into a bleak wbd chilled me, or 
the walking up-hill to Albaro heated me, or somebbg or 
^er set mo wrofai|^«nd next day I ha<l an 


If*—'" ^ it - I ’ me E.«n ot r*>n.«mnuui mamcn TOiw naiiMrti. Aueni 

attack b be face, to which X have neon subject tins win- 1 about Uub time lu Ui« Lu^jilwh UourU to prove hlMU iouno. 


LETTER DLXXX. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Genoa, April 2, 1823. 

“ 1 have just seen some friends of yours, who paid me i 
The Earl of PoriemouUi married Mm Hatisou. AttenipUi woronwd 
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LETTER DLXXXI. 


visit y©st*>rday, which, in honour of them and of you, I re- 
turned to-day os I reserve my bear-skin and teeth, and 
paws and claws, for our enemies. 

“ I have also seen Henry Fox, Lord Holland’s son, 
whom I had not looked upon since I left him a pretty mild 
boy, without a neckcloth, in a jacket, and in delicate 
health, seven kfiiff years agone, at the period of mine 
cclipse^the third, I believe, as T have generally oneeveiy the Count * *’s Journal, which is a very extraordinaiy 
two or three years. I think tliat lie has the softest and production,* and erf* a most melancholy truth in all that 
most amiable expression of countenance I ever saw, ami regards high life in England. I know, or knew, pep- 
manners corresjiondcnt. If to those he can add heredi- sonally, most of the personages and societies, which he 
tary talents, he will keep the name of Fox in all its fresh- lescribes ; and after reading his remarks have the sensa- 
ness for half a century more, I hope. I speak from a in fresh upon me as I had seen them yesterday. I 


TO TWE EARL OT BLESSXNQTOIT. 

“Aprils, 18S3| 

“MR. DEAR LORD, 

‘‘How is your gout 7 or rather, how are you 7 I return 


^ transient glimpse — but I love still to yield to such im- 
pressions ; for I have ever found that those I liked longesi 
and best, I t,ook to at first sight ; and I always liked thal 
boy ; perhaps, in f»art, from some rejsemblance in the less 
fortunate pazt of our destinies ; I mean, to avoid mistakes. 


would liowever plead in behalf of some few exceptions, 
liich 1 will mention hy-and-by. The most singular 
ling is, ht/U) he should luve penetrated twl the fact, but 
le mysirry of the English ennui, at two-aud-twenty. I 
as about the same age when I made the same db»- 


his lameness. But there Ls this dilference, tliat he appears covery, in almost precisely the same circles — (fi)r there is 


a halting angel, who has tripped against a star ; while 1 
am Le THafyle BoitcitJ !, — a soubriquet, which I marvel that, 
among their various nominis umbree, the Ortiiudox have not 
hit upon. 

* Your other allies, whom I have found very agreeable 
personages, and Milor Blessiiigton and Spouse, travelling 
with a very handsome companion, in the shape of a 
* French Count,’ (to use Farquhar’s phrase in the Beaux’ 
Stratagem,) who has all the air of a Cupvhn dcchainL, 
and is one of the few .specimens I have seen of our ideal 
of a Frenclimiin heforc the Revolution — an old friend with 


carccly a person mentioned whom I did not see nightly 
daily, and was acquainted more or less intimately with 
lost of tliem) — but I never could have dtjscribod it so 
ell. Ilfaiit ttre Prancais, to effect this. 

Bui lni ought also to have been in the country during 
hunting season, with ‘a select party of distinguished 
lesfs,’ as the papers term it. He ought to have seen 
gentlemen after dinner, (on the hunting days,) and 
soinu; ensuitig thereupon — and tlie women looking as 
tltey had hunted, or rather been hunted ; and I could 
lave wished tliat he had been at a dinner in town, which 


a new' face, upon whose like I never thought that we 1 recollect at Lord G * *’s—srnall, but select, and com- 
should look again. Miladi seijins highly literary, to which, posed of the most amusing people. The dessert was 
and your honour’s ac<piaintance with the family, I attri- hardly on the table, when, out of tw'olve 1 counted Jive 
bufc ihe pleasure of having seen them. She is also very asleep; of that five, there were Tierney, Lord * *, and 
pretty, even iu a morning, — a species of beauty on whicli Lord * * — 1 fi»rgt‘t the other two, but they wore either 
file sun of Italy does not shine so frequently as the chan- wits or orators — perhaj)s poets. 

dclier. Certainly, Englisliwoinen wear better than their “My re.sidenct! in the East and in Italy has made mo 
continental neighbours of the same aex. M * * seems somewhat iiidulgtint of the siesta — but tlien they act 
very good-natured, but is much tamed, since I reeol- regularly about it in warm countries, and peiform it in 
lect him in all the glory of gems and snuff-boxes, and solitude, (or at most in a t(Mi*-u-tt?te with a proper corn- 
uniforms, and theatricals, and speeches iu our house— paniori,) and retire quietly to their rooms to get out of the 
* I mean, of peers’ (I must refer you to Pope — whom sun’s way for an hf)ur or two. 

you do n’t read, and won’t apjireciate — for tliat. quota- “Altogether, your friend's Journal is a very formidable 
tion, which you must allow to be poetical,) and .silting produetKjn. Alas! our ilcarly-belovcd countrymen have 
to Slroeling, the painter (do you remenihcr our visit, nly discovered that they are. tired, and not that they are 
with Leckie, to the German?) to he depicted as one of tiresome; ami T .suspect thal the communication of the 
the heroes of Agincourt,’ with his long .sword, .saddle, latter unpleasant verity will not be better received than 
briille, whack fal dc,’ &c. &c. truths usually are. I have read the whole witli great 

“I have been unwell — caught a cold and infiamma- attention and mstructioii. I am too gtKjd a patriot to say 
tion, which menanced a conflagration, after dining with pleasure — at least I won’t say .so, whatever I may thirrft;. 
our ambassador. Monsieur Hill, — not owing to the dinner, I showed it (I hope no breach of confidence,) to a young 
but thy carriage broke down on the way home, and I had Italian lady of rank, tri's instruite also ; and who passes, 
to walk some miles, u|>-hill partly, after hot rooms, ii. or passed, for being one of the throe most celebrated lielles 
a very bleak windy eve-ning, and over-hotted, or over- in the district of Italy, where her family and connexions 
colded myself. I have not been so robustious as for- resided in less troublesome limes as to politics, (which is 
merly, ever since the last summer, when I fell ill after not Genoa, by-the-way,) and she was delighted with it, 
a long swim in the Mediterranean, and have never and says that she has derived a better nation of English 
been quite right up to this present writing. I am thin, society from it than from all Madame de Stoel’s meta- 
— Tl^crhaps thinner than you saw me, when I was nearly physical disputations on the same subject, in her worii on 
transparent, in 1812, — and am obliged to be moderate of the Revolution. I beg that you will thank the young 
my mouth, which, nevertheless, worft prevent me (the phiio.sopher, and make iny compliments to Lady B. and 
gods willing) from dining with your friends the day after her sister. 

to-morrow* “ Believe me your very obliged and faithful 

“They give me a very good account of you, and of “ N. B. 

your nearly ‘Empriaoned Angels.’ But why did you “ P- S. There is a rumour in letters of some disturbance 
change your title ?— you will regret this some day. The or complot in the French Pyrenean army— generals sus- 
bigots are not to be conciliated , and, if they were, are pected or dismissed, and ministers of war travelling to see 
they worth it? I suspect that 1 am a more orthodox what’s the matter. ‘Marry, (as David says,) tliishathao 
Christian than you are ; and, whenever I see a real Rngry favour.’ 

Christian, either in practice or in theory, (for I never yet * Tell Count * * that some of the names are not 
found the man who could produce either, when put to the quite intelligible, e8|>ecially of the clubs ; he speaks of 
prooQ I am his disciple. But, till then, I cannot truckle 

to titne-inOQRerSd— nor can 1 imagiiin what has made VW * mother letter to Lord BleMiogton, be enye of Ibie 
. . MU. y ^ requieiU to Ito»« Sfured in hie 

Circumcisa your Seraphs. i l>rotber4a.)«w’e mcettor^e Mcmoln.’* 
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»to 

J^att»«-perbttps he is right, but in my time IVatiers was 
the Dandy Club, of which (tliough no dandy) 1 was a 
member, at the time too of its greatest glory, when Brum- 
moll and Mildmay, Alvanley and Pierropoint, gave the 
dandy balls; and we (the club, that is,) got up the famous 
masquerade at Burlington House and Carden for W elling- 
Um. He does not speak of the Alfred^ which was the 
most recher<M and most tiresome of any, as 1 know by 
being a member of that too.” 


LETTER DLXXXn. 

TO THE EARL OF BLESBIRGTOR. 

“April 6, 1823. 

“It would be worse than idle, knowing, as I do, the 
utter worthlessness of words on such occasions, in me to 
attempt to express what I ought to feel, and do feel for 
the loss you have sustained and I must thus dismiss the 
subject, for 1 dare not trust myself further with it Jor ymir 
sake, or for my own. I shall endeamur to see you as soon 
as it may not appear intrusive. Pray excuse the levity 
of my yesterday’s scrawl — 1 little thought under what 
circumstances it would find you. , 

“ 1 have received a very handsome and flattering note 
from Count + *. He must excuse my apparent rude- 

ness and real ignorance in replying to it in English, 
dirough the mcd’uim of your k‘md interpretation. 1 would | 
not on any account de\nivc him of a pr<xluction, of which 
1 really think more than I have oven said, though you are 
good enough not to be dissatisfied even with tliat ; but 
whenever it is completed, it woultl give me the greatest 
pleasure to have a oopy — but how> to keep it secret! lite- 
rary secrets are like others. By changing the names, or 
at least omitting several, and altering the circumstances 
indicative of the writer’s real station, the author would 
render it a most amusing publication. His countrymen 
have not been treated cither in u literary or personal point 
of view with such deference in English recent works, ru? to 
lay him under any very great national obligation of forbea- 
rance ; and really tlie remarks arc so tnie and so piquante 
that I cannot bring myself to wish their suppression; 
though, as Dangle says, ‘ He is my friend,’ many of these 
personages ‘ were my frietukl but much such fritmds as 
Dangle and his allies. 

“I return you Dr. Parr's letter — I have met him at 
Payne Knight’s and elsewhere, and he did me the honour 
once to be a patron of mine, although a great friend of 
the other branch of the House of Atreus, and the Greek 
teacher (I believe) of my moral Clytemnestra — I say 
moro^ because it is true, and so useful to the virtuous, 
that it enables them to do any tiling without the aid of an 
jEgisthus. 

“I beg my compliments to Lady B. Miss P. and to 
your Alfred, 1 think, since his Majesty of the same 
name, there has not been such a learned surveyor of our 
Saxon society. 

“Ever yours most truly, 

«N. B.” 

•AprU9,1823. 

“ MV DEAR LORD, 

“P. S. 1 salute Miledi, Madamoiselle Mama, and the 
illustrious Chevalier Count * *, who, I liopc, will continue 
his history of * his own times.’ There are some strange 
coincidences between a part of his remarks and a certain 
work of mine, now in MS. in England, (1 do not mean 
the hermetically sealed Memoirs, but a continuation of 
certain Cantos of a certain poem,) especially in whai a 

* Tha death of Lord Bl«MliiftoD*» adii, whirh had been long ex- 
but of which tho UMOunt hul Just then arrived. 


man may do in Iiondon with impunity while he is la 
mixie ;’ which 1 think it well to state, tliat he may not 
suspect me of taJking advantage of his confidence. The 
observations are very general.” 


LETTER DLXXXIII. 

TO THE EARL OF BLESSINOTOIT* 

“April 14, 1823. 

“I am truly sorry that I cannot accompany you in your 
ride this morning, owing to a violent pain in my face, 
arising from a wart to which I by medical advice applied 
a caustic. Whether I put too much, I do not know, but 
the coiisequeuc.e is, not. only 1 have been put to some 
pain, but the peccant part and its immediate environ are 
as black as if the printer’s devil had marked mo for an 
author. As I do not wish to frighten your horses, or their 
riders, I shall postpone waiting upon you until six o^chek, 
whan I hope to have subsided info a more Christianlike 
reseinl>lancc to rny fellow-creatures. My infliction has 
partially extended even to my fingers for on trying to get 
the black from ofl* my upper lip at least, I have only 
transfused a portion thereof to my right hand, and neither 
lemon-juice nor cau do Cologne;, nor any other eaii, have 
been able as yet to r«'decm it also from a more inky 
appearance than is either proper or pleasant. But ‘ out 
damn'd spot.’ — you may have perceived soinotliing of the 
kind yesterday, for on my return, 1 saw that during my 
visit it had incrcaHcd, was increasing, and ought to be 
diminisheil ; and 1 could not help laughing at the figure 1 
nust have cut before you. At any rate, I shall he with 
you at si.v, with the advantage of twilight. 

“ Ever most truly, &.c. 

“11 o’clock. 

“P. S. T wrote the above at three this morning. I 
regret to say that the whole of the skin of about an inch 
square above my upper lip has come off, so that I cannot 
even .shave or masticate, and f am equally unfit to appear 
at your table, and to parialn; of its hospitality. Will you 
tlierefore pardon me, and not mistake tliis rueful excuse 
for a * makc’-bvUv.vL'^ as you will soon recognise whenever 
I have the pleasure of meeting you again, and I will call 
tlie moment 1 am, in the nursery phrase, ‘ fit to be seen.’ 
Tell Lady B. with iny complirnonts, that 1 am rummag- 
ing my papens for a MS. worthy of her acceptation. I 
have just seen the younger Count Gamba, and as I can- 
not prevail on his infinite modesty to lake Uie field without 
me, I must take this piece of diffidence on my myself 
also, and beg your indulgence for both.” 


LETTER DLXXXIV. 

TO THE COUITT * *. 

“April 22, 1823. 

“My dear Count * (if you will permit me to addi» ss 
you so familiarly,) should be content with writing in 
your own language, like Grarnmont, and succeeding in 
London as nobody has succeeded since the days of 
Charles the Second and the records of Antonio Hamil- 
ton, without deviating into our barbarous language^ 
which yon understand and write, however, much better 
than it deserves. 

“ My ‘ approbation,’ as you are plaased to term it, was 
very sincere, but perhaps not very impartial; for though I 
love my country, I do not love my countrymen — at least, 
such as they now are. And besides the seduction of 
talent and wit in your work, I fear that to me there was 
the attraction of vengeance. I have seen and feU much 
of what you have described so well. I have known the 
persons, and the reunions so described — (many of theni| 
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that is w say,) — and the portraits are so like that I 
cannot but admire the painter no less than his perform- 
ance. 

“But I am sorry for you; for if you are so well 
acquainted with life at your age, what will become of 
you when the illusion is still more dissipated ? but never 
mind — -m (want ! — live while you can ; andtliat you may 
have the full enjoyment of the many advantages of youth, 
talent, and figure, which you possess, is the wish of an — 
Englishman, — I suppose, — but. it is no treason ; for my 
mother was Scotclvand my name and my family are botii 
Norman ; and as for myself, I am of no cf)untry. As for 
my ‘Works,’ which you are pleased to mention, let them 
go to the devil, from whence (if you believe many per- 
■ons) they came, 

“ I have the honour to be your obliged, &c. &c.’ 


LETTER DLXXXV. 

TO THE COUJVTESS OF BLESSIJTGTOIV. 

“May 3, 1823. 

“dear lady * 

“My request would be for a copy of tlie miniature of 
I,ady B., which I have sticn in possession of the Iat<* 
Lady Noel, as I have no pict\U'c,or indeed me.morial of 
any kind Lady H,, as all h(‘.r letters were in her own 
possession before I left England, and we have had no cor- 
respondence since — at huist on her part. 

“My message, with regard to the infant, is simply to 
this effect*— that in the event of any accident occurring tn 
the mother, and my remaining the survivor, it would he 
my wish to have her plans carried into effect, both with 
regard to the. education of the child, and the person or 
persons under whoso care Lady B. might be desirous that 
she should be placed. It is not my intention to interfere 
with her in any way on tlie stibp^ct during her life ; and I 
presume tiuit it would ho some consolation to her to 
know, (if she is in ill health, as I am given lonndersiand,) 
that in no case would any tiling ho dune, as far as 1 aie 
concerned, but in strict conformity with Lady B.'s own 
wisiies and intentions — left in Avhat manner she thought 
proper. 

“Believe me, dear Lady B., your obliged, &c.” 


LETTER DLXXXVL 

TO THE COUNTESS OF ' 

«Albaro,May6,1823. 

“ MY DEAR LADY + ♦ 

“ I send you the letter which I had firgotten, and th' 
book,* which I ought to have remembered. It contains 
(the book, I mean) some melancholy truths ; tliough I 
Inilieve that it is too trisle a work ever to have been poj»n- 
The first time I ever read it, (not the ofUiion I send 
you, — for I got it since,) was at the ((j;sire of Madame dc 
Stael, w'ho was supposed by the good-natured world to be 
the heroine which she was not, however, and was 
furious at the supposition. Ttiis occurred in Switzerland, 
in the summer of 1816, and the last season in whidi 1 
ever saw that edebrated person. 

“I have a request to make to my friend Alfred, (since 
he has not disdained the title,) viz. that he would conde- 
scend to add a cap to tl\e gentleman in the jacket, — ii 
would complete his costunie, — and smooth his brow,whicl 
is somewhat too inveterate a likeness of the original, Goc 
help me ! 

“I did well to avoid the w-ator-party,— is a myste- 
ry, which is not less to be wondered at Uian all my othe: 
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mysteries. Tell Milor that I am deep in his MS., and 
will do him justice by a diligent perusai. 

“ The letter which I enclose I was prevented from 
sending, by my despair of its doing any go<xi. 1 was per- 
fectly sincere when 1 wrote it, and am so still. But it is 
difficult for me to witlisland tlie thousand provocations on 
that subject, which both friends and foes have for seven 
years been throwing m the way of a man whose feelings 
ivere once quick, arid whose temper was never patient. 
But ‘ returning were as tedious as go o’er.’ I feel this as 
much as ever Macbeth did ; and it is a dreary sensation, 
which at least avenges the real or imaginary wrongs of 
one of die two unfortunate persons whom it concerns. 

“But I am going to bo gloomy ; — so, ‘to bed, to bed.* 
Good night, — or rather morning. One of the reasons 
why 1 wish to avoid society is, that I can never sleep 
after it, and the pleasanter it has been, the less I rest. 

“ Ever most truly, &c. &c.** 


LETTER DLXXXVIL* 

TO LADY BYRON. 

(To die care of die lion. Mrs. I..eigh, London.) 

“Pisa, Nov. 17, 1821. 

“ T have to acknowledge the receipt of ‘ Ada’s hair,* 
.vlh'di is very soft anil prelly, and nearly as dark already 
as mine was at twelve years old, if I may judge from 
»vhat I reeoUtH-t of s(nne in Augusta's possession, taken 
at that age. But it do n’t curl, — perhaps from its being 
let grow'. 

“I also thank you for the inscription of the date and 
larne, and 1 will tell you why I believe that they are 
ihc only two or three w'ords of your handwriting in my 
possession. For your letters I returned, and except the 
iwo words, or rather the one word, ‘Household,’ written 
twice in an old account-book, I have no other. I burnt 
your last imte, for two reasons : — Istly, it was w'rittcn in a 
sfyle, not very agreeable ; and, 2dly, I wdshed to talte your 
vvor J without documents, which are die worldly resources 
»f suspicious people. 

“ I sup]>ose that, this note will reach you somewhere 
about Ada’s birtliday-- the 10th of December, I believe. 
She will then be six, so tliat in about twelve more I shall 
have some chance of meeting her ; — perhaps sooner, if I 
am obliged to go to England by business or otherwise. 
Hecolh'ct, however, one thing, either in distance or near- 
ness; — everyday which keeps us asunder should, after so 
long a period, rather sofien our mutual feelings, which 
nust always have one rallying-point as long as our diild 
‘xists, which I presume we both hope will be long after 
cither of her parents, 

“ The time w'hich has elapsed since the separation, has 
been considerably more than the whole brief period of 
our union, and the not much longer one of our prior 
ac.quaintance. W e both rnatle a bitter niLstake ; but now 
it i.s over, and irrevocably so. For, at thirty-three on my 
part, and a few years less on yours, diough it is no very 
extended period of life, still it Is one when the habits and 
thought are generally so fiirmed as to admit of no modifi- 
cation; and as we could not agree when younger, wa 
should with difficulty do so now. 

“1 say all this, because I own to you that, notwith- 
standing every thing, I considered our reunion as not 
impassible for more Aan a year after the separation 
but then I gave up the hope entirely and for ever. But 
this very impossibility of reunion seems to me at least a 
reason why, on all the few points of discussion whicli can 
arise between us, we should presen'e the courtesies of 
life, and as much of its kindness as people who are never 
to meet may preserve, perhaps more easily than nearer 


* Adolphe, by M. Deojamiu Cooitant. 


* Endoeed in Letter 682. 
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oonnexioiui. For tttf own part, I am violent, but not 
malignant ; for only fresh provocations can awaken m; 
resentments. To you, who are colder and more concen- 
trated, 1 would just hint, that you may sometimes mistaki 
the depth of a cokl anger for dignity, and a worse feelini 
for duty. I assure you that I bear you note (whatever I 
may have done) no resentment whatever. Remember, 
that if you hove injured me in aught, this forgiveness is 
something; and that, ifl have vijured you, it in something 
more still, if it be tme, as the moralists say, that the mos 
offending are the least forgiving. 

“ Whether the offence has iKisen solely on my side, or 
reciprocal, or on yours chiefly, T have ceased to reflect 
upon any but two things, — ^viz. that you are the mother of 
my child, and that we shall never meet again. I think if 
you also consider the two corresponding points with refer- 
ence to myself, it will be better for all force. 

“Yours ever, 

• “NoelBvron.” 

LETTER DLXXXVIII. 

TO MR. BLAqUIERE. 

“Albaro, April 5, 1823. 

“ DEAR SIR, 

“1 shall be delighted to sec you and your Greek friend , 
and the sooner foe better, I have l>een expecting you 
for some time, — you will find me at home. I cannot ex- 
press to you how much I feel interested in the cause ; 
and nothing but thcj hopes I entertained of witnessing die 
liberation of Italy itself, prevented me long ago from re- 
turning to do what little I could, as an individual, in that 
land whidi it is an honour even to have visited. 

“ Ever yours, truly, 

“ JSosL Btror ” 


LETTER DLXXXIX, 

TO MR. BOWRIRO. 

“Genoa, May 12, 1823. 

“sir, 

“I have great pleasure in acknowledging your letter, 
and the honour which foe Corainittiie have d<jne me ; — I 
shall endeavour to deserve their confidence by every 
means in my power. My first wish is to go up into tJie 
Levant in person, where 1 might be enabled to julvance, 
if not the cause, at lca.st the means of obtaining inforaia- 
tion which the Committee might be desirous of acting 
upon ; and my former re.sidorice in the country, my fami- 
liarity with foe Italian language, (which is there univer- 
sally sjiokcn, or at least to foe same extent as French in 
the more {Kilished parts of the continent,) and my not total 
ignorance of the Romaic, would afford mo some advan- 
tages of ex(K^ricnce. To this project foe only objection 
is of a domestic nature, and I shall try to get over it; — 
ifl fiiil in this, I must do what I can where I am ; but if 
will \>© always a source of regret to me, to think that 1 
p®rhsi>8 have done more for the cause on the spot. 

“Our last information of Captain Blaquiere is from 
Ancona, where he embarked with a fair wind for Corfu, 
on foe 16fo ult. ; he is now probably at his destination. 
My last letter /fwn him personally was dated Rome ; he 
had been refused a passport through foe Neapolitan ter- 
ritory, and returned to strike up through Romagna for 
Ancona; tittle time, however, appears to have been lost 
by foe delay. 

“ The principal material wanted by the Greeks appears 
to be, first, a park of field artillery-light, and fit for moun- 
tain-servico ; secondly, gunpowder ; tliirdly, hospital or 
medical stores. The readiest m*ode of transmission is, I 
hear, by Idra, addressed to Mr. Ncgri^ the minister, I 


meant to send up a certain quantity of foe two latter 
— no great deal — ^but enough for an individual to show 
his g(H)d wishes for foe Greek success ; but am pausing, 
because, in case I should go myself, 1 can take them with 
me. 1 do not wz^t to limit my own contribution to this 
merely, but more especially, if I can get to Greece my- 
self, I should devote whatever resources I can muster of 
my own, to arlvancing tlie great object. I am in corre- 
s[K»idence with Signor Nicolas Karrellas, (well known to 
Mr. Hubhouse,) who is now at IHsa ; but his latest ad- 
vice merely staled, that the Greeks are at present em- 
ployed in organizing their intemeU government, and the 
details of its administration ; tins would seem to indicate 
security^ but the war is however far from being terminated. 

“ The Turks are an obstinate race, as all former wars 
have proved them, and will return to the charge for years 
to come, even if beaten, as it is to be hoped they will be. 
But in no case can the labours of (lie Committee be said 
to b(; in vain, for in the event even of foe Greeks being 
sulxiued and dispersed, the funds which could be em- 
ployetl in succouring and gathering together foe remnant, 
so as to alleviate in part their flisiresses, and enable them 
to tiikd or malce a country, (as so many emigrants of other 
nations have been compelled to do,) would bless ‘both 
liuise who gave and lliosc who took,’ a.s Uie bounty both 
of just ice anrl of mercy. 

■‘With regard to the formation of a brigade, (which Mr. 
Hobhouse hints at in his short letter of this day’s receipt, 
enclosing the oni! to which I have the lioiiour to reply,) 

1 would presume to suggest — but merely as an opinion, 
resulting rather from the inclaneholy experience of the 
brigades embarked in the Columbian service, than from 
any experiment yet fairly tried in Greece — that the at- 
tention of tile Committee had better perhaps be directed 
to foe employment of qfficers of exjiericnce tlian Uie enrol- 
raent of raw Br Uieh soldiers, which latter are apt to be 
unruly, and not very serviceable, in irregular warfare, by 
the side of foreigners. A small body of gwxi officers, 
especially artillery ; an engineer, wifo quantity (such as 
the Committee might dot;m requisite) of stores, of the 
nature which Captain Blaijuiere indicated as most wanted, 
would, I should conceive, be a highly useful accession. 
Officers, also, who had previously served in the Mediter- 
ranean, would tic preferable, as some knowledge of Italian 
is nearly indispensable. 

“ It would also he as well that they should be aware 
hat they arc not going ‘ to rough it on a bccAstealc and 
bottle of port,’ — hut that Greece — never, of late years, 
very plentifully stocked for a at present tlie 

country of all kinds oiprivatimis. Tliis remark may seem 
superfluous ; but I have been led to it, by observing that 
Twmyfvrngn officers, Italian, French, and e\-en Germans, 
(hilt fewer of the loiter^) have relumed in disgust, imagin- 
ing cither foat they were going up to inalce a party of 
-»lca.surc, or to enjoy full pay, speedy promotion, and a 
cry moderate degree of duty. They complain, too, of 
taviiig been ill received by the Government or inhabi- 
ants ; but numbers of* these complaints wcr(5 mere adven- 
.ururs, attracted by a hope of command and plunder, 
disappointed of botii. Those Greeks I have seen stre- 
luoualy deny foe charge of mhospiiahty, and declare foat 
they shared foeir pittance to foe last emmb wifo their 
foreign volunteers. 

“I need not suggest to the Committee the very great 
advantage which must accrue to Great Britain from the 
success of the Greeks, and their probable commercial 
relations with England in consequence; because 1 feel 
persuaded that the first object of foe Committee is their 
EMAWciPATioif, wiUiout any interested views. But the 
consideration might weigh wifo foe English people in 
general, in foeir present passion for every kind of specu- 
lation,— they need not cross tlie American seas, for one 
much better worth their while, and nearer home. The 
resources, even for an emigrant population, in the Greek* * 
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isbnd alonej are rarely to be paralleled ; and the cheap- number, opposed to about six or seven thousand; only 
ness of every kind, of not only nee^Mryy but humry^ (that eight escaped, and of them about three only survived; so 
i8tOBay,lMiii»y of nature,) fruits, wine, oil, &c. in a stat.( that General Normann ‘posted his ragamuffins where 
of peace, are fkr beyond those of the Cape, and Van Die* they were well peppered— -not three of tlic liundred and 
man’s Land, and ffie other places of refuge, which the fifty left alive — and tliey are for the town’s end for life.* 
English population are searching for over the waters. “ These two left Greece by tlie direction of the Greeks. 

“ I beg that the Committee will command me in any When Churschid Pacha overrun the Morea, the Greeks 
and evefy way. If I am favoured with any instructions, seem to have behaved well, in wishing to save their allies, 
I shall endeavour to obey tliem to the letter, whetlior con- when they tJiought that the game was up with themselves, 
fbrmable to my own private opinion or not. I beg leave This was in September last, (1822:) they w'ondered from 
to add, personally, my respect ibr the gentleman whom I island to island, and got from Milo to Smyrna, where the 
have tile honour of addressing, French consul gave them a passport, and a charitable 

“ And am, sir, your obliged, &c. captain a passage to Ancona, whence tJicy got to Trieste, 

“ P. S. The best refutation of Gell will be the active and were turned back by the Austrians. They complain 
'exertions of the Committee I am too warm a contro- only of the miiuster, (who has always been an indifferent 
versialist; and 1 suspect that if Mr. Hobhouse have taken character ;) say that the Greeks fight very well in ffieir 
# him in hand, there will be little occasion for mo to ‘ cn- own way, but were at first afraid tojffre their own cannon 
cumber him with help.’ If I go up into the country, I — ^but mended with practice. 

will endeavour to transmit as accurate and impartial an “Adolphe (the younger) commanded at Navarino for 
account as circumstances will permit. a short time ; the other, a more material person, ‘ the bold 

*I shall write to Mr. Karrellas. I expect intelligence Bavarian in a luckless hour,’ seems chiefly to lament a fast 
from Captain Blaquiere, who has promised me some early of three days at Argos, and the loss of twenty-five jiaras 
intimation from the seat of the Provisional Government, a day of pay in arrear, and some baggage at Tripolitza ; 

I gave him a letter of introduction to Lord Sidney Osborne, but takes his wounds, and marches, and battles in very 
at Corfu ; but as Lord S. is in the government service, of good part. Both are very simple, full of nai'vot^, and 

quite unpretending: they say the foreigners quarrelled 
among themselves, particularly the French with the Ger- 
mans, which produced duels. 

“ The Greeks accept muskets, but throw away hayofmAs^ 
and will rwi be disci{)lined. When these lads saw two 
Piedmontese regiments yesterday, Ujcy said, ‘ Ah, if wo 
had had but these two, we should have cleared the Morea.** 
in ffiat. case tlie Piedmontese must have behaved better 
than tlicy did against the Austrians. They seem to lay 
“I 7eceived yesterday the letter of the Committee, stress upon a few regular troope-say that the 
^ated the 14th of March. What has occasioned the dc- have arms and powder m plenty, but want 

lay, I know not. It was forwarded by Mr. Galignani, victuals, hospital stores, and lint and linen, &c. and 
from Paris, who stated that ho had only had it in his much. Altogether, it would be difficult to 

charge four days, and that it was delivered to him by a mure practical philosophy tlian this remnant of our 
Mr. Grattan. I need hardly say that I gladly accede to ' P«‘r hiH folk’ have done ; they do not seem the least cast 
the proposition oftheCorainittee, and hold myself liiglily tkeir way of presenting themselves was as 

honoured by being deemed wortliy to be a nioinbcr. I ^bnple and natural as could be. They said, a Dane here 
have also to return my tlumks, particularly to yourself, for them that an Englishman, friendly to tlie Greek 

the accompanying letter, which is extremely flattering. cause, was here, and that, as they were reduced to beg 
“S'mee I last wrote to you, through the medium of Mr. home, they thought they might as well begin 

Bobhouso, I have received and forw'ardcd a letter frori. ^ ^ liastc to snotch the post. ^Believe 

(>aptain Blaquiere to me, from Corfu, which will show * Your obliged, &c. 

how he gets on. Yesterday I fell in with two young “P-S. I have, since I wrote this, seen them again. 

Germans, survivors of General Noniiarm’s band. They f’* Gamba asked tliem to breakfast. One of 

arrived at Genoa in the most deplorable state — williout to publish his .Toumal of tlie campaign. The 

fxKl— without a sou— witliout shoes. The Austrians Bavarian wonders a little Uiat the Greeks are not qmto 

liad sent them out of flieir territoiy on tlieir landing at same with them of the time of 1 heimstoclos, (they 

Trieste : and they had been forced to come down to Flo- very tractable, by-tlic-by,) and at tli© diffi- 

ronce, and had travelled from Leghorn here, with four disciplinutf; them ; but he is a ‘ bon homme and a 

Tuscan livres (about three francs) in tlieir pockets. I and a little like Dugald Dalgotty, who would 

have given them twenty Genoese scudi, (about a hundred tipon the erection of ‘a sconce on the hill of Driim- 
and thirty-three Uvres, French money,) and new shoes, snab,’ or^ whatever it was ;-tlio other seems to wonder at 
which will enable them to get to Switzerland, where Uicy notliing. 
sa^ that they have friends. All that they could raise in 
Genoa, beside.s, was thirty tout, Tl^y do not complain 
of the Greeks, W say that they have suffered more since 
ftidr landing in Italy. 

“I tried tlieir veracity, Istly, hy their pass|[>orts and 
papers ; 2dly, by topography, cross-questioning them about | 

Arta, Argos, Athens, Missolonghi, Corinth, &c.; and, 

Sdly, in Romaic, of which I found (one of them at least) “ The accounts are so contradictray, as to what mode 
knew more than I do. One of them (they are both of will be best for supplymg die Greeks, that I have deemed 
good families) is a fine, handsome young feUow erf* throe- it better to take up. (with the exception of a few supplies,) 
and-twenty— a Wirtenibergher, and has a look Randt what cash and credit I can muster, rather tlian lay them 
about him— the other a Bavarian, older, and flat-faced, and out in articles that might be deemed superfluous or unno- 
less ideal, but a great, sturdy, sddier-like personage. The cessary. Here we can learn nothing but from some of 
Wir^bergher was in the action at Arta, where the the refugees, who apjiear chiefly interested for themselves, 
PlulheUenists were cut to pieces after killing ax hundred My accounts from an agent of the Committee, an English 
Turks, they themselves being only a hundred and fifty in gentleman lately geme to Greece, are hitherto favour* 


LETTER DXCI, 

TO MR. CHURCH, 

American Consut at Genoa. 

“Genoa, May, 1823. 


course his reception could only be a cautious one.” 


LETTER DXC. 

TO MB. BOWRINO. 

“Genoa, May 21, 1823. 
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able, but he had not yet reached the seat of the Provi- 
sional Government, and I am anxiously expecting further 
advice. 

" An American has a better right than any other, to 
suggest to other nations tlio mode of obtaining Uiat liberty 
wh^h is the glory of his own.** 

LETTER DXCII. 

TO M. H. BEYLE, 

Rue de Richelieu, Peril. 

« Genoa, May 29, 1823. 

*8IR, 

" At present, that I know to whom I am indebted for a 
very flattering mention intlie'Romc, Naples, and Flo- 
rence, in 1817, by Mons. Stendhal,’ it is fit that I should 
return my thanks (however undersired or undesirable) to 
Mons. with whom 1 had the honour of being ac- 

quainted at Milan in 1816. You only did me too much 
honour in what you were pleased to say in that work ; 
but it has hardly given me less pleasure than tlie praise 
itsell^ to become at length aware (which 1 have done by 
mere accident) tliat I am indebted fur it to one of wliose 
good opinion I was roaHy ambitious. So many changes 
have taken place since that period in the Milan circle, 
tliat 1 hardly dare recur to it ; — some dead, some banish- 
ed, and some in the Austrian dungeons. Poor Peliico ! 
1 trust that, in his iron solitude, his Muse is consoling 
him in part — one day to delight us again, when both she 
and her poet are restored to freedom. 

Of your works I have only seen * Romo, Ac.* the 
Lives of Haydn and Mozart, and tlie brochure on Racine 
and Shakspeare. The ‘Histoire de laPcinture,* I have 
not yet the good fortune, to possess. 

** There is one part of your observations in tlie pamphlet 
which I shall venture to remark upon ; it regards Waller 
Scott. You say that ‘ his character is little worthy of j 
enthusiasm,’ at die same time that you mention his pro- 
ductions in tlie moiuier they dcsen'c, I have known 
Walter Scott long and well, and in occasional situations 
which call forth the real character — and I can assure you, 
that his character is worthy of adiuiratioii ; — that of all 
men he is the most ttpen^ tlie most homurabky the most 
amuAle. With his politics, 1 have nothing to do ; they 
differ from mine, wdiich renders it difficult for me to speak 
of them. But lie is perfectly sincere in them ; an<l sin- 
cerity may be humble, but she cannot be servile. 1 pray 
you, therefore, to correct or soften that passage. You 
may, perhaps, attribute this utliciousiiess of mine to a 
false affectation of canfiouTj as 1 happen to be a writer 
also. Attrilnite it to what motive you please, but f/elieve 
the trmth. I say tliat Walter Scott is as nearly a thorough 
good man as man can be, because 1 kruwf it by experience 
to be the case. 

“ If you do me the honour of an answer, may I request 
a speedy one? because it is possible (though not yet 
decided) tiiat circumstances may conduct me once more 
to Greece. My present address is Genoa, where on 
answer will reach me in a short time, or be forwarded to 
me wherever I may be. 

“I beg you to believe me, with a lively recollection 
of our brief acquaintance, and the hojie of one day re- 
newing it. Your ever obliged, 

"and obedient humble servant, 
“Noel ByRoir.** 

LETTER DXCra. 

TO LADY * ♦ ♦ 

“May 17,1823. 

“ My voyage to Greece will depend upon the Greek 
Committee (in England) partly, dnd partly on the instruc- 


tions which some persons now in Greece on a private 
mission may be pleased to send me. I am a member, 
lately elected, of the said Committee ; and iny object in 
going uj) would be to do any little good in my power ; but 
os there some pros and cons on tlie subject, witli regard to 
bow far tlie intervention of strangers may be advisable, I 
know no more than I tell you ; but we shall probably hear 
something soon from England and Greece, which* may bo 
more decisive. 

“ With regard to the late person (Lord Londonderry) 
whom you hear that I have attacked, I can only say that 
a bad minister’s memory is as much an object of inves- 
tigation as his conduct while alive, — ^for his measures do 
not die with him like a private individual’s notions. He 
is matter of fdstory ; and, wherever I find a tyrant or at 
villain, 1 vn/l mark him. I attacked him no more than I 
liad been wont to do. As to tlie Liberal, — ^it was a pub- 
lication set up for the advantage of a persecuted author 
and a very worthy man. But it was foolish in mo to 
engage ill it ; and so it has turned out-— for I have hurt 
myself without doing much good to those for whose bene- 
fit it was intended. 

“Do rwrf defend me — it will never do — ^you will only 
make yourself enemies. 

“ Mine are neither to be diminished nor softentMf, but 
they may be overllirown ; and there are events which 
may occur less improbable than those which have hap- 
pened in our lime, that may reverse the pre?scnt stale of 
tilings — nous verrons. + ♦ * ♦ 

“ I send you this gos.sip that you may laugh at it, 
which is all it is gewd for, if it is even good for so much. 
I shall be delighted to sec you again ; hut it will be melan- 
choly, should it be only for a moment. 

‘Ever yours, 

«N. B.** 


LETTER DXCIV. 

TO THE COUNTESS OF BLESBINGTOIT. 

“Albaro, June2,1823. 

“my dear lady b * 

“ 1 am superstitious^ and have recollected tliat memorials 
with a jMnnt are of less fortunate augury : I wil4 there- 
fore, reipiest you to accept, instead of the pin,* the oni:losed 
chain, which is of so slight a value that you need not 
hesitate. As you wished for something loom, I can only 
say, that it has been worn oftener and longer than the 
other. It is of Venetian manufacture; and the only 
peculiarity about it is, that it could only be obtained at, or 
from, Venice. At Genoa they have none of the .same 
kind. I also enclose a ring, which I would wish Alfred 
to keep ; it is too large to wear ; but is formed of /ana, 
and so far adapted to the fire of his years and character. 
You will perhaps have the goodness to acknowledge the 
receipt of this note, and send back tlie pin, (for good luck’s 
sake,) which 1 shall value much more for having been a 
night in your custixly. ¥ 

“IJver and faithfully your obliged, &c. 

“P. S. I hope your nerves are weU to>day, and will con- 
tinue to flourish.* 


LETTER DXCV. 

TO MR. BOWRINO. 

“July 7, 1823. 

“We sail on the 12th for Greece. — I have had a letter 
from Mr, Blaquiere, too long for present transcription 

* H« bad prevlouvly preieoted her with a breaetplo eoatainlQi 
■mall cameo of Napoleon. 
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but very satisfactory. The Greek government expects 
me without delay. 

“In conformity to the desires of Mr. B. and other cor- 
res|iondents in Greece, I have to suggest, with all defer- 
ence to the Committee, that a remittance of even ‘ten 
thousand pounds onlp* (Mr. B.'s expression) would be of 
tlie greatest service to the Greek Government at present. 
1 have also to recommend strongly the attempt of a loan, 
for which there will be offered a sufficient security by 
deputies now on their way to England. In the mean 
time, 1 hope that the Committee will be enabled to do 
something effectual. 

* For my own part, I mean to carry up, in cash or 
credits, above eight, and nearly nine thousand pounds 
. itcrling, which I am enabled to do by funds I have in Italy, 
and credits in England. Of this sura I must necessarily 
^reserve a portion for the subsistence of myself and suite ; 
the rest I am willing to apply in the manner which seems 
roost likely to be useful to the cause— having, of course, 
some guarantee or assurance, that it will not bo misap- 
plied to any individual speculation. 

“ If I remain in Greece, which will mainly depend upon 
the presumed probable utility of my presence there, and 
of the opinion of the Greeks themselves as to its propri- 
ety — in short, if I am welcome to them, 1 shall continue, 
during my residence at least, to apply such portions of 
my income, present and future, as may forward tlie object 
— that is to say, what I can spare for lliat purpose. Pri- 
vations 1 can, or at least could once, bear — abstinence I 
am accustomed to— -and, as to fatigue, I was once a toler- 
able traveller. What I may be now, I cannot tell — ^but I 
will try. 

“ I await the commands of the Committee. — Address 
to Genoa — the letters will be forwarded to me, wherever 
I may be, by my bankers, Messrs. Webb and Barry. It 
^voiild have given me pleasure to Iiave had some more 
flq/ined instructions boforo T went, but these, of course, 
rest at the option of the Committee, 

“I have the honour to bo 

“ Your obedient, &c. 

“P. S. Great anxiety is expressed for a [jrintbg press 
ind types, &c. I have not the lime to provide them, but 
recommend this to the notice of the Committee. I pre- 
sume the types must, partly at least, be Greek : they wish 
to publish papers, and perhaps a Jounial, probably in 
Romaic, widi Italian translations.” 


LETTER DXCVI. 

TO 00£THE. 


Weimar, to offer die eincere homage of one of the many 
millions of your admirers. I have the honour to be, ever 
and most, “Your obliged, 

“Noel Bvbon.” 


KOTE8 to TKE COUItTESS OITXCCIOLI. 

“ October 7. 

“Pietro has told you all the gossip of the island, — our 
earthquakes, our politics, and present abode in a pretty 
village. As his opinions and mine on the Greeks ore 
nearly similar, I need say little on that subject. I was a 
fool to come here ; but, being here, I must see what is to 
be done.” 

“October 

“ We are still in Cephalonia, waiting for news of a 
more accurate description; for all is contradiction and 
li vision in die reports of the stale of the Greeks. 1 
shall fulfil the object of my mission from the Committee, 
and then return into Italy. Ft>r it does not seem likely 
Lhat, as an individual, I can be of use to them ; — at least 
no other foreigner has yet api>cared to be so, nor does it 
leem likely tliat any will be at present. 

“ Pray be as cheerful and tranquil as you can ; and be 
issured that there is nothing h(5re that can excite any 
hing but a wish to bo with you agnin,-— though we are 
i^ery kindly treated by the English here of all descrip- 
tions. Of the Greeks, I ca n’t say much good hitherto, 
and I do not like to speak ill of tliern, though they do of 
me anodicr.” 

“October 29. 

“You may be sure that the moment I can join you 
' again will be as welcome to me as at any period of our 
I recollection. There is nothing very attractive here to 
hvide rny attention ; but I must attend to the Greek 
*ausc, both from honour and inclination. Messrs. B. and 
T. are bodi in the Morea, wht^re they have been very 
well received, and botli of them write in goorl spirits and 
liofies. I am anxious to hear how the Spanish cause will 
be arranged, as I think it may have an influence on tho 
Gr<;ek contest. I wish that both were fairly and favour- 
ably settleil, that I might return to Italy, and talk over 
with you our, or rather Pietro’s, adventures, some of which 
are rather amusing, as also some of the incidents of our 
voyages and travels. But I reserve them, in tlie hope 
that wo may laugh over tliem togctlier at no very distant 
^ eriod.” 


LETTER DXCVII. 


“Leghorn, July 24, 1823. 

“illustrious SIR, 

“ I cannot thanli you as you ought to be thanked for the 
lines which my yoimg friend, Mr. Sterling, sent me of 
yours ; and it would but ill become me to pretend to 
exchange verses with him who, for fifty years, has been 
thi^ undisputed sovereign of European literature. You 
must therefore accept my most sincere acknowledgments 
in prose — and in ha.sty prose too ; fori am at present on 
my voyage to Greece once more, and sunemnded by hurry 
and bustle, which hardly allow a moment even to grati- 
tude and admiraUon to express themselves. 

“ I sailed from Genoa some days ago, was driven back 
by a gale of wind, and have since sailed again and arrived 
here, ‘Leghorn,’ this morning, to receive on board some 
Gheek passengers fw their struggling country. 

“ Here also I found your lines and Mr. Sterling’s letter, 
and 1 could not have had a more favourable omen, a more 
agreeable surprise, than a word of Goethe, written by liis 
own hand. 

“Imm returning to Greece, to see if 1 can be of any 
little use tliere: if ever Icome back, I will pay a visit to 


TO MR. BOWRIRO. 

“9bre29, 1823. 

“ This letter will be presented to you by Mr. Hamilton 
Browne, who precedes or accompanicB the Greek depu- 
ties. He is both capable and desirous of rendering any 
service to the cause, and information to the Committee. 
He has already been of considerable advantage to botli, 
of my own knowledge. Lord Archibald Hamilton, to 
whom he is related, will add a weightier recommendation 
than mine. 

, “Corinth is taken, and a Turkish wjuadron said to be 
i beaten in the Archipelago. The public progress of the 
' Greeks is con.siderable, but their intcnial dissensiwis still 
continue. On arriving at the seat of Government, I shall 
endeavour to mitigate or extinguish them — though neither 
is an easy task. I have remained here till now, partly in 
expectation of tlie squadron in relief of Missolon^i, 
partly of Mr. Parry’s detaclunent, and partly to receive 
I from Malta or Zante the sum of four thousand pounds 
sterling, which I have advanced for the payment of the 
expected squadron. The bills are negotiating, and will 
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be cubed in a short tuueyU they would have been rnune* 
diately in any other mart; but the nueerable Ionian 
merchants have tittle money, and no great credit, and arc 
besidea, potitieaUy s/tj/ on tliis occasion ; fur, although 1 
had letters of Messrs. Webb, (one of tlie strongest 
houses of the Mediterranean,) and also of Messrs. Ran- 
som, tliere is no business to be done on/otr terms except 
through English merchants. These, however, have 
proved both ledilc and willing, — and upright, as usual. 

“ Colonel Stanhope hu arrived, and will proceed imme- 
diately ; he shall have my co-oporatkai in all his endea- 
vours ; but from every thing that I can learn, the forma- 
tion of a brigade at present will be extremely difficult, to 
say the least of it. With regard to the reception of 
foreigners, — at least of foreign officers, — I refer you to a 
passage in Prince Mavrocordato’s recent letter, a copy of 
which is enclosed in my packet sent to tlie Deputies. It 
is my intention to proceed by sea to Napoli di Romania 
as soon as 1 have arranged this business for die Greeks 
themselves — I mean the advance of two hundred thou- 
sand piastres for their fleet. 

“My time here has not been entirely lost, — as you will 
perceive by some former documents that any advantage 
from my then proceeding to the Morea was doubtful. We 
have at last moved the Deputies, and I have made a 
strong remonstrance on their divisions to Mavrocordato, 
which, I understand, was forwarded by tlie legislative to 
the Prince. With a loan they may do much, which is all 
that ly fur particular reasons, can say on tlie subject. 

“ I regret to hear from Colonel Stanhope that tlie Com- 
mittee have exhausted their funds. Is it supposed that a 
brigade can be formed without tlicm ? or that three thou- 
8]|nd pounds would be sufficient? It is true that money 
will go farther in Greece tlian in most countries ; but the 
regular force must be rendered a national ctmeemy and paid 
from a national fund ; and neither individuals nor com- 
mittees, at least with the usual means of such as now 
exist, will find the experiment practicable. 

“I beg once more to recommend my friend, Mr. 
Hamilton Browne, to whom I have also personal obliga- 
tions for his exertions in the common cause, and have the 
honour to be 

“Yours very truly.** 


LETTER DXGVm. 

TO TIf£ GENERAL GOVERNMENT OF GREECE. 

“Cephalonto, November 30, 1823. 

* The affair of the loan, the expectation so long and 
vainly indulged of the arrival of the Greek fleet, and Uie 
danger to which Missolonghi is still exposed, have 
detained me here, and x^'ill still detain me till some of them 
are removed. But when the money shall be advanced 
for tlie fleet, I will start for the Morea, not knowing, how- 
ever, of what use my presence can be in the present state 
of things* We have heard some rumours of new dis- 
sensions, nay, of the existence of a civil war. With all 
my heart, I pray that these reports may be false or exag- 
gerated ; for I can imagine no calamity more serious thm 
tins ; and I must frankly confess, that unless union and 
order are established, all hopes of a loan will be vam ; 
and all the assistance which the Greeks could expect 
from abroad— an assistance neither trifling nor worthless 
— will be suspended or destroyed ; and, whm; is worse, 
the great powers of Euro^ of whom no one was an 
enemy to Greece, but seeing to favour her establishment 
of an independent power, will be persuaded that the 
Greeks are unable to govern theimelves, and will, per- 
haps, themselves undertake to sc^e your ffisorders in 
waik a way as to blast the brightest hopes of yourselves 
and of your fliends. 

“ All^ me to addienoe for allf^I destra the weli-bemg 


ofGreece, and nothing else; I will do eH Icaatoaeeurek, 
but I cannot consent, I never will consent, that the Eng- 
lish public, or English individuals, should be deceived as 
to the real state of Greek affairs. The rest, gentlemen, 
depends on you. You have fought gloriously; — act 
honourably towards your fellow-citkeens and the world, 
and it will then no more be said, as has been repeated for 
two thousand years with the Roman historians that Phi- 
lopoemen was the last of the Grecians. Let not calumny 
itself (and it is difficult, I o^n, to guard against it in so 
arduous a struggle) compare the patriot Greek, when 
resting from lus labours, to the Turkish pacha, whom his 
victories have exterminated. 

“I pray you to accept these my sentiments as a sincere 
proof of my attachment to your real interests, and to 
believe that I am, and always shall be, 

“Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DXCIX. 

TO PRINCE MAVROCORDATO. 

“ Cephalonia, 2, Dec. 1823. 

“ PRINCE, 

“ The present will be put into your hands by Colonel 
Stanhope, son of Major General the Earl of Harrington, 
&c. &c. He has arrived from London in fifty days, after 
having visited all the Committees of Germany. He is 
charged by our Committee to act in concert with me for 
the liberation ofGreece. I conceive that his name and 
his mission will be a sufficient recommendation, without 
the nexessity of any other from a foreigner, although one 
who, in common with all Europe, respects and admires 
the courage, the talents, and above all, tlie probity of 
Prince Mavrocordato. 

“I am very uneasy at hearing that the dissensions of 
Greece still continue, and at a moment when she might 
triumph over every thing in general, as she has alre^y 
triumphed in part. Greece is, at present, placed between 
three measures : citlier to reconquer her liberty, to become 
a dependence of tlie sovereigns of Europe, or to return to 
a Turicish province. She Inis the choice only of tliese 
three alternatives. Civil war is but a road which leads 
to the two lattor. If she is desirous of the fat© of Wala- 
chia and the Crimea, she may obtain it lo-monrow ; if of 
that of Italy, the day after; but if she wishes to become 
truly Greece, free and independent, she must resolve 
to-day, or she will never again have the opportunity. 

“ I am, with all respect, 

“ Your Highness’s obedient servant, 
“N.B. 

“P. S. Yoin- Highness will already have known that I 
have sought to fulfil the wishes of the Greek Govern- 
ment, as much as it lay in my power to do so : but I should 
wish that the fleet so long and so vainly expected were 
arrived, or, at least, that it were on the way ; and espe- 
cially that your Highness should approach these parts 
cither on board the fleet, with a public missioiijor in some 
other manner. « 


LETTER DC. 

TO MR. BOWRXNG. 

“lObre 7, 182$. 

“ I confirm the above it is certainly my opinion that 
Mr. Miilingen is entitled to the same salary with Mr. 
Tindall, and his service is likely to be harder. 

* jfh b«r« a11ud«i to a letter, forwarded with hie own, finom Mr. Mil* 
UpneB, who was about to join, In his ntedleal capacity, the BiiUotce, near 
ratrae,and reqneeted of the Committee an uiia>eaae of pay. Th||iMn> 
tleman haring mentioned in hie tetter *' that the relreot ofilie Tnrhefrom 
^orc Mlseolongbl had rendered unneceesary U»e appearanoe ef the Greek 
Beet," Lord Byron, in a note on this poeeafe, says, ** By the epecial pro* 
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* I have written to you (as to Mr. Hobhouse JW youi 
perusal) by various opportunities, mostly private j also b; 
Uie Deputies, and by Mr. Hamilton Brounc. 

The public success of the Greeks has been considera* 
blc ; Corinth taken, Missolon^hi nearly safe, and soitu; 
ships in the Archipelago taken from the Turks ; bu 
there is not only dissension in tlio Morea, but dvil war^ b^ 
the latest accounts ;* to what extent we do not yet know 
but hop© triHinu;. 

“ For six weeks I have ooen expecting the fleot, which 
has runt arrived^ though I have, at the request of tin 
Greek Government, advanced — that is, prcjiarcid, and hav( 
in hand, two hundred thousand piastres (deducting the 
commission and bankers’ elninges) of riiy own moneys t 
forward their projects. The Sulioles (now in Acarna- 
nia) are very anxious that 1 should lakti them imdci 
directions, and go over and [lut things to rights in thi 
Mori'a, whicli, without a forces, seems impracticable ; aii< 
nially, though very reluciaiit (as my letters will have shown 
you) to lake such a m*‘asure, tliere seems hardly aus 
milder remedy. However, 1 will not do any thing rashly 
and have only continued here so long in the iKipeofseidug 
things reconciled, and have done all in my power thereki 
Had / gorte sooner, they wovld haoc forced vie iiUo meparlif 
or other, and 1 doubt as much now ; but wc will do our best. 

Vours, &.C.” 


LKTTKR DCI. 

TO Mil. noWItlNfl. 

“October 10, 1823. 

^ “ Colonel Napier will present to you this letter. Of his 
military character it were suporlbious to speak ; of his 
personal, T can .say, from niy own knowledgi', as wel 
from all [uiblic rumour, or jirivate report, that it is a.s ex- 
cellent as hi.s military: in short, a belter or a braver mat, 
is not easily to be fimnd. He is our man to lead a regu- 
lar f>rce, or to organize a national one fir the Greeks, 
Ask the army — ask any one. He is be.sides a p(‘rs<nial 
friend of both Prince Mavrocordato, Colonel fcitauhope. 
and mysell^ and in such conconi w’ith all three that we 
should all put logeth<*r — an indispensable, as well as a 
rare point, esjiccially m Greece at present. 

“ To enable a regular force to he properly organized, it 
will be requisito for the loan-holders to set apart at least 
60,(KX)f sterling fir that particular purpose — perhaps 
more— but by so doing they will guaranty their own mo- 
neys, ‘and make assurance doubly sure.’ They can a|»- 
point commissioners to .sec that part properly expended — 
and I recommend a .similar firecaution for tin' whole. 

“I hope that the Deputies have arrived, as well as 
some of my various despatche.s (idiielly addre.ssed to Mr. 
Hobhouse) for the Committee. Colonel Napier will tell 
you the recent special interposition of the gods in behalf 
of tlie Greeks — who seem to have no enemies in heaven 
o^*on earth to be dreaded, but their own tendency to dis- 
cord among themselves. But these, tiK), it i.s to bo hoped, 
will be mitigated, and then we can take the field on the 
ofTensive, instead of being reduced to the petite guerre of 
defending the same fortresses year after year, and taking 
a few ships, and starving out a castle, and making more 

videnee of the Dulty, the MttMttlntRne were aeized with a [mnic, aiid fled : 
but nu thanks to the fleet, which uufht to have i>eei) here monthi a^o, and 
hat no rxc;iiie to the coiurary, lately— -at least, since I had the tnuney 
ready to 

(In another pamage, in which Mr. Millingen complaint that hit ho|>e 
of any remuneration from the (ireeki hat “ tiiriietl out perfectly cblnieri- 
cal,’M.ord Byron remark*, in a note, “ and w/k do to, till they obtain a 
loan, Thevhave not a ran, tior cretllt (in the itlandt) to raitc one, A 
medical man may tucceeo better than other* ; but all thete |wnuile*a 
0(^1* had better have ttaid at home. Much money may not be required, 
but tome mutt.*’ 

* The Legklative and Executive bodiet havitu; been for nome time at 
variance, the latter bad at length retorted to violence, and some skirmiehe* 
had aircady taken place between the factioiu. 
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fuss about them than Alr'xandor in his cups, or Bu<ma» 
parte in a bullelin. Our friciuls have done, something in 
the way of the Spartans — (though not one- tenth of what 
is told) — but have not yet inherited their styU?. 

“ Believe me yours, &c.* 


LETTER DCU. 

TO MK. BOWRIKG. 

I “October 13,1823. 

“Since I wrote to you on the lOtli instant, l he long- 
Icsirt^d squadron ha.s arrived in the waters of Missoionghi 
and intercepted two Turkish corvettes— ditto transports 
— destroying or taking all four — except some of the crews 
escaped on shore in Ithaca — and an unarmed vessel, witli 
passengers, chased into a jiort on the opposite side of Ce- 
phaloiiia. The. (.^rt'eks had fourteen sail, the Turks four 
-but ihe oiiilsdon’l matter — the victory will make a 
-O' gnod and he of some advantage besides. 1 ex- 
pect momentarily advice.s fnim Prince Mavrocordato, 
ivho is on btiard, and has (I understand) despatches from 
the Legislative for me; in consequence of which, after 
paying the stpiadron, (for which 1 have prepared, and am 
preparing,) 1 shall probably join liim at sea or on shore. 

“ I add the abovt! coinmuiiicaUon to my letter by Col. 
Nai)ie.r, who will inform the Committee of every tiling in 
detail much better I ban I Ciui do. 

“ The nialheiuatit.al, medical, and musical [ireparations 
)f the (/oiiimitlee have arrived, and in good condition, 
abating some damagt5 from wet, and some ditto from a 
lortuuiof the letter-press being spilt in landing — (I ought 
lot to have ouuited the press — liul forgot it a mtimtail— 
(W’cnse till? same) — lliey are exe<'llent of their kind, but 
ill we. have an engineer and a trump(*t(;r (wc have chirur- 
geoiis !ilrea<ly) im.M'c ‘pearls fo swine.,’ us the Greeks are 
.jiiile Ignorant of mathematics, and have a bad car for our 
imsie. 'I’hc maps, ^r. I will put into use lf>r them, and 
ake care that o/J (with proper eatiliori) are turned to (ho 
inttmdetl uses of tin' ( 'omniiltli < — hut J r<'fer you to Co- 
one) Napier, who will tell yon, liiat mnch of your really 
altialtle suiqtlics shuuld be r('miivod Irll jintpcr persons 
;irnve to adapt ibem to aetua! service. 

“ Believe, me, my dear sir, to be, &.c. 

“P. S. Private . — I have written to our friend Douglas 
iinnaird on my own matters, di.'siring him to send me 
>ut all the fnrthiT credits 1 can command, — and 1 have a 
i-^ear’s ineoine, anil the sale of a manor be.sides, he tells 
me, before me, — for till the Greeks got their loan, it is 
irobable that I .shall have, to stand />artly paymaster — as 
or as I am ‘good upon ( yinn^f) lhat is to say. I pray 
»u to repeal as iniicli to him, and say that I must in the 
iterim draw on Me-s-srs. Ransom most formidably. To 
ay the truth, 1 do not grudge it, now tlie fellows have be- 
^un to tight again — and still more widcorne shtill tlicy be 
* they will go on. Ikit they have liad, or arc to have, 
jine four thousand ])ound.s (he.side.s some private extra- 
•rdinarii^s tor widow.s, orphans, refnge(^s, and rascals of 
IJ de.scriptions) of mine at one ‘swoop;’ and it is to 
>o oxpectexl the next will be at least as much more. 
\.nd iiow can I ntfiise it if Uiey wiit fight '/—and espo- 
lally if I .should happen ever to be in tlicir company ? I 
herefbre request and require that you should apprize my 
.rusty and trustworthy trustee and banker, and crown and 
iheet anchor, Douglas Kinnaird the Honourable, that he 
prepare all moneys of m'mc, including tlie purchase-mo- 
tey of Rochdale manor and mine income for the year 
msuing, A. D. 1824, to answer, or anticipate, any orders 
ir drabs of mine for tine good cause, in good and lawful 
aoney ofGreat Britain, &c. &.c. May you live a thou- 
lond years ! which is 909 longer than the Spanish Cortes 
ionstitution.” 
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LETTER DCm. 

TO THX QONOURABLS MR. BOITOLAS XIVNAIRD. 

“ Cephalonia, Dec. 23, 1823. 

” I shall be as savinfr of my purse and person as you 
recommend, but you know that it is as well to be in rea- 
diness with one or botli, in the event of either being 
required. 

I presume that some agreement has been concluded 
with Mr. Murray about ‘ Werner.’ Although the copy- 
right should only be worth two or three hundred pounds, 

I will tell you what can be done with them. For three 
himdred pounds I can maintain in Greece, at more than 
ihe fiiUest pay of the Provisional Government, rations 
included, one hundred armed men for three monihe. You 
may judge of this when I tell you, tliat the four thousand 
pounds ^vanced by me to the Greeks is likely to set a 
fleet and an army in motion for some months. 

** A Greek vessel has arrived from the squadron to con- 
vey mo to Missolonghi, where Mavrocordato now is, and 
has assumed the command, so that I expect to embark 
immediately. Still address, however, to Ccphalonia, 
through Messrs. Welch and Barry of Genoa, as usual ; 
and get together all the means and credit of mine you 
can, to face the war establishment, for it is * in for a 
penny, in for a pound,’ and I must do all that I can for 
the ancients. 

“I have been labouring to reconcile these parties, and 
there is now some hope of succeeding. Their public af- 
fairs go «i well. The Turks have retreated from Acar- 
nania without a battle, after a few fruitless attempts on 
Anatoliko. Corinth is taken, and the Greeks have gained 
a battle in the Archipelago. The squadron here, too, 
has taken a Turkish corvette, w*ith some money and a 
cargo. In short, if Uiey can obtain a loan, I am of opin- 
ion that matters will assume and preserve a steady and 
favourable aspect for their independence. 

" In the mean time I stand paymaster, and what not ; 
and lucky it is tfiat, from the nature of Uie warfare and 
of tlie country, the resources even of an individual can 
be of a partial and temporary service. 

Colonel Stanhope is at Missolonghi. Probably we 
shall attempt Patras next. The Suliotes, who are. friends 
of mine, seem anxious to have me with them, and so is 
Mavrocordato. If I can but succeed in reconciling the 
two parties (and I have left no stone unturned) it will be 
something ; and if not, we must go over to the Morea 
with the western Greeks — who are the bravest, and at 
present the strongest, having beaten back the Turks 
and try the effect of a little physical iuivice, should they 
persist in rejecting moral persuasion. 

^ Once more recommending to you the reinforcement of' 
my strong-box and credit from all lawful sources and re- 
sources of mine to their practicable extent — for, after all, 
it is better playing at nations than gaming at Almack’s 
or Newmarket— and requesting you to write to me as 
often as vou can. "1 remain ever, fkc.” 


LETTER DCnr. 

TO MR. BOWRINO. 

» 10 »>re^l 82 S. 

* Little need be added to the enclosed, which arrived 
this day, except that I embark to-morrow for Missolonghi, 
The intended operations are detailed in the annexed 
documents. 1 have only to request that the Committee 
will use every exertion to forwa^ our views by all its in- 
fluence and credit. 

^ I have also to request you personally from myself tc 
urge my fHend and trustee, Bougies Kinnaird (from whom 
I ^ve not heard these four months nevly,) to forward tc 


me all the resources of my awn we can muster for the 
ensuing year, since it is no time to manager purset or, 
perhaps, person. I have advanced, and am advancing, all 
that I have in hand, but 1 snail require all that can be got 
together — and, (if Douglas has completed the sale of 
Rochdale, that and my year’s income for next year ought 
;o form a good round sum) — as you may perceive that 
here will be little cash of their own among the Greeks, 
(unless they get the loan,) it is the more necessary that 
those of their friends who have any should risk it. 

"The supplies of the Committee are, some useful, and 
all excellent in their kind, but occasionally hardly praetkal 
mough, in the present state of Greece ; for instance, the 
mathematical instruments are thrown away— none of the 
Greeks know a problem from a poker— we must conquer 
first, and plan afterward. The use of the trumpets too 
may be doubtexl, unless Constantinople were Jericho, for 
the Hellenists have no ears for bugles, and you must send 
us 8omel)ody to listen to them. 

" We will do our best — and I pray you to stir your 
English hearts at home to more general exertion ; for my 
part, I will stick by tlie cause while a plank remains 
which can be honourably clung to. If I quit it, it will be 
3y the Greeks’ conduct, and not the Holy Allies or the 
fiolier Mussulmans — ^but let us hope better things. 

“ Ever yours. 

“N. B. 

“ P. S . lam happy to say that Colonel Leicester Stan- 
lopc and myself are acting in perfect harmony together— 
le is likely to be of great service both to the cause and to 
the Committee, and is publicly as well as personally a very 
valuable acquisition to our party on every account. He 
came up (as they all do who have not been in tlie coun- 
try before) with some high-flown notions of the 6th form 
at Harrow or Eaton, Ac. ; but Col. Napier and I set 
liim to rights on those points, which is absolutely neces- 
sary to prevent disgust, or perhaps return ; but now we 
con set our shoulders soberly to the wheels without quar- 
reling with tlie mud which may clog it occasionally. 

"I can assure you that Col. Napier and myself are as 
decided fur the cause as any German student of them all ; 
hut like men who have seen the country and human life, 
there and elsewhere, we must be pemitted to view it in 
its truth, with its defects as well as beauties, — more espe- 
cially as success will remove the former gradually. 

"N.B. 

"P.S. As much of this letter as you please is for the 

/ommittec, the rest may be ^ entre nous.’ ” 


LETTER DCV. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

“Cephalonia, Dec. 27, 1823. 

" I received a letter from you some time ago. I have 
been too much employed latterly to write as I could wish, 
and even now must write in haste. 

"I embark for Missolonghi to join Mavrocordatd in 
four-and-twenty h<Airs. The state of parties (but it were 
a long story) has kejit me here till now ; hut now that 
Mavrocordato (their Washmgton or their Kosciusko) is 
employed again, 1 can act with a safe oonscienoe. 1 carry 
money to pay the squadron, Ac., and I have influence 
with the Suliotes, supposed sufftcient to keep them in har- 
mony with some of the dissentients ; — for there are plenty 
ofdifrerenice8,but triflbg. 

" It is imagined that we shall attempt either Patras or 
the castles on the Straits ; and it seems, by most accounts, 
that the Greeks,— at any rate, the Suliotes, who are in 
affinity with me of ‘bread and salt,’— expect that I should 
march with them, and — ^bc it even so! If any thing in 
the way of fever, fatigue, fomine, or otherwise, should eut 
short the middle age of a brother warbler^ — ^Bke Qarci-,, 



LETTERS, 1621 


S19 


lasso do la Vega, Kleist, Komer, Kutoffski, (a Russian 
nightingale— see Bowrmg^s Anthology,) or Thersander, 
or, --or, somebody else— but never mind— I pray you to 
remember me in your ' smiles and wine.’ 

I have hopes that the cause will triumph ; but whether 
it does or no, still < Honour must be minded as strictly as 
a milk diet.* 1 trust to observe both. 

“Evefj&c.** 


LETTER DCVI. 

TO THE HONOURABLE COLONEL STANHOPE. 

**Scrofer, (or some such name,) on board a Gophaoniote. 

“Mistico,Dec.31, 1823. 

“my dear stanhope, 

“We are just arrived here, that is, part of my people 
and 1, with some things, &c., and which it may be as well 
not to specify in a letter (which has a risk of being inter- 
cepted, perhaps ;) — but Gainba, and iiiy liorses, negro, 
steward, and die press, and ail the Committee things, also 
some eight thousand dollars of mine (but never mind we 
have more left, do you understand?) are taken by the 
Turkish frigates, and my party and myself, in another, 
boat, have had a narrow escape last night, (being close 
under their stem and hailed, hut we would not answer, 
and bore away,) as well as this morning. Here wti are, 
with sun and clearing w'eather, within a pretty little port 
enough ; but w'hether our Turkish friends may not send 
in their boats and take us out (for we have no arms except ; 
two carbines and some pistols, and, I suspect, not more i 
than four lighting people on board,) is anotlier question,! 
especially if wo remain long here, since wc are blocked 
4 )Ut of Missolonghi by the direct entrance, 

“ You had better send my friend George Drake (Draco,) 
and a body of Suliotes, to escort us by land or by the 
canals, with all convenient speed. Gamba and our Bom- 
bard are taken into Patras, I suppose ; and we must take 
a turn at tlic Turks to get Uiem out : but where the devil 
is the fleet gone ? — the Greek, I mean ; leaving us to get 
in without the least intimation to lake heed that tlic Mo- 
slems were out again. 

“ Make my respects to Mavrocordato, and say, that I 
am hero at his disposal. I am uneasy at being here ; not 
to much on my own account as on tliat of a Greek boy 
with me, for you know what his fate would be : and 1 
would sooner cut him in pieces, and myself too, Ilian have 
him taken out by those barbarians. We arc all very 
well. “N.B. 

•The Bombard was twelve miles out when taken; at 
least so it appeared to us, (if taken she actually be, for it 
is not certain ;) and we had to escape from another ves- 
sel that stood right between us and toe port.” 


LETTER DCVH. 

TO MR. MUIR.' 

“Dragomestri, Jan. 2, 1824. 

*MY DEAR MUIR, 

“1 wish you many returns of toe season and happiness 
therewithal. Gamba and the Bombard, (there is a strong 
reason to beUeve) are carried into Patras by a Turkish 
frigate, which we saw chase them at dawn on the Slst ; 
we had been close under the stem in toe night, believing 
her a Greek till within pistol-shot, and only escaped by a 
miracle of all the Saints, (our captain says,) and truly I 
am of his opinion, for we should never have got away of 
ourselves. They were signalizing their consort with 
lights, and had iUuminated toe ship between decks, and 
fb# y»i»ing like 4 mob <but then why did they not 


fire? Perhaps they took us for a Greek brfllot, and were 
afraid of kindling us— they had no colours flying even at 
dawn nor after. 

“ At daybreak my boat was on the coast, but the wind 
unfavourable for Ifte port ; — a large vessel with the wind in 
her favour standing between us and the Gulf, and another 
in chase of the Bombard about 12 miles off or so. Soon 
after they stood (i. e. the Bombard and frigate,) appa- 
rently towards Patras, and a Zantiote boat making sig- 
nals to us from the shore to get away. Away we went 
before the wind, and ran into a creek called Scrofes, I 
believe, where I landed Luke* and another (as Luke’s 
life was in most danger,) with some money for them- 
selves, and a letter for Stanhope, and sent them up the 
country to Missolonghi, where they would be in safety, as 
tlic place where wo were, could be assailed by armed 
boats in a moment, and Gamba had all our arms except 
two carbines, a fowling-fiioce, and some pistols. 

“ In less than an hour tlie vessel in chase neared us, 
and wc dashed out again, and showing our stem (our 
boat sails very well,) got in before night to Dragomestri, 
kvherc we now are. But where is the Greek fleet ? I 
lo n’t know — do you ? I told our master of the boat that 
I was inclined to ihinlc the two large vessels (there were 
none else in sight,) Gi(;eks. But he answered ‘ they are 
too large— why do n’t tliey show their colours T and his 
liccount was confirmed, be it true or false, by several boats 
which wc met or passed^ as wo could not at any rate 
liave got in with that wind without beating about for a 
long time ; and as there was much property and some 
lives ro risk (the boy’s especially) without any means of 
defence, it was necessary to let our boatmen have their 
own way. 

“ I despatched yesterday another messenger to M*u»- 
solonghi for an escort, hut we have yet no answer. We 
arc here (those of my boat) for the fifth day without tak- 
ing our clf>the8 off] and sleeping on deck in all weatlicrsj 
out are all very well, and in good spirits. It is to be sup- 
[Kiscd that the Government will send, for their own sakes, 
an escort, as 1 have 16,000 dollars on board, the greater 
»art fur their service. I had (besides |K5rsrsrjal projwrty 
o the amount of about 5000 more,) 8000 dollars in specie 
jf my own, without rw'kouing the Committee’s stores, .so 
that toe Turks will have a good thing of it, if tlie prize be 
good. 

“ r regret the detention of Gamba, &c. but the rest w« 
can make up again, so tell Haiicwk to set my bills into 
cash as soon as possible, and ('orgialegno to prepare the 
remainder of my credit with Messrs. Webb lo be turned 
into moneys. I shall remain here, unless something ex- 
traordinary occurs, till Mavrocordato sends, and then go 
on, and act according to circumstances. My respects to 
the two colonels, and roinembranees lo all friends. I’ell 
Ultima Analise^f that his friend Raidi did not make his 
appearance with the brig, thougli T think that he might as 
well have spoken with us in or Zante, to give us a 
gentle hint of what wc had to c.\pcct. 

“ Yours ever affectionately, 

“N. B. 

“P.S. Excuse my scrawl on account of the pen and 
the frosty morning at daybreak. 1 write in haste, a boal 
starting for Kalamo. 1 do not know whether the deten- 
tion of the Bombard, (if she be detained, for I cann<«i 
swear to it, and I can only judge from appearances, and 
what all these fellows say,) be an affair of the Govern- 
ment, and neutrality, and, &c,— but slie uhh 9ioppeti a 
least 12 miles distant from any port, and liad all her ^pon 
regular from Zante for KahmOj and vx also. 1 did nol 
la^ at Zante, being anxious to lose as little time ai 

* A Greek jouth whom he b«ul hrowght with him, In bii suite, fron 
Cej4ialania. 

f Count DftUadeclma, lo whom ho gives this name In eonseqiienrw of < 
habit w'hieli that gunliemati rad of using the idirase “ in ultima anallM 
frcqiicituy in ootiversatioo. 
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posable, but Sir F. S. came off to invite me, &c. and 
everybody was as kind as could be, even in Cephalonia.’ 


LETTER DCVJTL 

TO MR. C. HANCOCK. 

“ Dragomestri, Jan. 2, 1824. 
“dear sir ‘ancock,’* 

“Remember me to Dr. Muir and everybody. I have 
still the 16, OCX) dollars with hig, the rest were on board 
the Bnmharda. ll<*re wo arc — the liombarda taken, or 
at least inissiii;», with all the ( ’oinrniltec stores, my friend 
Gamha, the horses, noffro, hull-dof^, steward, and donitis- 
th's, with all our implomonte of peace and war, also 8000 
dollars ; hut whether she will be lavi ful pri/tj or no, is for 
the decision of the Governor of the S«‘ven Islands. T 
have written to Dr. Muir, by way of Kalamo, with all 
particulars. Wc are in condition; and what with 
wind and weather, and bcin« hunted or so, little sleepin" 
on deck, &G. are in tolerable sca-onin^r the country 
and circ.umstanc»\s. But T forose«i tliat we shall have 
occasion for all tin; cash 1 can muster at Zante and else- 
where. Mr. Barnfl' pave us 8000 and odd dollars ; so 
there is still a balance in my favour. We are not quite 
certain that tlie vessels were Turkish which chased ; but 
there is strong presumption that they were, and no news 
to the contrary. At Zaute, everybody, from the Resident 
downwards, were as kind ns could he, especially your 
worthy and courteous partner. 

“ Tell our friends to k(‘ep up their spirits, and vve may 
yet do w'ell. I disembarked the boy and another Greek, 
who were in most terrible alarm — the boy, at least, from 
the Morea — on shore near AnatoIiUo, T believe, which put 
tliem in safety ; and, as for mo and mine, we must, stick 
by our goods. 

“ I hope that Ganiha’s detention will only he temporary. 
As for the effects and moneys,— if we have them, >vell ; if 
Otherwise, patience. I wish you a hapfiy new year, and 
all our friends the same. « Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DOTX, 

TO MR. CHARLES HANCOCK. 

“Missolonghi, .Tan. 13, 182^t 

“dear sir, 

“Many thanks for yours of the 5(h: ditto to Muir for 
his. You will have heard that Gainba anti luy vessel got 
out of the hands of th«i Turku safe and intact ; nobody 
knows well how or why, for there ’s a mystery in the story 
somewhat melodramatic. Caf>tain Valsaniaciii has, J 
take it, spun a long yarn by this time in Argostoli. I 
attribute ihtnr release entirely to Saint Dionisitj, of Zante, 
and the Madonna of tlicj Rock, near Ceplialouia. 

“ The adventures of my separate luck were also not 
finishf’d at Dragornestri ; wc were conveyed out by some 
Greek gunboats, and found the Leonidas brig-oLw’ar at 
sea to l(K>k after us. — But blf>wing weatlier coming on, 
we were driven on tJie rock.s /wica in the passage of the 
Scrophes, and the dollars had another narrow escape. 
Two-thirds of tlie crew got ashore over the bowspirit ; 

rocks w’orc rugged enough, but water very deep close 
in shorts, so that she was, after much swearing and some 
exertion, got off again, and away we went witJi a third of 
our crew, leaving die rest on a desolate i.sland, where they 
ibave been now, had not one of the gunboats taken 


tiiem off, fur we were in no condition to take them off 
again. 

“ Ttdl Muir that Dr. Bruno did not show much fight on 
the occasion, tor besides stripping to his tlannel waistcoat, 
and running about like a rat m an emergency, when I was 
talking to a Greek boy (the brother of the Greek girls in 
Argostoli,) and telling him of the fact that there was no 
danger for tlie passcngiTs, whatever there might be for 
the vesstjl, and assuring liim lhal I could save both him 
and my.sclf wiihout difficuliy, (though he can’t swim,) as 
the water, though deirp, was lujt very rough, — the wind 
n(4 blow ing right on .shore (it was a blunder of the Greeks 
who missed slays,) the Doctor exclaimed, ‘ Save /«V<, in- 
tieed ! by G — d ! save rue rather — I’ll be first if I can’ — a 
piece of egotism which he pronounced with such emphatic 
simplic.iiy as to set all who had leisure to hoar him laugh- 
ing, aiul in a minute after the vessel drove off again after 
striking twice. She sprung a small leak, but nothing fnr- 
ihe.r happened, except that the captain wa.s very nervous 
afierwanl. 

“I'o be brief, we had bad weather almost always, 
tliough not contrary ; slept on deck in the w'et gemerally 
for seven or eight nights, hut never was in better health 
(1 speak jiersonuDy) — .so imie-h .so, that 1 actually haliu'd 
fi)r a quarter of an hour cn the cveuiitig of the fourth 
iiLstunt ill th<* sea (to kill tlio lieas, and other &,c.) and 
wa.s all the better for it. 

“We were received at Mi.ssolongiii with all kinds of 
kindncs.s and lionours ; and the sight of the fleet saluting, 
&c. and the crowds and different costunios, was really 
picturesijue. We think of undertaking an expedition 
soon, and I expect to be ordered with the Suliotes to join 
the army. 

“All well at present. We found Gamha already 
arrived, and every thing in gooil condition. Remember 
me to all friends. “Yours over, 

“N.B. 

“P. S, You will, I hope, use every exiTtion to realize 
the assets. For bi^sides w-hal. I have already advanced, 1 
have undertaken tornuiritani the Siiliolcs f»>r a year, (and 
will aeconqiany them, e.ither as a Cliief, or whichever is 
most agreeable to tin' Government,) besides sundries. I 
d<i not understand Brown’s HeUers of crediC T iieitl-ier 
gave nor ordor(‘d a letter of credit that. I know of; and 
though of course, if you have done it, I will be responsi- 
ble, 1 was not aware of any tlimg except that I w ould 
havf backed his hills, which you said was unnecessary. 
As to orders — I ordered nothing but some red cloth and 
oil cloths, both of which 1 arn ready to rec.eive. ; hut if 
Gamha has (wceeded iny c.omrnission, the other things 
must he sent hm'k^Jhr I cannot permit any thing of the. kind., 
nor will. The servants’ journi'y will of course be paid 
for, though that is exorbitant. As for Brown’s letter, 1 do 
not know any thing more than f have said, and I really 
cannot defray the cliargt^s of half Greece and the Frank 
ail ventures besides. Mr. Barff must send us .some dol- 
lars soon, for tlie expenses fall on me for tfie present. 

“January 14, 18241^ 

“P. S. Will you“lcll Saint (Jew) Geronimo Corgial- 
Gguo that I mean to draw for the balance of my credit 
with Messrs. Webb and Co. I shall draw’ for two thou- 
sand dollars,) that being about the amount, more or less ;) 
but to facilitate the business, I shall make the. draft paya- 
ble also at Messrs. Ransom and Co,, Pall-Mall East, 
London. I believe I already showed you ray letters, (but 
if not, 1 liave them to show',) by which, besides the credits 
now realizing, you will have perceived that 1 am not 
limited to any ywirticular amount, of credit with my bank- 
ers. The Honourable Douglas, my friend and trustee, is 



a principal partner in that house, and having llie direcuon 
of my affair.s, is aware to what extent my present resour- 
ces may go, and the letters in question were from him. I 
can merely say, that within the current year, 1824, besulea 
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the money already advanced to the Greek Government, 
and the credits now in your hands and your partner’s 
(Mr. Barff’j) which are all from the income of 1823, 1 
have anticipated nothing from that of iht^ present year 
hitherto. I shall or ought to have at my <lis|K>siiion 
upwards of one hundred thousand dollars, (including my 
income, and the purchase-moneys of a manor lately sold,) 
and perliaps more, without infringing on riiy income for 
1825, and not including the remaining balance of 1823. 

“ Yours ever, 

“N. B.” 


LETTER DCX. 

TO MR. CHARLES HANCOCK. 

► “ Missolonghi, Jan . 1 7, 1824. 

“ 1 have answered, at some length, your obliging letter, 
and trust that you have received my reply by means of 
Mr. Tindal. I will also thank you to remind Mr. Tmdal 
that I would thank him to furnish you, on my account 
with an order of tfte Committee for one huiKlre<l dollars, 
which I advanced to him on their account through Signor 
(^orgialegno’s agency at Zaiite on his arrival in October, 
as it is but fair tliat the said Committee shouM pay their 
own ojpfienses. An order will be sufficient, as the money 
might be inconvenient for Mr. at present to disburse. 

“1 have also advanced to Mr. Blackett the sum of fifty 
dollars, which 1 will tliank Mr. Stevens to pay to you, <ni 
my account, from moneys of Mr. Blackett, now in his 
hands. I have Mr. B.’s acknowledgment in writing. 

“As the wants of the State here- are still pressing, and 
there seems very little, specie stirring except mine, 1 still 
stand paymaster, and must again r('<|ucst you and Mr. 
Barff* to forward by a mfc clianiu l (if jiossihlo) all tln‘ 
dol lars y ou can collector! the bills now negotiating. I 
have also written to Corgialogno for two thousund dollars, 
being about the balance of my st.’parate letter from Messrs. 
Webb and Co., making the hills also payable at Raixsoin’s 
in London. 

“ Things are going on better, if not well ; there is some 
order, and considerable preparation, I expe<*,t to ace-om- 
pany llie troops on an expedition shortly, which makes me 
particularly anxious for thcj remaining remittance, as 
‘ money is the sinew of war,’ and of peace, too, as far as I 
can see, for I am sure there would be no peace here 
witliout it. However, a little does go a good way, which 
is a comfort. 'I’he Government of Uie Morea and t>f 
Candia have written to me for u further advance from iny 
own peculium of 20 or 30,000 dollars, to vvliich 1 demur 
for the present, (having undertaken to pay the Sulioies as* 
a free gift and other tli'mgs already, besides the loan wfiie.li 
T have already advanced,) till I receive letters from Eng- 
land, whicli I have reason to expect. 

“ When the expected credits arrive, I liope that you wil 
bear a hand, otherwise I must have rt'courso to Malta, 
which will be losing time and taking trouble ; but 1 do not 
wish you to do more than is perfectly agreeable to Mr. 
Bdlrff and t.o yourself. I am very well, and iiave no 
reason to be dissatisfied with my p^sonal treatment, or 
with the posture of public affairs— odiers must speak for 
tlicmselves. 

“Yours ever and truly, &c. 

“ P. S- Respects to Colonels Wright and Duffio, and 
the officers civil and military ; also to my friends Muir 
and Stevens particularly, and to Delladecima,” 


LETTER DCXI. 

TO MR. CHARLES HANCOCK. 

“Missolonghi, Jan. 18, *1824. 

“ Sfloce I wrote on the 17th, 1 have received a letter 


from Mr. Stevens, enclosing an accoimt from Corfu, 
which is so exaggerated in price and cpiantity, that I am 
at a loss wliethcr most to admire Gamha’s folly, or the 
merchant’s knavery. All that I ret]ucst<:d Gamba to 
order was red clotli, eiuiiigh to inaki* a jat:Kct, and some 
oil-skin for trousers, &lc . — the latter has not been sent — 
die wiioie could not have amounted to 50 dollars. The 
account is 645! I! I will guaranty Mr. Stevens against 
ail}* loss, of course, but I am not disposed to take the arti- 
cles, (which I never ordered,) nor to pay Uie amount. I 
will take 100 dollars worth ; the rest may he sent back, 
and 1 will make the nicrchant an allowance of so much 
per cent. ; or if that i.s not to bo done, y<ju must sell the 
whole by auction at what price (lie tilings may fetch, for 1 
would rather incur the dead loss of pcerf, than he encurn- 
h(‘red with a quantity of things, to me at present sujier- 
fliions or u.sel<*ss. Why, I could have maintained 300 
men Cir a month for the sum in Western Greece ! 

“When the dogs, and the dollars, and the negro, and the 
horses, fell into tlic hands of the Turks, I ac(iui(isce.d with 
p.ati<'iH i*, as 3 *ou may have perceived, because it vva.s the 
work <if the eh im nts of war, or of I’rovidenee ; hut this 
is a piece of mere human knavery or foil}', or both, and I 
neither ran nor will submit to it. I have occasion for 
every dollar I ran muster to keep the Greeks 1<>gether, 
and 1 do not grudge any exj)eiise for the cause ; hut to 
throw away a.s mueli as would efjui|>, or at le.ast maintain, 
a corps of excellent ragarnirffins with arms in their hands, 
to furnish G a rnha and the dr>ctor wdth blank hills, (see 
list,) broadcloth, Ilt-ssian hoots, and horsewhips, (the latter 
1 own lliul tliey have richly oanied,) is rather beyond my 
‘uduranee, though a pacific person, as all the world 
knows, or at least my acquaintances. 1 pray you to try 
to help me out of this damn-able commercial speculations 
»f (Jamba’s, for it is one of those jiieces of impudenei-or 
folly which [ don’t forgive him in a hurry. I will of 
course .see Stevens fri e of expense out of the transnr- 
tion ; — hy-lhe-vvay, th<* CSrcck of a Corfiote has thought 
pniper to draw a bill, and get it discount c‘d at 24 dollars ; 
if T had Iwen there, it should have hoen prohsted also. 

“Mr. Blackett is here ill, and will soon s(‘t out for 
Oephalonia. He caini* to me for some ]»ills, and T gave 
liiin some, reserved for particular friends, and which I 
never knew' any b(Kly re<*ov(!r from under s(*vcral montlis; 
hut he is no better, and what is odd, no worse ; and as tlio 
doctors have had no better succi^ss with him than I, he 
^oes to Argostoli, sick of the Greeks and of a constipa- 
ioii. 

“I must, reiterate' myri-squesl for spraV, and that speed- 
ily, otherwise public affairs will he at a stand-still here. 

1 have undertaken t«) pay the Suliotes for a year, to 
ttdvmiee in March 3(KK) dollars, besides, to the Govern- 
ment for a balance due to the. troops, and some oilier 
imaller maTters for the Germans, and the press, &c. &c. 
&.t‘. ; so what with these, and the exfienses of niy suite., 
w hich, though not extravagfuit, is expensive with Gamha’s 
J — d nonsense, T shall have oecasion for all the moneys I 
‘an muster, and I have credits wherewithal to face the 
mdertakings, if realized, and expect to have more soon. 

“ Believe me ever and truly yours, &c.” 

LETTER DCXIL 

TO * ♦ ♦ 

“Missolonghi, Jan. 31, 1824. 

“ The expedition of alx>ut two thousand men is plannetl 
for an attack on Leponto ; and for rea.sons of jiulicy with 
regard to the native Capitani, who would rather be (nomi- 
nally at least) under tlie command of a foreigner, than 
one of their own body, tlic direction, it is saitl, is to be 
given to me. There b also anotlier reason, which is, that 
if a capitulation should take place, the Mussulmans might 



LSTTERB, im. 


p^ops, rather hare CkrMm faith with a Frank than 
with a Greek, and ao be iitclined to accede a point or two. 
These appear to be the most obvious motives for such an 
appointment, as far as 1 can conjecture, unless there be 
one reason more, viz. that, under present circumstances, 
no one ebe (not even Mavrocordato himself) seetns 
disposed to accept such a nomination — and though iny 
dems are as far as my deserts upon this occasion, I do 
ncA decline it, being willing to do as 1 am bidden ; and 
as I pay a considerable part of the clans, I may as well 
see what they are likely to do for their money \ besides 
I am tired of heaiing nothing but talk. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

presume, from the retardment, tliat he*** is the same 
Parry who attempted the North Pole^ and is (it may be 
supposed) now essaying the South,^ 


LETTER DCXIIL 

TO MB. CHABLE8 HANCOCK. 

^‘Missolonghi, Feb. 5, 1824. 

**Dr. Muir*8 letter and yours of the 23d reached me 
some days ago. Tell Muir that 1 am glad of his promo- 
tion ibr his sake, and of his remaining near us for all our 
sakes : though I cannot but regret Dr. Kennedy’s depar- 
Uiro, which accounts for the previous earthquakes and 
the present English weather in this climate. With ail 
respect to my medical pastor, 1 have to announce to him, 
that among other firebrands, our firemastcr Parry (just 
landed) has disembarked an elect blacksmith, intrusted 
with three hundred and twenty-two Greek Testaments. 

I have given him all facilities in my power for his works 
spiritual and temporal, and if he can settle matters as 
easily with tlie Greek Archbishop and hicrachy, I trust 
that neither tlte heretic nor Uie supposed skeptic will be 
accused intolerance. 

“ By-the-way, I met with the said Archbishop at Anato- 
Uco (where I went by invitation of’tlie Primates a few days 
ago^ and was received witli a heavier camionade than the 
Turks, probably) for the second time, (I had known him 
here l^ibre ;) and he and P. Mavrocordato, and tlie | 
Chiefs and Primates and 1, all dined together, and 1 > 
thought the metro()olitan the merriest of the party, and a 
very good Christian for all that. But Garaba (we got 
wet through in our way back) has been ill with a fever 
and colic ; and Luke has been out of sorts too, and so 
have some oUiers of the people, and 1 have been very 
well, — except that 1 caught cold yesterday with swearing 
too much in the rain at the Greeks, who would not bear 
a hand in landing the Committee stores, and nearly 
spoiled our combustibles ; but 1 turned out in person, and 
made such a row as set them in motion, blasphenung at 
them from the Government downwards, till they actually 
did some part of what they ought to have done severd 
days before, and this is esteemed, as it deserves to be, a 
wonder. 

"Tell Muir that, notwithstanding his remonstrances, 
which X receive thai^uUy, it is perh^ best that I should 
advance with the troops ; for if we do not do something 
soon, we shall only have a third year of defensive opera- 
tions and another siege, and all that. We hear that the 
Turks are coming down in force, and sooner than usual ; 
and as these fellows do mind me a little, it is the opinion 
that I should go^ — firstly, because they will sooner listen 
to a foreigner than one of tlieir own people, out of native 
jeaknisies ; seccmdly, because the Turks will sooner treat 
or capitulate (if such occasion should happen) with a 
Frank than a Greek; and, thirdly, because nobody else 
seems disposed to take the responsibility—Mavrocordato 
being very busy here, the foreign military men too young 
or not of authm^ enough to be obeyed by the natives, 

* Aknj who liadbMii kMf eziwcted withortUlory, Be. 


and the Chiefs (as aforesaid) inclined to obey any one 
ixcept, or ratlier than, one of their own body. As for me^ 
am willing to do what I am bidden, and to follow my 
instructions. I neither seek nor shun that nor any tiling 
else they may wish mo to attempt ; and as for personal 
safety, besides that it ought not to be a consideratioih I 
take it that a man is on the whole as safe in one place 
as another ; and, after all, he had better end with^a bullet 
ban bark in his body. If we are not taken off with the 
sword, we are like to march off with an ague in this mud- 
basket ; and to conclude with a very bad pun, to the ear 
rather than to the eye, better martially ^ than marth-ally ; 
— the situation of Missolonghi is not unknown to you. 
The dykes of Holland when broken down are the Deserts 
^f Arabia for dryness, in compaiison. 

"And now for tlie sinews of war. 1 thank you and Mr. 
Borff for your ready answers, wliich, next to ready money, 
is a pleasant thing. Besides the assets, and balance, and 
die relics of tlie Corgialegno correspondence with Leg- 
horn and Genoa, (1 sold the dog dour, teU him, but not at 
his price,) [ shall request and require, from the beginning 
of Marcli ensuing, about five thousand dollars every two 
months, i. e. about twenty-five thousand within the cur- 
eiit year, at regular intervals, independent of the sums 
now negotiating. I can show you documents to prove 
that these arc considerably within my supplies for the year 
>n more ways than one ; but 1 dunot like to tell the Greeks 
exactly what I could or would advance on an emergency, 
because, otherwise, they will double and triple llieir de- 
mands, (a dis[H)sition tliat tliey have already sufficiently 
shown ;) and tliough 1 am willing to do all I can whm 
necessary, yet 1 do not see why they should not help a 
little, for they are not quite so bare as they pretend to be 
ly some accounts. 

"Feb. 7, 1824. 

"I have been intenrupted by the arrival of Parry, and 
ifterward by the return of Hesketh, who has not brought 
an answer to my epistles, which rather surprise me. You 
will write soon 1 suppose. Parry seems a fine rough 
subject, but will hardly be ready for the field these three 
weeks ; he and I will (I tliink) be able to draw together, 
— at least / will not interfere with or contradict him in his 
own department. He complains grievously of the mer- 
cantile and enihusyinusy part of the Committee, but greatly 
praises Gordon and Hume. Gordon would have given 
three or four thousand pounds and come out hintselft but 
Kennedy or somebody else disgusted him, and thus Uiey 
have spoiled part of their subscription and cramped their 
operations. Parry says Bowring is a humbug, to which 
I say nothing. He sorely laments the printing and civi- 
lizing expenses, and wishes tliat there was not a Sunday- 
school in the world, or any school here at present, save and 
except always an academy for artilleryship. 

“He complained also of the col^ a little to my surprise; 
firstly, because, there being no chimneys,! have used my- 
self to do without other warmth than the animal heat and 
one’s cloak, in tliese parts ; and secondly, because I should 
os soon have ex|)ected to hear a volcano sneeze, as a fire- 
mastcr (who is to bum a whole fleet) exclaim against t’le 
atmosphere. I fuliy expected tl»t liis very approach 
would have scorched up tlte town tike the burning-glasses 
of Archimedes. 

" Well, it seems that I am to be Commander-in-chie^ 
and the post is by no means a sinecure, for we are not 
what Major Sturgeon calls ‘ a set of the most amicable 
officers.’ Whether we shall have a ‘ boxing bout between 
Captain Sheers and the Colonel,’ I cannot tell ; but, be- 
tween Suiiote chiefs, German barons, English volunteers, 
and adventurers of all nations, we are likely to form as 
goodly an allied army as ever quarrelled beneath the 
banner. 

"Feb.^1^. 

•Intcrmptcd again by busmess yesterday, and it is time 
to conclude mv letter. 1 drew aome time aiiice on Mn 
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BtrflT iRir a thousand dollars, to cmnplete some money 
iiranted hy the government. The said Glovemment gol 
cash on that bill here and at a profit ; but the very same 
fellow who gave it to them, after proposing to give me 
money for other bills on Barff to the amount of thirteen 
hundred dollars, either could not, or thought better of it. 
I had written to Barfif advising him, but had afterward 
to write *to tell him of the fellow’s having not come up to 
time. You must really send me the balance soon. 1 
have the artillerists and my Suliotes to pay, and Heaven 
knows what besides, and as every thing depends upon 
punctuality, all our operadons will be at a stand-still un- 
less you use despatch. I shall send to Mr. Barff or to 
you further bills on England for throe thousand poimds, 
to be negotiated as speedily as you can. I have already 
'Stated here and formerly the sums I con command at 
•home within the year,— -without including my credits, or 
the bills already negotiated or negotiating, as Corgialeg- 
no’s balance of Mr. Webb’s letter, — and my letters from 
my friends (received by Mr. Parry’s vessel,) confirm 
what I have ^ready stated. How much I may require in 
the course of the year I can’t tell, but I wiU take care that 
it shall not exceed the means to supply it. 

“ Yours ever, 

“N. B. 

“ P. S. I have had, by desire of a Mr. Jeroxtati^ to draw 
on Demetrius Delladecima (is it our friend in ultima ana- 
lisc ?) to pay the Committee expenses. I really do not 
understand what the Committee mean by some of their 
freedoms. Parry and I get on very well Utherto ; how 
long tlus may last, Heaven knows, but I hope it will, for a 
gO(^ deal for the Greek service depends upon it, but he 
has already had some m^s with Col. S. and I do all I can 
to keep the peace among them. However, Parry is a fine 
fellow, extremely active, and of strong, sound, practical 
talents, by all accounts. Enclosed arc bills for three thou- 
sand pounds, drawn in the mode directed, ( i. e. parcelled 
out in smaller bills.) A good opportunity occuring for 
Cephalonia to send letters on, I avail myself of it. Re- 
member me to Stevens, and to all friends. Also my 
compliments and every thing kind to the colonels and 
officers. 

“February 9, 1824. 

“ P. S. 2d or 3d. I have reason to expect a person from 
England directed with papers (on business) for me to 
sign, somewhere in the islands, by-and-by ; if such should 
arrive, would you forward him to me by a safe convey- 
ance, as the papers regard a transaction with regard to 
the adjustment of a lawsuit, and a sum of several thou- 
sand pounds, which I, or my bankers and trustees for me, 
may have to receive (in England) in consequence. The 
time of the probable arrival I cannot state, but the date 
of my letters is the 2d Nov. and 1 suppose that he ought 
to arrive soon.” 


LETTER DCXIV. 

s§ 

TO AJTBRSW LONDO*’^ 

“SEAR FRIEITD, 

“ The sight of your handwriting gave me the greatest 
pleasure. Greece has ever been for me, as it must be for 
all men of any feeling or education, the promised land of | 
valour, of the arts, and of liberty ; nor did the time I 
passed in my youth in travelling ammig her ruins at all 
chill my afifectioD for the birthplace of heroes. In addi- 
tion to this, I am bound to yourself by ties of friendship 
and gratitude for the hospitality which I experienced from 
you duiing my stay in that country, of which you are now 
become one of the first defenders and ornaments. To 
see myself serving by your side and under your eyes, in 


the cause ofQreeee will be to me one of the happiest 
events of my life. In the mean time, with the hope cif our 
again meeting, “ I am, as ever, lic«” 


LETTER DCXV. 

TO H18 Biomtsss yusstrrr pacha. 

“Mis8olonghi,23d Jan. 1824. 

“bighitess! 

“A vessel, in which a friend and some domestics of 
mine were embarked, was detained a few days ago and 
released by order of your Highness. I have now to thank 
you ; not for liberating the vessel, which, as carrying a 
neutral flag, and being under British protection, no one 
had a right to detain ; but for having treated my friends 
with so much kindness while they were in your hands. 

“ In the hope, tlierefore, that it may not be altogether 
disple-asing to your Highness, I have requested the gover- 
nor of this place to release feur Turkish prisoners, and 
he has humanely consented to do so. I lose no time, 
ihereforc, in sending them back, in order to make as early 
i return as I could for your courtesy on the late occasion. 
These prisoners arc liberated without any conditions: 
but, should the circumstance And a place in your recoUeo- 
ion, I venture to beg, that your Highness will treat such 
creeks as may henceforth fall into your hands with hu- 
lanity; more especially since the horrors of war are 
ifliciently great in themselves, without being aggravated 
»y wanton cruelties on either side. 

“Noel Byroh.* 


LETTER DCXVI. 

TO MR. BARPF. 

Feb. 21. 

“ I am a good deal better, though of course weakly ; 
le leeches took too much blood from my temples the day 
.ftcr, and there was some difficulty in stopping it, but I 
lave since been up daily, and out in boats or on horse- 
back. To-day I have taken a warm bath, and live as 
emperately os con well be, without any liquid but water, 
and without animal f(K>d. 

“ Besides the four Turks sent to Patras, I have ob- 
tained the release of four-and-twenty women and children, 
xnd sent them at my own expense to Provesa, that tho 
inglish Consul-General may consign them to their rela- 
tions. I did tliis by their own desire. Matters here are 
little embroiled with tho Suliotes and foreigners, &c. 
mt I still hope better things, and will stand by tlic cause 
long as my health and circumstances will permit me to 
>e supposed useful.* 

“I am obliged to support the Government here for the 
iresent.” 

[The prisoners mentioned in this letter as having been 
eleased by him and sent to Prevesa had been held in 
captivity at Missolonglii since tho beginning of the Revo- 
ution. The following was the letter wliich he forwarded 
with them to tho English Consul at Prevesa.] 


LETTER DCXVII. 

TO MR. MAYER. 

“SIR, 

“Coming to Greece, one of my principal bfcgects was 
to alleviate as much as possible the miseries incident to 

* In a letter to the eame Rtutlenian, dated Januarr Y7, he had alreaihr 
..id, “ I ho|)o that thing* bert will go on well eoine time or other. I vul 
tUck by the cauae at Ij^ a* a cauee exittv— first or tecoud.’* 


* One oftha Greek chiefs. 
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a warfare so cruel as the present. When the diclaUjs 
humanity are in question, 1 know no difference betwee 
I’urks and Greeks. It is enough that, those who wax; 
assistance are men, in ordtjr to eliiim the pity and protec 
tion of the meanest pretender to humane feelings, 
have found here twenty-four Turks, including women an« 
children, who have long pined in distress, far from th 
means of support and tlie consolations of tlxcir home 
The Govermnent has consigned them to me ; I transin 
them to Prevosa, whither they d<!sire to he sent. I hop< 
you will not object to take care tlial they may bo restorec 
to a place of safety, and that the Governor of your town 
may accept of my present. The best recompense I cai 
hope for woxxld be to find that I had insjared the Ottoinai 
comnumders with the same Konliraents towards tiiose un- 
happy Greeks who may hereafter fall into their hands. 

“1 beg you to believe me, &c.” 


LETTKR DCXViri. 

TO THE HOirOUaABI.E DOUOLAS KINNAIRD. 

“ MLssolonghi, Fob, 21, 1824. 

“ I have received yours of the 2d of November. If ii 
essential tliat tlie money should be paid, as 1 have drawn 
for it all, and mure too, to help tlie Greeks. Parry is her< 
and he and I agree very well ; and all is going on hope- 
fully for the present, considering circumstances. 

“We shall have work this year, for the Turks are coni 
ing down in for<‘e ; and, as lor me, 1 must stand by th 
cause. 1 shall shortly march (acf'ordiugto orders) agairis 
Lepanto, with two thousand men. I have been here s«imc 
tiiiio, after some narrow escapes from the Turks, and als< 
from being shipwrecked. 'We were twice upon the rocki 
but this you will have heard, truly or falsely, through olhe 
channels, and 1 do not wish to bore you with a long story 
“ 8o far I have succeedoci in supporting the Govern 
ment of Western (sreeee, vvliicli would otherwise hav 
been dissolved. If you have received tlie eleven thoi 
.sand and odd pounds, Ihcst;, with wliat I have in band 
and rny income for the current year, to say nothing o 
contingeficie.s, will, or might, eiiiihlc me to keep tin 
‘.sinews of war’ properly strung;. If the deputies be hoiiesi 
fellows, and obtain the loan, they will repay the 4(XK)l a.« 
agreed upon ; and even then 1 shall save little, or indeed 
less than little^ since I am maintaining nearly the whol< 
rnadiine— in this place, at least — at my own cost, Ihit 
let the Greeks only succeed, and 1 do n’t care for myself. 

“ I have been very seriously unwell, but am getting bet- 
ter, and can ride about again : so pray quiet our friends on 
tliat score. 

“ It is not true that I ever did, mil, raouhl, cxndd^ or 
should write a satire against Gifford, or a hair of his head. 

1 always considered him as my literary father, and myself 
as his ‘prodigal son;’ and if 1 have allowed his ‘fatted 
calf’ to grow to an ox before he kills it on my return, it is 
only because 1 prefer beef to veal. 

“Yours, &c.” 


LETTER DCXIX. 

TO MB. BAKFF. | 

“ February 23. 

“ My health seems improving especially from riding 
and the warm bath. Six Englishmen will bo soon in 
quarantine at Zante; they are artificers, and have had 
enough of Greece in fourteen days. If you could re- 
commend them to a passage home, I would thank you ; 
tlioy are good men enough, but do not quite understand 
tiic little discrcpanies in Uiese countries, and are not used 
to see shooting apd slashing in a domestic quiet way, or 
(as it forms h«iMi|%^t of liousekeeping. 


“ If tliey should want any tiling during tlieir quarantine, 
you can advance tliem not more than a dollar a day 
(among them) for that pjeriod, to purchase them some 
little extras as comlbrts, (as they are quite out of Uieir 
element.) 1 cannot aflbrd them more at present.” 


LETTER DCXX. 

TO MR. MURKAT. 

“ Missolonghi, Feb. 25, 1824. 

“I liave heard from Mr. Douglas Kinnaird Uiat you 
state ‘ a report of a satire on Mr. Gifford having arrived 

( from Italy, mid to be written by me ! but that you do not 
Wi'licve. it.’ T dare say you do not, nor anybody else, I 
should think. Whoever asserts that I am the author or * 
abettor of any thing of the kind on Gifford lies in his 
throat. If any such composition exists it is none of mine. 
You know as well as anybody upon v^hom I have or have 
. not written ; and you also know whether tliey do or did 
not d<‘scrve that same. And so much for such matters. 

“ You will perhaps be anxious to hear some news from 
his part of Greece, (which is the most liable to invasion ;) 
mt you will ht‘ar enough lliroiigh public and' private 
channels. 1 will, however, give you the events of a week, 
mingling my own private peculiar with the public, for we 
are. here a little jumbled together at present. 

“Oil Sunday (the 15th, J believe,) I had a strong and 
Hidden convulsive attack, whicli left me speechless, though 
not motionless — for some strong men could not hold me ; 
but whether it was epilepsy, catalepsy, cachexy, or apo- 
plexy, or what other cxy or fp«y, the doctors have not 
decided ; or whether it was spasmodic or nervous, &c, ; 
hut it was very unpleasant, and nearly carried me o*^, 
and all that. On Monday, they put leeches to my tem- 
ples, no difficult ruat,1(‘r, hut the hloxid could not be slopped 
till eleven at night, (they had gone too near the tempiiraJ 
artery for my temporal safet},) and neither styptic nor 
caastic would cauterize the orifice till after a hundred 
Attempts. 

“On 7^jes<lay, a 7’uikisli brig of war ran on shore, 
bi Wediiesdiiy, gi'cat preparations being made to attack 
ler, though protected by her consorts, the I'urks burned 
er and retired to Fatras. On Thursday a quarrel en- 
lucd between tlie Suliotes and the Frank guard at the 
arsenal: a Swedish ofliccr w^as killed, and a Sulioto 
everely wounded, and a general fight expected, and with 
line difficulty prevented. On Friday, the officer w'as 
iiried ; and Captain Parry’s English artificers mutinied, 
,nder the pretence that their lives are in danger, and arc 
jr quitting the country : — they may. 

‘ On Saturday w-e had the smartest shock of an earth- 
iiake which 1 remember, (and I have felt thirty, slight or 
imart, at dilfereiit jieriotls ; they are common in the 
dediterranoan,) and the whole army discharged their 
rrns, upon the stimo principle that the savages beat 
Irums, or howl, during an eclipse of the moon : — it was 
are scene altogether — if you had but. seen the Engush 
olinnies, who had’ never been out of af*cockncy workshop 
efore ! — or will again, if they can hel]) it — and on Sun- 
lay, we heard that the Vizier is come down to Larissa, 
with one hundred and odd thousand men. 

“In coming here, I liad two escapes, one from the 
urits (me of my vessels was taken, but afterward re- 
iased,) and the otlier from shipwreck. We drove twice 
m the rocks near the Scrophes (islands near the coast.) 

“ 1 have obtained from the Greeks the release of eigbt- 
and-twcnly Turkish prisoners, men, women, and children, 
tnd sent them to Patras and Prevesa, at my own charges. 
)ne little girl of nine years old, who prefers remaining 
vith me, 1 shall (if 1 live) send, with her mother, pro- 
bably, to Italy, or to England. Her name is Hat^ or 
Het^c. She is a very prettv, lively cliild. AH her ^ 
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brothers were killed by the Greeks, and she herself and 
her mother merely spared by special favour and owing 
to her extreme youth, she being then but five or six years 
old. 

*My health is now better, and I ride about again. My 
office here is no sinecure, so many parties and difficulties 
of every kind ; but I will do what I can. Prince Mavro- 
cordalo is an excellent person, and does all in his power, 
but his situation is perplexing m the extreme. Still we 
have great hopes of the success of tlie contest. You 
will hear, however, more of public news from plenty of 
quarters^ for 1 have little time to write. 

Believe me yours, &c. &c. 

Bn.” 

LETTER DCXXI. 

TO MR. MOORE. 

** Missolonghi, Westem Greece, March 4, 1824. 

*MV DEAR MOORE, 

®Vour reproach is unfounded — I have received two 
.etters from you, and answered both previous to leaving 
Cephalonia. I have not been ‘quiet’ in an Ionian island, 
but much occupied wiffi business, — as the Greek depulicis 
(if arrived) can toll you. Neither have I continued ‘Don 
Juan,’ nor any other poem. You go, as usual, I presume, 
by some newspaper report or other. 

“ When the proper moment to be of some use, arrived, 

I came here ; and am told that my arrival (with some 
other circumstances) ham been of, at least, temporary 
advantage to the cause. 1 had a narrow escape from 
tlic Turks, and another from shipwreck on my pas.sage. 
On the 16th (or 16lh) of February 1 had an attack of 
aywplexy, or epilepsy,— the physicians have not exactly 
^ecidcii which, but the alternative is agreeable. Mv con- 
stitution, therefore, remains between tlie two opinions, 
like Mahomet’.s sarcophagus between the magnets. AW 
that X can say is, that they nearly bled me to death, by 
placing the leeches too near the ternjioral artery, so tltat 
the blood could with difficulty be stopped, even with cans 
tic. I am supposed to be getting better, slowly, ho\vcv<jr 
But my homilies will, I presume, for the future, be hke tli 
Archbishop of Grenada’s — ^in this case, ‘I order you a 
hundred ducats from my treasurer, and wish you a littl 
more taste.’ 

“For public matters I refer you to Col. Stanhope’s and 
Capt. Parry’s reports, — and to all other reports whatso- 
ever. There is plenty to do — war without, and tumult 
within— they ‘kill a man a week,’ like Bob Acre.s in the 
country. Parry’s artificers have gone away in alarm, on 
account of a dispute, in which some of the natives and 
foreigners were engaged, and a Swede was killed, and a 
SuUute wounded. In the middle of ffieir fright there was 
a strong shock oC an earthquake ; so, between that and 
tlie sword, they boomed otf in a hurry in dcsjnto of all 
disuasions to the contrary. A Turkish brig ran ashore, 
&c. &c. &c.’^ 

“ You, i presume, are either publishing or meditating 
thaf same. Let me hear from and of you, and believe me, 
in all events^ “ Ever and affectlbnately yours, 

“N. B. 

“ P. S. Tell Mr. Murray that I wrote to him the other 
day, and hope that he has received, or will receive, the 
letter.” 

LETTER IXJXXn. 

TO DR. KENNEDY. 

“ Missolonghi, March 4, 1834. 

” MY DEAR DOCTOR, 

” I have to thank you for your two very kind letters, 

* WhM i« omitted here k but a repetUioii of the wirioue perticularti 
aat)«ctin|| all that had hapMned elnoe hi* arrival, which hare already 
lit tbwlsUert to hk other correepoodouti.— Afoore. 
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both received at the samo time, and one long after ita 
date. I am not unaware of tlie precarious state of my 
health, nor am, nor have been, deceived on that subject. 
But it is proper that 1 should remain in Greece ; and it 
were better to die doing something than nothing. My 
presence here has been supposed so far useful asm have 
prevented confusion from becoming worse confounded, at 
least for the present. Should I become, or be deemed, 
useless or superfluous, I am ready to retire ; but in the 
interim I am not to consider personal consequences ; the 
rest is in the hands of Providence, — as indeed are all 
things. I shall, however, observe your instructions, and 
indeed did so, as far as regards abstinence, for some lime 
past. 

“Be.sides tlio tracts, &c. which you have sent for dis- 
tribution, one of the English artificers (liight Jlrownbill, 
a tinman) left to iny charge a number of Greek Testa- 
ments, which I will endeavour to distribute properly. I’lie 
Greeks complain that the translation is not correct, nor in 
Z^oofl Romaic; Bambas can decide on that point. I am 
trying to reconcile tho clergy to the distribrition, which 
(without duo regard to their hierarchy) they might con- 
trive to impede or neutralize in the effect, from llieir power 
over their people. Mr. Brownbill has gone to the islands, 
having some apprehension for his life, (not from tho jtricsts, 
however,) and apparently preferring rather to be a saint 
than a martyr, although his apprehensions of bocomiiig tho 
latter were probably unfounded. All the English artifi- 
cers accompanied him, thinking themselves in danger, on 
account of some troubles here, which have apparently 
subsided. 

“ 1 have been interrupted by a visit from Prmce Mav- 
rocordato and others since 1 began this letter, and must 
close it hastily, for the boat Is announced as ready to sail. 
V our future convert, llato, or Halagce, apf>ears to me 
lively, and iutclligoni, and promisbig, and possesses an in- 
t<.‘restuig countenance. With regard to her disposition, 1 
can .say litthi, but Millingen, who has the mother (who is 
a middle-aged woman oi* goo<l character) in his house as 
a (lonicsiic, (altlmngh their family was in good worldly 
circnmstancoH j)r<!vioijs to the Revolnlion,) speaks well of 
boll), and he is to he ndied on. As far ns I know, I jjavo 
onij' seen the child a few fimt\s with her mol|jt‘r, and w'hat 
f have seeji is favonrable, or I should not take so much 
interest in her behalf. If she turns out well, my idea 
w'oukJ bo to .send her to my daughter in England, (if not 
:> respectable persons in Jtaly,) and so to provide for her 
as to enable her to live wilii reputation, either singly or in 
marriage, if she arrive at maturity. I will make proper 
arrangements about her expenses through Messrs. Barfi* 
and Hancok, and the rest I leave to your discretion and 
Mrs. K.’s, with a great sense of obligation for your 
kindness in undertaking her temporary superintendence. 

“ttf public matters lierc, 1 liave little to add to what 
you will already have heard. We are going on as well 
as wo can, and witli the hope and tlie endeavour to do 
better. Believe me, 

“ Ever and truly, &c.” 


LETTER DCXXIII. 

TO MR. SABFF. 

:«March6,1824. 

“If Sisseni* is sincere, he will be treated with, and 
well treated ; if he is not, the sin and the shame may lie 
at his own door. One great object is to heal those inter- 
nal dissensions for the future, without exacting too rigor- 

* Thin Sissein, who wan the Capitnno of the rich dklrict iibotit Ga- 
lionni, aiid bad for some time held out asaiost tb* /general (io^eromest, 
was now, as spiwart by the above letter, makrinx overtures, through 
M. Barff, of adnwloti. As a pRwf hk sincerity, It was required by Lord 
Byron Uiat be should surrender Uto the haiuk of the Govsnifosot the 
fortrees of Chi&rejoxti.— Ofoore. 
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CHJS an account of the past* Prince Mavrocordato is of ao more than two hundred dollars until he should receive 
the same opiniofii and whoever is disposed to act fairly instructions from C. Jerostatti. Therefore 1 am obliged 
will be fairly dealt with. I have heard a good deal of Sis- o advance that sum to prevent a positive stop being put 
seni, but not a deal of good; however, I never judge from o the laboratory service at this place, &c. &c. 
report, particularly in a Revolution. Persanaily, I am “I beg you will mention this business to Count 
rather obliged to him, for he has been very hospitable to Delladecima, who has the draft and every account, and 
all friends of nune who have passed through liis district, hat Mr. BarfF, in conjunction with yourself will endea- 
You may therefore assure him that any overture for the to arrange this money account, and, when received, 
advantage of Greece and its internal pacification will be forward tire same to Miasolonghi. 
readily and sincerely met here. I hardly think that he “ I am, sir, yours very truly, 

would have ventured a deceitful proposition to me through is written by Captain Parry ; but 1 see that I 

you, because he must be sure that in such a cmo it would ^just continue the letter myself. I understand little or 
eyeutuidly be expcyied. At any rate, the healing of Uiese nothing of the business, saving and except that, like most 
dissensions is so important a point, dial something must ,f tj^e present affairs here, it will be at a stand-still if mo- 
bs risked to obtain it.® leys be not advanced, and there are few here so disposed ; 

so that 1 must take the chance, as usual. 


LETTER DCXXIV. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“March 10. 

* Enclosed is an answer to Mr. Parruca’s letter, and I 
hope that you will assure him from me, that I have done 
and am doing all I can to reunite the Greeks with the 
Greeks. 

® I am extremely obliged by your offer of your country 
house (as for all oilier kindness) in case that my health 
should require my removal; but I cannot quit Greece 
while there is a chance of my being of any (even sup- 
posed) utility: — there is a stake worth millions such as I 
am, and wliile I can stand at all, I must stand by the 
cause. When I say this, T am at (he same time aware 
of the difficulties and dissensions, and defects of the Greeks 
themselves ; but allowance must be made for them by all 
reasonable people. 

“ My chief, indeed nine-tenths of my expenses here are 
Bolely in advances to or on behalf of the Greeks, and ob- 
jects connected vrith their independence.^ 


LETTER DCXXV. 

TO SR. PARRtTCA. 

“March 10, 1824. 

*SXR, 

“ I have the honour of answering your letter. My first 
wish has alvmys been to bring the (>eeks to agree among 
themselves. I came here by the invitation of the Greek 
Govt rnment, and 1 do not think that 1 ought to abandon 
Roumeali for the Peloponnesus until that Goverament 
shall desire it; and tlie more so, as tliis part is exposed in 
a greater degree to the enemy. Nevertheless, if my pre- 
sence can really bo of any assistance in uniting two or 
more parties, I am ready to go any where, either as a me- 
diator, or, if necessary, as a hostage. In these affairs I 
bavf neither private views, nor private dislike of any in- 
dividual, but the sincere wii^ of deserving the name of the 
friend of voor country, and of her patriots. 

“1 have the honour, &c.” 


LETTER DCXXVI. 

TO MR. CHARLES HANCOCK. 

“Missolonghi, 10th Mardt, 1824. 

iXlt, 

“1 sent by Mr. J. M. Hodges a bill drawn on Signor 
C. Jerostatti for three hundred and eighty-six pounds, on 
ificciuDt of the Hon. the Greek ^Committee, for carrying 
on the service at this place. But Coupt Delladecima seni 


“ You will see what can be done with Delladecima and 
crostatti, and remit the sum, that we may have some 
met; for the Committee have somehow embroiled their 
matters, or chosen Greek correspondents more Grecian 
than ever the Greeks are wont to be. 

“Yours ever, 
“Nl. Bn. 

“ P. S. A thousand thanks to Muir for his cauliflower) 
he finest 1 ever saw or tasted, and I believe, the largest 
hat ever grow out of Paradise or Scotland. I have writ- 
m to quiet Dr. Kennedy about the newspaper, (with 
diich I have nothing to do as a writer, please to recollect 
and say.) I told the fools of conductors that their motto 
^ould play tlie devil ; but, like all mountebanks, they per- 
ilsted. Gamba, who is any thing but htch/^ had some- 
hing to do with it ; and, as usual, the moment he had, 
natters went wrong. It will be better, perhaps, in time. 
But I write in ha.sie, and have only time to say, before the 
joat sails, that I am ever “Yours, 

“N. Bn. 

“P.S. Mr. Findlay is here, and has received his 
money,” 


LETTER DCXXVII. 

TO DR. KENNEDY. 

“ Missolonghi, March 10^ 1824. 

* DEAR SIR, 

“ You could not disapprove of the motto to the Tele- 
graph more than 1 did, and do ; but this is the land of 
liberty, where most people do as they please, and few as 
:hey ought. 

“ I have not written, nor am inclined to write, for that 
or for any other paper, but have suggested to them, over 
and over, a change of the motto and style. However, 1 
do iK>i think tliat it will turn out either an irreligious or a 
levelling publication, and they promise due respect to 
both churches and things, t. e. the editors do. 

“ If Bainbas would write for the Ghreek Chronicle, he 
might have his own price for articles. ^ 

“There is a demur about Hato^s V 03 rage, her 
mother wishing to go with her, wliich is quite natural, and 
1 have not the heart to refuse it ; for even Mahomet 
made a law, that in the division of captives, the child 
should never be separated from the mother. But this 
may make a difference in the arrangement, although the 
poor woman (who has lost half her &mily in the war) is, 
as 1 said, of good character, and of mature age, so as to 
render her respectability not liable to suspicion. She has 
heard, it seems, from Prevesa, that her husband is no 
longer there. I have consigned your Bibles to 1>« 
Meyer; and I hope that Uie said Doctor may justify 
your confidence ; nevertheless, I shall keep an eye upon 
him. You may depend upon my giving the society as 
fair play as Mr. *VYilberforce hxnwelf would ; and any 



LETTERS, 1824. 


otlier commksion for the good of Greece will meet with 
the same attention on my part. 

“ I am trying, with some hope of eventual success, to 
reunite the Greeks, especially as the Turks are expected 
in force, and that shortly. We must meet tlicm as we 
may, and fight it out as we can. 

“I, rejoice to hear that your school prospers, and I 
assure you that your good wishes are reciprocal. The 
weather is so much finer, that I get a good deal of mode- 
rate exercise in boats and on horseback, and am willing 
to hope that my health is not worse than when you kindly 
wrote to me. Dr. Bruno can toll you that I adhere to 
your regimen, and more, for I do not eat any meat, oven 
fish. “ Believe me ever, &c. 

“ P. S. The mechanics (six in number) were all pretty 
much of the same mind, Brownbill was but wie. Per- 
haps they are less to blame than is imagined, since 
Colonel Stanhope is said to have told them, Uhat he 
wuld not positively say their lives were safe.'* I should 
like to know where our life is safe, either here or any 
where else ? With regard to a place of safety, at least 
such hermetinally-scaled safety as these persons apf)eared 
to desiderate, it is not to be found in Greece, at any rate ; 
but Missolonghi was supposed to be the place where tliey 
would be useful, and tlieir risk was no greater than dial 
of others." 
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tend to much mischief and misconstruction, unless under 
some restrictions, nor have I ever bad any thing to do 
with either, as a writer or otherwise, except as a pecu- 
niary contributor to their supj>ort on tlie outset, which I 
could not refuse to the earnest roqm st of the projectors. 
Col. Stanliopo and myself had considerable differences 
of opinion on this subject, and (what will appear lauglt- 
able enough) to such a degree that ho charged me with 
despotic principles, and I him with ultraradicalism. 

“Dr. * *, the editor, with his unrestrained freedom of 
the press, and who has the freedom to exercise an un- 
limited discretion, — ^not allowing any article but his own 
and those like them to ap{>ear, — ^and in declaiming against 
restrictions, cuts, carves, and restricts (as they tell me,) 
at his own will and pleasure. He is the author of an 
article against monarchy, of which he may have the 
advantage and fame — but they (the editors) will get 
themselves into a scrape, if they do not take care. 

“Of all potty tyrants, he is one of the pettiest, as are 
most demagogues, that ever I knew. He is a Swiss by 
birth, and a Greek by assumption, having married a wife 
and changed his religion. 

“I shall be very glad, and am extremely anxious for 
some favourable result to tlio recent pacific overtures of 
the contending parties in the Pelojwnnese." 


LETTER DCXXVIIL 


TO COLONEL STANHOPE. 


“ Missolonghi, March 19, 1824. 
•my dear stanhope, 

“Prince Mavrocordato and myself will go to Salwia to 
meet Ulysses, and you may ho very sure that P. M. will 
accept any proposition for the advantage of Greece. 
Parry is to answer for himself on his own articles ; if J 
were to interfere with him, it would only stop the whole 
progress of his exertion, and he is really doing all that 
can be done without more aid from the Government. 

* What ran be spared will be sent ; but 1 refer yon to 
Captain Humphries’s report, and to Count Gamba’s let- 
ter for details upon all subjects. 

“ In the hope of seemg you soon, and deferring much 
that will be to be said till tlicn. 

“ Believe me ever, &c. 

“P.S. Your two letters (to me) are sent to Mr. Barff, 
as you desire. Pray remember me particularly to Trc- 
lawney, whom I shall be very much pleased to see again.’ 


LETTER DCXXIX. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“March 19. 

^ • As Count Mercali is under some apprehensions of a 
direct answer to him personally on preek affairs, I reply 
(as you authorized me) to you, who will have the go^- 
nesB to communicate to him the enclosed. It is the joint 
answer of Prince Mavrocordato and of myself, to Signor 
Georgio Sisseni’s propositions. You may also add, both 
to him and to Parruca, that I am perfectly sincere in 
desiring the most amicable termination of their internal 
dissensions, and that I believe P. Mavrocordato to be so 
also, otherwise 1 would not act with him, or any otlier 
wh^er native or foreigner. 

• If Lord Guilford is at Zante, or, if he is not, if Signor 
Tricupi is there, you would oblige roe by presenting my 
respetks to one or both, and by telling them, that from 
the very first I foretold to Cd. Stanhope and to P. Ma- 
vrocodato^ that a Greek newspaper (or indeed any other) 
in the present state of Greece might and probably ivould 


LETTER DCXXX. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

•March 

“If the Greek deputies (as seems probable) have ob- 
tained the loan, tiie sums 1 have advanced may perhaps 
be repaid ; but it would make no great difference, as I 
sliouki still sjjcnd that in the cause, and more to l>oot— 
though I should hope to better pur[)Ose than paying off 
arrears of fleets that sail away, and Suliotes that won’t 
marcli, which, they say, what has hilfierto been advanced 
has been employed in. But that was not ray afifair, but of 
tiiosc who hud the disposal of affairs, and t could not 
decently say to lliem, ‘You shall do so and so, because 
l&c.&c.&^ 

“ In a few days P. Mavrocordato and myself with a 
considerable escort, int nd to proceed to Salona at the 
retpicst of Ulysses and the Chiefs of Eastern Greece, and 
take measures offensive and defensive for the ensuing 
campaign. Mavrocordato is almost recalled by the new 
Government to the Morea (to take the lead, I rather 
think,) and they have written to propoae to me, to go 
either to the Morea with him, or to take the general 
direction of affairs in this quarter — with General Londo, 
and any otlier I may choose, to form a council. A. 
L(mdo is my old frir nd and acquaintance since wo were 
lads in Greece together. It would be difficult to give a 
positive answer till the Salona meeting is over,* but I 
am willing to serve them in any capacity they please, 
eitlier commanding or commanded— it is much the same 
to me, as long as 1 can be of any presumed use to them. 

“Excuse haste ; it is late, and I have been several hours 
on horseback in a country so miry afier the rains, that 
every hundred yards brings you to a ditch, of whose 
depth, width, colour, and contents, both my horses and 
their riders have brought away many tokens." 


LETTER DCXXXI. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“March 26. 

* Since your intelligence with regard to tlie Greek loan, 

To this olTer of ihe Govfrnrneiit to appoint him GovernorGeneral 
of Greece: (thul is, of the enfranchised |Jari of the Continent, with the 
exception of the Morea and the Isiaods,) his answer was, (hst *‘he 
was first going to Salona, and that afterward he would be at their 
commands ; thnt he rontd have no difficulty in acoeptii^ any office, 
pi-ovided lie could ijersuade himself that any food would result Irom 
it.«’~Afoore. ^ 



ns 


letters, 1824. 


P. Mavrocordato has shown to me an extract from some 
correspondence of his, by which it would appear that Uiree 
commissioners are to bt) named to see that die amount is 
placed in proper hands for the service of the country, and 
that my name is among the number. Of this, liowever, 
we have as yet only the report. 

* This commission is apparently named by the Com- 
mittee or the contracting parties in England. I am of 
opinion that sucli a commission will be necessary, but the 
office will be botli delicate and difficult. The weather, 
which has lately been equinoctial, has flooded the country, 
and will probably retard our proceeding to Salona for 
Bome days, till the road becomes more practicable, 

“You were already apprized that P. Mavrocordato and 
myself bad been invited to a conference by Ulysses and 
the Chiefs of Eastern Greece. I hear (and am indeed 
consulted on the subject) that in case the remittance of the 
first advance of tlie loan should not arrive immediately, the 
Greek General Government mean to try to raise some 
thousand dollars in the islands in the interim, to bo repaid 
from tlie earliest instalments on their arrival. What 
prospect of success they may have, or on what condi- 
tions, you can tell better then me : 1 supfjose, if the loan 
be confirmed, sonielhing^ might bo done by them, but sub- 
ject of course to the usual tenns. Y ou can let them and 
me know )»our o[)inion. There is an imperious necessity 
for S(nne national fund, and that speedily, otherwise what 
is to be done ? The auxiliary corps of about two hundred 
men f>ai(i by me, are, 1 believe, the sole regularly and pro- 
perly furnished with the money, due to the>m weekly, and 
the officers monthly. It is true that the Greek Govern- 
ment givovs their rations, but wc have had three mutinies, 
owing to the badness of the bread, wliich neither native 
nor stranger could masticate (nor dogs either,) and there 
is still groat difficulty in obtaining them even provisions cf 
any kind. 

“ There is a dissension among the Germans about the 
conduct of tlie agents of t/ieir Committee, and an exami- 
nation among themselves instituted. What the result 
may be cannot be anticipated, except tliat it will end in a 
row, of course, as usual. 

“ The English are all very amicable, os far as I know ; 
we get on too with the Greeks very tolerably, always 
making allowance for circumstances; and we have no 
luarrels with the foreigners.* 


LETTER DCXXXII. 

TO A PRUSSIAN OFFICER. 

•April 1,1824. 

SIR, 

1 have the honour to reply to your letter of tliis day. 
£n consequence of an urgent and, to all apiiearanco, a 
well founded complaint made to me yesterday evening, I 
gave orders to Mr. Hcskotli,* to proceed to your quarters 
with tlie soldiers of his guard, and to remove you from 
your house to the Seraglio, ^cause the owner of your 
house declared himself and his family to he in immediate 
danger from your conduct, and added that it was not ilie 
first time that you had filaccd them in similar circum-| 
stances. Neither INIr. Heskclli nor myself could imagine 
that you were in lied, as we had been assured of the 
contrary, and certainly such a situation was not contem- 
plated. But Mr. Hesketh had positive orders to conduct 
you from your tiuarters to those of the Artillery Brigade, at 
the same time being desired to use no violence, nor does 
it appear that any was had recourse to. This measure 
was adopted, because your landlord assured me when I 
proposed to put off the enquiry until the next day, that he 
could not return to his house wiffiout a guard for his 


protection, and that he had left his wife, and daughter 
and family in the greatest alarm, and on that account 
putting them under our immediate protection. The 
case admitted of no delay. As 1 am not aware that 
Mr. Hesketh exceeded his orders, I cannot take any 
measures to punish him, but I have no objection to ex- 
amine minutely into his conduct. You ought to reelect 
that entering into his Auxiliary Greek corps now under my 
orders, at your own sole request and positive desir^ you 
incurred the obligation of obeying the laws of the country 
as well as those of tlie service. 

" I have the honour, to be, &c. &c. 

•Noel Br»oiv.” 


LETTER DXXXIII. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“April S. 

“ There is a quarrel, not yet settled, between the citizens 
and some of Cariascachi’s people, which has already pro- 
duced some blows. 1 keep my people quite neutral ; but 
have ordered tliem to be on their guard. 

“Some days ago wc liad an Italian private soldier 
drummed out for thieving. The German officers wanted 
to flog liim ; but I flatly refused to permit the use of the 
stick or whip, and delivered him over to the police. Since 
then a Prussian officer rioted in his lodgings ; and I put 
him under arrest, according to the order. Tliis, it ap- 
pears, did not please his German confederation: but I 
stuck by my text ; and have given them plainly to under- 
stand, tliat those who do not choose to be amenable to the 
laws of tlic c;ountry and service, may retire ; but that in 
all that I have to do, I will see them obeyed by foreigner 
or native. 

“ I wish something was heard of the arrival of part of 
the loan, for there is a plentiful dearth of every thing at 
present.” 


LETTER DCXXXIV. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“April 6. 

“ Since I wrote, we have had some tumult here with 
the citizens and C/ariascachi’s people, and all are under 
arms, our boys and all. They nearly fired on me and fifty 
of my lads,^ by mistake, as we were taking our usual ex- 
cursion into the country. To-day matters are settled or 
subsiding ; but about an hour ago, the fatiier-in-law of the 
landlord of the house where 1 am lodged (one of the Pri- 
mates the said landlord is) was arrested for high-treason. 

“ They are in conclave still with Mavrocowlato ; and 
we have a number of new faces from the hills, come to 
assist, they say. Gunboats and batteries all ready, &c. 

“ The row has had one good effect— -it has put them 
on the alert. What is to become of the father-in-law, V 
do not know ; nor whkt he ha.s done, exactly ; but 

*T la a T«ry fine thing to be father>in*]a« 

To a very magnificent three-tailed bashaw 

as the man in Bluebeard says and sings, I wrote to you 
upon matters at length, some days ago; the letter, or 
letters, you will receive with this. We are desirous to 
hear more of the loan ; and it is some time since I have 
had any letters (at least of an interesting description) from 
England, excepting one of 4th Feb. from Bowning (of no 
great importance.) My latest dates are of or of the 
6th four months exactly. I hope you get on well 
in the islands: here most of us are, or have been, more 
or less indisposed, natives as well as foreigners.” 


Th< Adjiitaat* 


‘ A eorpf of fifty SuliotM, lik body guard. 



bxtracts from a journal. 


LETTER DCXXXV. 

TO MR. BARFF. 

“ April 7. 

«The Greeks here of the Government have been 
boring me for more money. As I have the brigade to 
maintain, and the campaign is apparently now to open, 
and as I have already spent 30,000 dollars in three months 
upon them in one way or other, and more esijecially as 
their public loan has succeeded, so tliat they ought not to 
draw from individuals at that rate, I have given them a 


refusal, and—as they would not take thatr-^another reftMol 
‘in terms of considerable sincerity. 

« They wish now to try in the islands for a few thoth 
sand dollars on the ensuing loan. If you can serve them, 
perhaps you will (in the way of information, at any rate,y 
and 1 will see that you have fair f»lay, but still 1 do not 
advise you, except to act as you please. Almost every 
thing depends upon the arrival, and the speedy arrival, of 
a portion of the loan to keep peace among themselves. 
If tlicy can but have sense to do this, 1 think that they 
will be a match and better for any force that can be 
! brought against tliem for tlie present. We are all doing 
I as well as we can*** 


EXTRACTS FROM A JOURNAL 

BEGUN NOVEMBER 14, 1813. 


* If this had been begun ten years ago, and faithfully 
kept I ! !— heigho ! tliere are too many things I wish never 
to have remembered, as it is. Well,— I have had my 
share of what are called the pleasures of this life, and 
have seen more of the European and Asiatic world than 
I have made a good use of. They say ‘ virtue is its own 
reward,’ — it certainly should be paid well for its trouble. 
At five-and-twenly, when the better part of life is over, 
one should be something and what am 1 ? nothing but 
five-and-twenty — and the txld months. What have I 
seen ? the same man all over the world, — ay, and w’oman 
too. Give me a Mussulman who never asks questions, 
and a she of the same race who saves one the trouble of 
putting them. But for this same plague — ycUow-fever — 
and Newstead delay, I should have been by tliis time a 
second time close to tlie Emdnc. If I can overcome tht 
last, I do n’t so much mind your pestilence ; and, at an) 
rate, the spring shall sec me tliere, — provided I neithei 
marry myself nor unmarry any one else in the interval. J 
wish one was— I do n’t know what I wish. It is odd I 
never set myself seriously to wishing without attaining i' 
—and repenting. I begin to believe with the good ok 
Magi, that one should only pray for the nation, and not 
for the individual but, on my principle, this would noi 
be very patriotic. 

“No more reflections. — Let me see — last night T 
finished ' Zuleika,’*^ my second Turkish Tale. I believe 
the composition of it kept me alive — for it was written 
to drive my thoughts from the recollection of— 

# 

* Dear, aacred name, reel ever unreveal’d.’ 

At least, even here, my hand would tremble to write it. 
This afternoon I have burned the scenes of my com- 
menced comedy. I have some idea of expectorating a 
romance, or rather a tale, in prose ; — ^but what romance 
could equal the events — 

• qanque ip«e Tldi, 

Et quorum para magna fui.’ 

“To-day Henry Byron called on me with my little 
cousin Eliza. She will grow up a beauty and a plague ; 
but, in the mean time, it is the prettiest child ! dark eyes 
and eyelashes, black and long as the wing of a raven. I 
think she is prettier even than my nieces Georgiana^ — yet 

* Tha Bride of Abydoe, 


T do n’t like to thinlc so neither ; and, though older, she if 
not so clever. 

“ Dallas called boff)re I was up, so wo did not meet. 
Lewis, too — who seems out of humour with every thing. 
What can be the matter ? he is not married — has he lost 
liis own mistre.ss, or any other person’s wife 7 Hodgson, 
too, came. He is gobg to be married, and he is the kind 
of man who will be the happier. He has talent, cheer- 
fulness, every thing that can make him a pleasing com- 
panion ; and his intended is handsome and young, and all 
tliat. But I newer see any one much improved by matri- 
mony. All my coupled contomfioraries are bald and 
discontented. W. and S. have both lost their hair and 
good-humour ; and the last of the two had a good deal to 
lose. But it do n’t much signify what falls a man’s 
temples in that state. 

“ Mem. I must get a toy to-morrow for Eliza, and send 
the device for the? seals of myself and ♦♦♦**. Mem. 
too, to call on the Stael and Lady Holland to-morrow 
and on * *, who has advised me (without seeing it, by- 
the-by) not to publish ‘ Zuleika ;’ I believe he is right, 
but experience might have taught him tliat not to print is 
physically impossible. No one has seen it but Hodgson 
and Mr. Gifford. I never in my life read a com}x>sition, 
save to Hodgson, as he pays me in kind. It is a horrible 
thing to do too frequently ; — better print, and they who 
like may read, and, if they do n’t like, you have the satis- 
faction of knowing tliat they have, at least, purchased the 
right of saying so. 

“1 have dnclincd presenting tlie Debtor’s Petition, being 
sick of parliamentary mummeries. I have spoken thrice ; 
but I doubt my ever becoming an orator. My first was 
liked ; the second and third — I do n’t know whether they 
succeeded or not. I have never yet set to it con amort ; 
one must have some excuse to oneself for laziness, or 
inability, or botli, and tliis is mine. ' Company, villanous 
company, hath been the spoil of me ;’ — ^and then, I have 
‘drunk medicines,’ not to make mo love others, but cer- 
tainly enough to hate myself. 

“Two nights ago, I saw tlie tigers sup at Exeter 
/hange. Except Veli Pacha’s lion in the Morea,— who 
ollowed the Arab keeper like a dog, — the fondness of the 
hyaena for her keeper amused me most. Such a conver- 
sazione ! There was a ‘ hippopotamus,’ like Lord Liver- 
x>ol in the face ; aad the ‘ Ursine Sloth’ hath the very 
^oice and mailer of my valet — but the tiger talked too 



EXTRACTS PROM A JOUR NAL, 1813. 


8111^. The elephant took aiul gave me my money again 
— 4ook off my hat — opened a Aoor — trunked a whip — and 
behaved so well, tliat I wish he was my boiler. The 
handsomest animal on eartli is one of the jianthors ; bul 
the poor antelopes were dead. 1 should hate to see one 
here sight of the camel made me pine again for Asia 
Minor. * Oh quaado te aspiciain T 

^ ^ * 

“Nov. 16. 

• Went last night with Lewis to see the first of Antony 
and Cleopatra. It was admirably got up and well acted 
— salad of Shakspeare and Dryden. Cleopatra strikes 
me as the epitome of her sex-^ond, lively, sad, tender, 
teasing, humble, haughty, beautiful, tlie devil !— cotjuetlish 
to the last, as well with tlie ‘ asp’ as w'itJi Antony. After 
doing all she can to persuade him that — ^but why do they 
abuse him for cutting off that poltroon Cicero’s h<;ad? 
Did not Tully tell Brutus it was a pity to have spared 
Antony ? and did he not speak the Philippics ? and are 
not ‘Mwrrfs things?^ and such ^words' very pestilent 
too? If he had had a hundred heads, lliey 
deserved (from Antony) a rostrunt (liis was stuck uj 
there) apiece — ^though, after all, he might as well havt 
pardoned him, fl>r the credit of t.he tiling. Bul to resuini 
—Cleopatra, after securing him, says, ‘yet go’ — ^‘it is your 
interest,’ &c. ; how like the sex ! and the questions about 
Octavia — it is woman all over. 

“ To-day received Lord .Tersey’s invitation to Middle 
ton— to travel sixty miles to meet Madame de Stacl I I 
once travelled tlirce thousand to get among silent people ; 
and this same lady writes octavos and talks folios. I havi 
read her books — like moat of tJiein, and delight in tin 
last : so I won’t hear it, as wi'll as read. 

“ Read Burns to-day. What would he have been, if a 
patrician ? We should have had more polish — le.ss force 
— just as much verse, but no immortality — a divorce and 
a duel or twt>, tlic which had h(' survived, as his potatiom 
must have been less spirituous, he might have lived as long 
as Sheridan, and outlived as much os poor Briasloy 
What a wreck is that man ! and all from bad pilotage 
for no one had ever better gales, tliough now and then a 
Uttlc loo squally. Poor dear Sherry ! 1 shall never forgei 
the day he, and Rogers, and Moore, and I passed toge- 
ther ; when he talked, and iw listened, without one yawn. 
Urom six till one in the morning. 

“Got my seals + + *♦♦♦. Have again forgot 
plaything fbr ma peMie cmaine Eliza ; but I mu.st send 
for it to-morrow. I hope Harry w ill bring her to me. I 
lent Lord Holland the proofs of the last ‘Giaour,’ and 
the * Bride of Abydos.’ He won’t like the latter, and I 
do n’t think that I shall long. It w as written in foui 
nights to distract my dreams from ♦ *. Were it noi 
thus, it had never been composed ; and had I not done 
something at that time, I must have gone mad, by eating 
my own heart— bitter diet ! Hodgson likes it better than 
the Giaour, but nobody else will, — and ho never liked Un 
Fragment. I am sure, had it not been for Murray, that 
would never have been published, tliough the circum- 
itanceg which are the groundwork make it ♦ ♦ 
heigh-ho ! 

“ To-night I saw both the sisters of * * ; my God 
die yotingest so like ! I thought I should have sprun 
across the house, and am so glad no one w^as widt me ir 
Lady Holland's box. I hate tliose likenesses— the mock 
bird, but not the nightingale— so like as to remind, so dif 
ferent as to be painflil. One quarrels equally with th' 
pointe of resemblance and of distinction. 

“Nov. 17. 

•No leti^ from * *; but I must not complain. Th 
raapiclkhto Job says,‘Wl^ abould a Uving man coni' 
plain?* I really do n’t except it be that a dead man 
CMi*t ; and he^ tha said Jpltriarch, did complain, nevei 


lelcss, till his friends were tired, and his wife rccom- 
inded that pious iMTologue, ‘Curse— and die ;’ the only 
Lme, I suppose, wiien but little relief is to be fotmd in 
A’caring. I have had a moat kind letter from Lord Hol- 
.nd on ‘ The Bridi'! of Abydos,’ which he likes, and so 
Mjs Lady H. This is very good-natured in both, from 
horn I do n’t deserve any quarter. Yet I did tliink, at 
1 C time, that my caiuse of enmity proceeded frean Hol- 
uid-iiouse, and arn glad I was wrong, and wish 1 had not 
>©en in such a hurry with that confounded satire, of which 
would suppress even the memory ;— but pec^le, now 
ney can’t got it, make a fuss, I verily believe, out of con* 
radiction. 

“George Ellis and Murray have been talking somc- 
ling aliout Scott and me, George pro Scoto, — and very 
ight loo. If tliey want to depose him, I only wish they 
'ould not set me up as a coinpefitor. Even if I had my 
lioi(‘e, 1 would rather be the carl of Warwick than all tlie 
bo ever made! Jeffrey and Gifford 1 take to bo 
le monarch-makers in poetry and prose. The British 
•ritic, in their Rokeby Review, have presupposed a com- 
•arison, which I am sure my friends never thought o^and 
Seott’s subjects are injudicious in descending to. I 
ike the man — and admire his works to what Mr. Braham 
alls cniusymusy. All such stuff can only vex him, and 
) 1110 no good. Many hate his politics, — (I hate all 
oliiics ;) and, here, a man’s politics are like the Greek 
oul — an ei6ui\ovy besides God knows wdiat other soul; 
Hit their estimate of tlie two generally go togetlier. 

“Harry has not brought ma petite amsine. I want us 
■ go to the play logethcr; she has been but once. 
\.nother short note from Jersey, inviting Rogers and me 
•n the 23d. I must see my agent to night. I wonder 
'hen that Newstead business will be finished. It cost 
le more thiui words to part with it — and to hm)e parted 
with it ! What matters it what I do? or what becomes 
►f me? — but let mo reinemher Job’s saying, and console 
nyself with being ‘ a living man.’ 

“I wish I could settle to reading again; niy life is 
konotonous, and yet desultory, I take up lx>oks, and 
lingiliem down again. I began a comedy, and burned it 
tecause the scene ran into reality ; a novel, for the same 
cason. In rhyme, I can keep more away from facts ; 

lut the thought always runs through, through 

es, yes, thr<Migh. 1 have had a letter from Lady Mel- 
Krtjnie, the best friend I ever had in my life, and the 
cleverest of women. 

“Not a word from * ♦. Have they sot out from * * ? 
sr has iny last precious epistle fallen into the Lion’s jaws? 
f so — and this silence lvx>ks suspicious — I must clap on 
my musty morion’ and ‘ hold out my iron.’ I am out of 
•ractice, but I won’t begin again at Manton’s now. Be- 
adcs, 1 would not return his shot. I was once a famous 
irafcr-splitter ; but then the bullies of society made it 
necessary. Ever since I began to feel that I had a bad 
cause to support, I have left off the exorcise. 

“ What strange tidings from that Anakim of anarchy— 
Buonaparte ! Ever since I defended my bust of him 
Harrow against the rascally time-servers, when the war 
broke out in 1803, he Vlas been a ‘H^tos de Roman’ of 
mine, on the continent ; I do n’t want him here. But I 
do n’t like tliose same flights, leaving of armies, &c. &c. 
I am sure when I fought for his bust at school, I did not 
think he would run away from liimsclf. But I should 
not wonder if he banged them yet. To be boat by men 
would be something ; but by three stupid, legitimate-old- 
dynasty boobies of regular-bred sovereigns— O-hone-a- 
rie !— O-hone-a-rie ! It must bo, as Gobbet says, his 
marriage with the thick-lipped and thick-headed Autri* 
chienne brood. He had better have kept to her who was 
kept by Barras. I never knew any gixKl come of your 
young wife, and legal espousals, to any but your ‘soberw 
blooded boy,* who ‘cats fish’ and drinketh ‘no sack. 
Had he not tlie whole opera? all Paris ? all France ? 
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But a mistress is just as perplexing — tliat is, (me — two or 
more are manageable by division. 

" I have begun, or had begun a song, and flung it into 
the Are. It was 'm remembrance of Mary Duff, my first 
of flames, before most people begin to bum. I wonder 
what the devil is the matter wiUi me ! I can do nothing, 
and — fortunately there is nothing to do. It has lately 
been in my power to make two persons (and tlieir con- 
nexions) comfortable, pro tempore^ and one happy ex tern- 
rejoice in the last particularly, as it is an excel- 
lent man. I wish there h^ been more inconvenience 
and less gratification to my self-love in it, for then there 
had been more merit. We are all selfish — and 1 believe, 
ye gods of Epicurus ! 1 believe in Rochefoucault about 
men, and in Lucretius, (not Busby’s translation) about 
yourselves. Your bard has made you very nonchalant 
and blest ; but as ho has excused us from damnation, 1 
do n’t envy you your blessedness muc/i<— a little, to be 
sure. I remember last year, * * said to me at + ‘ Have 

we not passed our lost month like the gods of Lucretius?* 
And so we had. She is an adejit in the text of tlie 
original (wluch I like too ;) and when tliat booby Bus. 
sent his translating prospectus, she subscribed. But, the 
devil prompting him to add a specimen, she transmitted 
him a subsequent answer, saying, that, ‘ after perusing it, 
her conscience would not permit her to allow her name 
to remain on the list of subscribblcrs.’ ♦ ♦ 

* ♦ I^ast night, at Lord Holland’s — 

Mackintosh, the Ossulstoncs, Puysegur, he. there — I 
was trying to recollect a quotation (as 1 think) of SlaiM’s, 
from some Teutonic so[)hiat. about architecture. ‘ Archi- 
tecture,’ says this Macoroiiica Tedescho, ‘reminds me of 
frozen music.’ It is somewhere— but where ? — the demon 
of perjilexity must know and won’t tell. I asked Moore, 
and he said it was not in her ; but P— — r said it must 
be Aer«, it was so like. * 

* ♦ ♦ * II. laughed, as 

ho does at all *Do I’AUemagne,’ — in wliich, however, 1 
tliink he goes a little too far, B., I hear, contemns it too. 
But there are fine passages ; — and, after all, what is a 
work— any— or every work — ^but a desert witli fountains, 
and, perhaps, a grove or two, every day’s journey ? To 
be sure, in Madame, what we often mistalic, and ‘pant 
for,’ as tlie ‘ cooling stream,’ turns out to be the ‘ mirage* 
(critice, verbiage ;) but we do, at last, got to something 
like the temple of Jove Ammon, and then the waste we 
have passed is only remembered to gladden the contrast. 

“Called on C * *, to explain ♦ * * * She is very 
beautiful, to my taste, at least ; for on coming home from 
abroad, I recollect being unable to look at any woman 
but her — they were so fair, and unmeaning, and blonde. 
The darkness and regularity of her features reminded me 
of my ‘ Jannat al Aden.’ But this impression wore off; 
and now I can look at a fair woman without longing for a 
Houri. She was very good-tempered, and every tiling 
was explained. 

“To-day, great news — ^‘the Dutch have token Hol- 
*#land,’ — which, I suppose, will be succeeded by the actual 
explosion of the Thames. Five provinces have declared 
for young Stadt, and there will be inundation, conflagra- 
tiwi, constirfiation, consternation, and every sort of nation 
and nations, fighting away up to their knees, in the dam- 
nable quags of this will-o’-the-wisp abode of Boors. It 
is said, Bemadotte is among them, too ; and, as Orange 
bo there soon, they will have (Crown) Prince Stork 
ana King Log in tlieir Loggery at the same time. Two 
to one on the now dynasty ! 

“Mr. Murray has offered me one thousand guineas for 
^^‘Giaour’ and the ‘Bride of Abydos.’ I won’t — ^it is 
too much, though I am strongly tempted, merely for the 
ooff of it. No bad price for a fbrtni^t’s (a week each) 


what?— the gods know— it was intended to be caM 
Poetry. 

“1 have dined regularly to-day, for tlie first time eiaoe 
Sunday last — this being ISabbath, too. All the rest, tea 
and dry biscuits — six per dkm. I wish to God 1 had not 
dined now ! It kills me witli heaviness, stupor, and hoiti* 
ble dreams ; — and yet it was but a pint of bucellas and 
fish. — ^Meat I never touch, — nor much vegetable diet. I 
wLsh I were in the country, to take exercise, — instead of 
being obliged to cool by abstinence, in lieu of it. 1 should 
not so much mind a little accession of flesh,— my bones 
can well bear it. Bui the worst is, the devil always came 
with it, — ^till I starve him out, — and I will not be tlie slave 
of any appetite. If 1 do err, it shall be my heart, at least, 
that herdds tlie way. Oh my head — how it aches !— the 
horrors of digestion ! I wonder how Buonaparte’s dinner 
agrees with him ? 

“Mem. I must write to-morrow to ‘ Master Shallow, 
who owes me a tliousond pounds,’ and seems, in his letter, 
afraid that I should ask him for it ; — as if I would *— I 
don’t want it (just now, at least,) to begin with; and 
though I have often wanted that sum, I never asked for 
the re|Miyment of 10^. in tiiy life — from a friend. His bond 
is not due tliis year ; and 1 told him when it was, I should 
not enforce it. How often must he make me say the 
same thing ? 

“ I am w rong — ^I did once ask * * * to repay me. But 
it was under circumstances that excused me to him^ and 
would to any one. 1 look no interest, nor required secu- 
rity. He paid me soon, — at least, his padre. My head! 
I believe it was given me to ache with. Good even. 

“Nov. 22, 1813. 

“ ‘ Orange Boven !’ So the bees have expelled the bear 
that broke open their hive. Well, — if wc are to have 
new De Wilts and De Ruyters, God speed the little re- 
public ! 1 should like to see the Hague and tlie village 
of Brock, where they have such primitive habits. Yet, I 
Jo n’t know,— their canals would cut a p(K»r figure by the 
memory of the Bosphorus ; and the Zuyder Zee lode 
awkwardly after ‘Ak Degnity.’ No matter, — ^the bluff 
burghers, puffing freedom out of their short tobacco-pipes, 
might be worth seeing; though I prefer a cigar, or a 
hooka, witli tlie rose leaf mixed with the milder herb of 
the Levant. I don’t know what liberty means,-— never 
having seen it, — ^but wealtli is power all over the world ; 
and as a shilling performs tlie duty of a pound (besides sun 
and sky and beauty for notliing) in the East, — that is the 
country. How I envy Herodes Atticus ! — more tlian Pona- 
ponius. And yet a little tumult^ now and then, is an 
agreeable quickener of sensation ; such as a revolution, a 
battle, or an aventure of any lively description. I think I 
rather would have been Bonneval, Ripperda, Albertxii, 
llayrcddiii, or Horuc Barbarossa, or even Wortley Mcm- 
tague, than Mahomet himself. 

“ Rogers will be in town soon ! — the 23d is fixed for our 
Middleton visit. Shall I go ? umph ! — In this island, where 
one can’t ride out without overtaking the sea, it don’t 
much matter whore one goes, 

* ’(f- 

“ I remember the effect of the Jirgt Edinburgh Review 
on me. I heard of it six weeks before,— read it the day 
of its denunciation, — dined and drank three bottles of 
claret, (willi S. B. Davies,! think,) — neither ale nor slept 
the less, but, nevertheless, was not easy till I had vented 
my wrath and my rhyme, in the same pages, against every 
thing and every body. Like George, in the Vicar of 
Wakefield, ‘the fate ^ my paradoxes’ would allow me to 
perceive no merit in another. I remembered only the 
maxim of my boxing-master, which, in my youth, wi« 
found useful in all general riots, — Wlioeverisnotforyoa 
is against you — mill away right and left,’ and so 1 did;— 
like Ishmael, my hand was against all men, and all men^s 
anent me. I did wonder, to be sure, at my own 
' And iniirT«1i so autchirit li att fahava/ 


* Lady Corolinc Lamb. 
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uHobhousc sarcastically says (rf* somebody, (not unlikely 
myself as we are old friends ;) — but were it to come over 
agwn,! would not, I have smce redde* the cause of my 
coutilets, and it is not adequate to the effect. C* * told 
me that it was believed I alluded to poor Lord Carlisle’s 
nervous disorder in one of the lines. I thank Heaven 1 
did not know it — and would not, could not, if I had. I 
must naturally be the last person to be pointed on defects 
or maladies. 

“ Rogers is silent, — and, it is said, severe. When he 
does talk, he talks well ; and, on all subjects of taste, his 
delicacy of expression is pure as his poetry. If you enter 
his liouBe-.-hi8 drawing-room— 'his library—you of your- 
self say, this is not the dwelling of a common mhid. There 
is not a gem, a coin, a book, thrown aside on his chimney- 
piecc, his sofa, his table, that does not bespeak an alm<^t 
fa.stidious elegance in the possessor. But this very deli- 
cacy must be tlie misery of his existence. Oh tlie jar- 
rings his disposition must have encountered through life \ 

u 1 tj: 



ship, Hi« manners are njild, but not those of a man of 
the world, and liis talents of the first order. His prose is 
perfect. Of his poetry tlicre are various opinions: tfiere. is, 
perhaps, too rnucli of it for (he prest^nf generation ; — ^pos- 
terity will probably select. He equal to any 

thing. At present, he has a party, but no jnihlic — except 
for his prose writings. The life of Nelson is beautiful. 

“ * * is a Uttiralcur^ the Oracle of the Coteries, of the 
* L * W (Sidney Smith’s ‘Tory Virgin,’) Mrs. 
%Vilmot, (slie, at lca.st, is a swan, and migiit frequent a 
purer stream,) Lady B * +, and all the Blue.s, witli Lady 
Caroline at their head — but I say nothing of her — kniU 
in her face, and you forget them all,’ and every thing else. 
Oh tliat face !— by ‘ te, Diva potens Cypri,’ I would, to be 
beloved by tlmt woman, huild and burn another Troy. 

“Moore has a peculiarity of talent, or rather talents,— 
poctiy, music, voice, all his own ; and an e.\pres8ion in 
each, which never was, nor will be, possessed by another. 

; But he is capable of still higher flights in poetry. By-the- 
I by, what humour, what— every thing in the ‘Posl-Ba*^!’ 

There is notiiing Mooie may not do, if he will but seri- 
. ou«y sot about it. In society, he is gentlemanly, gentle, 
r and altogether more pleasing than any individuaJ with 
whom I am acquaint^. For his honour, principle, and 
. mdependence, his conduct to * ♦ ♦ ♦ speaks ‘ trumpet- 
tongued.* He has but one faulb-and that one I daily 
Wgwlr>;-he 18 not here. 

*Nov. 23, 

Waid.t By Mahomet! I begin to 
thmk Hike everyMy; a disposition not to bt enc.uu- 
t i of social gluttcHiy, that swallows eveiy thing 

ioibe^it. But I like Ward. Heispi^,- and,m 
"qr^on, wiU stand very high in the House and every 
Whew else— if he applies regular^, By-the-by, I dine 
bun ttHMorrow, which may have some influence on 

' ^ gratitude after 

omnw. I have heard many a host libelled by his guests, 
mth bw buigundy yet reekmg on ihmr rascally lips! 

^ S.toburyVi box at Corenl-garden 
nwt goaod prepan to join 
^HoBaad and par^.m lh«iM,atDmiy-lane,}t«rtB 

Ikbk thomanii Jumui; but that the 
of^ part of George the Secondi reign. What is 

m 1 don’t know^t^ink. 

mr^J^beyetdead? If suddenly apoplexed, 
WDuld bereft m h» grave without sending to 


.shout in the ears of posterity, ‘ Junius was X. Y. 2. Esq. 
buried in the parish of* * *, Repair his monument, ye 
church-wardens ? Print a new edition of Iur letters, ye 
booksellers!’ Impossible; the man must be alive, and 
will never die without the disclosure. I like him ; he was 
a good hater. 

“Came home unwell and went to bed,— lit so sleepy 
as might be desirable. , 

“Tuesday morning, 

“I awoke from a dream — ^well! and have not others 
dreamed? — Such a dream ! but she did not ovtirtake mo, 

I wish the dead would rest, however. Ugh ! how my 
blood chilled — and I could not vvake — and— and— heigho! 

' Shtiitows livnlght 

Hare atruck more lerwr to the aoul of Richard, 

Than could the aiibatance of ten tboitaaiid * *a, 

Arm’d all in proof, atui led byahallow * 

I do not like this dream, — I hate its ‘foregone conclusion. 
And ar 1 to bo shaken by sh«idows ? Ay, when they re- 
mind us of— no matter — but, if [ dream thus again, I will 
try whether aJl .sleep has ilio likf? visions. Suice 1 rose, 
I’ve been in considerable bodily pain also; but it is gone, 
and now, like LordOgleby, f ain wound up for die day. 

“A note from Moimtnorris— I din(3 with Ward; Csui* 
ning is to be there, Frere, an<l Sharpe, perhaps Gifford. 
f am to be one of ‘ the five/ (or rather six,) as I.ady + + 
stiid, a littl mecringly, yesterday. They arc ali good to 
meet, i»art.cularly Canning, and— Ward, when ho likes. 

I wish 1 may be well enough to listen to the.se mjcllectuals. 

“ No letters to-day ; so much the bettor, there are no 
auswtirs. 1 must not dream again ; it s;xms even reality. 

1 will go out of doors, and sec what the fbg will do for me. 
.laekson has been here ; the uoxing world much its usual ; 
but the Club increases. I shall dine at Crib s to-tnorrow: 

I like energ}', even animal »‘nergy, of all kinds ; and I have 
need of both mental and corporeal. I have not dined out, 
iu)r, indeed, at all, lately ; have hesird no music, have seen 
nobody. Now for a p/«7jge— high life and low life. 
Amant alterna Camcena; !’ 

“ I have burned my Roman, as I did the first scenes 
and sketch of my comedy — and, for ,* I see, the 
pleasure of burning is quite ir ^^eat os that of pr* ting. 

1 hese last two wouKi not have d'"- . I ran k ^ 
mwe ^an ever ; and some would iiavo been recognised 
and others guessed at. 

“ Redde the Ruminator, a collection of Essays, by a 
stiwge, but able, old man (Sir Edgerton Bridges) iu?d a 
^ of a Poem on the Highlands, 

called Child© Alanque.’ The word ‘ sensibility/ (always 
I my aversion) occurs a thousand times in these Essays: 
,1 « to be an ex':iwe for all kinds of discon- 

tent. This young man can know nothing of life : and, if 
he (dienshes the disposition which runs through his 
will useless, and, perhaps, noteven apoel, 

after all, which he seems determined to ho. God ^Ip 

ti!^' M ® >^^‘y‘oer who could be any 

t^^ettcr. Ai^ this is what annoys one, to see Scott 
^ Moore, and CampbeU and Rogere, who micht aU 
1 *^ ™ t*Ii" •“•'•ora, now mere apectatora. For, ' 

4ot^ they may have «ther ostonsiWo a^atione. these 
to are reduced to a secondary eonaideratiOT. ♦ *, too, 
^nng away hB toe among dowagers rntd unmal^ 
girls. If It advanced any terum affair, it wore some 
excuse ; but, with the unmarried, that is a hazardous sne- 
I with theveteiS^ 

' iLSZl ‘n^ng.-toeas. p«h,p., „ , 

mJk!! would prebw 
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dn Aniusciiient] And look OH] while ninv After il iii« • •" 

— "-e 

lo ♦ * atKl to her n.y thoURlite over.Ktwer 


^ /viw:r aj 

scejitres, whal i; to * * and to lior niv "Ih/i ” 17 '“ ‘ouersj—eiccept 

It? pMfc Napoleon’s last Iwelven.ontJu It has com- m-v*-- ^ overpower me, -~niy words 

pletcly upset iny system of falaJism [ tlum;/ht, ifcriislied, most pirasurr anTi ^^^^>ourm I write wiUi 

ho would have fallen, when ‘ fracn. .11^1,1; orbi^and 

not have been pared away to^rradn , u,sifriiiHcaiice ;-lthat years vourwr u)!\ r T ^ ^ 

aU this was a more jeu <,f tl„ b„, a proludn to L J. thmXh wL^’h * Tr’'* “*■ 

greater changes and niighucr «,,ntR. Bui iL-n never lost a valuablt and r * “‘‘"xW have 

advance beyond a certain point tUid here we are retn»- tr,- , • ^ ^ ^ aK*'<'eableynt-/M/. Mem.—anus- 

gradingu>d.ed„ll,e,n,.,d„i,sys;. -i: ^"aTwZ While you agree. y„„ 

poising straws upon kings’ uoscs, ii,siea.i ofwrlngmo them “I have’not s„ " w"!."’ ‘ “"h' ^“1 h‘«nd». 

oil ! Uivc me a repiihlie, or a il, s|siiisin of one "ailicr I rcn-ei i . 1, .. ■ / "'‘’'j W' last leller,— but I will, 

than the mired government of une. i wo, Ibroe. A republie ' lun ito in ' ^ 

-look tn the history of the, Earll—iiome Gme,r Y v 21 •T''^ iuvolvements. He is undoubtedly 

nice, France, Holland, America, oi,r short (eheii !) Com- 1 siiould'dla.'c J *0 miMt £nglM of bards, 
monwealth, and comrs.ro it ^hl, what 2y .fs Im Z .„ 21! ,t 

er,s. The Atoatie,are.,„,c|nd,f,ed,obeyep«bbem.s llKth ZZZ^^^ 

nyofdem'ohshm. destmii-wZ ' 2^77221.2 


but they have lh(‘ lilM-rty urdoinuii.,'h]n^ despots,— whic 
ia iheue.vt tlnu«» to it. 'I’o bo thf hrst man — not the Lu 
tator— not the vSylla, but tlio \Vasjun«rton or the Art-stid- 
— tiif header in lahuit and truth— ;.s i,vxt to the Divinhy 
Franklin, r>erin, and, ne.vt. to these, i iihcr Rrulus or (>d^ 
fill, s— oven Mirufieau— nr Si. Just. T shall never be an 
thm;r, i>r rallier always hr noihina. 'rh,. n^ost I can hop 
IS, that s<mio will say, ‘ ] le nu-ht, perhaps, if he would.’ 

“ lii,midiufrli{. 

“Here arc two I'onfninfh'd prord's jh.in the pm/.* or. 
have looKi'd at l)ie one, hut, fa- t!ie snu! nf me, J ciuft l.vo 

over that' Gia<isjr'a^niin,-~-atle;isi, just now, and at Uii; 
hour— and yet ihert* is tn* iuf>on. 

'* Ward talks of going to Hollaml, and wc have partly 
disrusfii'd an cMemhlr e.'cpedilioii. Ft must n« in ten day.s. 
if at all, if we wish to be in lU fhr Revolution. And why 
nrii ? + is distant, and will he at * +, still more distant. 

^till spring. No one idse, e..xeept Augusta, care.s for me — 
nut ies — not rarnrnels — avdiamo dinejur — fic tarniamn, hem 
— .se mm cli* imptnin'! Old VVilliatii of Orange talked of 
dying in ‘ (he last ditch’ of his dingy country. It is lucky 1 
can s\\iin, or I siipposo I should not well weather the first, 

Hut let us ace. I lieee hoard hyenas and jackals in the uum-a are. loo numerous lor me oaso oi me triangle. l*oor 
ruins ofjAsia; and buil-frogs in the marshes, besides 'f’burlow has gone wild abouilhe poetry of Q,ueen Boss’s 
wolves unci angry MusRulmaii Now, ,l sFiould like to 'eign— e’est domma^c. I have ranked tlio names upon my 
listen t<, die si jinfadre^' Dutchman. triangle more upon wdiul I believe popular opinion than 

“Alla! Viva! Forever! Honrra! Huzza! — which is any decided opinion of rny owti. For, to mo, some of 
mo most ratunal or musical of those cries? ‘Orange Moore’s last Erin sparks— ‘As abeam o’er the face of 
Bovon/ according to the Morning Post. Jh© waters’ — ‘ When lie wiio adores thee’ — • Oli blaino not* 

“ Wednesday, 24th, • 



There is a triangular ‘Gradus ad Paniassum!’ Tho 
lamcs are. t(M) numerous for the base of tho triangle. I’oor 


the 


vv etmosaay, zaii 

“ No dreams last night of the dead nor the living— s 
I am ‘ firm as the marble, founded as the rock* — till 
next earthquake, 

“ Ward’s dinner went off well. There was not a dis- 
‘'“““"‘i' ■’ dess 

; by < 


*av vv<Avv;in tt 111.1111c rviiu V/II UUUllO ItOl 

—and ‘Oil broatlic not hi.s name’— ore worth all ill© Kpici 
lat ever wore composed. 

“ * * thinks tlie Ctuartorly will attack m© next. Let 
them. I have been ‘ pepper^ so higliiy’ in my time, bo&i 
— . „ ux.a.aua v. waa vfi« vtwu. A ucrc wjio uuv Cl uiB* thftt it must b© coyoHne or aliHis to make tn© taste, 

agreeable person there— unless / offended any body, can siticeri.ly say that I am not very much alive noie to 
which 1 am sure I could not by contradiction, for I said criticism. Bui— in tracing this— I rather believe that it 
litile, and opposed nothing. Sharpe (a man of elegant »roceeds from my not attaching that importance to aiilhor* 
mind, and who has lived much with the best — Fox, Horne ^dp whidi many do, and whidi, when young, I did also. 

Windham, Fitzpatrick, and all the agitators of g<?ts t»red of every tlimg, my angel,’ says Valinont. 
pther times and tongues) told us the particulars of his last -’he ‘angels’ are the only thipgs of which 1 arn not a little 
interview with Windliam, a few days before Uie fatal ‘ch — but 1 do think the preference of rvriiers to agenU^ 
opfration, which sent * that gallant spirit to aspire the «»ighty stir made about scribbling and scribes, by them- 
skies.’ Windham,— the first in one diJpartment of oratory *lves and otluTs— a sign of effeminacy, degeneracy, 

and talent, whose only fault was his refinement beyond and weakness. Who would write, who had any thing 

me intellect of half his hearers,— Windham, half his life '®tter to do? ‘Action’— ‘action’— ‘action’— said Demos- 
an active participator in the events of the earth, and one kenes ; ‘Action#— actions^’ I say, and not writing,— least 
r. * 1 , t . - ail rhyme. Lof.>k at the querulou-s and monotonous lives 


- ,, vow OTO,— TT lUUIlttlU, 11U.U 

n active participator in the events of the earth, and one 
0 time who governed nations , — he regretted, and dwelt 
Ji^ucn on that regret, that ‘ he had not entirely devoted 
imself to literature and science ! ! !* His mind certainly 
d nave carried him to eminence there, as elsewhere ; 
en w ^ Comprehend what debility of that mind 

' ^ such a wish. I, who have heard him, 

annot regret any thing but that I shall never hear him 
t.,«un, What ! would lie have been a plodder ? a met^hy- 
a rhymer? a scribbler? Such an 
ge must have been suggested by illness. But he 
gonei and Time ‘ shall not look upon his like again.* 

30 


the ‘ genus — except Cervantes, Tasso, Dante, Ariosto, 
Seist, (who were, brave and activfj tatizens,) ASschylus, 
ophocles, and some other of tho antiques also— what a 
orthless, idle brood it is ! 

“ 12, Mezata notte. 

“ Just returned from dinner, with Jackson (the emperor 
f Pugilism) and another of the select, at Cribb’s tlie cham- 
don’s, I drank jnoro than I like, and have brought away 
ome three bottles of#very fair claret— for I have no 
leadach. We Tom Cribb up after dinner very 
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&eetioufl^ tbouflh somewhat prolix. He don’t Uke his 
situatioiwwantti to fight agam-«pray Pollux (or Castor, 
ifhe was tlie mttter) he may I Tom has been a sailor—a 
ooaUheaver— and some other genteol professions, before 
he took to the ccstus. Tom has been in action at sea, 
and is now only tluree-and-thirty. A great man ! has a 
wife and a mistress, ajtd conversations well — ^bating some 
sad omissions and misapplications of Uie aspirate. Tom 
is an old friend of mine *, I have seen some of his best 
battles in my nonage. He is now a publican, anti, 1 fear, 
a sinner ;—for Mrs. * * is on alimony, and * daughter 
lives with the champion. J’Aw * * told me, — Tom having 
an opinion of my morals, )>as.sed her off as a legal spouse. 
Talking of her, he said, ‘ she was die truest of women’ 
—from which 1 immediately inferred she could not lie his 
wife, and so it turned out. 

“These panegyrics do n’t belong to matrimony; for if 
true,’ a man do n't think it necessary to say so ; and if not, 
the less he says the better.’ ♦ * * * is tlie only man, except 
* ♦ + 1 ever heard harangutj upon his wife’s virtue ; and 

T listened to Ixitli with great credence and patience, and 
Btiitfed my liandkorchief into my nioutli, when 1 found 
yawning irrcsistihle. liy-thc-by, 1 am yawning now — 
ao, good night to thee. Nwatpeup. 


“ Thursday, 26th NowimlwT. 

“Awoke a little rt verish, but no lieadache — no drcam.s 
neidier — thanks to stupor ! I’wo letters, one from ** * * 
die other from Lady Melbourne — both excellent in their 
respective styles. * ♦ ♦ HOg contained also a very pretty 
lyric on ‘coiicoalod griffs’— if not her own, yet very like 
her. Why did she not say that the stanzas were, or were 
not, of her composition?— I do not know whether to wish 
them /lers or not. I have no great esteem for poetical 
|)ersona, particularly women they Jiave .so much of Uie 
* ideal’ in pructics, as well as ethicH. 

“ I have been Thinking lately a good deal of Mary Duff. 
How very odd that I should have been so utterly, devotedly 
fond of that girl, at an age when I could neither feel pas- 
sion, nor know the meaning of the word. And the effect: 
—My mother used always to rally me about This cliildish 
amour ; and, at last, many years aher, when I was sixteen 
she told me one day, ‘ Oh, Byron, I have had a letter froni 
Edinburgh, from Miss Aborcromhy, and your old sweru- 
heart Mary Duff is married to a Mr. Co*.’ And what was 
my answer? I really cannot explain or account for mv 
reehnp at that moment; but they nearly threw me into 
convulsions, and alanned my mother so much, that, after I 
pew better, she generally avoided the subject— to me— 
«md contented herself with telling it to all her ac<iuaintance. i 
Now, what couUl tins to ? I had never seen her sitice her 
mothers faux-pas at Aberdeen had been the cause of her 
removal to her grandmotlier's at Banff; we were both the , 

Z:* '’®"“ al'achod fifty limes ( 

that period ; yet I recollect all we said to each other i 
^mwc,^saes,her features, my n-stlessness, sIcXj ! 
^8, my lormentmg my mother’s maid to write for me o , 
her, which she at last did, to quiet me. Poo 
^#t I was wild, and, as I could not write for myself i 
l^nme my secretary. I remember, too, our walkTand 

mem m'Si <Vart- 

deTn’l^T Plainntones at Ator- 

while her less sister Helen played with die doU and 1 

we rot gravely makmg love, in our way. “ ' 

•How the deitoe did all this occur so eariv? where 
afteriraidU^’ye/m^mbfery foryears I 

«> violent, that I soi^tiniestoTibt Tl hafe" ^ ‘ 

really attaclied since. Be that ro it msv K ” 

marriage rover.1 years after was like a thi^smlL^I I 
nearly choked me-to the horror of inv ^ I 


is tioti (not the attachment) has recurred as foreiblj «s ever, 
r, wonder if she can have the least remembnuiM of it or 
a ic ? or remember her pitying sister Helen for not having 
e an admirer too ? How very pretty is the perfect image eff 
If ber in my memory — her brown dark hair, and hazel ^es • 
a lier very dress ! 1 should bo quite grieved to see IW* now • 

0 the reality, however beautiful, would destroy, or at least 
a :onfu.se, the features of the lovely Peri which then existed 

1 a her, and still lives in iny imagination, at the distance 

r, if more than sixteen years. I am now twenty-five and odd 
r months 

5 “ 1 think my mother Told the circumstances (on my hear- 

. ingofhor marriage) to the Parky nsies, and certainly to 
’ he Pigot family, and probably mciitionod it in her answ er 
3 oMiss. A., who was well acquainted with my childish*’ 
penchantf and had sent the news on purpose for me, — and 
f hanks to her ! ’ 

, “ Next to the beginning, the conclusion has often occu- 
t ;>ied my retlections, in the way of investigation. That the 
I !lict.s are tlius, oiliers know as well as I, and my memory 
I yet U‘lls me si>, in more than a whisper. But, the more I 
1 retlect, the more I am bewildered to assign any cause 
■ lor liiis prec(KUty of affection. 

“l.ord Holland invited me to dinner to-day ; buttliree 
lays’ dming would destroy me. So, without eating at 
all since yesterday, 1 went to my box at Covcnt-cardcn. 

* * * ♦ ^ 4 : 

“Saw * * * * looking very pretty, though quite a differ- 
ent style of beauty from the other two. She has the hiicsl 
•yes in the world, out of which she pretends not to 
see, and the longest eyelashes 1 ever saw, since Leila’s 
and Phanniu’s Moslem curtains of the light. She has 
much beauty,— just enough, — but i.s, I think, jnichante. 

***** 

“ I have been pondering on the miseries of separation, 
that— oh how seldom wo sec those we love I yet we live' ‘ 
agt?s in moments, met. I'lie only thing tliat consoles 
during absenee is the rcHeclion that no menial or 
personal estrangemenl, from ennui or disagreement, can 
take place ; and wiien people meet hereafter, even tljough 
many changes may have token place in the mean time, 
ifill— unless they are tired of each other— they are rcaiJy 
to reunite, and do not blame each other for the curcuiu- 
stances tlial severed them. 


“Saturday, 27(h, (f believe — or rather am in douhtf 
which is the iie. plus ultra of mortal faith.) 

T Irishman said, or 

Joe Miller says for him, ‘liavo gained a loss,’ or by tlie 
loss. Every thing is set lied for Holland, and nothing hut 
a cotig j, or a caprice of my fellow'-travellor’s, can sto]> us, 
.arrittge ordered— funds jirepared— and, probably, a gale 
of wmd into the bargain. iV’iVwporte— I believe, witli 
Olym o the (dow, or Robin Hood, ‘By our Mary (dear 
name .) that art both Mother and May, 1 think it never 
was a man’s lot to die before his day.’ Heigh for Hcl- 
voeusluys, and so forth ! 

• \ ^ ''ith young Henry Fox to see ‘Nour- 

j^iatl —a drarm^ which the Morning Past hath laid to^iy 
c hilt of whi^ I cannot even guess the author. I 
^nder what they will next inflict upSn me. They can- 
weU smk below aMelodrama ; but thatis better than a 
»aurc, (at least, a personal one,) with which I stand truly 
of which I am resolved to 
' r SI tn y all criticisms, abuses, and even praises for 
fon^^**^/^^*^*”'**"* never composed by me, — ^without even a 
conffadictoiy aspect. I suppose the root of tliis rei>ort is 
ZiT r ^ ® ;«?«ager of tny Turkish drawings for his 
T Him* ^ ® more welcome than to my name. 

® author will soon own it, as it has suc- 
'“y model, and Letlie my beverage ! 
swn*- rtaro 1 portrait safe ; and, in an- 

like* * nnif ^ she makes upon it is, ‘ indeed it is 

lAe— and again, ‘mdeed it is Uk©.’ * ♦ ♦ With lier 
tlic likeness ‘ covered a multitude of sins for I happen ^ 
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to k&o^ that this portrait was not a flatterer, but dark and 
black as the mood in which my mind was 
scorching last July, when I sate for it. All the others of 
me — like most portraits whatsoever— arc, of course, more 
agreeable than nature. 

“Redde the Ed. Review of Rogers. He is ranked 
hi^ily-rbut where he should be. There is a summary 
view of us all — Moore and me among the rest ; and both 
(the/rs/ justly) praised; though, by implication (justly 
again) placed beneatli our memorable friend. Mackin- 
tosh Is the writer, and also of the critic on die Sta^l. His 
grand essay on Burke, I hear, is for the next number. 
But I know nothing of the Edinburgh, or of any otlier 
.Review, but from rumour ; and I have long ceased — in- 
deed, I could not, in justice, complain of any, even though 
I were to rale poetry in general, and my rhymes in par- 
* ticular, more higlily than I really do. 'I’o withdraw w.y- 
«€(/* from my ad f {oh that cursed sellishness !) has ever 
been my sole, ray entire, my sincere motive in scribbling 
at all ; and publishing is also tlic continuance of die same 
object, by tlie action it affords to the iniud, which else 
recoils U{>on itself. If I valued fame, I should flatter re- 
cti ivod opinions, which have gathered strcngtli by time, 
and will yet wear longer than any living worlcs to the con- 
trary. But, for the soul of me, I cariuot and will not give 
the lie to my own thoughts and dtiubts, come what may. 
if I am a fijoi, it is, at least, a doubting one ; and I envy 
no one die certainty of his self-approved wisdom. 

“ All are inclined to believe what they covet, from a 
lottery-ticket up to a passport to Paradise ; in which, from 
description, I see uodiing very tempting. My restless- 
ness tells me 1 have somodiing within that ‘ passeth show.’ 
it is for Him, who made it, to prolong that spark of celes- 
tial fire which illuminates, yet burns, this frail tenement; 

J)ut I see no such horror in a ‘dreamless sleep,’ and 1 have 
no conception of any existence which duration would not 
render tiresome. How else ‘ fell the angc-ls,’ even accord- 
ing to your creed? Tliey were immortal, heavenly, and 
happy as tlieir apoataie AhlkL is now by his treachery. 
Time must decide ; and eternity won’t be the les.s agree- 
able or more horrible because one did not expect it. In 
tlie mean time, I am grateful for some good, and tolerably 
patient under certain evils — grace k Dieu et mon bon 
emperameut. 

“Sunday, 28th. 

“ Monday, 29th. 


I just unpacked, like salmon from on ice-baedtet, |i f?d set 
‘down to table for that day only. When she retired, I 
watched their looks as I dismissed tlie screen, and every 
cheek thawed, and every nose reddened with the antici- 
pated glow. 

“ Saturday, I went witli Harry Fox to Nourjahad ; and, 
I believe, (lonvinced him, by incessant yawning, that it 
was not mine. I wish the precious author would own it 
and release me from his fame. The dresses are pretty, 
but not in costume— Mrs. Horne’s, all but the turban, and 
die want of a small dagger, (if she is a Sultana,) perfect, 
I never saw a Turkish woman with a turban in luy life— 
nor did any one else. Tlie Sultanas have a small poniard 
at tile waist. The dialogue is drowsy — tlie action heavy 
— ^thc scenery fine — the actors tolerable. I f:an’t say much 
for their seraglio; Teresa, Phaimio, or ♦ + + ♦ were 
worth them all. 

“ Sunday, a very handsome note from Mackintosh, w'ho 
is a rare instance of the union of very transcendent talent 
and groat good-nature. To-da\ , (Ihiesday,) a very pretty 
billet from M. la Baromic de Stacl Holstein. She is 
pleased to be much [»leased with my mention of her and 
her last work in my notes. 1 .spoke as 1 thought. — Her 
Works arc my delight, and so is she herself, for — half an 
hour. I do n’t like lier politics — at least, Ikt having 
cJiangvd them ; had slio been (pialiv of) inccjito^ it w’cro 
nothing. But slie is a woman by heiscllj and lias done 
more than all the rest of tliein logetlu'r, intellectually,— 
die ought to have been a man. She flatters me very pret- 
tily in her note ; — but I kruno it. I’lie reason that adula- 
tion is not displea-siiig is, diat, though untrue, it shows 
one to be of coiiseijucnce enough, in one w-ay or other, to 
induce people to lie, to make us tlicir friend : — that is Ureii 
concern, 

♦ * is, I hear, thriving on the repute of a ptm (which 
'as mine at Mackinto.sifs dinner soitu' tiim^ liaek) on 
Ward, who w’as asking ‘bow much it would take to re- 
w/dg him P I amswered that, proliably, lie ‘ must first 
before he was re-ivhiggedi be n^wurded^ 'i’his foolish 
i]uibble, Iw^fore tile Stael and Mackintosh and a number 
of conversationers, has been mouthed about, and at last 
settled on ihe head of * *, where long may it remain ! 

“George* is ri'turiied from atloat to gel a new sliip. 
He looks thin, but better tlian I expected. 1 like George 
iiiucb more than most people like tludr heirs. He Is a fine 
fellow, and every inch a sailor. 1 would do any thing, 
nU ap(istatiz€j to get him on in his profession. 

“Lewis called. It is a good and gowHiumoured man. 


but pesliUmtly prolix, and paradoxu al, tuid peramud. If 
“ Tuesday, 30th. but talk half aiul reduce his visits to an hour, 

‘Two days missed in my log-book ; hiatus hand do- add to his popularity. As an uuihor,he is very 

flendus. They were as little wortli recollccfian as Uic b,s vanity is owwrfe, like Erskme’s, and yet not 

rest ; and, luckily, lazines.s or society prevented me from ulfendin". 

'lolcWnf Uiem. ^ “YusKrilay, a very pretty letter fn»m Annabcllujf 

“Sunday, I dintxl with Lord Holland in St. James’s- J answered. Whaf an odd situation and friend- 

square. Large party — among thi^m Sir 8. Roinilly ami ! w'ithout one spark of love on either Hi<ie,and 

LadyRy, ; General Sir Somebody Beiitham, a man of p^j^^uced by circumstances which in general lead to r ._ 
science and talent I am told; Horner— i!/ie Horner, an wesson one .side, and aversion on the other. She is a 
Edfciburgh Reviewer, an excellent speaker in tlie ‘Ho- superior woman, and very little sixiilcd, wluch is 
nourahle House,’ very pleasing, too, gentleinauly in strange in an hcirc.ss— a girl of twenty— a peeress that is 
company, as far as I have seen — Sharpe — Phillips of be, in her own right — an only child, and a souante, who 
Lancashire — Lord John Russell, and others, ‘ good men always had her own way. She is a poetess — a ma- 
and true.’ Holland’s society is very good; you always tlieinatician — a metaphysician ; luid yet, withal, very kind. 
Bee some one or otlior in it worth knowing. Stuffed ray- generous, and gentle, with very little pretension. Any 
self with sturgeon, and exceeded in champaign and wme bead would be turned with half her acipiisitioiis, 

>n general, but not to confusion of head. When I do dine, of her advantages 

I gorge like an Arab or a Boa snake, on fish and vegeta- i i loio 

Wes, but no meat. I am always better, however, on my Wednesday, December 1, 1813. 

tea and biscuit tlian any otlier reffimon,— and even tfuU ‘To-day responded to La Baroime de Siai‘1 Holstein 

8l>aringly. ® id sent to Leish Hunt (an acquisition to rny aoquainf- 

“ Why doesTLady H. always have that damned screen 
between the whole room and the fire ? I, who bear cold 
no better than an antelope, and never yet found a sun 
quite done to my taste, was absolutely fietrified, and could 
not even shiver. All the rest, too, looked as if tliey were 



* His conain, nfterwaid Lord 
i Miifl Mfll'ttutcc, uriui v.uriil..vdy Bymo. 
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of the Pym and Hampden times — much talent, great in- 
dependence of spirit, mjd an austere, yet not repulsive 
aspect. If ho goes on qualis ah incopto^ I know few mer 
who will deserve more praise or obtain it. I must go aue 
sec him again ; the rapid succession of adventure since 
last summer, added to some serious uneasiiioas and busi- 
ness, have interrupted our acquaintance ; but he is a mmi 
worth knowing ; and tlioiigh, for his own sake, I wish him 
out of prison, I like to study characjl er in such situations. 
He has been unshaken, and will continue so. I don’t 
think him deeply versed in life he is the bigot of virtue, 
(not religion,) and enamoured of the beauty of that 

* empty name,’ as the last breath of Brutus pronounced, 
and every day proves it. lie is, perhaps, a little opinion- 
ated, as all men who are the centre of rirrics, wklc or nar- 
row— the Sir Oracles, in whose name two or three arc 
gathered together — must be, and as evtui Johnson was ; 
hut, withal, a valuable man, and l(^ss vain than success 
and even tlic consciousness of preferring ‘the right to the 
expedient’ might exeu.se. 

“ IVmorrow tJiere is a party of purple at the ‘ blue* 
Miss * * **s. Shall I go? urn! 1 don’t much affect 
your blue-hottlos ; hut one ought to Im;: civil. There will 
be, ‘ I guess now,’ (as the Americans say,) the Staels and 
Mackintoshes — good— the ♦ + and * * +s — not so 
gfK)d — the * * “^s, &c. &c. — gofnl for nothing. I\‘rhaps 
that hlue-winged Kashmirian butterfly of lK)ok-le,arning, 
Lady ♦ + * *, will there. 1 hop(‘- so ; it is a pleasure 
to look upon llial most beautiful of faces. 

“Wrote to Hodgson ; h(^ lias been telling that I .* 

I am sure, at least, I did not mention it, and I wish he 
had not. lie is a good fellow, and I uhliged myself ten 
times more by h(^mg of use than I did him ; and there ’s 
an end on ’t. 

“ Baldwnn is boring me to present their King’s Bench 
petition. J presented Cartwright’s last year ; and Stan- 
hope and I stood against the whole House, and mouthed 
it valiantly — and had some flm and a little al»usc for our 
opposition. But ‘ I am not i’ th’ v<'in’ for tliis business. 
Now, had * * been hero, she would have, made me do it. 
There is a woman, who, amid all her fascination, always 
urged a man to use.ftihiess or glory. Had she remained, 
ahe had been my tutelar genius. * 

“Baldwin is very iinjmrtunate — hut, poor fellow, ‘I 
can’t got out, I can’t get out — said the starling.’ — Ah, I 
am as IhmI as tliat dog Sterne, who preftirred whining 
over ‘a dead ass to relieving a living mother’ — ^villain- 
hypocrite— slave— sycophant ! but I am no better. Here 
I cannot stimulate myself to a speech for the sake of 
these uiifitrtunates, and three word.s wnd half a smile of 

* *, had she b<!eri here to urge it, (and urge it she infalli- 
bly would — at least, she alw’ays press<*,d me on seuatoria' 
duties, and particularly in th(^ cause of we.akncss,) wouU 
have made mo an advocate, if not an orator. Curse oi 
Rochefoucault for being always right ! In him a lie wen 
virtue,— or, at least, a comfort to his readers. 

“George Byron has not called to-day ; I hope he will 
bo an admiral, and, perhaps, I,iord Byron into tlie bar- 
gain. If he would but marry, T would engage never t' 
marry, myself, or cut him out of the hoirshi}). He woul« 
be luippier, and I should like nephews better than sons. 

“ I shall so<in be six-and-lwenty, (January 22d, 1814. 
Is there any thing in the future that can possibly consol* 
ua for not being always twenty-five ? 

* Oh Gioventu t 

Oh Primavera t Kiuveniu d#U* anno. 

Oh Gioventu t primavera della vita.* 


“ Sunday, Dec. 5. 

^Dalbufa nephew (son to the American Attorney- 

• or Uirae vurdi are here acratrlipd out in the manuicript, bi 
the imiwrt of the eentence evidently i«, that Mr. Hoiljceon (to whom tl 
raBtnee refere) had been revealing to aonte iViond* the eecret of Lor 

Uvroiri kiudivtuilo him.— Afoorc. 


• general) is arrived in this country, and tells Dallas tliat 
my rhymes are very jMipiilar in the United Slates. These 
arc the first tidings that liave ever sounded like Feme to 
ijy ears — to bt‘ reddc on the hanks of the Ohio ! The 
freatest pleasure I ever derived, of this kind, was from an 
:xtract, in Cooke the actor’s Life, from his Journal, sta- 
ing,that in tlie reading-room of Albany, near Washing- 
)ii, he pcru.se^ English Bards and Scotch Reviewers. 
;’o be popular in a rising and far country has a kind of 
mthumms feel^ very different from the ephemeral edAt 
id fetc-ing, buzzing and party-iiig conijiliments of the 
ell-dresscd multitude. I can safely say tliat, during my 
rign in the .spring of 1812, I regretted nothing but its 
iiration of six wefk.s instead of a fortnight, and was* 
'artily glad to re.sign. 

“Last night 1 siqqajd with Lewis; — and, as usual, 
lOUgh 1 neither exceeded in solids nor fluids, have been 
.If dead ever since. My stomach is entirely destroyed 
long ab.stinence, and the re.st will probably follow. Let 
— 1 only wish the jicdn over. The ‘leap in the dark’ is 
le least to be dreaded. 

‘ The Duke of ♦ * called. I have told them forty 
imes that, except to half-a-dozen old and spe<iificd ao- 
laintanccs, 1 am invisible. His grace is a good, noble, 
cal p(Jrson ; but 1 am content to think so at a distance, 
nd so — 1 was not at home. 

“Gall called. — Mem. — to ask some one to speak to 
aymond in favour of his |)lay. We are old fellow- 
ravellers, and, with all his eccentricities, he has much 
rong sense, experience of the world, and is, as far as I 
lave seen, a good-natured, philosophical fellow. I show- 
d him Sligo’.s letters on the report of the Turkish girl’s 
mntare at Athens soon after it happeiH5d. Ho and Lord 
iolland, liuwi.s, and Moore, and Rogers, and Lady Mel- 
wurne have seen it. Murray has a copy. I thought it 
lad been unhiomi^ and wish it were ; hut Sligo arrived 
rtily sonjo days after, and the rumoure are the subject of 
lis letter. Tliat I shall preserve — it ie ae well. Lewis 
nd Galt were both hmjjicd ; and L. wondered 1 did not 
itrcKluce the situation into ‘the Giaour.’ He way won- 
ler — he might wonder more at that production’s being 
Titten at all. But to de.scribc the fevimf*s of that aituar 
Hon were impossibltv— it is icy even to recollect them. 

“ The Bride of Abydos was published on Thursday 
>e second of December ; but how it is liked or disliked, 
know not. Whether it succeeds or not is no fault of 
he public, against whom T can have no complaint. But 
am much more indebted to the tale than I can ever be 
o the most partial reader ; as it wrung my thoughts from 
eality to imagination — from selfish rc‘grots to vivid re- 
:olle.ctions — and recalled me to a country rejilcte with 
he LrightefU and darkest^ but always most lively colours 
■f my memory. Sharpe calletl, but was not let in, which 
regret. 

“Saw + * yesterday. I have not kept my appoint- 
neni at Mitldloton, whiirh has not pleased hun, perhaps ; 
and my projected voyage with * * ivill, perhafis, pl^flso 
him less. But I wish to keep well with both. They are 
instniments tliat do n’t do, in concert ; but, surely, their 
stiparate tones arc very musical, and I won’t give up 
either. 

“ It is well if I do n’t jar between these great discords 
At present, I stand tolerably well with al^ but 1 cannot 
ado[»t their disUkce; — so many sets. Holland’s is the 
first ; — every thing dietingud is welcome tliere, and cer- 
tainly the ton of his society is tlie best. Then there is 
de Slael’s — there I never go, tliough I might, had I 
courted it. It is composed of the * *8 and the * * 
family, with a strange sprinkling,— orators, dandies, and 
all kinds of from the regular Grub-street uniform, 
down to tlie azure jacket of the JJtt&ateur. To see * ♦ 
and ♦ ♦ sitting together, at dinner, always reminds me of 
the grave, where all distinctions of friend and foe arc, 
levelled; and they — tlie Reviewer and Reviewee, iho^ 
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Rhinoceros and Elephant, the Mammoth and Megalon} 
—all will lie quietly together. They now sit together, \ 
silent, but not so quiet, as if they were already immured 
4 : 4 : * 

“I did not go to the Berry’s the other night. Th 
elder is a woman of much talent, and both are handstjm< 
and mu^t have been beautiful. To-night asked to Lon 
H.’s-Hshall 1 go ? urn ! perhaps, 

“Morning, two o’clock. 

“Wont to Lord H.’s,— party numerous— milady h 
perfect good-humour, and consequently perfect No oik 
more agreeable, or perhaps so much so, when she will 
Asked for Wednesday to dine and meet the Statil; — 
asked particularly, I believe, out of mischief, to see tin 
’ first interview after the tio/c, with which Corinne pro- 
' fesses herself to be so much taken. 1 do ii’t much like 
it ; — she always talks of wiysclf or ferself, and I am noi 
(except in soliloquy, as now) much enamoured of eithei 
subject — especially one’s Works. What the devil shall 
I say about ‘De I’Allemagne ?’ I like it prodigiously 
but unless I can twist my admiration into some fantastical 
expression, she won’t l>elieve me ; and 1 know, by expe- 
rience, I shall be overwhelmed with fine things about 
rhyme, &c. &c. The lover, Mr. Rocia, was there to- 
night, and Campbell said ‘ it was the only proof he had 
seen of her good taste.’ Monsieur li’Amant is remark- 
ably handsome ; but I do n’t think more so then her book. 

“Cainfibcll looks well — seemed pleased, and dressed U 
sprucertf, A blue coat becomes him, so does his new 
wig. He really looked as if Apollo had sent him a birth- 
day suit, or a wedding-garment, and was witty and lively. 

* He abused Corinne’s liook, which I regret; 
because, firstly, he understands German, and is conse- 
^quently a fair judge ; and, secondly, he is frst raU^ and 
consequently, the best of judges. I reverence and admire 
him ; but I won’t give up my opinion — why sliouldi? I 
read her again and again, and there can be no aftectatioii 
ui this. I cannot be mistaken (except in taste) in a book 
I read and lay down, and lake up again ; and no book 
can be totally bad, wliich finds one, even me reader, who 
can say as much sincerely. 

“ CJlarnpbell talks of lecturing next spring ; his last lec- 
tures were eminently successful. Moore throught of it, 
but give it up, I don’t know why. + + had been prating 
dignity to him, and such stuff’; as if a man disgraced 
himself by instructing and pleasing at the same time. 

“Introduced to Marquis Buckingham— saw Lord Gower 
—he is going to Holland ; Sir J. and Lady Mackintosh 
and Horner, G. Lamb, with, I know not how many, (R. 
Wellesley, one— a clever man,) grouped about the rormi. 
Little Henry Fox, a fine boy, and very promising in mind 
and manner, — he went away to bed, before I had time to 
talk to him. 1 am sure 1 had rather hear him than ail 
the savans, 

“ Monday, Dec, 6. 

V* Murray tells me that Croker asked him why the 
thing was culled the Bride of Abydos ? It is a cursed 
awkward question, being unanswerable. S}ie is not a 
bride, only about to be one ; but for, &c. &c. &c. 

“1 don’t wonder at his finding out tlie Bull; but the 
detection ♦ is too late to do any good. I was 

a great fool to make it, and am ashamed of not being an 
Irishman. ♦ ♦ 4 + 

“ Campbell last night seemed a little nettled at some- 
thing or other — I know not what. We w ere standing in 
the ante-saloon, when Lord H. brought out of tlie other 
room a vessel of some composition similar to that which 
is used in Catholic churches, and, seeing us, he exclairnetl, 

^ Here is some incense for you.’ Campbell answered — 
‘Carry it to Lord Byron — he is used to it' 

• Now, this comes of ‘ bearing no brotlier near the 
tlirooe.’ 1, who have no throne, nor wish to have one 


now — whatever I may have done — am at perfect peace 
with all the poetical fraternity ; — or, at least, if 1 dislike 
any, it is not jmlicolly^ but. personally. Surely, the field 
of thought is infinite ; — what dotis it signify who is before 
or behind in a race where tliere is no goal 1 The temple 
L)f Fame is like that of tlie Persians, the Universe ; — our 
altar, tlio tofis of mountains. I should be equally con- 
tent with Mount Caucasus or Mount Anything ; and 
those who like it may have Mont Blanc or Chimborazo 
without my envy of their elevation. 

“I tliink I may now speak thus; fori have just pub- 
lished a Poom, and am quite ignorant whether it is Ukdy 

0 be liked or not. I have hitherto heard little in its com- 
mendation, and no one can downrigfa abuse it to one’s 
‘ace, except in print. It can’t be good, or 1 should not 
liave stumbled over the threshold, and blundered in my 
very title. Hut I begun it with heart full of * * and 
my head of oricntalihrs, (I can’t call tliem isjnsy) and 
kvrote on rapidly, 

“This journal is a relief. When I am tired — as I 
3ncrally am — out come this, and down goes every thing, 
-hit I can’t read it over ; — and God knows what contra- 
lictiuns it may contain. If I am sincere with myself 
but I fear one lies more to one’s self than to any one 
Ise,) every page should confute, refute, and utterly 
.bjnre its predecessor. 

“Another scribble from Martin Baldwin the petitioner: 
have neither head nor nerves to present it. That con- 
mnded supper at Lewis’s has sjioiled my digestion and 
(ly philanthropy. I have no more charity than a cniot 
»f vinegar. Would I were an ostrich and dieted on 
ire-irons, — or any thing that my gizzards could get the 
letter of. 

“ To-day saw W. His uncle is dying, and W. do n’t 
luch affect our Dutch determinations. I dine with him 
►n 'Phiirsday, provided Ponck is not dined upon, or po- 
implorily bespoke by tlio posthumous epicures, before tliat 
ay. I wish he may recover — not for our dinner’s sake, 

,it to disappoint the undertaker, and the rascally reptiles 
lat may well wait, since they will dine at last. 

“ Gel) called — he of Troy— after I was out. Mem. — 

» return his visit. But my Merns. are the very land- 
larks of fi)rgetniIno.ss .■ — sonielhing like, a lighthouse, with 
ship wrecked under the nose of its lantern. I never 
(Jt at a Mem. without seeing that I have remornbored to 
•rget, Mem. — I have forgotten to pay Pitt’s taxes, and 
jpposo I shall he surcharged. ‘ An I do not turn rebel 
hen thou art king’ — oons ! I believe my veiy biscuit is 
taveiied with that impostor’s imposts. 

‘I.y. M«. returns from .Jersey’s to-morrow,* — I must 
I, A Mr. Thomson has sent a song, which I must 
)laud. 1 hale annoying them with censure or silence: 
id yet I halo lettering. 

“ Saw Jjord Glenbcrvic and his Pro.spectus, at Mur- 
ly’s, of a new Treatise on Timber. Now here is a 
lan more useful than all the historians and rhymers ever 
[anted. For, by preserving our woods and forests, ho 
imislics materials for all the liistory of Britain wortli 
jading, and all the odes worth nothing. 

“ Rtjdde a good deal, but desultorily. My head is cram- 
cd with die most useless lumber. It is odd that when I 

1 read. I can only bear the tihicken broth of — any thing 
It novels. It is many a year since I have lookoff into 
le, (though they arc sometimes ordered, by way of expe- 
ineiit, but never taken,) till I Rkiked yesterday at the 
►rst parts of the Monk. I’licsc descriptions ought to 

ave been written by Tiberias at (hiprea — they are forced 
—the plultred ideas of a jaded voluptuary. It is to me 
iconceivable how they could have been comfiosed by a 
lan of only twenty — age when he wrote them. They 
ive no nature — ^oll the sour cream of cantharidcs. I 
lould have suspected Bufibn of writing them on the 
lath-bed of liis dotc,stab]e dotage. I had never redde 
lis edition, and merely looked at thorn from curiosity 



jli extraT^ts from 

mnd recdiiectiioti of the noise they made, and the name 
th<^ have left to Lewis. But they could do no harm 
except ♦ ♦ 

Called this evening on my agent— my business as 
usual. Our strange adventures are the only inheritances 
of our family Unit have not diminished. + ♦ ♦ ♦ 

* I shall now smoke two cigars, and get me to bed. 
The cigars do n’t keep well here. They get as old as 
a dmna di quaranti anrd in the sun of Africa. The 
Havana are the best; — but neither are so pleasant a.s 
a hooka or chibouque. The Turkish tobacco is mild, 
and their horses entire — two things as they should be. 
1 am so far obliged to Uiis Journal, tliat it preserves me 
from verse, — at least from keejiing it. I have just thrown 
a Poem into the fire (which it has relighted to my great 
comfort,) and have sirioked out of my head the [dan of 
another. I wish 1 could as easily get rid of thinking, or, 
at least, the confusion of thought. 

“ Tuesday, Dec. 7. 

• Went to bod, and slept dreamlessly, but not refresli- 
ingly. Awoke and up an hour before being called ; but 
dawdled thrtJo hours in dressing. When one subtracts 
from life infancy (which i.s vegetation) — slee[), eating, and 
swilling — buttoning and unbuttoning — how much remains 
of downright existence ? The summer of a dormouse. * 

♦ ♦ + ♦ ♦ 4= 

“ Redde the papers and tm-ed and soda-watered, and 
found out that the fire was badly lighted. Ld. Glcnborvio 
wants me to go to Brighton — um ! 

“ This morning a very pretty billet from the Stacl 
about meeting her at Ld. H.’s to-morrow. She has 
written, I dare say, twenty such tliis morning to different 
people, all equally llatlering to each. So much tlic better 
for her and those wlio ticlieve all slic wishes them, or they 
wish to believe. She has been pleased to be pleased with 
my slight eulogy in the note annexed to tlie ‘ Bride.’ 
This is to be accounted for in sev(;ral ways : — firstly, all 
women like all, or any [)raise ; secondly, this was unex- 
pected, because 1 have never courted her ; and, tliirdly. 
os Scrub says, those who have been all their lives regu- 
larly f»raised, by regular critics, lik<! a little variety, aiwJ 
are glad when any one goes out of his way to say a civil 
thing ; and, fourtlily, she is a very good-natured creature, 
which is the best reason, after all, and, perhaps, tlio only 
one. 

“ A knock — knocks single and double. Bland called. — 
He says Dutcli society (he lias been in Holland) is 
second-hand J^^rench ; but the women are like women 
every where else. This is a bore ; I should iil<e to see 
tiiem a little wnlike ; but that cJin’t be <*xpect<;d. 

“Went out — came home — this, that, and the otiicr— 
and * all is vanity, saith flu* [ircacher,’ and so say T, as part 
vf his congregation. Talking of vanity — whose praise 
do 1 prefer ? Why, Mrs. Inchbald’s, imd that of the 
Americtms. The first, becaiLsc her ‘ Simple Story’ and 

♦ Nature and Art’ are, to me, tme to their tides ; and con- 
sequently, her short note to Rogers about tJie ‘ Giaour’ 
delighted me more than any tiling, except tiie Edinburgh 
Review. I like the Americans, because / happened to 
be in jlsiOf while the English Bards and Sexitch Review- 
ers were redde in America. If I could have had a speech 
against tlie Slam Trader in AfricUt and an Epita[ih on a 
Bog, in Europe^ (i, c. in the Morning Post,) my vertex 
tubUmis would certainly have displaced stars enough to 
overtlirow the Newtonian system. 

“Friday, Bee. 10, 1813. 

“ I am enmiyi beyond my usual tense of that yawning 
verb, which I am always conjugating ; and I do n’t fual 
that society much mends the matter. I am too lazy to 
shoot myself— and it would annoy Augusta, and perhaps 

♦ blit it would be a good thing for George, on the 
Other side, and no bad one for* me; but I won’t be 
tempted. 
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“1 have had the kindest letter from Moore. I do think 
that man is the best-hearted, the only hearted being I ever 
encountered ; and then, liis talents are equal to his feel- 
ings. 

“Dined on W'ednosday at Lord H.’s — the Staffords, 
Stacls, Cowpers, Ossulstones, Melbouracs, Mackintoshes, 
&c. &c. — and was introduced to tlic Marquis and 
Marchioness of Stafford, — an unexpected event. My 
quarrel with Lord Carlisle (their or his brother-in-law) 
having rendered it improfier, I suppose, brought it about. 
But, if it was to happen at all, I wonder it did not occur 
before. She is handsome, and must have been beautiful 
—and her manners weprincessly. * * * 

“ The Stadi was at the otlicr end of tlie table, and less 
loquacious than heretofore. We are now very good'’ 
friends ; though she asked I<ady Melbourne whether I 
had really any hmhommie. She might as well have asked 
that question before she told C. L. ‘e’est un demon.’ 
True enough, but ratlier premature, for she could not have 
found it out, and so — she wants me to dine there next 
Sunday. 

“ Murray prospers, as far as circulation. For my part, 
t adherei (in liking) to my h'ragmeiit. It is no wonder 
that I wrote one — my mind is a fragment. 

“ Saw Lord Gower, Tierney, &(!. in the square. Took 
leave of Lord Gr. who is going to Holland and Germany. 
He tells me, that he carries with him a parcel of ‘Harolds’ 
and ‘Giaours,’ &c. for the readers of Berlin, who, it 
seems, read English, and have taken a caprice for mine. 
Um ! — have 1 been German all tliis time, when I thought 
myself oriertlal/ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“ Lent Tierney my box for to-morrow ; and received a 
new comedy sent by I.ady . A. — but not hers. 1 must 
read it, and endeavour not to displease the author. I hale 
tuinoying them with cavil ; but a comedy I take to be the 
most difficult, of compositions, more so than tragedy. 

“Qalt says there is a coincidenc-e betwemi the first part 
of ‘ the Bride’ and some story of his— whether published 
or not, 1 know not, never having seen it. He is almost the 
last j.u*rson on whom any one would commit literary iar- 
ctmy, and I am not conscious of any wittin/^ thefts on any 
of the gi'iius. As to originality, all pretensions are ludi- 
crous, — ‘there is nothing new under the sun.’ 

“ Wont last night to the play. ♦ ♦ + ♦ 

Invited out to a [>arty, hut tlid not go ;— right. Refusttd 
to go to Lady * * ’s on Monday ; — right again. If I 
must fritter aw’ay my life, I would rather do it alone. 1 
was much tempted ; — C * * loi^kcd so Turkish with her 
red turban, and her regular dark and clear features. Not 
that she and / ever wens or could be, (uiy thing ; but I 
love any aspect that reminds me of the ‘ children of the 
sun.’ 

“To dine to-day with Rogers and Sharpe, for which I 
have some appetite, not having tasted food for the pre- 
ceding forty-eiglil hours. I wish I could leave off eating 
altogether. 

“ Saturday, Bee. 11^ 

“ Sunday, Dec. 12. 

“ By Galt’s answer, I find it is some stoiy in real Ufe^ 
and not any work with which my late composition coin- 
cides. It is BtUl more singular, for mine is drawn from 
existence also, 

“I have sent an excuse to M. de Stael. I do not feel 
sociable enough {or dinner to-day ; and I will not go to 
Sheridan’s on Wednesday. Not that I do not admire 
and prefer his unequalled conversation ; but — ^that ‘ but’ 
must only be intelligible to thoughts I cannot write. She- 
ridan was in good t^k at Rogers’s the other nighh but I 
only stayed till nine. All the w'orld are to be at the Stael’s 
to-night, and I am not soriy to escape any part of it. I 
only go out to get me a fresh appetite for being alone. 
Went out— did not go to the Stall’s, but to Ld. Holland’s. 
Party numcrou*— conversation general. Stayed late— 
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made a blunder-^t over it— came home and went 
bed, not having eaten. Rattier empty, but fresco, w hic 
is the great point with me, 

“Monday, Dec. 13, 1813. 

“ Called at three placee—read, and got ready to lea 
town to-morrow. Murray has had a letter from li 
brother Bibliopole of Edinburgh, who says ‘he is lucky 
having such a joorf’— something as if one was a pad 
horse, or ‘ ass, or any tiling that is his or, like Mrs. Pack 
wood, who replied to some inijuiry after the Odes o 
Razors, ‘Law, sir, we keeps a Poc't.’ The same illui 
trious Edinburgh bookseller once sent an order for book: 
poesy, and cookery, with this agreeable postscript—* Th 
'Harold and Cookery are much wanted.’ Such is fami 
•and, after all, quite as good as any otlier ‘life in other' 

I breatli.’ ’T is much the same to divide purchasers wi 
Hannah Glasse or Hannah More. 

“Some editor of some Magazine has announced I 
Murray his intention of abusing the tiling ‘ without rean 
ing it' So much the belter ; if he redde it first, h 
would abuse it more. 

“Allen (Lord Holland’s Allen — the best informed an 
one of the ablest men I know — a perfect Magliabecclii — 
a devourer, a Helluo of books, and an observer of men 
has lent me a quantity of Burns’s unpublished, and nevr 
to-be-published, Letters. They are full of oaths ant 
obscene songs. What an antithetical mind ! — tenderness 
roughness — delicacy, coarseness— sentiment, sensuality — 
soaring and grovelling, dirt anti deity— all mixed up 
that one compound of inspired clay ! 

“It seems strange ; a true voluptuary will never aban- 
don his mind to tlie grossiiess of reality. It is by exaltin. 
the oartlily, the material, the phym(jue of our pleasurof 
by veiling these ideas, by forgetting tliem altogether, or. 
'kt least, never naming them hardly to one’s self, that w« 
alone can prevent them from disgusting. 

4s ^ % 

“Dec. 14,15,16. 

“ Much done, but nothing to record . It is (juitc enmq 
to set down my thoughts ; my actions will rarely beai 
retrospection. 

“Dec. 17,18. 

“ Lord Holland told me a curious piece of seritinientalit^ 
ill Sheridan. The other night we were all delivering 
respective and various opinions on him and other hrnnmes 
marqiianSi and mine was this. ‘ Whatever Sheridan ha 
done or chosen to do, has been, par excellence^ always th' 
hest of its kind. He has written the best comedy, (Schot 
for Scandal,) the best drama, (in my mind, far before dial 
St. Giles’s lampoon, the Beggar’s Opera,) the best farce 
(the Critic— it is only tof) good for a farce,) and the besi 
Address, (Monologue on Garrick,) and, to crown all, 
delivered the very best Oration (the famous Begum 
Sjieoch) ever conceived or heard in this country.’ Some- 
body told S. this the next day, and on hearing it, he hurst 
int4?tears ! 

“J’oor Brinsley! if they were tears of pleasure, I 
would rather have said these few, but most sincere words, 
than have written the Iliad, or made his own celebrated 
Philippic. Nay, his own comedy never gratified me more 
than to hear that he had derived a moment’s gratification 
from any praise of mine, humble as it must appear to 
‘ my elders and my betters.’ 

“Went to my at Covent-garden to-night ; and my 
delicacy felt a little shocked at seeing S ^’s mistress 
(who, to my certain knowledge, was actually educated, 
firotn her birth, ibr her profession) silting with her mother, 

‘ a three-piled b— d, b— d-Major to tlie army,’ in a 
private box opposite. I felt rather indignant ; but, casting 
my eyes round the house, in the next box to me, and the 
next and tlie next, were the most distinguished old and 


young Babylonians of quality so I burst out a laughing* 
It was really odd ; Lady ^ ♦ divorced^Lady * ♦ and 
her daughter, Lady * *, both diiwrceoWe— Mrs. * ♦, f in 
the next, the and still nearer * -Whut 

an assemblage to me, who know all their histories. It 
was as if tlie house had been divided between your pub- 
lic and your understood courtesans ; but the Intriguantes 
much outnumbered the regular mercenaries. On the 
other side wore only Pauline and her mother, and, next 
box to her, tliree of inferior note. Now, where lay the 
difference between her and mamma, and Lady * * and 
daughter ? except that the two last may enter Carleton 
and any other house, and the tw'o first are limited to the 

opera and h house. How I do delight in observing 

life as it really is ! and myself, after all, the worst of any. 
But, no matter, I must avoid egotism, which, just now, 
would be no vanity. 

“I have lately written a wild, rambling, unfinished 
rhap.sody, called ‘ The Devil’s Drive, | tlic notion of which 
I t04)k from I^irson’s ‘ Devil’s Walk.’ 

“Rcdclc some Italian, and wrote two Sonnets on 

* *§. I never wrote but one sonnet before, and that 
was not in earnest, and many years ago, as an exercise- 
arid I will neviT write another. They are tlie most 
puling, jietrifying, stupidly platonic compositions. I de- 
est the Petrarch so much, that I would not be the man 
wen to have ohlained his Laura, whicli tlie metaphysical, 
ivhining dotard never could 

4^ 4s 4| 4t 4c 41 

“Jan. 16,1814. 

* ^ * 4> 4c 4c 

“ To-morrow I leave town for a few days. I saw 
liewis to-day, who has just returned from Oatlands, whero 
le has berm sijuahbliiig with Mad. de Stael about him- 
self, Clarissa liarlowe, Mackintosh, and me. My homage 
lias never been paid in that quarter, or we would have 
rret^d still worse. I do n’t talk — I can’t flatter, and 
on’t listen, excefit to a priilty or a foolish woman. She 
lorijd Levvi.s with praises of himself till he sickened— 
found out tlial Clarissa was perfection, and Mackintosh 
' first man in England. I'liere I agrei’, at lra.st, one of 
the first — ^but Lewis did not. As to Clarissa, I leave to 
those who can read it to judge and dispute. I could not 
► tlie one, an<l am, conseijuently, not qualified for the 
ithe.r. She Uild Lewis wisely, hi* ludng my friend, that I 
was affected, in tlie first place, and fiial, in the next place, 

1 1 committed the heinous offence of sitting at dinni^r with 
my eyes shut, or half shut. 4e 4c 4c j wonder if 1 
•eally have tills trick. I inu.st cure myself of it, if true. 
One insensibly acquires awkw^ard habits, which should be 
broken in time. If this Is one, I wish I had Iwicn told of 
before. It would not so much signify if one was always 
be checkmated by a plain w oman, but one may as well 
ec some of one’s neighbours, as well as the plat© upon 
he table. 

“I should like, of all things, to have heard the Amabaean 
ilogue between her and Lewis, — both obstinate, clever, 
dd, garrulous, and shrill. In fact, one could have heard 
oUiiiig else. But they foil out, alas!— and now they 
ill never quarrel again. Could not one reccwicile them 
ir the ‘ nonce V Poor Corimie, — she will find that some 
her fine sayings won’t suit our fine ladies and gentle- 
ten. 

‘ I am getting rather into admiration of * *, the young- 
it sister of * A wife would be my salvation. I am 
jre the wives of my aapiaintanccs have h'ithert.o done 
le little good. * * is beautiful, but very young, and, I 
hink, a fiml. But I \iave not seen enou^ to judge •, be- 
lides, I hate an esprit in petticoats. That she won’t love 
lie Is very probable, nor shall I love her. But, cm my 

uantM are all it-fl blaak in the origiijD 

■ PiN>ni<i. }>. “IVS. f 

I Sve PoeiiiK, p. 193, 
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and the modern 83 wtem in general, that do n't 
mgnify. The businees (if it came to business) would 
probably be s^rranged between papa and me. She would 
have her own way ; I am good-humoured to women, and 
docile ; and, if 1 did not fall in love with her, wliich I 
should try to prevent, we should bo a very comfortable 
couple. As to conduct, lAa/ she must look to. * * * * * 
love, I shall be jealous; — ajidfor that reason I 
will not be in love. Though, after all, I doubt my temper, 
and fear I should not be so patient as becomes the 
bimsiance of a married man in my station. ♦ * ♦ ♦ t 
Divorce ruins the poor femmcj and damages are a paltry 
compensation. 1 do fear my temper would lead me into 
some of our oriental tricks of vengeance, or, at any rate, 
'nto a summary appeal to tlie court of twelve paces. So 
I ’ll none on ’t,’ but e’en remain single and solitary ; — 
diough 1 should like to have somebody now and then, to 
yawn with one. 

“Ward, and, after him, * ♦, has stolen one of my 
butfoonerics about Mde. dc Stael’s Metaphysics and the 
Fog, and passed it, by speech and letter, as their own. 
As Gibbet says, 4hey are the most of a gentleman of 
any on the road.’ W. is in sad enmity wiUi the Whigs 
about this review of Fox, (if he di/i review him ;) — ail 
the epigrammatists and essayists are at him. I hate 
oddSf and wish ho may beat them. As for me, by the 
blessing of indiiferenco, I have simplified my politics into 
an utter detestation of all existing governments ; and, as it 
is the shortest and most agreeable and summary feeling 
imaginable, the first moment of a universal republic would 
convert me into an advocate for single and uncontradicted 
despotism. The fact is, riches are power, and poverty 
is slavery, all over the earth, and one sort of establishment 
is no better, nor worse, for a peofjle than another. I shall 
adhere to my party, because it would not be honourable 
to act otherwise ; but, os to opinions, I do n’t think poli- 
tics wari/i an opinion. Conduct is another thing : — if you 
begin with a party, go on with them. I have no consis- 
tency, except in plitics , and Otat probably arises from 
tny iiidifferonce on the subject altogetlier.” 

“ February 18. 

“ Better than a month since I last journalized : — most 
of it out of LcMidon, and at Notts., but a busy one and a 
pleasant, at least three weeks of it. On my return, 1 find 
all the newspapers in hysterics, and town in an uproar, 
on the avow^ and republication of two stanzas on Prin- 
cess Charlotte’s weeping at Regency’s speech to Lauder- 
dale in 1812. Tliey are daily at it still; — some of the 
abuse good, all of it hearty. They talk of a motion in 
our House upon it — be it so. 

“ Got ufH— read tlie Morning Post containing the battle 
of Buonaparte, the destruction of the ( lustom-housc, and 
a paragraph on mo as long as my pedigree, and vitupera- 
tive, os usual. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Hobhouse is returned to England. He is my best 
friend, the most lively, and a man of tlie most sterling 
talents extant. 

“ ‘ The Corsair’ has been conceived, WTitten, published, 
&c. since 1 last took up this Journal. They tell me it 
has great success , — it was written con amore^ and much 
from exigence. Murray is satisfied with its progress ; and 
if the public are equally so with the perusal, there’s an 
end of the matter. 

® Nine o’clock. 

“Been to Hanson’s on business. Saw Rogers, and 
had a note from Lady Melbourne, who says, it is sale 
that I am ‘ much out of spirits.’ I wonder tf I really an 
or not ? I have certainly enough of ‘ that periloiis stuff 
which weighs upon the heart,’ and it is better they should 
believe it to be the result of these attacks tlian of the 
real cause ; but — ay, ay, always, frut, to the end of the 
diapter. ♦ ♦ ♦ 


^Hobhouse has told me ten thousand anecdotes oi 
Napoleon, all good and true. My friend H. is the most 
entertaining of companions, and a fine fellow to boot* 

“Redde a little—wrote notes and letters, and am alone, 
which, Locke says, is bad company. ‘Be not solitary, be 
not idle’ — Um ! — tlie idleness is troublesome ; but I can’t 
see so much to regret in the solitude. The more I see 
of men, the less I like them. If I could but sty so of 
women too, all would be well. Why can’t I? 1 am 
now six-and-twenty ; my passions have liad enough to 
cool them: my affections more than enough to wither 
them, — and yet — and yet — always yet and but — ‘ Excel- 
lent well, you are a fishmonger — get thee to a nunnery.' 
They fool me to the top of my bent.’ ^ 

Midnight, 

“ Began a letter, which I threw into the fire. Redde „ 
— but to little purpose. Did not visit Hobhouse, as 
I promised and ought. No matter, the loss is mine. 
Smoked cigars. 

“ Napoleon !— tins week will decide his fate. All seems 
against him ; but I believe and hope he will win— at 
east, boat back tho invaders. What right have wo to 
irescribe sovereigns to France? Oh ftir a republic! 
Brutus, thou sicepest.’ Hobhouse abounds in conti- 
nental anecdotes of this extraordinary maw ; all in favour 
of his intellect and courage, but against his bonhommie. 
No wonder ; — how should he, who knows mankind well, 

Jo other than despise and abhor them. 

“ The greater the equality, the more impartially evil is 
distributed, and becomes lighter by tlie division among so 
many — therefore, a republic ! 

“More notes from Mad. de Stael unanswered — and 
so they shall remain, i admire her abilities, but ireally 
her society is overwhelming — an avalarieho that buries 
one in gUlleriwg nonsense — all snow and sophistry. 

“ Shall I go to Mackintosh’s on Tuesday ? um ! — I did 
lot go to Marquis Lansdovvne's, nor to Miss Berry’s, 
though both are pleasant. So is Sir James’s, — but I 
do n’t know — 1 helieve one is not the better for parlies ; 
at least, unless some tcgiumtc is tliere. 

“ I wonder how the deuse any body could make such a 
world; for what [lurposc* dandies, for instance, were or- 
Jained — and kings — and fellows of colleges — and women 
[)f ‘ a certain age’ — and many men of any age — and 
myself, most of all ! 

* Div'esne prisco (>t natus ab luacho, 

Nil intareat, au pauper, et infimA 
gente, sub clio morcria, 

Victima nil miaerantia Orci. 

• • • • 

Oinnea ecKtera cogimur.’ 

“Is there any thing beyond? — who knows? He that 
can’t tell. Who tells that tliere is? He who don’t 
know. And when shall he know? perhaps, when he 
do n’t expect, and, generally, when he do n’t wish it. In 
tliis last rcs[>oct, however, all are nut alike : it depends a 
good deal upon education, — something upon nerves and 
habits — but most upon digestion. ‘ 

“ Saturday, Feb, 19. 

“Just returned fresn seeing Kean in Richard. By 
Jove, he is a soul ! Life — nature — truth— without ex- 
aggeration or diminution. Kemble’s Hamlet is perfect 
but Hamlet is not Nature. Richard is a man; and Kean 
is Richard. Now to my own concerns. 

* * * * * 

“Went, to Waite’s. Teeth all right and white ; but he 
says tliat I grind them in my sleep and chip the edges. 
That same sleep is no friend of mine, though I court him 
sometimes for half tlie 24. 

“ February 20. 

“ Got up and tore out two leaves of this Journal— 1 < 
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do w’t know why. Hod^on just calicjd and gono. He 
lias much bonJwmmie with his other good qualities, and 
more lalont than ho has yet had credit for beyond his 
circle. 

“An invitation to dine at Holland-house to meet Kean. 
He is worth meeting ; and I hoj»e, by getting into good 
society, he will bo prevented from falling like Cooke. He 
is grealer now on the stage, and off* he should never bt 
less. There is a stu^dd and underrating criticism upon 
him in one of tlie newspapers. I thought that, last night 
though great, he rather underacted more than the first 
time. This may be the effect of these cavils ; but i hope 
he has more sense than to mind them. He cannot expect 
to maintain his present eminence, or to advance still 
higher, without the envy of his green-room fellows, and 
the nibbling of their admirers. But, if lie don’t l)cal 
tlicin all, why, then — merit hath no purcliaso in ‘dies* 
coster-monger days.’ 

“ I wish tliat 1 had a talent for the drama ; J would 
write a tragedy note. But no, — it is gone. Ilixlgson 
talks of one, — he will do it well ; — and J think Moore 
sliould try. He has wontlcrful powers, and much vurioty ; 
besides, he has Jived and felt. To write so as to bring 
home to tlie lu^art, the heart, must have been tried, — but, 
perhaps, ceased to be so. While you are under the infiu- 
ence of passions, you only feel, but cannot deseribc them, 
—any more than, wlnm in action, you ccxild turn round, 
and tell tiie story to your next neighliour ! Wlien all is 
over, — all, all, and irrevocable, — trust to memory — slio is 
then but too failhful. 

“ Went out, and answered some letters, yawned now 
and then, and redde the Uobl)ers. Fine, — but Fiosco is 
botUJr; and Alfieri and Monti’s Aristodomo heat. They! 
arejilore tiuin the I’edeschi dramatists. I 

*‘Answer<ul — or, rallicr, acknowledged — the receipt of 
’ young lieynold’s Poem, Sal’ie. ’rho lad is cb'ver, but 
much of liis thoughts aie borrowed, — whence^ the Review- 
ers may find out. I hate diseout aging a young one; and 
I tliink, — though wild, and more oriental than he would 
be, had he secsn the. scenes where he lias placed Ins Tale, 
— that he has much talent, and cortaiuly, fire enough. 

“ Received a very singular epistle ; and the mode of its 
conveyance, though Ijord H.’s hands, as curious as tiie 
letter itself. But it was gratifying and pretty. 

“Sunday, Feb. 27. 

“Here I am, alone, instca<l of dining at Lord ll.’s, 
where I was asked, — but not inclined to go any where. 
Hobhouso says I am. growing a hmp g-orow, — a solitary 
hobgoblin. True; — I am myself alone.’ The last week 
has been passed in reading — seeing [ilays — now and then, 
visiters — Horiictiines yawning and 8<»uietiines sighing, but 
no writing — save of letters. If I could always read, I 
should never feel the want of .society. Do 1 regret it? — 
urn I — ^‘Man delights not me,’ and only one woman— at a 
time. 

“There is sometliing to me very softening in the pro- 
sei^o of a woman, — some strange infiuenco, even if oni 
is not in love witA tliem,— which I cannot at all accouir 
for, having no very high ojiinion of the sex. But yvt,- 
always fee! in better humour with myself and every tiling 
else, if there is a woman within ken. Even Mrs. Mul 
my fire-lighter, — the most ancient and withered of he 
kind, — ^aiid (except to myself) not the best tempered — 
always makes me laugh, — no difficult task when 1 am 
‘ i’ the vein.’ 

“ Heigho ! I would 1 w'cre in mine island ! — I am not 
well; and yet I look in go<xl liealth. At times, I fear, 

1 am not in my perfect mind ;’ — and yet my heart and 
lead have stood many a crash, and what should ail tliem 
low ? They prey upon themselves, and I am sick — sick 
Prithee, undo this button ; why should a cat, a rat, a 
log, have life, and t/iou no life at all ?’ Six-and-twenty 
/ears, as Uiey call them why, I might and should have 
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been a Pasha by tliis time. * I ’gui to bo a weary of the 
sun.* 

“Buonaparte is not yet beiUen; but has rebutted 
Blucher, and repiqued Swartzenburg. This it is to have 
a head. If ho again wins, ‘ Va; viclisl’ 

“Sunday, March 6. 

“On Tuesday last dined with Rogers, — Mad®, do 
Sta^l, Mackintosh, Slieridun, Erskine, and Payne Ivnight, 
Lady Donegall and Miss R. tliero. Sheridan told a 
very good story of himself and M®. de Recanher’s hand- 
kcrcJiief ; Erskine a few stories of himself only. She is 
going to write a big book about England, slie says ; — I 
believe her. Asked by her liow I liked Miss ♦ * ’s thing, 
called * *, and answered (very sincerely) that I tliought 
it very bad for her, ami worse than any of the others, 
Afterw'ard thought it possible Lady Donegall, being Irish, 
might he a Patroness of * and was rather sorry for 
my oj>inion, as I hate putting ficoplo into fusses, either 
widi themselves, or tlicir favourites ; it looks as if one did 
it on pur|K)se. Tlie party went off very w'elJ, and the 
fish was very mucli to my gusto. But wc got up loo 
soon after tlie women ; and Mrs. Corinne always lingers 
so lung after dimier, (iiat we wish her in— tlie drawing- 
room. 

“ To-day C. called, and, while sitting here, in canrm 
Mcrivale. During our colloquy, C. (ignorant that M. 
was the waiter) abused the ‘mawkishness of the Q,uar- 
terly Review of Grimm’s Correspondence,’ I (knowing 
tlie secret) dianged the conversation as soon as 1 could; 
and C. went away, quite convinced of having made the 
most favourable impression on his new acquaintance. 
Mcrivale is luckily a very good-natured fellow, or God 
lie kriow's what might liave Iwon ciigenilored from such a 
malaprop. 1 did not look at him while this was going on, 
bm 1 felt like a coal, — for 1 like Mcrivale, as well as tlio 
article in question. * * ♦ * ♦ ♦ 

“ Asked to Ijady Keith's to-inorrow evening — I think I 
will go ; but it is Uic first party invitation I have accepted 
this ‘ season,’ as the learned Fletcher called it, wdieri that 
youngest brat of LiuJy + '+• ’s cut my eye and chock open 
with a misdinjcted pebble — ‘Nevermind, my lord, tlie 
scar will be gone before tlie mtff/n;’ as if one’s eye was 
of no importance in tlio mean lime. 

“ I.ord Erskine called, and gave mo his famous pamph- 
let, wiiJi a marginal note and ctjrroctioiis in his handwri- 
ting. Sent it to be bound siqjcrbly, and shall treasure it, 

“ Sent my fine print of Napoleon to be framed. It u 
framed ; tuid the emperor becomes his robes as if he had 
been hatched in tliem. 

“ Marcli 7. 

“Rose at seven — ready by half past eight— went to 
Mr. Hanson’s, BerkeU^y-squaro — went to church witli 
his eklest daughter, Mary Anne, (a gocnl girl,) and gave 
her away to the Earl of Portsmouth. Saw her fairly a 
countess — coiigralnlatod the family and groom (bride) — 
drank a bumper of wine (wholesome sherris) to their 
felicity, and all that, — and came home. Asked to stay 
to dinner, but could not. At throe sat to Phillips for 
faces. Called on Lady M. — I like lier so well, tliat I 
always stay too long, (Mem. — to mend of that.) 

* Passed the evening with llobliouse, who has begun a 
Poem, whicli promises higlily ; — wish he would go on 
wjtli it. Heard some curious extracts from a life of 
Morosini, the blundering Venetian, who blew up the 
Acrofxilis at Athens with a bomb, and be d— d to him ! 
Waxed sleepy, — ^^just come homo, — must go to be<i, and 
am engaged to meet Sheridan to-morrow at Rogers’s. 

“ Q,ueer ceremony that same of marriage — saw many 
abroad, Greek and Catholic — one, at /inline, many years 
ago- There be B<»me strange phrases in the prologue, 

(the exIiurUtion,) nlik y made rno turn away, not to laugh 
in the face of Uio s^iirpliceinan. Made one blunder, mtIkm 



243 


EXTRACTS PROM A JOURNAL, !814. 


I joined the hands of the happy — rammed their left 
hands, by mistake, into one another. Corrected it — 
bustled back to the altar-rail, and said * Amen* Ports- 
mouth responded as if he had got the whole by heart; 
and, if any thing, was rather before the priest. It is now 
midiu^t, and ♦ * * * 

“ March 10, Thor’s Day. 

^ On Tuesday dined with Rogers — Mackintosh, Sheris 
dan, Sharpe--4nuch talk, and good— all, except my own 
little prattlement. Mu(^ of old times — ^Home T<^e, — 
the Trials, — evidence of Sheridan, — and anecdotes of 
those times, when /, alas ! was an infant. If 1 had been 
a man, I would havo made an English Lord Edward 
Fitzgerald. 

“Set down Sheridan at Brookes’s — ^where, by-the-by, 
he could not have well set down liimself, as he and I were 
the only drinkers. Sherry means to stand for Westmin- 
ster, as Cochrane (tlie stock-jobbing hoaxer) must vacate. 
Brougham is a candidate. I fear for poor dear Sherry. 
Both have talents of the highest order, but the youngster 
has a character. Wo shall see, if he lives to Sherry’s 
age, how he will pass over the rtnl-hot ploughshares of 
public life, I do n’t know why, but I hate to see the old 
ones lose ; particularly Sheridan, notwithstanding all his 
m^chancetd, 

“ Received many, and the kindest, thanks from Lady 
Portsmouth, yjfcre and ?ntre, for my match-making. I do n’t 
regret it, as she looks tlic countess well, and is a very good 
girl. It is odd how well she carries her new honours. 
She looks a ditferent woman, and high-bred, too. I had 
no idea that I could make so go<xi a {>ecrcss. 

“Went to the play witii Hobhouso. Mrs. Jordan 
superlative in Hoyden, and Jones well enough in Fop- 
pington. fVhai plays! what wit!— helas! Congreve 
and Vanbrugh are your only comedy. Our society is too 
insipid now for the like copy. Would not go to Lady 
Keith’s. Hobliouse thought it odd. I wonder he should 
like parties. If one is in love, and wants to break a com- 
mandment and covet any thing that is there, they do very 
well. But to go out among the mere herd, without a 
motive, jdeasure, or pursuit — ^’sdeath 1 ‘ I ’ll none of it.’ 
Ho told me an odd re[)ort ; that I am the actual Conrad, 
the veritable Corsair, and that part, of my travels are sup- 
posed to havo passed in privacy. Um ! people sometimes 
hit near the truth ; hut never the whole truth. H. do n’t 
know what I was about tlie year after he left die Levant ; 
nor does any one— nor— nor — ^iior — however, it is a lie ; 
but, *• I doubt the equivocation of the fiend that lies like 
truth!’ 

“ I shall have letters of importance to-morrow. Wliicli, 
♦ or * ♦ ? heigho !— * ♦ is in my heart, * in my 

head, * ♦ in my eye, and the ringle one, Heavenjinows 
where. All write, and will be answered. ‘ Since I liave 
crept in favour with myself, I must maintain it but I 
never * mistook my person,’ though I think others have. 

^ ♦ called to-day in great despair about his mistress, 

who has taken a freak of ♦ * *. He began a letter to 
her, but was obliged to stop short— I iinished it for him, 
and he copied and sent it. If he holds out and keeps to 
my instructions of affected indifference, she will lower her 
colours. If rfie do n't, he will, at least, get rid of her, 
and she do n’t seem much worth keeping. But die poor 
lad is in love — if that is the case, she will win. When 
they once discover their power, Jlnila h la musica* 

“ Sleepy, and must go to bed. 

“ Tuesday, March 15. 

“Dined yesterday with R., Mackintosh, and Sharpe 
Sheridan could not come. Sharpe told several very 
amusing anecdotes of Henderson, the actor. Stayed dll 
late, and came home,— having drank so much tea, that 1 
did not get to sleep dll six t& loomisg. R. says I am 
to be in this duarterly— cut up, 1 prsiume, os they *hab 


ua youth.* N*importe, As Sharpe was passing by the 
doors of some Debating Society (the Westminster Fo- 
rum) in liis way to dinner, he saw rubricked on the walls, 
ScoU*8 name and mine — Which the best poety being 
the quesdon of the evening ; and 1 suppose all the Tem- 
plars and vxndddKS took our rhymes in vain, in the course 
>f the controversy. Which had the greater show of 
lands, I neither know nor care ; but I feel the coupling of 
the names os a compliment, — ^though 1 think Scott de- 
serves bettor company. 

ilf * * * Sf 

“ W. W, called — Lord Erskine, Lord Holland, &c. Ac. 
Wrote to ♦ * the Corsair report. She says she do n*t 
wonder, since ‘ Conrad Is so like* It is odd that one, who 
knows me so tlioroughly, should tell me this to my face. 
However, if she do n’t know, nobody can. 

“Mackintosh is, it seems, the writer o£ the defensive 
letter in the Morning Chronicle. If so, it is very kind, 
and more than 1 did for myself. 

“Told Murray to secure for me BandcUo’s Italian 
Novels at the sale to-morrow. To mo they will be nuts, 
Reddc a satire on myself called ‘ Anti-Byron,’ and told 
Murray to publish it if he liked. The object of Uie 
author is to prove mo an Athei.st and a systematic con- 
spirator against law and government. Some of the verse 

good ; the prose I do n’t cjuito understand. He asserts 
that iny ‘ deleterious works’ have had an ‘ etfcct upon civil 
society, which requires, &c. &c. &c.’ and his own poetry, 
t is a leiigtliy poem, and a long preface, with an harmo- 
aious titlepagc. Like the fly in the fable, I seem to have 
;ol U}K>n a wheel which makes much dust ; but, unlike 
he said fly. I do not takc^ it all for my own raising. 

“A letter from JBetla, which I answered. I shall ko in 
:)ve witli her again, if I do n’t take care. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“1 shall begin a more regular system of reading soon 

“ Thursday, March 17. 

“I have been sparring witli Jackson fur exercise tliis 
morning; and mean to continue and renew my acquaint- 
onco with the muflles. My chest, and arms, and wind 
are in very gofxl plight, and I aiii not in flesh. I used to 
be a hard lutler, and my arms arc very long for my height 
(5 feet inches.) At any rate, exercise is good, and 
tois the severest of all ; fencing and the broadsword never 
fatigued me half so much. 

“Redde the ‘Cluarrels of Authors’ (anotlier sort of 
sparring) — a new work, by that most entertaining and 
researching writer, Israeli. They seem to be an irritable 
set, and I wish myself well out of it. ‘I ’ll not march 
hrough Coventry with them, that ’s flat.’ What the 
devil had 1 to do w'ith scribbling ? It is too late to inquire, 
and all regret is useless. But, an’ it were to do again,— 
I should write ogtun, 1 suppose. Such is human nature, 
at least iny share of it ; — though I shall think better of 
myselij if I have sense to stop now. If I have a wife, 
and Uiat wife has a son — ^by any body — will bring up 
mine heir in the ^ost anti-poetical way — ^make h& a 
lawyer, or a pirate, or — any thing. But if he writes too, 
1 shall be sure ho is none mine, and cut liim off with a 
bank token. Must write a letter — three o’clock. 

“Sunday, March 20. 

“I intended to go to Lady Hardwicke’s, but won’t. I 
always begin the day with a bias towards going to parties ; 
but, as the evening advances my stimulus fails, and I 
hairily ever go out — and, when I do, always regret it. 
This might have been a pleasant one; — at least the 
hostess is a very superior woman. Lady LansdowneVi to- 
morrow— Lady Heathcote’s W ednesday . U m !— I must 
spur myself into gomg to some of them, or it will look tike 
rudeness, and it is better to do as other people do— oon 
found them! 
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**Red(Ie Machtavel, parts of Chardin, and Sismondi, 
and Bandelloj— »by starts. Redde die Edinburgh, 44. 
just come out. In tJio beginning of the article on ‘Edge- 
wortli’s Patronage,’ I have gotten a higli compliment, I 
perceive. Whether this is creditable to me, I know not ; 
but it does honour to tlie editor, because he once abused 
me. Many a man will retract praise ; none but a high- 
spirited miiid will revoke its censure, or can praise the 
man it has once attacked. 1 have often, since my return 
to England, heard Jeffrey most highly commended by 
tliose who know him for things independent of his talents. 
1 admire him for /his— not because he has praised me {I 
have been so praised elsewhere and abused, alternately, 
that mere habit has rendered mo as indifferent to both as 
a man at twenty-six can be to any thing,) hut because he 
is, perhaps, the only man who, under the relations in which 
he and I stand, or stood, with regard to each other, wouki 
liave had the liberality to act thus ; none but a great soul 
dared hazard it. The height on which he stands ha.s not 
made him giddy ; — a little scribbler would have gone on 
cavilling to the end of the chapter. As to the justice of 
his fianogyric, that is matter of taste. Th»;re are plenty 
to (junstion it, and glad, too, of the opjxirtunity. 

“Jjord J^Irskinc called to-day. lie mcjms to carry 
down his reflections on the war — or rather wars — to tin* 
present day. I trust lliat he will. Must send to Mr. 
Murray to get the binding of my copy of his pamphlet 
finished, as Lord K. has pnmiised me to correct it, and 
add some marginal notes to it. Any thing in his hand- 
writing will he a treasure, which will gather comjiouiid 
interest from years. Erskuie has high expectations of 
Mackintosh’s [iromisod History. Uiidoubt<;dly it must he 
a classic, when finished. 

^‘Sparred with Jackson again yestenlay morning, and 
shall to-morrow. I feel all the bettor for it, in s[>irits, 
tliough my arms and shoulders are very stiff from it. 
Mom . — to at tend the pugilistic dinner . Marquis Huntley 
is in t)ic chair. 

“Lord Erskinc thinks that minislcr.s must be in peril of 
going out. So niucli the bolter for him. To me it i.s the 
same w ho are in or out ; — we want something more than 
a change of ministers, and sonu; day we will liavo it. 

“ I n meinber, in riding from Chrisso to Castri (IJel- 
phos) along the sides of Pania.s.sus, I saw six eagles in 
the air. It is uncommon to see so many together ; and 
it was the number — not the species, whicli is common 
enough — that excited my attention. 

“ The last bird I ever fire.d at was an eaglet^ on the 
shore of the Gulf of Lepanto, near Vostitza. It was 
only wound('.(l, and I tried to save it, the eye was so 
bright ; but it pined, and died in a few days ; and I never 
did since, and never will, attempt the death of another 
bird. I wonder what put these two things into my hcatl 
just now? I have been reading SlsnnuuU, and there is 
nothing there that could induce tlic recollection. 

“I am mightily taken with Braccio di Mon tone, Gio- 
t&nni Galeazzo, and Ecccllino. But the last is riot 
Bracciaferro, (of the same name.) Count of Kavenna, 
whoso history I want to trace. There is a fine engraving 
in Lavater, from a picture by Fuseli, of that Ezzelin, 
over the body of Meduna, punished by him for a hitch in 
her constancy during his absence in the Crusades. He 
was right— but I want to know tlie story. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

“ Tuesday, March 22. 

“Last night, party at Lansdowne-house. To-night, 
party at Lady Charlotte Greville’s— deplorable waste of 
time, and something of temper. Nothing imparted — 
nothing act juired— talking witJiout idca.s — if any tiling 
like thmgfU in ray mind, it was not on the subjects on 
which we wore gabbling. Heiglio! — anil in Uiis way 
half London jiass what is called life. To-morrow tiicre 


is Lady Hcathcotc’s — shall I go ? yes— to punish myself 
fm* not having a pursuit. 

“ Let me see — what did I see ? The only person who 
much struck me was Lady S + d s eldest daughter, 
Lady C, L. They say she i.s not pretty. I do n’t know 
—every thing is jiretty that pleases ; hut there is an air 
of soul about her — and her colour changes — and there is 
that shyness of the antelope (whu;h J delight in) in her 
manner so much, that I observed her more than I did any 
other woman in the rooms, and only kxiked at any tiling 
else when I thought she might perceive and feed embar- 
rassed by my scrutiny. After all, tliere may be some- 
thing of a.ssociation in this. She is a friend of Augus- 
ta’s, and whatever she loves, I can’t help liking. 

“ Her mother, the marchioness, talked to me a little; 
and I was twenty times on the point of asking her to 
introtluc(! me to saJiUcj but I stopped short. This comes 
of that alfray with tlio Carlisles. 

“ Earl Grey told me, laughingly, of a paragraph in the 
lust Moniteur^ wliich has stated, among otlier symptoms 
i>f rebellion, some particular.s of the srnsaiion occasioned 
in all our goviTiiment gazettes by lh<j ‘ tear’ lines, — only 
anijdifying, in ils restatement, an epigram (by-the-by, no 
jiigiam excejit in the Ci/rik acceptation of the word) 
into a roman. I wonder the Couriers, &c. &c. have not 
translated that jiart of the Moniteur, wdtli additional 
:’.omnienls. 

“The Prinecs.s of Wales has requested Fuseli to 
|iaiiit from ‘the Corsair leaving to him the choice of any 
jiassagc for the subject : so Mr. Ltx’.kc tells me. Tired, 
jaded, selfish, and supine — must go to bed. 

“ Romany at legist Rowanccy means a song sometimes, 
as in the Spanish. I suppose tliis is tlie Moniteur’s 
meaning, unless he lias confused it willi ‘ tlie Corsair.* 

“Albany, March 28. 

“ This night got into my now apartments, rented of 
Lord Althorjie, on a lease of seven years. Spacious, and 
room for my books and sabres. In the Acmse, too, another 
advantage. The last few days, or whole week, have 
been very abstemious, regular in exercise, and yet very 
itnwell. 

“Yc.sterday, ilined tltc^h^tUe at the Cocoa with Scrope 
Davies — sale from six till midnight — drank between us 
one bottle of champaign and six of claret, neither of 
which wines ever affect me. Offered to take Scrope 
'lome in my carriage ; but he was tipsy and pious, and I 
was obliged to leave him on his knees, praying to I know 
not what purjiose or pagod. No headache, nor sickness 
that night nor to-day. Got up, if any thing, earlier than 
usual — sparred witlj Jackson atl sudoremy and have been 
much better in hcaltli than for many days. I have heard 
otliiiig more from Serope. Yij.sterday paid him four 
thousand eight hundred pounds — a debt of some stand- 
tig, and which I wished to have jtaid befijre. My mind 
<» much relieved by the removal of that dehit. 

“ Augusta wants me to make it up with Carlisle. I 
have refused every body else, but I can’t deny her any 
thing so 1 must e’en do it^ though 1 had as lief ‘drink up 
Kisel— <jat a crocodile.’ Let mo see — Ward, the Hol- 
lands, tlie Lambs, Rogers, &c. &c. — oveiy body more or 
less, have been trying for the last two years to accommo- 
date this couplet quarrel to no purpose. I shall laugh if 
Augusta succeeds. 

“Redde a little of many things — sliall get in all my 
books to-inorrow. Luckily, this room will hold them— • 
with ‘ample room and verge, &c. the characters (^hell to 
trace.’ I must set about some employment soon ; my 
hi^art begins to eat itself again. 

“ April 8. 

“Out of town six tlays. On my return, find my (X)or 
lilllc pagiKl, Na{M)leoii, pushed off his pedestal; tho 
liievcH an; in I’aris# It is his own fault. Like Mila ho 
‘.ould rend tii4 uqk ; but it closed again, wedged hia 
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handS} and now the beastfi-— lion, bear, down to the dirti- 
est jackall— may all tear him. That Muscovite wintei 
itmlged his arms ; ever since, he has fouji;ht with his fee 
and teeth. The last may stiD leave their marks ; and * I 
guess now* (as the Yankies say) that ho will yet play 
diem a pass. He is in their rear— between them and 
their homes. Q,uery— will they over reach tliem ? 

* Saturday, April 9, 1814. 

I mark this day ! 

"Napoleon Buonaparte has abdicated the throne of tlic 
world. * Excellent well.’ Metliinks Sylla did better: 
for he revenged, and resigned in the height of his sway, 
red with the slaughter of his foes — the finest instance of 
glorious contempt of the rascals ii]>on record. Diocletian 
did well too— Amurath not anii.ss, had he become aught 
except a dervise— Charles the t’ifth hut so, so— but Na- 
poleon, worst of all. What! wait fill they were in his 
capital, and then talk of his readiness to give up what is 
already gone ! ! * What whining monk art thou — ^wliat 
holy cheat?’ ’Sdeafh! Dionysius at Corinth was yet a 
king to this. The < Isle of Elba’ to retire to ! Wcdl— if 
it ha<l been Caprea, I should have marvelled less. ‘ I see 
men’.s mirid-s are but a parcel of tlieir fortunes.* I am 
utterly bewildered and confounded. 

“ 1 do n’t know— but I tliink /, oven /, (an insect com- 
piled witli tJiis creature,) have set iny life on casts not a 
millionth pan of this man’s. But, after all, a crovrn may 
be not worth dying for. Yet, to outlive TjhU for Ihi.s ! ! ! 
Oh that Juvenal or Johnson could rise from the d(‘atl ! 
*Exponde — quot libras in duce sumrno invonies?’ I 


“AprU 10. 

" T do not know that I am happiest when alone ; but 
this I am sure of, that I never am long in the siwicty evcfii 
of her I love, (Clod knows too well, and die Devil probably 
too,) without a yearning for the company of my lamp 
and my utterly confused and tunibled-over library. Even 
in the day, 1 send away iny carriage ofiener than I yse or 
abuse it. Per esempio^ — I have not stirred out of these 
rooms jfiir these four days past: but I have sparred for 
exercise (windows open) with Jackson an hour daily, to 
attenuate and keep up the ethereal part of md. The 
more violent th(^ fatigue, the better my spirits for the rest 
of ih<i day ; and then, my evenings have that calm nothing- 
ness of languor, which 1 most didight in. To-day I have 
boxcil one hour — written an odo to Napoleon Buonaparte 
— ropU'd it — eaten six biscuits — drunk four bottles of 
soda-water — redde aw ay the rest of my time — besides 
giving poor * * a world of advice about this mistress of 
lis, who is plaguing him into a phthisic and intoIcTable 
tediousness. 1 am a Jirelty fellow truly to lecture about 
‘ the sect.’ No matter, my counsels are all thrown aw'ay . 

"April 19,1814. 

"There is ice at both poles, north and south — all 
extremes are the same — misery belongs to the highest 
and the lowest only, — to the emperor and the beggar, 
when iinsixpenced and unthroned. "I’here is, to be sure, 
a damned insipid medium — an equinoctial line — ^no one 
knows where, e.\cept ujion maps and measurement. 

‘ .And nil hnr yeaUrdaya have lightfid fool# 

The w.iylo thi»ty dtnlh,’ 


riwi^h^fiLir^livinl^L!^ mortality ; hut I j further journal of that same hestornal 

iin»«nal illnni rt K *1 ' -Alas, this torchlight; and, to prevent me from returning, lilm a 

im^nal diamond hath a flaw in It, an<l IS aowharclly fit U. ,i„g, u> Uin v.miit of m<-i.K>ry, 1 (oar oiK (he remaining 
stick in & s pcncii i tlic nen oC tlic {iistoriHii won^f i r *1 * i i ^ ^ 

rat* it worU. a dticat. ‘ I that 

“P«l.a! ‘«om«U.ingtoom.mhof tlna.> Bn( J won’t give I t ' i r" ’M’ I’l-loRophy’ 


EXTRACTS FROM A JOURNAL 

IN SWITZERLAND. 


" September 1 8, 1 81 6. 

" Testerclay, September 17th, I set out with Mr. Hob- 
house on on excursion of some days to the rnoimtains. 

“Septemlrcr 17. 

"Rose at five ; left Diotlati about seven, in one of the 
country carriage.s, (achar-h,-banc,) our servants on horse- 
back. Weather very fine; the lake calm and dear; 
Mont Blanc and the Aiguille of Argenti^res both very 
di,stiiKil.j the lurdm-s of the hike luautiful. Reached 
before sunset ; stopjied and slept at • 

’ at nine ; slept till five o’dock. 

, “September 18. 

courier ; got up. ilobhousc walked on 
bofoB; ^ irale from Lausanno, tho *-oad overflowed by 


the lake ; got on horseback, and rode till within a mile of 
Vevay. The colt young, but went very well. Overtook 
Hobhouse, and resumed die carriage, which is an open 
one. Stopped at Vevay two hours, (tho second time I 
had vi.sitea it;) walked to tho church; view from tho 
churchyard superb: within it General Imdlow (the regi- 
(ude’s) monument— black marble— long inscription— 
Latin, but simple ; he was an exile tw'o-and-thirty years 
—one of king Charles’s judges. Near him Broughton 
(who read King t'harlos’s sentence to Charles Stuaxt) is 
buried, with a queer and rather canting, but still a republi- 
can inscription. Ludlow’s house shown ; it retains still 
its inscription— ‘ Omne solum forti patria.’ Walked 
down to tho lake side ; servants, carriage, saddle-horses 
—all set off and left us plantcs Ih^ by some mistake, 
we walked on after them towards Clarons ; Hobhouse 
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ran on before, and overtook them at last. Arrived tli, 
second time (first time was by water) at ("larens. Wen 
to Chillon tlirou^di scenery wortliy of I know not whom 
went over the Castle of Chillon again, (^n our rctun. 
met an English party in a carriage ; a lady in it fai 
aslet;jj — fast asleep in the most anti-narcotic spot in th 
world— excellent • ^ rein<’.mber at Chamoiini, in the very 
eyes of Motit Blanc, hearing another woman, Englk 
also, exclaim to fier party, ‘ Did you ever see any thin, 
more rural?' — as if it was Highgate, or Hampstead, c 
BromfAon, or Hayes — Rural!’ quotha? — Rwks, pinei 
torrents, glaciers, clouds, and suimnils of eternal snow fai 
above them — and ‘rural!’ 

“After a slight aiiil short dinner we visited the Clhiteai 
de ('larens ;* an English woman has ri'iitcd it rocciitl 
(it was not Jet w’hen I saw il first ;) tlie roses arc gon 
witii their summer; lli(‘ family out, hut the servants de 
sired us to walk over (he interior of the mansion. Saw 
on the table of the saloon Blair’s Sermons, and somebody 
else (T forg(‘t wiu/s) sermons, and a set of noisy cliildren 
Saw all worth seeing, and then desc<uid('d totlie ‘Bosquei 
dc Julie,' itc. &,c. ; our gui<le full of Rousseau, whom he 
is eternally confoinjiling with St. I’rcux, and mixing tht 
man and the book. VV(‘nt again as far as Chillon ti, 
revisit the little torrent from tlie hill behind it. Suiis»‘t 
reflected in the lake. Have to get up at five to-morrow 
to cross the mountains on horsidiack ; carriage, to he sent 
round ; lodged at my old cottage — hospitable and com- 
fortalile; tired witli a linigish ride on the colt, and the 
suhseipiont jt»lting of the cliar-h-banc, and my scramble 
in the hot suii. 

“ M(!m. 'rho corporal who showed the wonders of | 
(Jliillon was a.s drunk as JJlurher; he was deaf also, and 
linking every one else so, roared out the legends of the 
castle so fearfully. — llowevt'r, we saw things from tlie 
gallows to tile dungeons, ■! (the potmrr and thceacAo/s,) and 
feliiriieJ to (Jlarcns with more freedom than belonged t 
dm fifteenth century. 

“ Septeinher 19. 

“Rose at five. Crossed iJio mountains to Monlbovon 
on horseback, and on mules, and, by dint of scrambling, on 
foot also ; the whole route beautiful us a dream, and now 
to me almost as indistinct. 1 am so tired ; — for tlioiigh 
liealtliy, I have not tlie strength I possessed but a few 
years ago. At Montbovon we bn^akfasted ; afterward, 
eu a steep ascent, disrnouiiteil ; tumbled down; cut a 
finger open ; the baggage also got loose an<l fell down a 
ravine, till stopped by a large tree ; rtjcovered baggage ; 
horse tired and drwping; mounted mule. At the ap- 
proach of the summit of Dent Jurnenlj dismounted again 
with Hobliouse and all the party. Arrived at a lake in 
the very bosom of the mountains ; left our (jiiadrupcds 
with a shepherd, and ascended farther ; came to some 
snow in patches, upon which my forehead’s pisrspiralion 
fell like rain, making tlie same dints as in a sieve ; the cliiil 
of tlie wind and the snow turned me giddy, but I scram- 
(rfjled on and upwards. Hobliouse went to tfie highest 
pinnacle ; I did not, but paused within a few yards (at an 
opening of the cliff.) In coming down, the guide tumbled 
tliree times; 1 fell a laughing, and tumbled too— -the 
descent luckily soft, tliough stecii and slippery : Hobhouse 
also fell, but nobody hurt. The whole of tJie mountains 
superb. A shepherd on a very steeji and high cliff play- 
ing upon Ills pipe ;§ very dilferent from ArnuUaf wfierc 1 
saw the pastors with a long musket instead of a crook, 
and pistols in their girdles. Our Swiss shepherd’s pipe 
was sweet, and his tune agreeable. I saw a cow strayed ; 
am told tliat tliey often break their necks on and over the 
crags. Descended to Montbovon ; pretty scraggy village, 
with a wild river and a wooden bridge. Hobhouse went 

• See Childc Harold, Canto III, Staiijia 99, Ac. 22fl Note to Cliilde 
Harold, Canto III. t Prianner of Chillon, Note. 8d, &c. 

4 . D«d( dc Jamaa. § Manfred, Act 1. Scene 


to fish — caught one. Our carriage not come ; our horses 
mules, &c. knocked up ; ourselves fatigued. 

“ riic view from the highest points of to-day’s journey 
comprised on one side the grtjatest part of Lake T.^ mnn j 
on the other, the valleys and mountain of the canton of 
Fribourg, and an immense plain, with tlie lakes of Neuf- 
chAtcl and Morat, and all whicli the borders of the Lake 
of Geneva inherit; we had botli sides of the Jura before 
us in one point of view, vrith Alps in plenty. In passing a 
ravine, the guide recommended strenuously a quickening 
of pace, as the stones fall with great rapidity and occa- 
sional damage ; the adviire is excellent, but, like moat good 
advir:e, imjiracticahlc, the road being so rough tliat neither 
mules, nor mankind, nor horses, can make any violent 
progress. Passed without fractures or menace thereof. 

“ 'J’ho music of tlie cow’s bells* (for tlieir wealth, like the 
patriarch’s, is cattle) in the pastures, which reach to a 
btright fitr above any mountains in Britain, and (he sheji- 
lerds shouting to us from crag to crag, and playing on 
-heir reeds where the steeps appeared almost inaccessible, 
with the surrounding scenery, realized all that I have over 
H ard or imaginexl of a pastoral existence : — much more so 
hail Greece or Asia Minor ; for there we arc a little too 
much of the sabre and musket order, and if (here is a crook 
111 one hand, you arc sure to see a gun in the other: — but 
Ills was jHire and unmixed — solitary, savage, and patri- 
.rchal. As we went, they played Uie ‘Rans des Vachesi* 
jid other airs, by way of farewell. I havti lately repcopled 
ny mind with nature, 

“September 20. 

“Up at six; off at eight. The whole of this day’s 
journey at an average of between from 2700 to 3000 feet 
bove the level of the sea. This valley, the longest, nar- 
owcst,and considered the finest oftJic Alps, little traversed 
y travellers. Saw tlie bridge of La Roche, The bed of 
u‘ river very low and deep, between immense rocks, and 
ipid a.s anger ; — a man and mule said to have tumbled 
ver without tiamage. The people looked free, and happy, 
and rich (vvfiich last implies neither of the former ;) tho 
:ow8 superb ; a bull nt^arly leaped into the char-h-banc — 
agrcf'able coini>ariion in a postchaise ;’ goats and sheep 
cry thriving. A mountain with enormous glaciers to the 
ight — Uie Klitzgerberg; fartlier on, tlie ilocktliorn — nice 
latnes- soft! — •S'toek/wru, I believe, very lofty and 

craggy, patched with snow only ; no glaciers on it, but 
lonie gooil epaulettes of clouds. 

“Passed the boundaries, out of Vaud and into Berne 
antxin ; French exchanged for bad German ; the district 
iimous fi>r cheese, liberty, property, and no taxes. Hob- 
louse went to fish — caught none. Strolled lx> tlie river ; 
aw' boy and ki<i; kid fdlowi'd him like a dog ; kid could 
lot get over a fence, and bleated piteously ; tried myself, 

) help kid, but nearly overset both self and kid into tlio 
ver. Arrived hero about six in the evening. Nine 
'clock — going to bed ; not tired to-day, but hope to sleep, 
cvertheless. 

“ September 21. 

“Off early. The valley of Simmcntliul as before. En- 
•ance to tlie plain of Thoun very narrow ; high rocks, 
'ooded to the top ; river ; new mountains, with fine glaciers. 
,akc of Thoun ; extensive plain with a girdle of Alps. 
iValked down to tlie Chateau de Schadau; view along 
le lake ; crossed the river in a boat rowed by women, 
fhoun a very pretty town. The whole day’s journey 
llpine and proud. 

“September 22. 

“Left Thoun in a boat, which carried us the IcngUi of 
te lake in throe hours. The lake small ; but the banks 
me. Rocks down to tho water’s edge. Landed at New- 
lause; passed Interlachen; entered upon a range ol 
icenes beyond all^ description, or prerious conception. 

ilaafr«d, Act I, Scene 3d. 
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Pfcwted a rock ; ipicrytioii^^^tWQ broth era -one murdered tvhole woods of withered pineSi all withered i* trunks 
the other; just the place for it. After a variety of windings stripped and liteles^ branches lifeless ; done by a single 
?^ame to an enormous rock. Arrived at the foot of the winter, 
aountain, (the Jungfrau, that is, Uie Maiden;) glaciers; 

.arrents ; one of tiiese torrents nmc hwndred/eet in height * September 24, 

3 f visible descent. Lodged at tlie curate’s. Set out to * Set off at seven ; up at five. I’assed the black 
lec die valley ; heard an avalanche fall, like thunder ; jlacier, the mountain W etterhom on the right ; crossed 
glaciers enormous; storm came on, thunder, lightning, hail; 'he Scheideck mountain; came to the glacier, said 
sll in peiiection, beautiful. I was on horseback ; guide >0 be the largest and finest in Switzerland. / think the 
wanted to cany my cane ; 1 was going to give it him, Bossons glacier at Chamouni as fine ; Hobhouse does not. 
when I recollected that it was a sword-stick, and I thought Jaine to the Reichcnbach waterfall, two hundred feet 
the lightning might be attracted towards him; kept it igb? halted to rest the liorses. Arrived in the valley 
myself: a good deal incumbered witli it, as it was too sf Oberland ; rain came on ; drenched a little ; only four 
heavy fix a whip, and the horse was stupid, and stood with riours’ rain, however, in eight days. Game to the lake 
every other peal. Got in, not very wet, tlie cloak being >f Brientz, then to the town of Brientz ; changed. In 
stanch. Hobhouse wet through ; Hobhouse took refuge the evening, four Swiss peasant girls of Oberhasli came 
in cottage ; sent man, umbrella, and cloak (from tlie and sang the airs of their country ; two of the voices 
curate’s when I arrived) after him. Swiss curate’s house Dcautiful— the tunes also ; so wild and original, and at the 
very good indeed — much better than most English vicar- same time of great sweetness. The singing is over ; hut 
ages. It is immediately opposite the torrent I spoke of. he.low stairs 1 hear the notes of a fiddle, which bode no 
The torrent is in sliape curving over tho rock, like die tail good to my night’s rest ; I shall go down and see the 
of a white horse streaming in the wind, such as it might dancing. 


be conceived would be that of the ‘ pale horse’ on which 
Death is mounted in the Apocalypse.* It is neither mist 
nor water, but a something between both ; its immense 
height (nine hundred feet) gives it a wave or curve, a 
spreading here, or condensation there, wonderful and inde- 
scribable. 1 tliink, upon the whole, that this day has been 
better than any of th^ present excursion. 

“ Septembtsr 23. 

“Before ascending the mountain, went to the torrent 
(seven in the iru)ming) again ; the sun upon it, forming a 
rainbowf of tlie lower part of all colours, but principally 
purple and gold ; the bow moving as you move ; 1 never 
saw any thing like tliis ; it is only in die suriKhiiiu. As- 
cended the Wengen mountain; at noon reached a valley 
on the summit ; left the horses, took off my coat, and 
went to die summit, seven thousand feet (English feet) 
above the level of the sea, and about five thousand ahovr 
tho valley wo left in the morning. On one side, our view 
comjirised the Jungfrau, with her glaciers ; dien the 
Dent d’Argent, shining like truth ; then the Little Giant, 
(die Kleine Ei^or ;) and the Great Giant, (tho Grossc 
Eighor,) and last, not least, the Wetterhorn. I'hc height 
of the Jungfrau is 13,000 feet above the sea, 11,000 above 
dw valley : she is die higlie.st of this range. Hoard du 
avalanches falling every five minutes nearly. From 
whence we stood, on the Wcngeii Alp,t we had all these 
in view cm one side ; on tho odier, the clouds rose froii 
die opfiosite valley, curling up perpendicular precipice! 
like the foam of the ocean of hell, during a spring tide— 
it was white and sulphury, and immeasurably deep in 
appearance. The side we ascended was (c^ cour.se) nol 
of so prccipitoius a nature ; hut on arriving at die summit 
we lo^ed down upon the other side upon a boiling sci 
of cloud, dashing against the crags on w hich wo stood, 
(these crags on one side quite perpendicular.) Stayed 
a quarter of an hour; licgan to descend ; quite clear irom 
doud on that side of the mountain. In passing the masses 
of snow, I made a snowball and pelted Hobliouse with it. 

“Got down to our horses again; eat something; re- 
mounted; heard the avalanches still; came to a morass; 
Hohhouse»dismounted to got over well; I tried to pass 
iny horse over ; the horse sunk up to the chin, and of 
course he and I were in the mud together ; bemired, but 
not hurt ; laughed, and rode on. Arrived at the Grindcl- 
wald; dined, mounted again, and rode to the higher 
glacier— like a frosen hurricane.^ Starlight, beautiful 
but a devil of a path ! Never mind, got s^e in; a little 
lightning, but the whole of the day as fine in point of 
weather as the day on wiiich Paradise was made. Passed 

* Manfred Act II. Scene 2tl. 1 Moufr^, Act 1. Scene 9d. 

t ibid, Act U. Scene ikl. ^ lUd, A^ lU Scene 3d, 


“ September 25. 

“ The whole town of Brientz were apparently gathered 
together in the rooms below ; pretty music and excellent 
ir’altzing: none but peasants; the dancing much better 
than in England ; the English can’t waltz, never could, 
icver will. One man with his pipe in his mouth, but 
danced as well as the others ; some c»ther dances in pairs 
and in fours, and very good. 1 w'cnt to bed, but the 
revelry continued below late and early. Brientz but a 
village. Rose early. Embarked on tho lake of Brientz ; 
rowed by the w’omen in a long boat ; presently wc put to 
shore, and another woman jumped in. It seems it is the 
custom here for tho boats to ho manned by women ; four 
or five men and three women in our bark, all tlie women 
took an oar, and but one man. 

“ Got to Interlachen in three hours; pretty lake; not 
so large as that of Thoun. Dined at Interlachcn. Girl 
gave me some flowersfand made me a speech in Gennan, 
of which 1 know nothing; I do not know whether the 
speech was pretty, but as tlie woman was, I hope so. 
Re-embarked on tlie lake of Thoun ; fell asleep part of 
the way ; sent our horses round ; found people on tho 
shore, blowing up a rods w’ith gunpowder ; they blew it 
up near our btiat, only telling us a minute before ; — mere 
stupidity, but they might have broken our noddles. Got 
to Thoun in the evening ; the weather has been tolerable 
tlie whole day. Bui as the wild part of our tour Is 
finished, it do n’t matter to us ; in al! die desirable part, 
wo have been most lucky in warmth and clearness of 
atmosphere. 

“ September 26. 

* Being out of tho mountains, my journal must be as 
flat as my journey. From Thoun to Berne, good road, 
hedges; villages, industry, property, and all sorts of tokens 
of insipid civilization. From Borne to Fribourg; difloi 
rent canton ; Catholion: ; passed a field of battle ; Swiss 
beat the French in one of the late wars against the 
French republic. Bought a dog. The greater part o£ 
tills tour has been on horseback, on foot, and on mule. 

September 28. 

“Saw the tree planted in honour of the battle of 
Moral ; throe hundred and forty years old ; a good deal 
decayed. Left Fribourg, but first saw the catliedral; 
high tower. Overtook tlie baggage of the nuns of La 
Trappe, who arc removing to Normandy, afterward a 
coach, with a quantity of nuns in it. Proceeded along 
the banks of tho lake of Ncufchdtel ; very (Joasing and 

• Manfred, Act 1. Scene fld. 

1 Olnlde Uaroldj Canto lil.— Song after StiuixaSS* 
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extracts prom a journal. 

Boll, but not so mountainous-- ‘at least, the Jura, not ap- entrance and bridge something like that of Durijam,) 
pealing so^ after tlie Bernese Alps. Reached Yverdun which commands by iar the fairest view of the Lake of 
in the dusk; a long line of large trees on the border ofj Geneva ; twilight; the moon on the lake; a grove on the 
the lake ; fine and sombre ; the Auberge nearly full— a height, and of very noble trees. Here Tavernier (the 
German Princess and suite ; got rooms. eastern traveller) lK>ught (or built) the chateau, because 

die site resembled and equalled that of £riv(m, a frontier 
"September 29. city of Persia ; hero ho finished his voyages, and 1 Uub 
"PBs^ through a fine and flourishing countiy, but not litde excursion,— for I am widiin a few hours of Diodati 
tuountainous. In the evening reached Aubonne, (the and liavc little mwo to see, and no more to say.” 


EXTRACTS FROM A JOURNAL 

IN ITALY. 


“ Ravenna, January 4, 1821. 

®‘A sudden thought strikes me.’ Lot me begin a 
Journal once more. The last I kcfit was in Switzerland, 
^n record of a tour made in the Bernese Alps, which I 
made to send to rny sister in 1816, and I suppose that she 
has It still, for she wrote to me that she was plc;a.sed with 
it. Another, and longer, 1 kept in 1813-1814, which 1 
gave to Thomas Moore in the same year. 

“This morning 1 gat mo up late, as usual— weaUicr 
bad — bad as England — w(»rse. I’ho snow of lost week 
meUiiig to the sirocco of to-day, so that there were two 
d — d things at. once. Could not oven got to ride on 
horseback in the forest. Stayed at home all the morning 
—looked at the fire — wondered when the post would 
come. Post came at the Avo Maria, instead of half-past 
one o’clock, as it ought. Galignani s Mtissengers, six in 
number — a letter from Faenza, but none from England. 
Very sulky in consequence, (for there ought to have been 
letters,) and ate in consequence a copious dinner; fiir 
when I am vexed, it makes me swallow qiuckcr— but 
drank very little. 

"I was out of spirits — read the papers — thought what 
fatM was, on reading, in a case of murder, that ‘Mr. 
Wych, grocer, at Tunbridge, sold some bacon, flour, 
cheese, and, it is believed, some plums, to some gipsy 
woman accused. He had on his counter (I quote faith- 
fully) a book, the Life of Pamela^ which he was tearing 
for iwMte fiaper, &c. &c. In the cheese was found, &c. 
^'and a leaf of Pamela torapped round the baconJ What 
would Richardson, the vainest and luckiest of living 
authors (i. e. while alive) — he who, with Aaron Hill, 
used to prophesy and chuckle over the presumed fall ofj 
Fielding (the prose Homer of human nature) and ofj 
Pope (the most beautiful of poets)— what would he have 
said could he have traced his pages from their place on 
the French prince’s toilets (see Boswell’s Johnson) to tlie 
grocer’s counter and tlie gipsy-murderess’s bacon!!! 

" What would he have said ? what can any body say, 
save what Solomon said long before us ? After all, it 
is but passing from one counter to another, from tlie book- 
seller's to the other tradesman’s — grocer or pastry-cook. 
For my part, 1 have met with most poetry upon trunks ; 
BO that I am apt to consider the trunk-maker M the sex- 
ton of authorship. i 


" Wrote five letters in about half an hour, sliort and 
savage, to all my rascally correspondents. Carriage 
came. Heard the news of three murders at Faenza and 
Forli — a carabiriier, a smuggler, and an attorney— all last 
night. The first two in a quarrel, tlie latter by preme- 
ditation.* 

“ T’hrec weeks ago— almost a month— -the 7th it was— 

I pickeil up the Commandant, mortally wounded, out of 
the street ; he died in my house ; as.Hassins unknown, but 
presumed political. His bretlircn wrote from Romo last 
night to thank me, for having assisted him in his last 
iriomeiits- Poor fellow ! it was a pity ; he was a good 
soldier, but im[)rudcnt. It was eight in tlie evening when 
they killed him. We heard the shot ; my servants and I 
ran out, and found him expiring, with five wounds, two 
whereof mortal — by slugs they seemed. I examined him, 
but dkl not go to the dissection next morning. 

“ Carriage at 8 or so— went to visit I^a Contessa G,— 
found her playing on the piono-furto — talked till ten, when 
the Count, her father, and the no loss Comit, her brother, 
came in from tlie theatre. Play, they said, Alfieri’s 
FilipfK)— well received. 

“ Two days ago the King of Naples passed through 
Bologna on his way to congress. My servant Luigi 
brought the news. I had sent him to Bologna ft>r a 
lamp. How will it end ? Time will show. 

“Came home at eleven, or rattier before. If the road ' 
and weather arc conformable, mean to ride to-morrow. 
High time— almost a week at tliis work — snow, sirocco, 
one day— frost and snow the other — sad climate for Italy. 
But the two sea.sons, last and present, are extraordinaiy. 
Read a Life of Leonardo da Vinci by Rossi— ruminated 
— wrote this much, and will go to bed. 

“ January 5, 1821. 

“ Rose late — dull and drooping— the weather dripping 
and dense.. Snow on the ground, and sirocco above in 
the sky, like yesterday. Roads up to the horse’s belly, 
BO that riding (at least for pleasure) is not very feasible. 
Added a postcript to my letter to Murray. Read the 
conclusion, for the fiftieth time (I have read all W. Scotfa 
novels at least fifty times) of the third series of * Tales of 
my Landlord,’ — ^grand work— Scotch Fielding, as well bb 

> Btt L«U«r 406, tc. ^ 
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gnttt yCngl ^al y poetr-^wotadertui I I long to get drunk and ciyj neither of which is now a veiy ca^ inattei!>-— at 
with him. ieast, for a player to produce in me. 

** Dined rensus six o’ the clock. Forgot that tliere was “ Thought of the state of women under the ancient 
a plumpudding, (1 have added, lately, eating to my Greeka—convcnient enough. Present state, a remn^t 
‘ family of vices,’) and had dined before I Imew it. of the barbarism of tlie chivalry and feudal ages — ^ariifi- 
Drafi^k half a bottle of some sorts of spirits— probably cial and unnatural. They ought to mind home— and bo 
spirits of wine ; for, what they call bramdy, rum, &c. &c. well fed and clothed — but not mixed in society. W ell 
here is nothing but spirits of wine, coloured accordingly, educated, too, in religion— but to read neither poetry nor 
Did not eat two ap{)les, which were placed, by way ofi politics— notliing but books of piety and cookery. Music 
dessert. Fed the two cats, the hawk, and the tame (but — drawing — dancing — also a little gardening and plougfi- 
not tamed) crow. Read Mit/bni’s History of Greece— ing now and then. I have seen them mending tlie roads 
Xenophon’s Hotreat of the I’cn Thousand. Up to this in Kjiirus with good success. Why not, as well as hay- 
present moment writing, 6 minutes before 8 o’ the clock making and milking ? 

—French hours, not Italian. “Came home, and read Mitford again, and played with 

** Hear the carriage — order pistols and groat coat, as my niasliif— gave him his supper. Made another read- 
usual— necessary articles. Weather cold — carriage open, ing to the epigram, but the turn tlie same. To-night at 
and inhabitants somewhat savage — rather treacherous the thtmtre, there b(;ing a prince on his throne in the last 
and highly inflamed by politics. Fine fellows, though — scene of tlie comedy, — die audience laiiglied, and asked 
good materials for a nation. Out of chaos God made a him for a Constitution. This shows the stale of the pub- 
world, and out of high passions comes a people. lie mind here, as well as the assasinations. It won’t do, 

** Clock strikes — agoing out to make love. Somewhat There must be a universal republic, — and tliere ought 
perilous, but not disagreeable. Memorandum — a new to be. 

screen put up to-day. It is rather antique, but will do “ The crow is lame of a leg — wonder how it happened 
with a little repair, — «onic fool trod upon his toe, I suppose. The falcon 

“ Thaw continues — ^hopeful that riding may be pracli- pretty brisk — the cats large and noisy — the monkeys I 
cable to-morrow. Sent die papers to All^ — grand events liavo not looked to .since the cold weather, as tht?y sufler 
coming. by being broiiglit up. Horses must be gay — get a ride; a.s 

“11 o’ the clock and nine minutes. Visited La Con- soon as weatlier serves. DcuschI muggy still — an Italian 
tessa G. Nata G. G. Found her beginning my letter of winter is a sad thing, but all the other seasons are charm- 
answer to die thanks of Alessio del jPinto of Rome for mg. 

assisting lus brother the late Commandant in his last ‘ What is the reason tiuit I have been, all my lifetime, 
moments, as 1 had begged her to pen iny reply ftir die more or less enm/y^/ and djat, if any thing, I am rather 
purer Italian, I being an ultra- montane, little skilled in less so now dian I was ut twenty, as far as rny recoU 
the set phrase of Tuscany. Cut short die letter— finish tion serves? I do not know how to aiuswer this, but pre- 
it another day. Talked of Italy, patriotism, Alficri, surne that it is conslitudonal,— as well as tlic waking in 
Madame Albany, and olbor branches of learning. Also low H|)irits, which I have invariably done for many years. 
Sallust’s Conspiracy of Catiline, luid the war of Jugurtha. Temperance and exorcise, wliich I have practised at 
At 9 came in her brother, II Conte Pietro — at 10, her tunes, and for a long time log(‘lher vigorously and yio- 
fadier, Conte Ruggiero. l«t»tly, made little or no dilfcrcncc. Violent passions did ; 

“Talked of various modes of warfare— of the Hun- — when under their immc'dialc inlluonce it is odd, but— 
garian and Highland modes of broadsword exercise, in 1 was in agitated, but not in depressed spirits, 
both whereof I was once a moderate ‘ master of fence.’ * A dose of .salts has the ctiect ot a temporary inebria- 
Settlod that the R. will break out on the 7th or 8th of tion, like light champaign, upon mo. Bui wine and spirila 
March, in which ajipuintmcnt I should trust, had it not make me sullen and savage to ferocity — silent, however, 
been settled that it was to have broken out in Ot^tober, and retiring, and not quarrelsome, if not spoken to. Swini- 
1820. But those Bolognese sliirked the Romagnuoles. niing also raises my spirits,— but in general they are low, 
“Ht is all one to Ranger.’ One must not bo parti- and got daily lower. T'hat is ftopvlcKs ; fori do not think 
cular, but take rebellion when it lies in tlie way. Came I am so much mnut/6 as 1 was at nineteen. ’I'ho proof 
homo— read the ‘ Ten Thousand’ again, and will go to i^» *hat then I must game, or drink, or be in motion of 
bed. some kind, or 1 was miserable. At present, I can mope 


“Mom. — Ordered Fletcher (at four o’clock this after- 
noon) to copy out 7 or 8 apophthegms of Bacon, in which 
I have detected such blunders as a schoolboy might de 
tect, ratlier than commit. Such arc the sages ! What 
must they be, when sucli as 1 can stumble on tlieir mis- 
lakes or mistatemonts ? I will go to bed, for I find lliat 1 
grow cynical. 


in quietness; and like being alone better than any com- 
pany — except the lady’s whom I serve. But I feci a 
.somotliing, which makes ino tluiik that, if 1 ever reach 
near to old age, like y w ifl, ‘ J shall die at lop’ first. 
Only 1 do not dread idiolism or madness so much as ho 
did. On the contrary, 1 think some quieter stages of both 
must be preferable to much of what men think the pos- 
session of tlieir senses. 


“January 6, 1821. 

“ Mist— thaw— slop— rain. No stirring out on horse- “ January 7, 1821, Sunday, 

back. Read Spence’s Anecdotes. Pope a fine fellow — “ Still rain — ^mist — snow — drizzle — and all the incul- 

always thought liirn so. Corrected blunders in nine apo- culable combinations of a climate, where heat and edd 
phthegms of Bacon — all liistorical — and reatl Mitford s struggle for mastery. Read Spence, and turned over 
Greece. Wrote an epigram. Turned to a pas.sagc in Roscoe, to find a passage 1 have not found. Read tho 
Guinguene— ditto, in Lord Holland’s Lope do Vega. 4lh vol, of W. Scott’s second series of ‘Tales of niy 
Wrote a note on Don Juan.* Landlord.’ Dined. Read the Lugano Gazette. Read 

“At eight went out to visit. Heard a little music — — ^I forget what. At 8 went to conversazione. Found 
like music. Talked witli Count Pietro G. of the Italian there the Countess Goltrudc, Betti V. and her husband, 
comedian Vestris, who is now Ut Rome — ^liavo seen him and others. Pretty black-eyed woman that — only twenty- 
often act in Venice— a good aetor— very. Somewhat of I two— same age as Teresa, wlio is prettier, though, 
a mannerist ; but exceliiwt kl broad comedy, as well as in " The Count Pietro G. took me aside to say that the 
sentimental pathetic. lias made me frequently laugh Patriots have liad notice from Forli (twenty miles off) 

that to-night the government and its party mean to strike 
• Dus Jam, note Sth to Cwil'' V . a stroke-^at tho Cardinal here lias had orders to make 
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jieveral arrests immediately, and that, in consequenc 
the Liberals are arming, and have posted patrols in th 
streets, to sound the alarm and give notice to light for it 
«He asked me * what should be done?’— I answered 
‘fight for it, rather than be taken in detail and offeree 
if any of them are in immediate apprehension of arres 
to receive them in my house, (which is defensible,) and 
defend 'them, with my servants and themselves, (we ha’ 
arms and ammunition,) as long as we can, — or to try 
get them away under cloud of night. On going home, 
offered him the pistols which I had about me — ^but h 
refused, but said he would come off to me in case of acc: 
dents. 

“It wants half an hour of midnight, and rains _ 
*GiW>et says, ‘a fine night for their enterprise— dark a 
' hell, and blows like the devil.’ If tJie row do n’t happei 
now, it must soon. I thought that their system of shooi 
ing people would soon produce a reaction — and now 
seems coming. I will do what I can in the way of com 
bat, though a little out of exercise. The cause is a gooc 
one. 

“ Turned over and over half a score of books for thi 
passage in question, and can’t find it. Ex]>oct to hoar 
tlie drum and the musketry momently (for they swear U 
resist, and are right) — ^but 1 hear nothing, as yet, save th< 
plash of the rain and the gusts of the wind at intervals. 
Don’t like to go to bed, because I hate to be waked, am 
would rather sit up for the row, if there is to be one. 

“ Mended the fire — have got the arms — and a Ixiok 
two, which I shall turn over. I know little of their nim> 
bers, but think tJie Carbonari strong enough to beat fl 
troops, even Iicre. With twenty iiicii tliis house inigh 
be defended for twenty-four hours against any flirce to be 
brqipght against it, now in this place, for the saumo time 
and, in such a time, the country would have notice, and 
* would rise,— if ever they will rise, of which there is some 
doubt. In the mean time, 1 may as well read as do any 
thing else, being alone. 

“ January 8, 1821, Monday. 

“ Rose, and found Count P. U, in ray apartments, Som 
away the servant. Told me that, according to tlte best 
information, the Government had not issued orders for the 
arrests apprehended ; that the attack in t’orli had not 
taken place (as expected) by tlie Sanfedisti — the oppo- 
nents of the Carbonari or laborals — and tliah as yet, they 
are still in apprehension only. Asked me for some arms 
of a better sort, which I gave him. Settled that, in case 
of a row, the Liberals were to assemble /icrc, (with me,) 
and that he had given the word to Vincenzo G. and others 
of the Chiefs for tliat purpose. He himself and father an 
gdng to the chase in the forest ; but V. G. is to come to 
mo, and an express to be sent off to him, P. G. if any thing 
occurs. Concerted operations. They are to seize — but 
no matter. 

“T advised them to attack in detail, and in different 
parties, in different jjZaccs, (though at the same time,) so 
as to divide the attention of the troops, who, though few, 
yd* being disciplined, would beat any bt>dy of people (not. 
trained) in a regular fight — unless^ disfwjrsod in small 
parties, and distracted with different assaults. Offered to 
let them assemble here, if they choose. It is a strongisb 
post — narrow street, commaxidod from witliin — and tena- 
ble walls. ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Dined. Tried on a now coat. Letter to Murray, with 
correcticMis of Bacon’s Apophdiegnw and an epigram— the 
latter not for publication. At eight went to Teresa, 
Countess G. * * ♦ * At nine and a half 

came in II Conte P. and Count P. G. Talked of a cer- 
tain proclamation lately issued. Count R. G. had been 
with * * (the ♦ ♦,) to sound him about the arrests. He, 

* *, IS a trimmer, and deals, at present, liis cards with both 
hands. If he don’t mind, they’ll be full. ♦ * pretends (/ 
doubt him — don’t, — we shall see) that there is no 
such order, and seems staggered by the immense exertions, 
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of the Neapolitans, and the fierce spirit of the Liborals bwe. 
The truth is, that * ♦ cares ft»r little but his {dace (which 
is a good one) and wishes to play pretty with both parties^ 
He has changed his mind ^irty times these last three 
moons, to my knowledge, for he corresponds with me. 
But he is not a bloody feUow— only an avaricious one. 

“ It seems dial, just at this moment (asLydia Languish 
says) there will be no elopement after all. 1 wish that 1 
had known as much last night — or, rather, tliis morning— 
1 should have gone to bed two hours earlier. And yet 1 
ought not to complain; for, though it is a sirocco, and 
heavy rain, I have not yawned for these two days. 

“Came home — read History of Greece — before dinner 
had read Walter Scott’s Rob Roy. Wrote address to (he 
letter in answer to Aiessio del Pinto, who has thanked me 
for hcl}>ing his broUier (the late Commandant, murdered 
here last mouth) in his last moments. Have told him I 
only did a duty of humanity — os is true. The brotlier 
lives at Rome. 

“Mended the fire with some ‘sgobole,’ (a Romagnuole 
word,) and gave the falcon some water. Drank some 
Scltzcr*water. Mem. — received u>-day a print, or etching 
of the story of IJgolino, by an Italian painter — different, of 
course, from Sir Joshua Reynolds’s, and I tliink (as far as 
recollection goes) no worse^ for Reynolds is not good in 
listory. Tore a button in my new coat. 

“I wonder what figure these Italians will make in a 
regular row. I sometinu's think that, like the Irishman’s 
gun, (somebcKly liad sold him a crooked one,) they will 
only do for ‘shooting round a corner ;* at least this sort of 
shooting has been the Jale tenor of their exploits. And 
yet, there arc materials in this people, and a noble energy, 
if well directed. But who is to direct tliem? No matter. 
Jut of such times heroes spring. Difficulties are tlie hot* 
lieds of high spirits, and Freedom die mother of the few 
rirluea incident to human nature. 

“Tuesday, .Tanuary 9, 1821. 

“Rose — the day fine. Ordered the horses, but Lega 
my secretory, an Italianism for steward or chief servant) 
loming to tell me that the painter hud finished the work 
i fresco, for the room he has been employed on lately, I 
^enf to see it before I set out. The painter has not 
-ipied badly die prints from Titian, &c. considering all 
■lings. * ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Dined. Read Johnson’s ‘ Vanity of Human Wishes,’ 
— all the examples and mode of giving them sublime, as 
veil as the latter part, with the exception of an occasional 
ouplet. I do n()t so much admire the opening. I remem- 
>er an observation of Sharpe’s (the Conversationistf as he 
vas called in London, and a very clever man,) that the 
irst line of this poem was superfluous, and that Pope (tJje 
ery best of poets / think) would have begun at once, only 
liaiiging the punctuation — 

‘ Survey mankind from China to Peru I* 

'he former rmc,‘I^et observation,’ &c. is certainly heavy 
and useless. But ’t is a grand poem — and so trite /—true as 
le 10th of Juvenile himself. The lapse of ages changes 
.11 things — lime — language— the eartli — the bounds of ffie 
ea — the stars of the sky, and every thing * about, around, 
and underneath’ man, except man himself who has always 
cen, and always will he, an unlucky rascal. The infinite 
'ariety of lives conducts but to death, and the infinity of 
i.shes leads but to disap[)omtment. All the discoveries 
diich have y<‘.t been m^c have multiplied little but exisf- 
nce. An extirpated di.sease is suc^jeedorl by some new 
eslilencc ; ami a discovered world has brought little to 
^le old one, except the p— first and freedom afterward— 
le latter a fine thing, particularly as they gave it to Eu- 
>p€! in exchange for .slavery. But it is doubtful whether 
.he Sovereigns’ would not think the^rsf tlie best present 
the two to their subjects, 

“ At eight went out — licard some news. They say tho 
king of Naples h^ ^Glared, by couriers from Florence, 
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^ Mttli iln^ now those mtdies whi! 

ilis CeneiMoii wm oon^puLuve, kc. kc. 
itHA ItuttdM A«Mfkin ittrhsriaM are placed again on tear 
|Nqr, and will auadi. hei Ihein^th^ come like raciv 
lidea in Mr tna,^ tho hocnds ofhetl!^ Let it still be a 
hope to M thetr bones piled like Me of the humaii 
dags at in Switserlaiid, which 1 hare Men. 

some musiG. At nme the usual visiters—news, 
iMpri tef tmoom cf war. Consulted with P. C. kc. kc, 
They mean to tnevrreoe here, and are to honour me with 
a can daereupon. 1 diall not fall back; though I don’t 
think them in fisrce or heart sufficient to make much of it. 
oftward /-—it is now the time to act, and what signifies 
if a sin^e spark of that which would be worthy of the 
past can be bequeathed unquenchedly to the future? It is 
not one man, nor a million, but the qnrit of liberty, which 
must be spread. The waves which dash upon the shore 
are, one by one, broken, but yet the ocean conquers, never- 
theless. It overwhelms the Armada, it wears the rock, 
and, if the Neptuniant are to be believed, it has not only 
destroyed, but made a world. In like manner, whateve] 
the sacrifice of individuals, the great cause will gathei 
strength, sweep down what is rugged, and fertilize (iu 
neorweed is manure) what is cultivable. And so, the more 
selfish calculation ought never to be made on such occa< 
sions ; and, at present, it shall not be computed by me. 
was never a g<^ arithmetician of chances, and shall noi 
commence now. 

“January 10,1821. 

“ Day fine— rained only in the morning. Looked ovei 
accounts. Head Cainpbeirs Poets — marked errors of Ton 
(the author) for correclion.f Dined— -wont out— music— 
Tyrolese air, with variations. Sustained the cause of tlie 
ongmal simple air against the variations of the Italian 
school. * * * * * ♦ 

“Politics somewhat tempestuous, and cloudier daily 
To-morrow being foreign post-day, probably something 
more will be known. 

“ Came home— read. Corrected Tom CamplniU’s slips 
of the |>en. A good work, tliough — style affected — but his 
defence of Pope is glorious. To be sure, it is his awn 
cause too, — ^but no matter, it is very good, and does him 
great credit. 

“ Midnight. 

“ I have been turning over different IJves of the Poets 
I rarely read their wtu-ks, unless an occasional flight ovei 
the classical ones, Pope, Diyden, Joluison, Gray, and those 
whoiq»proach them nearest, (I leave the rant of the rest to 
the coni of the day,) and — 1 had made several reflections, 
but I feel sleepy, and may as well go to bed. 

“January 11, 1821. 

“Read the letters. Corrected the tragedy and the 
* Hints from Horace.’ Dined, and got into bettor spirits. 
Went out — returned— finislied letters, five in number. 
Read Poets, and an anecdote in Sfience. 

“ AlU writes to me tliat the Pope, and Duke of Tuscany, 
and King of Sardinia have also been called to Congress ; 
but the Pc^ will only deal tijcre by proxy. So the inter- 
ests of milUons are in the hands of about twenty coxcombs, 
at a place called Leibach! 

“I should almost regret tliat my own affairs went well, 
when those of nations are in peril. If the interests of man- 
kind could be essentially bettered, (particularly of tliese 
(^pressed Italians,) I should not so much mind my own 
‘ sma’ peculiar.’ God grant us all better times, or more 
philosophy. 

“In reading, I have just chanced upon on expression of 
Tom Campbell’s ; — speaking of Collins, he says that *noi 
reader cares any more aliout the characteristic mannera of 
his Eclogues than about the authenticity of the tale of| 

* Childe Harold, Sd Canto, ataii. and iiota 14. 

t Don Juan, uoto 9 to Cantu 5. \ > 


TreyJ db (Wre akciirt qjf 

the taleof 1^.* I hfwe stood iiptMiMipM 
moreM aiiioiith,]ii ISIO; Wg^diim^ 

my fdeamife, it was that ihe hlackgiiaid Bryant hacy 
impugned its veracity. It is true I read ^Horner TnJ 
vestied,’ (the first twelve books») because Hohhouse and 
others bored me with their leanied localities, and I love 
quizzing. Bui I still venerated the grand origiiikl as the 
truth (£hutary (in the material/ocCs^ and of|ikice. Other- 
wise, it would live given me no del^t. Who will per- 
suade me, when I reclined upon a i^hty tomb, that it did 
not contain a hero '1— its very magnitude proved this. Men 
do not labour over tlie ignoble and petty dead — and why 
should not the dead be Homer^a dead ? The secret of Tom 
Campbell’s defence of inaccuracy in costume and descrip^ 
tion is, that his Gertrude, kc. has no more locality in com?- . 
mon witli Pennsylvania than with Penmanmaur. It is 
notoriously full of grossly false scenery, as all Americans 
declare, though they praise parts of the Poem. It is thus 
that self-love for ever creeps out, like a snake, to sting any 
ttiing which happens, even accidently, to stumble upon it. 

“January 12, 1821. 

“The weather still so humid and impracticable, that 
London, in its most oppressive fogs, were a summer-bower 
to this mist and sirocco, which has now lasted, (but with 
one day’s interval,) checkered witli snow or heavy rain only, 
since llie 30th of December, 1820. It is so far lucky tliat 
I have a literary turn ; but it is very tiresome not to be 
al)le to stir out, in comfort, on any horse but Pegasus, for 
so many days. The roads are even worse than the 
wcatlier, by the lung splasliing, and tlic heavy soU, and the 
growth of the waters. 

“Road the Poets— English, that is to say — oqj^of 
Campbell's edition. There is a good deal of taffeta m 
some of Tom’s prefatory phrases, but his work is good as**^ 
a whole. 1 like liim best, though, in his own poetry. 

“ Murray writes that they want to act tlie tragedy of Ma- 
rino Faliero ; more fools they — it wa.s written for the closet. 

1 have protested against this piece of usurpation, (which, 
it seenLS, is legal for managers over any printed work, 
against the autlior’s will,) and 1 hope tliey will not attemfit 
it. Why do n’t they bring out some of the numberless 
aspirants for theatrical celebrity, now incumbering tlieir 
shelves, instead of lugging me out of the library ? I have 
written a fierce protest against any such attempt, but I 
still would hope that it will not be necessary, and that they 
will see, at once, that it is not intended for the stage. It 
is too regular — the time, twenty-four hours— the change 
of place not frecjuent — ^nothing mekMiramatic— no sur- 
prises, no starts, nor trap-doors, nor opportunities ‘for 
tossing their heads and kicking their heels’— and no /otw— 
the grand ingredient of a modern play. 

“ I have found out the seal cut on Murray’s letter. It 
is meant for Walter Scott — or Sir Walter-ie is the first 
poet knighted since Sir Richard Blackinore. But it does 
not do him justice. Scott’s— particularly when he recitos 
— ^is a very intelligent countenance, and this seal says 
lothing. t 

“ Scott is certainly the most wonderful writer of the day. 
His novels are a new literature in themselves, and his 
noetry as good as any — if not better (only on an erroneous 
jystem) — and only ceased to be so popular, because the 
ulgar learned wore tired of hearing * Aristides called the 
list’ and Walter Scott the Best, ar^ ostracised him. 

“ 1 lilfo him, too, for his manliness of character, for the 
!Xtreme pleasantness of his conversation, and his good- 
lature towards myself, personally. May he prosper!— 
or he deserves it. I know no reading to which I fall 
with such alacrity as a work of W. Scott’s. I shall give 
the seal, with his bust on it, to Madame la Contessa G. 
[his evening, who will be curious to have the effigies of a 
man so celebrated. 

“ How strange are my thoughts !— The reading of the 
song of Miitoa ’ Sabrina fair ’ has brought back upon me 
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loMWiMStliow or iwiiy— ^ ha|)fAeat,pdb^ 

Jmyiare {tdways 6*ce|i<i!ig,Weandlhei^aHtt^ 

(day in the two latter faiiiiiieia of my etay there,} whei! 
wring at Cambridge with Kdward Nod aherwar 
M the Gtiard8r*^bO) having served honourably I 
•nhe expedition to Copenhagen, (of which two or three 
thousand scoundrels yet survive in plight and pay,) we 
drowneJ early in 1609, on his passage to Lisbon with h: 
regiment in the Bt. George transport, which was run fov 
in the night, by another transport. We were riva 
swimmers^-finid of riding— reading— and of conviviality 
We had been at Harrow together ; but— at least — 
his was a less boisterous spirit than mine. I was alwayi 
cricketing— rebelling— fighting— rtneing, (from row, m 
toot-rowing, a difibrent practice,) and in all manner o 
mischiefs ; while he was more sedate and polished. A 
• Cambridge — both of Trinity — my spirit rather softenec 
or his roughened, for we became very great friends. Thi 
description of Sabrina’s seat reminds me of our riva 
feats in diving. Though Cam’s Is not a very ‘ translucent 
wave,’ it was fourteen feet deep, whore we used to dive 
for, and pick ui>— having thrown them in on purpose — 
plates, eggs, and even shillings. I remember, in particu- 
lar, there was the stump of a tree (at least ten or twelv< 
feet deep) in the bed of the river, in a spot where w< 
bathed most commonly, round which I used to cling, anc 
* wonder how the devil I came there.* 


^ Head the Itahan transWtkiii by Giddo 
German GriUparzer— a devil of a name, to be mukh 
posterity; but they nmst learn to pronounce it. W 
all the allowanoeior a tr(Ms2a(ton,aii^ab^ aU,an /mUbi 
translation (diey are the very worst of translators, except 
from tlie Classics— Annibale Caro, for instance— and 
there the bastardy of their language helps them, as, by 
way of looking legiUmatiey they ape their father’s tongue) 
—but with every allowance for such a disadvantage, the 
tragedy of Sappho is superb and sublime ! There is no 
denying it. The man has done a groat thing in writing 
that play. And who is he? 1 know him not ; but ogee 
will. ’T is a high intellect 

* I must premise, however, that I have read nothing of 
Adolph Milliner’s, (the author of ^Guilt,’) and much less 
of Gudthe, and Schiller, and Wieland than I could wish. 
I only kiu>w them through tlie medium of Englisli, French, 
and Italian translations. Of tJio real Isinguagc I know 
aljsolutely nothing,— except oaths learned from postillions 
and officers in a squabble. 1 can swear in German po- 
tently, when I like — ^‘Sacrament— Verllutcher — ^Hunds- 
fott’ — and so fbrffi ; butl have little of Uicir less energetic 
cimversation. 

“ I like, however, tlieir women, (I was on(;e so despe* 
raidy in love with a German woman, Constance.) and all 
that 1 have read, translated of their writings, and all tliat I 


“Our evenings we passed in music (he was musical 
and played on more than one instmmcnl, flute and violon- 
cello,) in which 1 was audience ; and I think that our 
chief beverage was soda-water. In the day we rode 
bathed, and lounged, reading occasionally. I remembe 
our buying, with vast alacrity, Moore’s new quarto, (ii 
IJO*',) and reading it together in the evenings. 

“ We only passed the summer together ; — Long hac 
g«)n(i into the Guards during the year I passed in Nottf 
away from college. friendship and a violent, thougl 


have seen on the lihine of tlieir country and people — ^all, 
:$xcept tlie Austrians, whom I abhor, loatlie, and — I cannot 
ind words tor my hate of tliem, and should be sorry to 
find deeds correspondent to my hate ; for I abhor cruelty 
more than I abhor the Austrians — except on an impulse, 
and then 1 am savage — ^bui not deliberately so. 

“GriKparzer is grand — antique— wot so simple as the 
ancients, but very simple for a modern— too Madame de 
dtael-is/t now and tiien — ^but altogether a great and 
goodly writer. 


pure, love and passion— which held mo at the same perioc 
— ^tvere the then romance of the most romantic period of 
my life. 

4c ||| I|t I|t i|t # 

“J[ remember that, in the spring of 1809, H * * laughec 
at my being distressed at Long’s death, and amused him- 
self with making epigrams upon his name, which wa» 
susceptible of a pun — Longf diuri, &c. But tliree years 
after he had ample leisure to repent it, when our mutual 
friend, and his, H * *’8, particular friend, Charles Mat- 
thews, was drowned also, and he, himself, was as mud: 
affect^ by a similar calamity. But I did not pay him 
back in puns and epigrams, for I valued Matthews toe 
much, myself, to do so ; and, even if I had not, I should 
have respected his griefs. 

“Long’s father wrote to mo to write his son’s epitaph 
I promised, — but I liad not the heart to complete it. He 
was such a good, amiable being as rarely remains long in 
this world ; with talent and accomplishments, too, to 
make him the more regretted. Yet, although a cheerful 
CQfipanion, he had strange melancholy thoughts some- 
times. I remember once that we were going to his 
uncle’s, I think,— I wont to accompiny him to the door 
merely, in some Upper or Lower Grosvenor or Brook 
street, I forget whicli, but it was in a street loading out of | 
some square^— he told me that, the night before, he 4iad 
taken up a pistol— not knowing or examining whether it 
was loaded or no— and had snapped it at his head, leaving 
It to chance whether it might, or might not, be charged.’ 
The letter too, which he wrote me, on leaving college, to 
join the Guards, was as melancholy in its tenor as it 
could well be on such an occasion. But he showed 


• January 13, 1821, Saturday. 
“Sketched the outline and Drams. Pers. of on intended 
ragedy of Sardanapalus, which I have for some time 
meditated. Took the names from Diodorus Siculus, (I 
know the history of Sardanapalus, and have known it 
iiiico I was twelve years old,) and read over a passage m 
tlie ninth vol. octavo of Milford’s Greece, whore he 
affior vindicates tlie memory of this last of the Assy- 
rians. 

“ Dined— news come— the Pmoers mean to war with 
Jic peoples. The intelligence seems positive; — ^lot it be 
so— they will be beaten in the end. The king-times are 
ast finishing. Tlierc wU! be blood slied like water, and 
;ars like mist ; but the peoples will conquer in the end. 
shall not live to see it, but I foresee it. 

« I carried Teresa the Italian translation of Grillparxor’s 
Safjpho, which she promises to rood. She quarrelled 
vitli me, because. I said that love was not the hjhat theme 
or true tragedy ; and, having tlie advantage of her native 
language, and natural female eloquence, she overcame my 
fewer arguments. I believe she was right. I roust put 
more love into ' Sardanapalus’ than I intended. I speak, 
•f course, \f tlie times will allow me leisure. That 
will hardly be a peacemaker. 

“ January 14, 1821. 

“ Turned over Seneca’s tragedies. Wrote the open- 
ig lines of the intended tragedy of Sardanapalus. JRode 
ut some miles into the ffirest. Misty and rainy. Bo- 
irned — dined — wrote some more of my tragedy. 

“Bead Diodorus Siculus — turned over Seneca, and 
imo other books. Wrote some more of (he tragedy. 


nothing of this in his deportment, being mild and gentle ; 
—and yet with much turn for the ludicrous in his disposi- 
tion. We were both much attaclied to Harrow, and 
sometimes made excurrions there together from London, 
to revive our schoolboy recollections. 


'ook a gloss of grog. After having ridden hard in rainy 
eatlier, and scribbled, and scribbled again, the spirits 
at least mine) need a little exhilaration, and I do n’t like 
tiulanum now as I used to do. So I have mixed a gloss 
strong waters andi single waters which I shall now 



EXTRACTS FROM A JOCRNAInlKn. 


UPfl* 

probecid lo empty* Therefore and thereunto 1 conclude 
this d&y's diaiy. 

‘♦The effect of all wines and spifits upon me is, how- 
ever, strange. It teUleSf but it makes me gloomy-— gloom}i 
at very moment of their effect, and not gay hardly 
ever* But it composes for a time, though sullenly. 

* January 15, 1821. 

“Weather 6iie. Received visit. Rode out into th« 
fisrest— dred pistols. Returned home— dined — dipped 
into a volume of Mitford’s Greece— wrote part of a scene 
of * Bardanapalu8.‘ Went out— heard some music — 
heard some j)olitics. More ministers from the other 
Italian powers gone to Congress. War seems certain — 
in that case, it will be a savage one. Talked over vari- 
ous important matters with one of the initiated. At ten 
and half returned homo. 

*I have just thought of something orld. In the year 
1814, Moewre (‘ the poet,’ par eairellence, and he deserves 
it) and I were going together, in the same carriage, to 
dine with Earl Grey, the Capo Politico of the remaining 
Whigs. Murray, the magnificent, (the illustrious pub- 
lisher of that name,) had just sent me a Java gazette — ^1 
know not why or wherefore. Pulling it out, by way of 
curiosity, wo found it to contain a dispute (the said Java 
gazette) on Moore’s nicrits and mine. I think, if T hari 
been Uiere, that I could have saved them the trouble of 
disputing on the subject. But, there Is fame f()r you at 
six-and-twenty ! Alexander had conquered India at the 
same ago ; but I doubt if he was disjmted about, or his 
conquests compared witli those of Indian Bacchus, at Java. 

“It was great fame to be named with Moore ; greater 

to be compared with him ; greatest— ja/enawre, at least 

to be loith him ; and, surely, an odd coincidence, tliat we 
should be dining together while they were quarrelling 
about us beyond the equinoctial lino. 

“Well, tlie same evening I met Lawrence, the painter, 
and heard one of I.ord Grey’s daughters (a fine, tall! 
spirit-looking girl, with much oi' the patrician thormj^h- 
bred look of her father, which I dote upon) play on the 
harp, BO modestly and ingenuously, that she l^ked mvmc. 
Well, I would rather have had my talk with Lawrence 
(who talked dtdightfully ) and heard the girl, ihi^n have had 
all the fame of Moore and me put together. 

“The only pleasure of fame is that it paves the way to 
pleasure; and the more intellectual our pleasure, the 
better for the pleasure and for us too. It was, however, 
a^eable to have heard our fame before dinner, and a 
girl’s harp after. 

“January 16, 1821. 

“ Read — rode— fired pistols — ^returned — dined — wrote 
—visited— heard music — talked nonsense— and went 
iKsme. 

“ Wrote part of a Tragedy— advance in Act Ist witli 
‘all deliberate speed.’ Bought a blanket. The weather 
is Btdl muggy as a London May— fnist, mizzle, the air 
replete with ScoUicisms, which, though fine in the descrip- 
tions of Ossian, are w^ewhat tiresome, in real, prosaic 
perspective. Politics still mysterious. 

“January 17, 1821. 

“ Rode i’ the forest— fired pistols— dined. Arrived a 
packet of books from England and Lombardy — English, 
Italian, French, and Latin. Read till eight— went out. 

•January 18,1821. 

“To-day, the post arriving late, did not ride. Read 
letters— only two gazettes, instead of twelve now duo. 
Made Lega write to that negligent Galignani, and added 
a postscript. Dined. 

“ At eight proposed to go out. Loga came in with a 
letter about a bill unpmd at Venice, which 1 thought paid 
months ago. 1 flew into a paroxysm of rage, wliich 
iifanost made me faint. 1 have not ^en well ever since. 
I deserve it for being suolt % fool— but it unis provoking— a 
am of scoundrels! It is, however, but five-and-twenty 
founds. 


“ Jaiiuaiy 19, 182U^ 

“Rode. Winter’s wind somewhat more iml^tha^ ' 
ingratitude itself, though Shakespeare says otherwise. At \ 
least, 1 am so much more accustomed to meet with / 
ingratitude than the north wind, that 1 thouj^t the latter * 
the sharper of the two. 1 had met with both in the 
course of the twenty-four hours, so could judge. t 

“ Thought of a plan of education for my dftughter ^ 
Allegra,who oughtto begin soon with her Btud^. Wrote 
a letter— afierward a postscript. Rather in low spirits— 
certainly hippish — liver touched — will take a dose of salts, 

“I have been reading the Life, by himself and daugh- 
ter, of Mr. R. L. Edgeworth, the fatlier of the Miss 
Edgeworth. It is altogether a great name. In 1813, 1 
recollect to have met tlicm in the fashionable world of^ 
London (of which I then formed an item, a fraction, the 
segment of a circle, the unit of a million, the nothing of 
sometliing) in the assemblies of the hour, and at a break- 
fast of Sir Humphry and Lady Davy’^ to which I was 
invited for tlie nonce. 1 had been tiie licai of 1812; Miss 
Edgewortli and Madame de Stael, with ‘the Cossack,’ 
towards the end of 1813, were the exhibitions of the suo- 
cceding year. 

“I thought Edgeworth a fine old fellow, of aclarety, 
elderly, red complexion, but active, brisk, and endless. He 
was seventy, but did not look fifty— no, nor forty-eight 
even. I had seen poor Fitzpatrick not very long before 
— man of pleasure, wit, ek»qiicnce, all things. He tot- 
tered — ^but still talk^ like a gentleman, though feebly. 
Edgeworth bounced about, and talked loud and long ; but 
he seemed neither weakly nor deert pit, and hardly old. 

“He began by telling ‘tliat he hail given Dr. Parra 
dressing, who had taken him for an Irish bog-trotter,’ &c. 

&c. Now I, who know Dr. Parr, and who know (not by 
experience— for I never should have presumed so far 
to contend with him — ^but by hearing him with others, and 
of others) that, it is not so easy a matter to ‘ dress him,* 
toought Mr. Edgeworth an assertor of what was not 
true. Ho could not have stood before Parr an instant. 

For the rest, he seemed intelligent, vehement, vivacious, 
and full of life. He bids fair for a hundred years. 

“ He was not much admired in liondon, and I remem- 
ber a ‘ryghtc inerrie’ and conceited jest which was rile 
among the gallants of the day, — ^viz. a paper had been 
presented for the recall of Mrs. Siddons to the stagey (she 
having lately taken leave, to the loss of ages, — ^for nothing 
ever was, or can be, like her,) to which all men had been 
called to sul)scribe. Whereupon, Thomas Moore, of 
profane and |>octical memory, did propose that a similar 
paper should be suhscribed and ciVcumscribed ‘for the 
recoil of Mr. Edgeworth to Ireland.’^ 

“The fact was— every body cared more about her. 

She was a nice little unassuming ‘ Jeonnie Deans’-looking 
3 odie,’ as we Scotch say — ^and, if not handsome, certainly 
[lot ili-looking. Her conversation was as quiet as heiw 
self. One would never have guessed she could write her 
name; whereas her father talked, not as if he could write 
nothing else, but as if notliing else was worth writing. 

“ As for Mrs. Edgeworth, I forgot— except that I thi”ik 
(he was the youngest of the party. Altogether, they 
were an excellent cage of the kind ; and succeeded for 
.wo months, till the landing of Madame de Sta6I. 

“ To turn from them to their wwks, I admire them ; 
but they excite no feeling, and they leave no love— except 
for some Irish steward or postillion. However, the im- 
pression of intellect and prudence is profound— «nd may 
be useful. 

“ Janoaiy 20, 1821. 

“Rode— fired pistols. Read from Grimm’s Corre- 
spondence. Dined— went out—4ieard music— returned— 
wrote a letter to the Lord Chamberlain to request him to 
prevent the theatres from representing the Doge, which 

* In thU, T ratlter think h« was mUiaforioed :<->whate?er marit thera 
may be In the Jwt, I have not, at far at I can raoMleet, thtalisbtottelaiai 
to Moore. 



EXTBAOTS PROM 

j^ItaBanpaperiMy that they are going to act. Thisis 
pretty work — ^what! without aakmg my consent, aud ever 
HI opposition to it ! 

« January 21, 1821. 

« Pino, dear, frosty day— that is to say, an Italian frost 
for their winters hardly get beyond snow ; for which rea* 
son nobody knows how to skate (or skait)— a Dutch anc 
English accomplishment. Rode out, as usual, and iirec 
pistols. Qood shooting-— broke four common, and rathei 
small, bottles, in four shot^ at fourteen paces, with a com- 
mon pair of pistols and indifferent powder. Almost ae 
good toaftnng or shooting— considering the difference 
powder and pistols— as when, in 1809, 1810, 1811, 1812, 
1813, 1814, it was my luck to split walking-sticks, wafers 
half-crowns, shillings, and even the eye of a walking-stick 
at twelve paces, with a single bullet — and all by eye anc 
calculation; for my hand is not steady, and apt to change 
with the very weather. To the prowess which I hen 
note, Joe Manton and others can bear testimony ; — ^for Oi. 
former taught, and tho latter have seen me do, these feats, 

“ Dined— visited— came home— read. I^markod on 
an anecdote in Grimm’s Correspondence, which says that 
‘ Regnard et la plOpart des poetes comiques etaient gens 
bilieux et m61ancoliques ; et que M. de Voltaire, qui esi 
trfes gai,n’a jamais fait que des tragedies — et que la come- 
die gaie est le seul genre oil il n’ait point r^ussi. C’esi 
quo celui qui lit et celui qm fait lire sont deux hommee 
fort differens.’ — ^Vol. vi. 

“ At this moment I feel as bilious as the best comic 
writer of diem all, (even as Regnard himself, tlie next tc 
Moliere, who has written some of the best comedies in 
any language, and who is supposed to have committet 
suicide,) and am not in spirits to continue my proposec 
tragedy of Sardanapalus, which I have, for some days, 
ceased to compose. 

“ To-morrow is my birthday— that is to say, at twelve 
o’ the clock, midnight, i. e. in twelve minutes, I shall have 
completed thirty and three years of age ! ! ! — and I go t< 
my bed with a heaviness of heart at having lived so long, 
and to so little purpose. 

“ It is three minutes past twelve.—* *T is the middle oi 
night by the castle clock,’ and t am now thirty-three ! 

' Rheu, fui^ACRi, Posthume, PoBlhume, 

Labuntur anni 

but I do n’t regret them so much for what I have done, as 
for what I might have done. 

“ Throui'h life’* n>atl, aodiin and dirty, 

I hare drogg’d to threo-and-Uiirty. 

What hare these years Icfl to mo? 

Nothiiig— except Udrly-three. 

“January 22, 1821.* 

1S31. 

HBHB LIBS, 

IMTBRRBD IN THE XTBRNZTY 
OF THB FAST, 

FROM WHBNCB THBRB IS NO 
RESURRECTION 

FOR THB DAYS— WHATEVER THBRB MAY BB 
FOR THE DUST — 

THE THIRTY- THIRD gEAH 
OF AN ILL- SPENT LIFE, 

WHICH, AFTER 

A tlNOBRINO DISEASE OF MANY MONTHS, 

SUNK INTO A LETHARGY, 

AND EXPIRED, 

JANUARY 33d, 1831, A. D. 

LEAVING A SUCCESSOR 
INCONSOLABLE 

FOE THB VERT LOSS WHICH 
OCCASIONED ITS 
EXISTENCE. 

“ January 23, 1821. 

* Fine day. Read— rode— fired pistols, and returned 
• See Letter 41*. 


A JODRNALi^. 

Dined— read. Went out at ei^it---4nade the lymri «|f |fj i |. 
Heard of notliing but war,— ‘ the cry is still, They come.* 

The Car^ seem to have no plan-^— nothing fixed 

themselves, how, when, or what to do. In tliat case, they 
will make nothii^ of tliis project, so often postponed, and 
never put in action. 

** Came home, and gave some necessary orders^ in case 
of circumstances requiring a change of place. 1 aKn » 
act according to what may seem proper, when I hear 
decidedly what the Barbarians mean to do. At present, 
Uiey are building a bridge of boats over the Po, which 
looks very warlike. A few days will probably show. I 
think of retiring towards Ancona, nearer the northem 
frontier ; that is to say, if Teresa aud her father are 
obliged to retire, which is most lilcely, as all tlie family are 
Liberals. If not, I shall stay. But my movements will 
depend upon tlie lady’s wishes, for myst^ it is much the 
same. 

**1 am somewhat puzzled what to do with my little 
daughter, and my effects, which are of some quantity and 
value, — and neither of them do in die seat of war where 
I tliink of going. But there is an elderly lady who wiU 
take charge of Acr, and T, says that the Marchese C. will 
undertake to hold the chattels in safe keeping. Half the 
city are getting their affairs in marching trim. A pretty 
Carnival ! Tho blackguards might as well have waited 
till Lent. 

“January 24, 1821. 

“ Returned — ^met some masques in the Corso— ‘ Vive 
la bagatelle !’ — the Germans are on the Po, the Barbari- 
ans at tlie gate, and their masters in council at Lcybach, 
(or whatever tlie eructation of tlie sound may syllable 
into a human pronunciation,) and lo! tlicy dance and 
sing, and make merry, ‘for to-morrow they may die.* 
Who can say that tho Arlcquins are not right ? Like 
the Lady Buussiere, and my old friend Burton— I * rode 
on.’ 

Dined— (damn this pen!) — ^lioef tough-— tliere is no 
beef in Italy worth a curse ; unless a man could eat an 
old ox with the hide on, singed in the sun. 

“ The principal persons in tho events which may occur 
in a few days, are gone out on a shooting party. If it were 
like a ‘ highland hunting,’ a pretext of the chase lor a 
grand reunion of counsellors and chiefs, it would he all 
very well. But it is nothing more or less than a real 
snivelling, jiojiping, small-shot, water-hen waste of powder, 
ammunition, and shot, for their own special amusement ; 
— rare set of ffdlows for ‘ a man to risk his neck with,* 
as ‘Marishal Wells’ says in tlie Black Dwarf. 

“ If Uwy gather, — ‘whilk is to be doubted,’— they will 
not muster a thousand men. The reason of this is, that 
the populaco are not interested,— only tho higher and 
middle orders. I wish tliat the peasantry were : they aro 
a tine savage race of two-legged leopards. But the 
Bolognese won’t— the Romagnuolcjs can’t without them. 
Or, if they try— what then ? They will try, and man can 
lo no more — and, if he would but try his utmost, much 
night be done. Tho Dutch, for instance, against Uie 
Spaniards — then, the tyrants of Europe— since, tlie slaves 
— ^and, lately, the freedmen. 

“ The year 1820 was not a fortunate one for the indi- 
vidual me, whatever it may be for the nations. 1 lost a 
lawsuit, after two decisions in my favour. Tho project of 
ending money on an Irish mortgage was finally rejected 
)y my wife’s trustee after a year’s hope and trouble. The 
Rochdale lawsuit had endured fifteen years, and always 
irospered till I married ; since which, every thing has 
;one wrong — with me, at least. 

“ In the same year, 1820, the Countess T. G. nata Q». 
Gl. in despite of all I said and did to prevent it, would 
separate from her husband, II Cavalier Commendatoro 
Gi. Ac. &c. Ac. and aU on the account of *P. P. clerk 
of this parish.* The other little petty vexations of the 
year— overturns in carriages— the murder of people before 
me’s door, and. d}i(ng in one’s bods — ^the cramp in swiin- 
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and bilious attacks, Ac. Ac 

Ac.«- 

* M«ay imall arUdet make up a sum, 

Am} bey bo for Caleb Cluoiem, oh i ' 

January 25, 1821. 

* Received a letter from Lord Sidney Osborne state 
secretary of the Seven Islands—a fine fellow— clever— 
dished in England five years ago, and came abroad to 
retrench and to renew. He wrote from Ancona, in his 
way back to Corfu, on some maUers of our own. He is 
son of the late Duke of Leeds by a second marriage. He 
wants me to go to Corfu. Why not?— perhaps I may; 
nexttq}ring. 

* Answered Murray’s letter^read— lounged. Scrawl- 
ed this additional page of life’s log-book. One day more 
is over, of it and of me ; — but ‘ which is best, life or death, 
the gods wily know,’ as Sfjcrates said to his judges, on 
the breaking up of the tribunal. Two thousand years 
since that sage’s declaration of ignorance have not 
enlightened us more u|K)n tliis important point; for, 
according to the Christian dlsp^msation, no one can know 
whether ho is sure of salvation— even tlie most righteous 
—since a single slip of faith may throw him on his back, 
like a skater, while gliding smoothly to his paradise. 
Now, therefore, whatever the certainty of faitli in the facts 
may be, the certainty of the individual as to his happiness 
or misery is no greater than it was under Jupiter. 

"It has been said that the immortality of the soul is a 
grand peutfitre’— but still it is a grand one. Every body 
dings to it — ^the stupidest, and dullest, and wickedest of 
human bipeds is still persuaded tliat he is immortal. 

"January 26, 1821. 

“Fine day — a few mares’ tails portending change, but 
the sky clear, upon the whole. Rode— fired pistols— good 
shooting. Coming back, met an old man. Charity- 
purchased a shilling’s worth of salvation. If tliat was to 
be bought, I have given more to my fellow-creatures in 
tliis life — somefimes for vice, but, if not more o/lcn, at 
least more camderablyy for virtue— than I now possess. I 
never in my life gave a mistress so muck as I have some- 
times given a [loor man in honest distress ;— but, no matr- 
tor. The scoundrels who have all along persecuted me* 
(with the help of * * who has crowned their efforts) will 
triumph ; — and, when justice is done to me, it will be when 
this hand that writes is as cold as the hearts which have 
•tung me. 

“ Returning, on the bridge near tlie mill, met an old 
woman. I asked her age— she said, ‘ Tre croc».’ I asked 
my groom (though m3r8elf a decent Italian) what the devil 
her three crosses meant. He said, ninety years, and that 
she had five years more to boot! ! I repeated the same 
throe times, not to mistake— ninety-five ye^!!!— and 
she was yet rather active — heard my question, for she 
answered it— soiv me, for she advanced towards mo ; and 
did not appear at all decrepit, though certainly touched 
with years. Told her to come to-morrow, and will exa- 
nune her myself. I love phenomena. If she is ninety- 
five years old, she must recollect the Cardinal Alberoni, 
who was legate here. 

“On dismounting, found Lieutenant E. just arrived 
from Faenaa. Invited him to dine with me to-morrow. 
Did not invite him for to-day,^because there was a small 
turhotj (Friday, fast regularly wd religiously,) which I 
wanted to eat all myself. Ate it. 

“Went outbound Teresa as usual— music. The 
gentlemen, who make revolutions, and are gone on a 
shooting, are not yet returned. They do n’t return tttl 
Sunday— that is to say, they have been out for five days, 
buffooning, while the mterests of a whole country are at 
stake, and even they themselves compromised. 

“ It is a difficult part to play among such a set of aseas- 
mmu and Uockheads — ^but, when the scum is sldnimed off, 


or has boiled over, good may come of it. If this oountiyK, 
could but be freed, what would be too ^at for the accom- 
plishment of that desire ? for the extinction of that Sigh 
of Ages ? Let us hope. They have hoped these thou- 
sand years. The very revdvement of the chances may 
bring it — it is upon the dice. 

“If the Neapolitans have but a single Massaniello 
among them, they will beat the bloody butcbers*of the 
crown and sabre. Holland, in worse arcumstancesy beat 
the Spains and Philips; America beat the Enjglish; 
Greece beat Xerxes ; and France beat Europe, till she 
took a tyrant; South America heats her old vultures out 
of their nest; and, if these men are but firm mthei»* 
selves, there is nothing to shake them from without. 

“ January 28, 1821. 

“ Lugano Gazette did not come. Letters from Venice, 
It appears that the Austrian brutes have seized my tliree 
or four pounds of English powder. The scoundrels !— 
hope to pay them in baU for that powder. Rode out tUl 
twiligiit. 

“ Pondered the subjects of four tragedies to be written, 
(life and circumstances permitting,) to wit, Sardanapalus, 
already begun ; Cain, a metaphysical subject, sometliing 
in the style of Manfred, but in five acts, perhaps, with the 
chorus ; Francesca of Kimini, in five acts ; and I am not 
sure that I would not try Tiberius. 1 think that 1 could 
extract a something, of mif tragic, at least, out of the 
gloomy sequestration and old age of the tyrant — and even 
out of liis sojourn at Caprea — ^by softening the details^ 
and exhibiting tlie despair which must have led to tliose 
ery vicious pleasures. For none but a powerful and 
jloomy mind overtlirown would have had recourse to such 
solitary liorrors, — ^being also, at the same time, old^ and 
he master of the world. 

Memoranda. 

“ What is poetry ?— The feeling of a Former world 
and Future. 

“ Thought Second. 

“ Why, at the very height of desire and human plea- 
lure, — ^worldly, social, amorous, ambitious, or even avari- 
cious,— does there mingle a certain sense of doubt and 
sorrow— a fear of wluit is to come— a doubt of what is — 
a retrospect to the past, leading to a prognostication 
the future. (The host of Prophets of the Future is the 
Past.) Why is this? or these? — I know not, except 
that on a pinnacle we are most susceptible of giddiness, 
and that we never fear falling except from a precipice— 
the higher, the more awful, and the more sublime ; and, 
therefore, I am not sure that fear is not a pleasurable sen- 
sation ; at least, Hope is ; and what Hope is there without 
a deep leaven of Fear ? and what sensation is so delight- 
ful as Hope ? and, if it were not for Hope, where would 
the Future be ? — in hell. It is useless to say where the 
Present is, for most of us know ; and as for the Past, what 
predominates in memory? — Hope baffled. Ergo, in all 
human affairs, it is H«^e— Hope — ^Hope. I allow sixteen 
minutes, though I never counted them, to any given 
supposed possession. From whatever place we com- 
mence, we know wh5re it all must end. And yet, what 
good is there in knowing it ? It does not make men better 
or wiser. During the greatest horrors of the greatest 
plagues, (Athens and Florence, for example— see Thucy- 
dides and Machiavelli,) men were more cruel and profli- 
gate than ever. It is all a mystery. I feel most things, 
but I know nothing, except . 
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^)Thmghtfiarawpttc^qflMdf^^^ 

(* Went ZhatKun would / let thee livgj 

Fool! lieoM I Uve-Hu thy father llTet, 

And tbj lon'e aooa ikall lire for erermore. 

^ Past midnight. One c? the clock. 

“ I l»vo been reading W. P. Schlegel (brother to thi 
other of the name) till now, and I can make out nothing. 
He evidently shows a great power of words, but there ii 
nothing to be taken hold of. He is like Hazlitt, in Eng- 
lish, who ttdka jAmple»-^ red and white corruption rising 
up, (in little imitation of mountains upon maps,) but con- 
taining nothing, and discharging nothing, except their own 
humours. 

* «1 dislike him the worse, (that is, Schlegel,) because 
ho always seems upon the verge of meaning ; and, lo, ht 
goes down like sunset, or melts like a rainbow, leaving a 
rather rich confusion, — to which, however, the above com- 
parisons do too much honour. 

Continuing to read Mr. F. Schlegell. He is not such 
a fool as 1 took him for, that is to say, when ho speaks ol 
the North. But still he speaks of things aJl over the world 
with a kind of authority that a philosopher would disdain, 
and a man of common sense, feeling, and knowledge of 
hb own ignorance, would be ashamed of. The man is 
evidently wanting to make an impression, like his brother, 
—or like George in tlic Vicar of Wakefield, who found 
out that all the good things had been said already on the 
right side, and therefore ‘dressed up some paradoxes' 
upon the wrong side — ^ingenious, but false, as he himself 
says — to which ‘the learned world said nothing, notliing 
at all, sir.* The ‘ learned world,’ however, ha» said some- 
thing to the brothers Schlegel. 

“ It is high time to think of something else. What they 
.•ay of the antiquities of the North k best. 

“January 29, 1821. 

“ Yesterday the woman of ninety-five years of ago was 
with me. She said her eldest son (if now alive) would 
have been seventy. She is tliin — short, but active — 
hears, and sees, and talks incessantly. Several teeth 
left — all in the lower jaw, and single front teeth. She is 
very deeply wrinkled, and has a sort of scattered gray 
beard over her chin, at least as long as my mustachios. 
Her head, in fact, resembles tlie drawing in crayons of 
Pope the poet’s mother, which is in some editions of hb 
works. 


(1821) to an excess, which would be ridiculous, but that 
I he deserves it. 

“ In the same style thb German talks of gcmdolas on 
the Amo— a precious fellow to dare to speak of Italy I 

“ He says also that Dante’s cluef defect n a want, in a 
word, of gentle feelings. Of gentle feelings !— and Fran- 
cesca of Riimni:---uid the father’s feelings in Ugolino— 
and Beatrice — and ‘ La Pia !* Why, there b a gentleness 
in Dante beyond all gentleness, when he b tender. It b 
true that, treating of the Chrbtian Hades, or Hell, tliere 
b not much scope or site for gentleness — ^but who hut 
Dante could havo introduced any ‘ gentleness’ at all into 
Helll Is there any in Milton’s? No — and Dante’s 
Heaven b all love, and glory, and majesty. 

“ 1 o’clock. 

“ I have found out, however, where the Gorman b right 
— ^it b about the Vicar of W^efield. ‘ Of all romances 
in miniature, (and, perhaps, thb b the best shape in which 
romance can appear,) the Vicar of Wakefield b, I think, 
the most excjuisite.’ He thinks ! — he might l)c sure. But 
it b very well for a Schlegel. I feel sleepy, and may as 
well get me to bed. To-morrow tliere will bo fine wear 
ther. 

* Truit OR, and think to-morrow will repay.* 

“ January 30, 1821. 

“ The Count P. G. this evening (by commission from 
.he C*.) transmitted to me the now voorda for Uie next six 
months. ♦ * ♦ and ♦ ♦ The new sacred word b 
* * ♦ — the reply * * * — tlic rejoinder * ♦ *. Tho 
brmer word (now changed) was ♦ * ♦ — ^tliere b also 

♦ Things seem fast coming to a erbb— 

poiro/ 

“Wo talked over various matters of moment and move- 
lent. These I omit;— if they come to any tiling, they 
'ill speak for themselves. After these, we s{>oko of 
ICosciusko. Count R.G. told me that ho has seen tho 
?olbh officers in tiio Italian war burst into tears on hear- 
ing his name. 

“ Something must be up in Piedmont — all die letters 
and papers are stopped. Nobody knows any thing, and 
tlie Gormans arc concentrating near Mantua. Of tlio 
Jeebion of Laybach, nothing b known. Tlib state of 
kings cannot last long. The ferment in men’s minds at 
iresent cannot bo conceived without seeing it. 


“ I forgot to ask her if she remembered Alboroni, (legate 
here,) but will ask her next time. Gave her a loub — 
ordered her a new suit of clothes, and put her upon a 
weekly pension. Till now, she had woiked at gatliering 
wood and pine-nuts in the forest, — pretty work at ninety- 
five years old ! She had a dozen children, of whom some 
are alive. Her name b Maria Montanari. 

“ Met a company of the sect (a kind of Liberal Club) 
called the ‘ Americani’ in the forest, all armed, and sing- 
ing, with all their miglit, in Romagnuole — ^Sem tutti 
soidat’ per la liberla,’ (‘ we are all soldiers for liberty.’) 
They cheered me as I passed — I returned ilicir salute, 
and rode on. Thb may show die spirit of Italy at pre- 
sent. 

“ My to-day’s journal consbts of what I omitted yes- 
terday. To-day was much as usual. Have rather a 
better opinion of the writings cf the Schlegels than I had 
four-and-twenty hours ago ; and will amend it still fartlier, 
if possible. 

“ They say that the Piedmontese liave at lengUi risen 
o ira ! 

“ Read Schlegel. Of Dante he says that ‘ at no time 
has the greatest and most national all ItaUan poets 
ever been much the favourite of hb countrymen.’ ’T b 
fabe ! There havo been more editors and commentators 
(and imitators, ultimately) of Dante than of all their poets | 
put together. JVerf a favourite ! Why, they talk Dante — 
write Dante— and tliink and dream Dante at thb moment 


“January 31, 1821. 

“ For several days 1 have not written any thing except 

few answers to letters. In momentary expectation of 
an explosion of some kind, it b not easy to settle down to 
be desk for the higher kinds of composition. I could do 
, to be sure, for, last summer, I wrote my drama in the 
bustle of Madame la Contesse G.’s divorce, and all 
g proc.css of accompaniments. At tlie same time, I 
also had the nows of the loss of an important lawsuit in 
Fnglond. But these were only private and personal 
[jusiiiess ; the present b of a different nature. 

“ I supfiose it b thb, but have some suspicion that it 
may be Uoiness, wliich prevents me from writing ; espe- 
iaily as Rochefoucault says tliai ‘ laziness often masters 
fiem all’ — speaking of the paasiona. If this were true, 
. could hardly be said that ‘ idleness b the root of alt evil,’ 
lincc this b sup{>osod to spring from tlie passions only ; 
irgn, that which masters all the passions (laziness, to wit) 
'ould in so much be a good. Who knows 7 

“ Midnight. 

“I have been reading Grimm’s Corresjjondence. He 
Bpeats frequently, in speaking of a poet, or of a man of 
jenius in any department, even in music, (Gretry, for in- 
stance,) tliat ho must have ‘ ime ame qui se tourmentc, 

t In tba original MS. oae watchword* are blotted over so os to be 
iUegiUe. ’ - 



^ BXT&AOTS FEOM A JOtJEKAL, l«l. 


ite esprit violent’ How ikr tiw may be true, 1 know 
not ; but if it were, 1 should be a poet * per eocell^za 
for I have always had *une ame,’ wtuch net only to^ 
mented itself but every body else in contact with it; and 
an *es|^ vident,’ which hu almost left me without my 
^espfir at aH. As to defining what a poet ahmid be, it is 
not worth while^ for what are th^ wordi ? what have the; 
done? I 

** Grimm, however, is an excellent critic and literary 
hntorian. His Correspondents forms the annals of tb< 
fiterary part of that age of France, with much of hei 
pditios, and still more of her ‘way of life.’ He is a 
valuable, and far more entertaining that Muratoti o 
Tiraboe^wl had almost said, tiian Guingene^ut ther^ 
we should pause. However ’t is a great man in its line. 

“Monsieur St. Lambert has 

* Et 1oraqu*li m regardf U lumlSre Mt mvie, 
n ii*A en moatmat, S perdre qa« la Tie.' 

This word for word, Thomson’s 

' And dyiog, «11 we can reeign ie breath,' 
without the smallest acknowledgment from the Lorrain* 
of a poet. M. St. LambtirC is dead as a man, and (foi 
any thing I know to contrary) damned as a poet, by 
tliis time. However, his Seasons have good tilings, and, 
it may be, some ofhis own. 

* February 2, 1821. 

“1 have been considering what can be the reason why 
I always wake at a certain hour in the morning, and 
always in very bad spirits — I may say, in actual despair 
and despondency, in all respects — even of that which 
pleased me over night In about on hour or two, this 
goes of^ and I compose either to sleep again, or at least, 
to quiet In England, five years ago, I had the same 
kind of hypochondria, but accompanied with so violent a 
thirst that I have drank as many as fifteen bottles of soda- 
water in one night, after going to bed, and been still thirsty 
—calculating, however, some lost from the bursting out 
and effervescence and overflowing of tlie soda-water, in 


who are all on tiptoe to maxdi. Gave oedeiv for aen^ 
hoTMas and portmanteaus necessary for the horsee. 

“ Read some of Bowles’s dispute dboat Pope, with all 
the replies and rejoinders. Perceive that my natue has 
been lugged into the controversy, but have not time to 
state what 1 know of die imbject On some ‘ piping day , 
of peace’ it is probable that 2 may resume it. 

I “Febnaay 9, 1891. 

“Before dinner wrote a little ; also, before I rode out, 
Count P. G. called upon me, to let me know the result of 
die meeting of the at F. and at B. * * returned late 

last night. Every tiling was combined under the idea that 
the Barbarians would pass the Po on the 15th inst. 
Instead of tliis, from some previous information or othciw^ 
wise, they have hastened their march and actually passed 
two days ago ; so that all that can be done at present in 
Romagna is, to stand on the alert and wait for the advance 
of the Neapolitans. Every thing was ready, and the 
Neapolitans had sent on thoir own instructions and inten- 
tions, all calculated for the tenth and eleventh, on which 
days a general rising was to take place, under the suppo- 
sition that tlie Barbarians could not advance before 
die 15th. 

“As it is, they have but fifty or sixty thousand troops, a 
a numlier with which they might as well attempt to con- 
quer the world as secure Italy in its present state. The 
artillery marches IcuU, and alone, and there is an idea of 
an attempt to cut part of them off*. All this will much 
depend upon the first steps of the Neapolitans. Here, the 
uublic spirit is excellent, provided it be kept up. This will 
be seen by the event. 

“It is probable that Italy will be delivered from the Bar- 
oarians if the Neapolitans will but stand firm, and are 
united among themselves. Here they appear to. 

“February 10, 1821. ■ 

“Day passed as usual — nothing new. Barbarians still 
in marcli — ^not well equijjpod, and, of course, not well 
*eceived on their route. I'here is some talk of a conuno- 
ion at Paris. 


drawing the corks, or striking off* the necks of the bottles 
from mere thirsy impatience. At present, I have not the 
thirst ; but the depression of spirits is no loss violent. 

“ I read in Edgeworth’s Memoirs of something similar 
(except that his thirst expended itself on small beer) in the 
case of Sir F. B. Delaval; — but then he was, at least, 
twenty years older. What is it ? — Oliver ? In England, 
l,c Man (the apoUiecary) cured me of the tliirst in Uiree 
days, and it had lasted as many years. 1 suppose that it 
is all hypochondria. 

“ What I feel most growing upon me ore lazinesss and 
a disrelish more powerful than indifference. If I rouse, 
it is into fury. 1 presume that I shall end (if not earlier 
by accident, or some such termination) tike Swifl>— ‘ dying 


“Rode out between four and six — finished my letter to 
durray on Bowles’s pamphlets — added postscript. Passed 
be evening as usual— out till eleven — and subsequently 
2 home. 

“February 11, 1821. 

“ Wrote — ^had a copy taken of an extract from Petrarch’s 
letters, witli reference to t he conspiracy of the Doge, M. 
'aliero, containing the poet’s opinion of the matter. Heard 
heavy firing of cannon towards Comaccliio — the Barba- 
ians rejoicing for tlieir principal pig’s birthday, which is 
>morrow — or Saint day — I forget which. Received a 
icket for the first ball to-morrow. Shall not go to the 
bstjbut 'mtend going to the second, as also to the YegUoni. 


at top. I confess I do not contemplate mis with so much 
horror as be apparently did for some years before it hap- 
pened. But Swift had hardly begun life at the very peri^ 
(thirty-three'!') when 1 feel quite an old sort of feel. 

“Oh! there is an organ playing in the street — a waltz, 
too! I must leave off* to listen. They are playing a 
waltz, which I have heard ten thousand times at the bads 
in London, between 1812 and 1815. Music is a strange 
thing. 


“February IS, 1821. 

“ To-day read a little in Louis B ’s Holiande, but have 
rritten nothing since the completion of the letter on the 
*ope controversy. Politics are quite mistv for the pre- 
lent. The Barbarians still upon their march. It is ftot 
3asy to divine what the Italians will now do. 

“Was elected yesterday ‘Socio’ of the Carnival ball 
ociety. This is the fifth carnival that I have passed, 
.n the four fcvmer, 1 racketed a good deal. In the pre- 


“February 5, 1821. 

“ At last, ‘ the kiln ’s in a low.’ The Germans are 
ordered to march, and Italy is, for the ten thousandth time, 
to become a field of battle. Lost night the new's came. 

“ This afternoon, Count P. G. came to mo to consult 
upon divers matters. We rode out together. They have 
sent ofiT to the C. for orders. To-morrow the decisiem 
ought to arrive, and tlien something will be done. Returned 
—dined— read— ‘Went out — ^talked over matters. Made 
a purchase of some arms for tlie new enrolled Americani, 

' Sm Joitmal, JtnuAiy t, 18!Q. 


sent, I have been as sober as Lady Grace herself. 

“February 14, 1821. 

“Much as usual. Wrote, before riding out, part of a 
scene of ‘ Sardanapalus.’ The first act nearly finished. 
The rest o£ the day and evening as before— partly without, 
in conversazione— partly at home. 

“ Heard the particulars of the late fray atRussi, a town 
not far from tlus. It is exactly the fact of Romeo and 
jiiulietta— not Romeo, as Uio Barbariart writes it. Two 
ainilies of Contadini (peasants) are at feud. At a ball, 
the younger part of the fomiUes forget tlteir quarrels, and 
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.failed togeUiar. AncM mui of one of them ontera, uu 
reprasres the young men for dancing with the females o: 
the oppodite family. The male relatives of the lattci 
resent this. Both parties rush home, and arm themselves, 
They meet directly, by moonlight, in the public way, ami 
fight it out. Three are killed on the spot, and six wounde 
most of them dangerously, ~pretty well for two families, 
methihka— and all jto, of the last week. Another assas> 
sination has taken place at Cesenna, — in all about^/br^ 
in Romagna within these last three months. These peopl< 
retain much of the middle ages. 

“February 15, 1821. 

“Last night finished the first act of Sardanapalus. To- 
night, or to-morrow, I ought to answer letters. 

“February 16, 1821. 

“Last night II C<mte P. G . sent a man with a bag ful 
of bayonets, some muskets, and sonuf hundreds of car- 
tridges to my house, without apprizing me, though I liat 
seen him not half an hour before. About ten day.s ag< 
when there was to be a rising here, the Liberals and iiij, 
brethren C*. asked me to purchase some arms lor a de- 
tain few of our ragamuffins. 1 did so immediately, and 
ordered ammunition, &c. and they were arnajd accord- 
ingly. Well — the rising is prevented by the Barbarian' 
marching a week sooner than appointed ; and an order is 
issued, and in force, by the Govermne-nt,‘(hat all persons 
having arms concealed, See. See. shall ho liable to,’ &< 
&c. — and what do rny friends, the patriots, do two days 
afterward? Why, they throw hack upon my hands, and 
into my house, these very arm--! (without a word of warn- 
ing previously) with which I had furnished them at theii 
own request, and at my own })cril and expanse. 

. “It was lucky that Lega was at home to receive them. 
If any of the servants had (except Tita and F. andLciga) 
they would have betrayed it immediately. In Uic mean 
time, if Uicy are denounced, or discovered, I shall be in a 
scrape. 

“At nine went out— at eleven returned. Beat th- 
crow for stealing the falcon's victuals. Read ‘Talcs of 
my Landlord’ — wrote a letter — and mixed a moderate- 
beaker of water with other ingredients. 

“February 18, 1821. 

“The news are that the Neapolitans have broken a 
bridge, and slain four pontifical carabiniers, w'hilk cara- 
biniers, wished to oppose. Besides the disrespect to 
neutrality, it is a pity that the first blood shed in this Ger- 
man quarrel should be Italian. However, the war seems 
begun in good earnest; for, if the Neapolitans kill tlie 
Pope’s carabiniers, they will not be more delicate towards 
the Barbarians. If it be even so, in a short time, ‘there 
will be news o’ thae craws,’ as Mrs. Alison Wilson says 
of Jenny Blane’s ‘ unco cockernony’ in the Talcs of my 
Landlord.* 

“ In turning over Grimm’s Correspondence to-day, I 
found a thought of Tom Moore’s in a song of Maupertuis 
t^a female Laplander. 

* JEt toua les Uoox, 

Dll sont Msyeux, * 

Fout la Zone briilttnte.’ 

Phis is Moore’j 

And Ihoae ejea make my climate, wherexer 1 roam.* 

But I am sure that Moore never saw it ; for this song 
was published in Grimm’s Correspondence in 1813, and 
I knew Moore’s by heart in 1812. There is also another 
but an antithetical ccnncidence. 

* Le eolell luU, 

Dee Jnura aana onit 
Blent6t 11 imua deetlne ; 

Male cee long* Jours 
Beront Irop courts, 

Pase6« pris ties CKrietlnr .* 

This is the thumc^ht. revermlj of the last stanza of 
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ballad on Charlotte liynes, given in Miss Seward^ 
inoira of Darwin, which is pretty — I quote from memoif 
of these last fifieen years. 

* For my fu-«t «l|;lit 1 ’ll go 
To Uio»e regione of enow, 

Where the eun foi «i k mom hi never slilnea ; 

And think, evun then, 

Ue too loon cume agam, 

To disturb me with fair Charlotte Lynas.* 

“ To-day I have had no communication with my Car- 
bonari cronies ; but, in the mean time, iny lower apart- 
ments are full of their bayonets, fusils, cartridges, and 
what not. I suppose that, they consider me as a depot, 
to be sacritM.*Pc), in case of accidents. It is no groat matter, 
snpjtosing that Italy crmld be lil>erated, who or what is 
sacrificed. Il is a grand object — the verypoefry of poli- 
tics. Only think — a fi-ee Italy!!! Why, there has been 
nothing like it since the days of Augustus. I reckon the 
limes of Caesar (.Tulius) free; because the commotions 
left every body a side to lake, and the parties were pretty 
equal at the set out. But, afterward, it was ail Pretorion 
and legionary business — wo shall see, or at least, some 
will see, what caid will turn up. It is best to hojie, even 
of the. hopeless. 'I'he Dutch did more tlion these fellows 
have to do, in the Seventy Years’ War. 

“February 19, 1821. 

'‘Came home solus — very high wind — lightning- 
moonshine — solitary stragglei's muffled in cloaks — women 
in mask — 'while houses — clouds hurrying over tlie sky, lilt© 
!j)ilt milk blown out of the pail — altogether very poetical. 
Ir is still l)lov\ing liai'il — tlie lilcs flying, and the house 
rocking — ^rain s)»laslnng — lightning Hashing — quite a fin© 
Swiss Alpine evening, and the s«.-‘a roaring in the distance. 

“ Visited — e.onvcrsa/iono. All the women frightened 
»y the squall : tlicy vum't go to the masquerade because it 
ightens — the pious reason ! 

“Still blow’ing aw'ay. A. has sent me some news to- 
lay. 'J’he war approaches nearer and nearer. Oh tliose 
coundrei sovereigns I Let us but see them beaten — let 
lie Neapolitans but iiave the pluck of the Dutch of old, or 
■>f the Spaniards of now, or of iJie German Protestants, the 
?>CA>tch Presbylcriaus, the Swiss under Tell, or the Greeks 
inder Themistixdes — all small and solitary nations, 
except the Spaniards and German Liiiherans,) and there 
is yet a resurrection for Italy, and a hope for the world. 

“February 20,1821. 

“ The news of the day arc, that the Neapolitans are full 
>f energy. 'I’he public spirit here is certainly vixll kept 
ip. Tlie ‘ Aniericaui’ (a patriotic society here, an und<M> 
ranch of the ‘Carbonari’) give a dinner, in the Faretl in 
. few days, and have invited me, as one of tlie C*. It 
s to be in dw Forest of Boccacio’s and Dryden’s ‘Hunts- 
nan’s Ghost;’ and, even if I had not the same political 
Bclings, (to say nothing of my old convivial turn, which 
(very now and tjien revives,) I w'ould go as a poet, or, at 
east, a.s a lover <jf poetry. I shall o.xjjcct to soe the spectre 
>f‘Ostasio* degli Onesti’ (Dryden has turned him into 
xuido f^avalcanti — an essentially diflerent person, as may 
“ found in Dante) come ‘ thundering flir his prey’f in the 
iidst of the festival. At any rate, whether he does or no, 
will get as tipsy and patriotic as possible. 

* WYlhin those few days 1 have read, but not written. 

“February 21, 1821. 

“As usual, rode — visited, &c. Business begins to 
hicken. The Pope has printed a declaration against the 
latriots, who, he says, meditate a rising. The conse- 
uence of all this will be, that, in a fortnight, the whole 
ountry will be up. The proclamation is not yet published, 
but printed, ready for distribution. * * sent me a copy 
jrivately — a sign that he does not know what to thmk. 

* In Bou-acio, tlnr name Is, 1 think, NesUflo. 

1 Soe i>oii Juan, ( anloSd, 1U5 atiu 106. 



EXTRACTS PROM A JOURNAL, 1821. 


258 


Wh«a he wants to be well with Uie patriots, he sojkIs to 
me some civil message or other. 

^For my own par^ it seems to me, that notlung but the 
most decided success of the Barbarians can prevent a 
general and immediate rise of the whole uatbn. 

“February 23, 1821. ' 

“Almost ditto t^'iih yesterday — rode, &c.— visited — 
wrote nothing — ^read Roman History. 

“Had a curious letter from a fellow, who infonns me 
that the Barbarians are ill-tlisposed towards me. He is 
probably a spy, or an impostor. But be it so, even as he 
says. They cannot bestow their hostility on one who 
loathes and c.Kecralos them more than I do, or wlio will 
oppose their views with more zeal, when the op[)ortimity 
o0crs. 

“February 24,1821. 

“Rode, &c. as usual. The secret intelligence arrived 
this morning from tlie frontier to tlic C*. is as ba<l as pos- 
sibie. Tlio yUin has missed — the chiefs are betrayed, 
military as well as civil — and tlic Neapolitans not only 
have fwi moved, but have declarc'd to the P. govcniment, 
and to the Barbariaris, that tiioy know notliing of the 
matter ! ! ! 

“ Thus the world goes ; and thus the Italians are always 
lost for lack of union among themselves. What is to be 
done Acre, between the two fires, tuid cut off from the !N". 
frontier, is not decided. My ojiinion was, better to rise 
than be taken in detail ; but how it will he settled now, I 
cannot tell. Mess(‘ngcrs are despatched to the delegates 
of the other cities to learn their resolutions. 

“1 always had an idea that it would be hungkd; but was 
willing to hope, and am so still. Whut(;vcr I can do by 
money, means, or person, I will venture freely for their 
freedom; and have so repeated to them (some of the 
Chiefs here) half an hour ago, J have two thousand five 
hundred scudi, better lliun five hundred pounds, in the 
house, which I oflerod to begin with. 

“February 25, 1821. 

“Came home-~my head aches — plenty of news, but too 
tiresome to set down. I liave neither read, nor written, 
nor thought, but led a purely animal Uf« all day. I mean 
to try to write a page or tw’o before J go to bed. But, as 
Squire Sullen says, ‘My head aches consumodly: Scrub, 
bring me a dram.” Drank some Irnola wine, and some 
punch. 

Log-book conlmiied.* 

“February 27, 1821. 

“1 have been a day without confmumg the log, because 
I coi4d not find a blank book. At length I recollected this. 

“ Rode, &c. — dinod — wrote dowm an additional stanza 
for the 6th canto of D. J. which I had composed in bed 
this morning. Visited ^ Arnica, Wo are invited on the 
night of the Veglione, (next Domenica) with the Mar- 
chesa Clelia Cavalii and the Countess Spinelli Rusponi. 
1 promised to go. Last night there was a row at the ball, 


of which I am a ‘ socio.’ The vice-legate had the impiK 
deiit insolence to introduce three of liis servants in mask— 
witfunU iicketa^ too! and in spite of remonstrances. The 
consequence was, that the young men of the ball took it 
up, and were near throwing the vice-legate out of the win- 
dow. His servants, seeing the scene, withdrew, and he 
after them. His reverence Monsignore ought to know, 
that these are not times for the predominance of priests 
over decorum. Two minutes more, two steps farther, and 
the whole city would have been in arms, and the govern^ 
ment driven out of it. 

“ Sucli is tlic spirit of the day, and these fellows appeat 
not to perceive it. A.s far as the simple fact went, th« 
young men w ere right, servants being proliibited always 
at tho.'^e festivals. 

“Yesterday wrote tw'o notes on the ‘Bowles and Pope* 
controversy, and .sent them off to Murray by tlie post. The 
old woman whom 1 relieved in the forest (she is ninety- 
four years of age“) brought me two bunches of violets. 

‘ Nam vita gaudet mortuu fioribus.’ I vva.s mucli pleased 
with the present. An Englishwomnn would have pre- 
sented a pair of worsted stockings, at least, in the month 
ofFehniary. Both excellent things; but tlic former are 
more elegant. The present, at this season, reminds one 
of Gray's stanza, omitted from his elegy. 

* Here icatler’il oft, the earliett of the year, 

By ImnrU iiOReeu, are Rhuwcrii of violeta found ; 

The n dlireast loves to build and warble here, 

And little footMtepii liKhtly print the ground.* 

As fine a stanza as any in his elegy. I wonder that ho 
could have the heart lo omit it. 

“Last night 1 suffered horribly — from an indigestion, I 
believe. I «ft;cr sup— that is, never at homo. But, last 
night, 1 was prevail(‘d upon by the Countess Gamba’s 
pt^rsuasion, and tlic strenuous example of her brother, to 
swallow', at supper, a quantity of boiled cockles, and to 
dilute thcm,7M;r reluctantly, with some Irnola wine. When 
I came home, apprehensive of the conseiiucnccs, I swal- 
lowed three or four glasses of spirit.?, which men (the 
venders) call brandy, rum, or Hollands, but which gods 
would entitle spirits of wine, coloured or sugared. All was 
pretty well till I got to bed, when I became somewhat 
swollen, and considerably vertiginous. I got out, and 
mixing some soda-f)owders, drank them off. This brought 
on temporary relief. I retumod to bed ; but grew sick 
and .sorry once and again. Took more sod^watcr. At 
last I fell into a dreary sleep. Woke, and was ill all day, 
till I had gallojjed a few mile.s. Query — was it the 
cockles, or what I took to correct tliem, that caused the 
commotion ? I think both. I remarked in my illness the 
complete inertion, inaction, and destruction of my chief 
mental faculties. I tried to rouse them, and yet could not— 
and this is the Soul! ! ! I should bebeve that it was mar- 
ried to the body, if they did not sympathize so much with 
each other. If the one rose, w’hen the other fell, it would 
be a sign that tliey lunged for the natural state of divorce. 
But, as it is, they seem to draw together like posthorses. 

“ Let us iiopc tlic best — it is the grand podsessiim.*’ 


* la aaaiher paper-book. 


* See ^urna). Jaa. 26 
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(EXTRACTED FROM VARIOUS JOURNALS, MEMORANDUMS, &c. &c.) 


On the first leaf of his Seri) ores Gnrci” is in liis 
schoolboy hand, tlic following meinorial : — George Gor- 
don Byron, Wednesday, June 26th, a. d. 1805, 3 quartern 
of an hour past 3 o’clock in the afternoon, 3d school,— 
Calvert, monitor, Tom Wildman on my left hand, and 
Long on my right. Harrow on the Hill.” On the same 
leaf, written five years after, appears I his conunent: 

“ Elieu fugHces, Pu$tliun)e 1 PuHthumc I 
Labuuturanui. 

*B. January 9tli, 18()9. — Of the four persons whose 
names are here mentioned, one is dead, anolher in a dis- 
tant climate, aU separated, and not five years have elap.scd 
smee they sat togctlier in school, and none are yet twiiity- 
one years of age.” 

In some of las other school books are recordi'd (he daU 
of his entrance at Harrow, the names of the boys wlu 
were at that time monitors, and tlie list of his fellow-pupils 
under Doctor Drury, a.s follows: 

"Byron, Harrow on the Hill, Middl<‘scx, Alumnus 
'vcltoloi Lyonensis primus in anno Doniini 1801, Ellison 
Duce.” 

“Monitors, 1801.— Ellison, Royston, Hunxman, Rash- 
leigh, Rokeby, Leigh.” 

"Drury’s Pupils, 1804.— Byron, Drury, Sinclair, Hoarc, 
Bolder, Annesley, Calvert, Strong, Acland, Gordon, 
Drummond.” 

" For several years of my earliest ohildhood, I was in 
Aberdeen, but have never revisited it suice 1 was ten 
years old. I w'as sent, at five years old or earlier, to a 
school kept by a Mr. Bowers, who was called ^Bodfy 
Bowers,’ by reason of his dapperness, li was a school 
for botli sexes. I learned little there e.xcept to repeat by 
rote the first lesson of Monosyllables (‘God made man 
— ^‘Let us love him’) by hearing it often repeated, without 
acquiring a letter. Whenever proof vs'as made of my 
progress at home, I repeat <;d tliese words with tlie mo.st 
rapid fluency ; but on turning over a new leaf, I continuod 
to repeat them, so that the narrow boundaries of my first 
year’s accomplishments were detected, my cars boxed, 
(which they did not deserve, seeing it was by ear only 
that I had acquired iny letters,) and my intellects con- 
signed to a new preceptor. He was a very devout, clever 
liSlo clergyman, named Ross, afterward minister of one 
of the kirks, {East, I tliinlc.) Unr^er him I made asto- 
nishing progress, and I recollect to tliis day his mild man- 
ners and good-natured pains-taking. The moment I 
could read, my grand passion was fastory, and, why I 
know not, but I was particularly talteii with the battle 
near tlie Lake Regillus in tlie Roman History, put into 
my hands the first. Four years ago, when standing on 
the heights of Tusculum, and looking down upon the little 
round lake tliat was once Regillus, and which dots tlie 
immense expanse below, 1 remembered my young entlm- 
aiasm and my old instriicter. Aflcrw’ard I had a very 
serious, saturnine, but kind young man, named Paterson, 
for a tutor. He was the son of my shoemaker, but a 
good scholar, as is common with the Scotch. He was a 
rigid Presbyterian also. With him I began I^atin in 
Ruddiman’s grammar, and continued till 1 wont to thei 


‘Grammar School’ {Scotici:, ‘Schulo;’ Ahcrdonict, 
‘ Squecl,’) whore I tlireaded all the classes to the faurih, 
when I was recalled to England (where I had been 
hatched) by the demist; of my uncle. I acquired this 
handwriting, which I can hardly read mysislf, under the 
fair copies of Mr. Duncan of the same city: I don’t 
tliink he would plume himself much uf)on my progress. 
However, I wrote much belter then than I have ever 
done since. Ha.ste and agitation of one kind or anotiier 
have quite spoiled as pretty a scrawl as ever scratched 
ov(;r a fl ank , The gi*arnmar school might consist of a 
hundred and fifty of all ages luider age. It was divided 
into five classes taught by four masters, the chief teacliing 
the fourth and fifth himself. As in England, the fifth, 
sixth forms, and monitors, ar<; hciinl by the head masters.” 

♦ ♦ 4 ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“I doubt sometimes whether, after all, a quiet and 
unagilated life would have suited me ; yet I sometimes 
long for if. My earliest dreams (as most boys’ dreams 
are) were rnartitil ; hut a little later they were all for love 
and retiremimh till the hopeh^ss attachment toM * * * 

' * began and continueil (though sedulously con- 
cealed) very early in my teens; and so upwards fora 
time. 7’/iW threw me out again ‘alone on a wide, wide 
In the year 1804, 1 reroliect meeting my sister at 
General Hareourt’s in Portland-jilace. I was then (me 
thin^, and as she had always till Uien found me. When 
met again in 1805, (she told me since) my temper and 
ijsposition were so completely altered that I was hardly 
0 he recognised. I was not then sensible of tlie change ; 
but I can believi' i(, and account for it.” 

"In all other respects,” (he says, after mentioning his 
infant passion fiir Mary Duff,) “1 dilfered not at all from 
other children, being neither tall nor short, dull nor witty, 
of my age, but ratlier lively — except in my sullen moods, 
and then I was always a devil. They once (in one of 
my silent rages) wrenched a knife from mo, which I had 
snatched from table at Mrs. B.’s dinner, ([ always dined 
earlier,) and applied to my breast ; — but tliis was three or 
four years after, just before the late Lord B.’s decease. 

“My ostmsihk temper has certainly imjjroved in later 
years ; but I shuddtT, and must, to my latest hour, regret 
the consequence of it and my pa.ssions combined. One 
evimt — hut no matter — there are others not much better 
to think of also — and to them I give the preference ..... 

* But I hate dwelling upon incidents. My temper ix 
now under management — rarely hmd, and, when loud, 
never deadly. It ls when silent, and I feel my forehead 
and my cheek paling;, that I cannot control it ; and then 

but unless there is a woman (and not any or every 

woman) in the way, I have sunk into tolerable apathy.” 

sn an 

"My passions were developed very early— so early 
Jiat few would believe me if I were to state the period 
and the facts which accompanied it. Perhaps this was 
one of the reasons which caused the anticipated melan- 
choly of my tlioughts, — having anticipated life. My 
■arlier poems are the thoughts ^ one at least ten years 
•Ider than the age at which they were written,— I do n’t 
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mean for their solidity, but their experience. The firs! 
two Cantos of Childe Harold were completed at twenty- 
two ; and they are written as if by a man older than ~ 
•hall probably ever be.” 

** My first dash into poetry w'as as early as 1800. Ii 
was the ebullition of a passion for my first cousin, Mar- 
garet Parker, (daughter and granddaughter of the two 
Admirals Parker,) one of the most beautiful of evanes- 
cent beings. I have long forgotten the versos, but i 
would be difficult for mo to forget her — her dark eyes— 
her long eyelashes— her completely Greek cast of face 
and figure ! I was then alwjut twelve — she rather older, 
perhaps a year. She died about a year or two afterward, 
in consequence of a fall, which in jured her spine, and 
induced consumption. Her .sister Augusta (by some 
thought still more beaiitifiil) died of the same malady ; 
and it was, indeed, in attending her, that Margaret met 
with the accident which occasioned her own death. My 
sister told me, that wlien she went to see her, shortly 
before herdeatli, Ufwn accidentally mentioning my name, 
Margaret coloured tlirough the pakmess of mortality to 
the eyes, to the great astoni.shnieiit of my sister, who 
(residing with her grandmotljcr, Lady Ilolderness, and 
seeing but Ultle of ino, for family reason.^) know nothing 
of our attachment, nor could conceive why my name 
should affect her at such a time. I knew nothing of her 
illness, being at Harrow and in the country, til) she w’as 
gone. Sonic years after, I made an attempt at an elegy 
— >* very dull one.* 

“I do not recolleo.t scarcely any thing equal to the 
transparent beauty of my cousin, or to the sweetness of 
her temper, during the short period of our intimacy. She 
looked as if she had been made out, of a rainbow— all 
beauty and peace. 

“My passion had its usual effects upon mo— I could 
not slee[>— I (xiuld not cat — I could not re.st ; and although 
I had reason to know that she loved me, it was the texture 
of my life to tliink of the time which must ela|>8e before 
we could meet again — ^being usually about twelve hours | 
of separation! But I was a f<.K>l then, :uid am not mucli 
wiser now.” 

“When I was fifteen years of age, it happened that, in 
a cavern in Derbyshire, I had to cross in a boat, (in which 
two people only could lie down,) a stream whicdi flows 
under a rock, with tlie rock so close upon the water as to 
admit the boat only to be pu.shed on by a ferryman (a 
•ort of Charon) who wades at Uie stern, stooping all tlie 
time. The companion of rny transit was JVIary Anne 
Chaworth, with whom I had been long in love and never 
told it, though tHie had discovered it without. I recollect 
my sensations, but cannot describe tlie.rn, *uid it is as well. 
We were a party, a Mr. W. two Miss W.’s, Mr. and 
Mrs. Cl— ke, Miss R. and my M. A. C. Alas! why 
do I say JdV ? Our union would have hf?alcd ftsuds in 
which blood had been shed by our fathers, it would have 
joined lands broad and rich, it would have joine<l at lea.sl 
one h wt, and two persons not ill maUdicd in years, (she 
is two years my elder,) and — and — and — whal has been 
the result?” 

• When I was a youth, I was reckoned a good actor. 
Besides ^Harrow Speeches’, (in which I shone,) I enacted 
Penniddock, in the * Wheel of Fortune,’ and Tristram 
Pickle in Allingham’s farce, of the ‘Weathercock,’ for 
three m{(hts, (the duration of our compact,) in some 
private theatricals at Southwell, in 1806, witli great 
applause. The occasional prologue for our volunteer 
play was also of my compaction- The other performers 
young ladies and gentlemen of the neighbourhood, 

* Se« precettio^; MAmoraiidn., on pn^e !t2S. 


and the wdiole went on with great enact upon our gooq- 
natured audience.” 

♦ * ♦ ^ 

“ When I first wont up to college, it was a new and a 
heavy-hearted scene Ibr me : firstly, I so much disliked 
leaving Harrow, that though it was time, (I being seven- 
teen,) it broke my very rest for the last quarter with 
counting the days that remained. 1 always heOed Harrow 
till the last year and a half] but then 1 liked it. Secondly, 
I wished to go to Oxford and not to Cambridge. Thirdly, 
I was so completely alone in this new world, that it half 
broke rny spirits. My companions were not unsocial, 
hut the contrary — lively, hospitable, of rank and fortune, 
and gay far beyond my gayety. I mingled with, and 
dined and suppe^d, &c. widi them ; but, I know not how, 
if was one of flic deadliest and heaviest feelings of my 
life to fool that 1 was no longer a boy.” 

“From that moment” (he adds) “I began to grow old 
in my own esteem, and in my esteem age is not estima- 
ble. I took my gradations in tlie vices witli gicat prtjmp- 
titude, but they wore not to my taste ; for iny early pas- 
sions, thoiiifh violent in the extreme, w’ere concentrated, 
and hated division or s}>rcading abroad. I could have 
left or lost the whole world with, or for, that which I 
loved ; but, though my temperament was naturally burn- 
ing, T could not share in the commonplace libertinism of 
the place and time without disgust. And yet this very 
disgust, and my heart thrown hack upon itself, threw me 
into e,\ccsse.s perhaps more fatal than those from which I 
shrunk, as fixing upon one ( at a time) tlie passions which 
spread among many would have hurt only myself.” 

“Till I was eighteen years old (odd as it may seem) I 
lad never read a Review. But while at Harrow, m 5 T 
general information was so great on modern topics as to 
induce asuspit^ion that 1 could only collect so much infor- 
mation Irorii Rvvieies, because T was never seen reading, 
hut always idle, and in mischief, or at play. The truth is, 
ihat 1 read eating, read in bed, read when no one else 
rcaul, and had read all sorts of reading since I was five 
ears old, and yet never met with a Review, which is the 
only reason I know of why I should not have read them. 
But it is true ; for I reniemtier when Hunter arxl Curzon, 
in 1804, told me this opinion at Harrow, I made them 
laugh by my ludicrous astonishment in asking them, 
IVhai is a Review ?’ To be sure, they were then less 
'oinrnon. In three years more, 1 wa.s better acquainted 
vith that same ; hut the first I ever read was in 1806-7. 

“At School I was (as I have said) remarked for the 
•xtent and readiness of my general information ; hut in all 
»ther respects idle, capable of great sudden exertions, 
such f'ls tljirty or forty Greek hexameters, of course with 
uch prosody as it jileased God,) but of few continuous 
Inulgeries. My qualities were much more oratorical and 
martial lliari poetical, and Dr. Drury, my grand patron, 
our head master,) had a great notion that I should turn 
jut an orator, from my fluency, my turbulence, my voice, 
ny co}»iousness of decloinatiun, and my action. I remeig- 
>or tliat my first declamation astonisbrnl him into some 
iiiwonted (for he w^as economical of such) and sudden 
lornpliincnts, before the declaimers at our first rehearsal. 
My first Harrow verses, (that is, English, as exercises,) 
a translation of a chorus from the Prometheus of AEschy- 
lus, were received by him but coolly. No one had the 
least notion that 1 should subside into poesy. 

“Peel, the orator and statesman, (‘ that was, or is, or is 
:o be,’) was my form-fellow, and we were both at the top 
of our remove, (a public-school phrase.) Wo were on 
good terms, but his brother was my intimate friend. There 
were always great hopes of Peel, among us all, masters 
and scholars— and he has not disappointed them. As a 
scholar he was greatly my superior; as a declaimer and 
actor, T was reckoned at least his equal ; as a schoolboy 
tnd of schcK^I, I wa-’ al\^ ays in scrapes, and he never ,• and 
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in suhooly he ahjoayn knew his lessc' and T rarely, — bii 
when I knew it, 1 knew it nearly as well. In "general 
information, history, &c. &c. I tliink I was hitt superior, t 
well as of most boys of my standing. 

* The prodigy of our school-days was George Sinclai 
j(son of Sir John ;) he made exercises for half the schoc 
(liUroUl^i) verses at will, and themes without it. * ♦ 
He was a friend of mine, and in tiie same remove, an. 
used at times to beg me to let him do my exercise, — 
request always most readily accorded upon a pineli, i 
when I wanted to do sometliing else, which was usual) 
once an hour. On the other hand, he was pacihe and 
savage ; so 1 fought for him, or tlirashed others for liii] 
or thrashed himself to make him tlirash othiirs, w'heii i^ 
tvas necessary, as a point of honour and stature, tJiat h 
. should so chastise ; or we talked politics, for he was a 
great politician, and were very good friends. I hav 
some of his letters, written to me from school, still.* 

“Clayton was another school-inonsler of learning, am 
talent, and hope ; but what has become of him 1 do no 
know. He was certainly a genius. 

“My school friendships were witli wc passions^ (for 
was always violent,) but I do not know that there is om 
which has endured (to be sure some liavc been cut shori 
by death) till now'. That with Lord Clare began one ol 
the earliest and lasted longest — being only inlerrupterl by 
distance— Uiat I know of. I never hear the word ‘ Clare' j 
without a btialing of the hesart even nov), and I write i 
with the findings of 190.‘M-5 ad infinitum.” 

“At Harrow I fought my w’ay very fairly. I think 1 

lost but one battle out of seven ; and that was to H 

—and the rascal did not win if, but by the unfair tnuat- 
ment of liis own boanling-housc, where we boxed — T ha( 
not even a second. I never forgave him, and 1 should Im- 
iorry to meet him now’, as 1 am sure we siioukl quarrel. 
My most memorable combats vvi'ro with Morgan, Kice, 
Hainsford, and Lord Jcxiclyn, — but wts were always 
friendly afterward. 1 was a most unpopular boy, but led 
latterly, and have relainod many of my school frien(lslu[)s, 
and all my dislikes — (;xcept to Doctor Butler, wliein I 
treated rebclliously, and have born sorry over since. 
Doctor Drury, whom 1 plagued sufficiently too, was llu 
best, the kindest (and yet strict, too) friend I ever had — 
and I look upon him still as a father. 

“P. Hunter, Curzon, Long, and Tatersall, w’ere my 
principal friends, (vlare, Dorset, C*. Gordon, De Batti, 
Claiidge, and J“®. Wingfield, wore iny juniors and favour- 
ites, whom I spoiled by indulgence. Of all human 
beings, I was, perhaps, at one time, the most attached to 
poor Wingfield, who died at Coimbra, 1811, before J 
returned to England.” 

♦ ♦ * 4 = + 

“I have been thinking over, the other day, on the vari- 
ous comparisons, good or evil, which I have' seen published 
of myself in different journals, English and foreign. This 
was suggested to mo by accidentally turning over a 
foreign one lately, — ^for I have made it a rule latterly never 
to^earch for any thing of the kind, but not to avoid the 
perusal if presented by chance. 

“ To begin, then : I have seen myself compared per- 
sonally or poetically, in English, French, German^ {as 
interpreted to me,) Italian, and Portiiguest^, within these 
nine years, to Rousseau, GotHhe, Young, Aretino, Tiinon 
of Athens, Dante, Petrarch, ‘ an alabaster vase, lighted up 
within,’ Satan, Shakspeare, Buonaparte, Tiberius, A^lschy- 
lus, Sophocles, Euripides, Harlequin, the Clown, Stern- 
hold and Hopkins, to the phantasmagoria, to Henry the 
Eighth, to Chenier, to Mirabcau, to young R. Dallas, 
(the schoolboy,) to Michael Angelo, to Rapliael, to a 
petit-maitre, to Diogenes, to Childc Harold, to l^ara, to 
the Count in Beppo, to Milton, to Pope, to Dryden, to 
Burns, to Savage, to Chatterton, to ‘oft have I heard of 
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thee, iny Lord Biron,’ in Shakspeare, to Churcliill tha 
poet, to Kean the actor, to Alfieri,&c. &c. &c. 

“ I he likcm^ss to Allieri was asserted very seriously by 
an Italian who bad kiKovn him in his younger days. It 
of Course related merely to our apparent personal dispo- 
sitions. He ditl not assert it mcj (for wc were not tiien 
good fiiendy,) but in society. 

“The object of so many contradietpry comparisons 
must probably be like .something different from tliem all; 
but what that is, is more tlian I know, or anybody else,” 

* * + 4c * 

“My mother, lufore I was twenty, would have it that I 
was like Rousseau, and Madame de .Stael used to say so 
too in 1813, and the Edinburgh Review has sometliing of 
the sort in its criti(|ue on the ffmrth Canto of Childe 
Harold. 1 can’t see any point of resemblance: — he 
wroie prose; i verse: he was of tlie people; 1 of the 
arisNicracy :* he was a pliilosoplmr ; 1 am none: he 
puhlishiifl his first work at forty ; I mine at. eighteen; his 
irst essay brouidit him universal applause ; mine the 
contrary: he married his housekeeper ; 1 could not keep 
house with my w ife : lie thought all the world in a plot 
figainsl him ; my little world seems to tliink me in a plot 
against it, if f may judge by their abuse in print and 
[:oterie: Jio liked botany; T like ^)o\^ers, herbs, and trees, 
but know nothing of tlieir jiedigrei'S : he wrote music; I 
limit inv knowle<lg<; of it to wbai I «‘ateb by mr— 1 never 
coiiKl h’arn any thing hy studi/, not even a iangtiog-e— it 
was ail hy rote, and oar, and memory : he liad a bad 
memory; 1 had^ at least, an excellent one, (ask Hodgson, 
lie poet — a good judge, for he has an astonishing one:) 
le wrot<; witli hesitation and care; 1 with rapidity, and 
■arely with paiii.s : he <-oul(l never ride, nor swim, nor 
was cunning of fence / am an excellent swimmer, a 

ent, though not at all a dashing, ride r, (having staved 
in a nh at eighteen in the course of scampering,) and 
’a.s su/fieieni of foncfj, jiarlicularly of tlie Highland 
.•>roa<lsvvord, — not a had bo.v(‘r, wlum T could keep my 
•iriper, whidi was difiicult, but which I strove to do ever 
iiiice. I knocked down Mr. Purling, and put his kneepan 
ml (witli the glove.s on,) in Angelos and Jackson’s 
ooms, in 1806, during the sparring, — and I was besides a 
ery fair erielu'tcr — fnie of (he Harrow eleven, w’hen wt> 
layed against Eton in 1805. Besides, RousHeaif.s way 
•f lift', his country, his manners, his whole character, 
/ere so vory dlllen nt, lhatl am at' a loss to conceive how 
uch a (aimparison could have arisen, as it has done three 
■verul limes, and all in ratln r a remarkable manmT. I 
>rgof to .say tliat he w'as also shortsighted, and that 
lillierlo my eyes have bein the contrary, to such a 
iegree, that in the largest theatre of Bologna I distin- 
lished and read S(»mo hustsand mseriptions painted near 
e stage from a Ixjx so distant and so darkly lighted, that 
•lie of the company (composed of young and very 
righl-oyed people, some of them in the same box) could 
lake out a hitler, and tliouglit it was a trick, lliough 1 hod 
ever been in that tinratre before. 

“Altogether, I tliink myself justified in thinking the 
oinparison not well fiiirideil. I do n’t say this out of 
•ique, for Rousseau was a great man, and the thing, if 
Lie, were llatteriiig enough; — hut I have no idea of 
•ing ploased with a chimera.” + ♦ ♦ ♦ 

+ * + + ♦ 

“I have been thinking of an odd circuiTi.stance. My 
LUghter, (1) my wife, (2) my half-sister, (3) my mother, 
’4) iny sister s mother, (5) my natural daughter, (6) and 
vselij (7) art?, or were, all ow/y children . My sister’s 
other (Latly Conyers) had only my half-sister by that 
cond marriage, (herself, too, an only child,) and rny 
Lther had tmly me, an only child, by his second marriage 
iili my mother, an only child too. Such a complicatum 
only children, all tending to one family, is singular 


• See ChiMe Ifai*ol(l, Cftiiio I. Note 19. 
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tmcMigh, and looks liko fatality almost. But the fiercest 
animals liave the fewest numbers in tlieir litters, as lions, 
tigers, and even elephants, which are mild in compari- 
8on.«* 

♦ * ♦ ♦ * 

• I have a notion (he says) that gamblers are as happy 
as many people, being always excited. Women, wine, 
faihe, the table, — even ambition, sate now and then ; but 
every turn of tlio card and cast of the dice keeps die 
gamester alive ; besides, one can game ten times longer 
^an one con do any tiling else. I was vt^ry fond of it 
when young, that is to say, of hazard, for 1 hate all card 
gaineSj— even faro. When macco (or whatever they 
spell it) was introduced, 1 gave up the whole tiling, for 1 
loved and missed the rattle and <ios/i of tiie box and dice, 
and the glorious uncertainty, not only of good luck or bad 
luck, but(^ any luck at alL^ as one had sometimes to throw 
often to decide at all. I have tlirown as many as fourteen 
mains running, and carried off* all the cash u|K>n tlie tabic 
occasionally ; but 1 iiad no coolness, or judgment, or cal- 
culation. It was the delight of the thing that pleased me. 
Upon the whole, 1 left off in time, without being much a 
winner or loser. Since one-aiid-twenty years of ago 1 1 
have played but little, and tlien never above a hiirulrod, or 
two^ or tliree.” ♦ + ♦ + 

**UST OF HISTOniCAL WRITKRS WHOSE WORKS I 
HAVE FERUSED IN HlFFEUENT LANGUAGES. 

History of England. — Humo, Rapin, Henry, Smollet, 
Tindal, Belsham, Bisset, Adolplius, Holingshed, Frois- 
sart's Chronicles, (lielongiiig properly to F'ranec.) 

“ Scotland, — Buchanan, Hector Bo(Jlhius, both in the 
Latin. 

“ Ireland,'-^ ordon . 

*^Romc. — ^Hooke, D<*.clirie and Fall by Giblnm, Ancieiii 
History by Rollin, (itajluding an account of tlie Carthagi- 
nians, &c.) besides Livy, Tacitus, ICutropius, Cornelius 
Nepos, Julius Cmsar, Arrian, Sallust. 

Greece. — Milford’s Greece, Lekmd’s Philip, Plutarch. 
Potter's Aiiticpiitios, Xenophon, Thucydules, Hc'rodotus. 
^France. — Mezeray, Voltaire. 

^ Spain. — I chiefly derived my knowledge of old Spanisli 
History from a bwk called die Atlas, now obsolete. The 
mtMlern history, from the intrigues of Alberoni down tti 
the Prince of Peace, I learned from its connexion with 
European politics. 

^'■Portugal. — ^From Vertot; as also his account of the 
Siege of Rnodes, — though the last is his own invention, 
the real facts being totally ditrerent. — So much fur his 
Knights of Maltk. 

** i\trkey , — have reavl Knolles, Sir Paul Rycaut, and 
Prince Contemir, besides a more modem history, ano- 
nymous. Of tlie Ottoman History I know every event 
from Taiigralopi, and afterward Othman 1. to the peace 
of Possarowitz, in 1718, — tlie battle of Cutzka, in 1739, 
ami the treaty between Russia and Turkey, in 1790. 

‘^Russia. — Tooke’s Life of Calherinc II. Voltaire’s 
Czar Peter. 

Sweden. — Voltaire’s Charles XIT. also Norberg’s 
Charles XH. — in my ojiinion the Ije.st of the two. — A 
translation of Schiller’s Thirty Years’ War, which con- 
tains the exploits of Gustavus Adolphus, besides llarte'i 
Life of the same Prince. I have soinew here, too, read 
an account of Gustavus Vasa, the deliverer of Swcdei 
hut do not remember the author’s name. 

* Prussia. — I have seen, at least, twenty Lives of Pre« 
dei^ II. the only prince worth recordmg in Pntssiac 

I'JL- His own Works, and Thiehault, — ^nom 

The last is paltry, but circumstantial, 
know little of. Of JVorway I understanc 
but not the chronological. 

— ^I have read long histories of the house 

* Se« Let(«r S36. 


f Suabia, Wenceslaus, and, at length, Rodol{^ of Hapi« 
urgh tind Ids tfdck-'Upped Austrian descendants. 

“ Switzerland.'^'^Ah ! William Tell, and the battle trf* 
dorgarteri, where Burgundy was slain. 

“/ta/y.— Davila, Guicciardini, the Guelphs and Gh^U 
ines, die batde of Pavia, Mussaniello, die revolutions of , 
Naples, &c. £tc. 

*^Hindostan . — Ormc and Cambridge. 

^America. — Robertson, Andrews’ American War. 

“ Africa. — Merely from travels, as Mungo Park, Bruce. 

“BIOGRAPHy. 

“Robertsim’s Charles V. — Cmsar, Sallust, (Catiline 
nd Jiigurdia,) Lives of Marlborough and Eugene, 
fekeli, Bonnard, Buonaparhi, all die British Poets, both 
ly Johnson and Anderson, Rousseau’s Confessions, Life 
f Cromwell, British Plutarch, British Nepos, Campbell’s 
uves of the Admirals, Cluirles XII. Czar Peter, Cathe- 
iiie II. Henry liord Kaimes, Marmontel, Teignmouth’s 
lir William Jones, Life of Newton, Belisaire, with thou- 
ands not to be detailed. 

“LAW. 

“Blackstone, Montesquieu. 

“PHILOSOPHV. 

“Palcy, Locke, Bacon, Hume, Berkeley, Drummond, 
Beattie, and Bolingbroke. Hobbes I detest. 

“aEOGRAPHV. 

“Strabo, Cellarius, Adams, Pinkerton, and Guthrie. 

“ POETRV. 

“ All the Britisli Clas.sics, as before detailed, with most 
if the living poets, Scott, Southey, &c. — Some French, 
■n the original, of wbieh the Cul is rny favourite. — Little 
talian. — Grei.^k and Ladn wiibout iiuinher; — diese last I 
sliall give up in future. — I have translated a good deal 
Tom both languages, verso as well as prose. 

“eloquence. 

“ Demosthenes, Cicero, Guintilian, Sheridan, Austin’s 
jhironomia, and Parliamentary Debates, fixim the Re- 
volution to the year 1742. 

“niVINITV. 

“ Blair, Porteus, 7'illotson, Hooker, — all very tiresome, 
abhor books of religion, though I reverence and love my 
Jod, without the blasphemous notions of sectaries, or 
jelief in ibeir absurd and damnable hcixsaics, mysteries, 
and Tliirty-ninc Article's. 

“ MISCELLANIES. 

“Spectator, Rambler, World, &c. &;c. — Novels by the 
diousarid. 

“ All the books here enumerated I have taken down 
from memory. 1 recollcjct reading them, and can quote 
jiassages from any mentioned. I have, of course, omittid 
several in my catalogue ; but the greater part of the above 
I perused before the age of fifteen. Since I left Harrow 
1 have become idle, and conceited, from scribbling rliyme 
and making love to women. “ B. — Nov. 30, 1807. 

“1 have also read (to rny regret at present) above four 
thousands navels, including the works of Cervantes, Field- 
ing, Smollet, Richardson, Mackenzie, Sterne, Rabelais^ 
and Rousseau, &c. Slc. I'he book, in my opinion, most 
useful to a man who wishes to acquire the reputation of 
being well read, with the least trouble, is, ‘ Burton’s Ana- 
tomy of Melancholy,’ tlie most amusing and instructivo 
medley of quotations and classical anecdotes I ever 
perus^. But a superficial reader must take care, or his 
intricacies will bewilder liim. If, however, he has patience 
to go through his volumes, he will be more improved for 
literary conversation than by the perasal of any twenty 
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other works with which 1 am acquainted, — at least, in tlie 
English language. * 

in the same book that contains the above record of his 
studies, he has written out, also from memory, a ^‘List 
of the dilTerent poets, dramatic or otherwise, who have 
{listinguished their respective languages by tlieir projluc- 
tions.” After enumerating the various poets, both ancient 
and modem, of Europe, he thus proceeds with his cata- 
logue through otlier quarters of the world ; — 

^ ./Iro&ta.-— -Mahomet, whose Koran contains most 
sublime poetical passages, far 8uri>assing European 
poetry. 

“ Persia.— “Ferdousi, author <£ tlie Shah Nameh, the 
Persian Iliad, — Sadi, and Hafiz, tlie immortal Hafiz, the 
drieutal Anacreon. I’lie last is reverenced beyond any 
bard of ancient or modem times by the Persians, who 
resort to his tomb near Shiraz, to celebrate liis memory. 
A splendid copy of his works is chained to his monumenL 

“ Awierica.— An epic poet has alreatly appeared in tliat 
hemisphere, Barlow, auUior of the Columbiad, — not to be 
compared with the works of more polished nations. 

^ Iceland^ Denmark^ Noruny, were famous for their 
Skalds. Among these Lodburg w’as one of the most dis- 
tinguished. His Deatli-Song breathes ferocious senti- 
ments, but a glorious and impassioned strain of poetry. 

HindfiStan is undistinguislied by any great bard, — at 
least, the Sanscrit is so im]>erfi‘ct,Iy known to Europeans, 
we know not what j>octical relics may exist. 

* The Birman Empire ^ — Hero the natives arc passion- 
ately fond of poetry, but their bards are unknown. 

“ China . — I never heard of any Chinese poet but iJic 
Emperor Kicn Long, and his ode to Tea. What a pity 
tlieir philosopher Corifucius did not write poetry, with his 
precepts of morality ! 

“4/nca.— In Africa some of the native melodies are 
plaintive, and the words simjjlc and affecting ; but wlielhor 
their rude strains of nature can be classed with poetry, as 
the songs of tlie Lards, llie Skalds of Europe, &c. &c. I 
know not. 

“ This brief list of poets I have written down from 
memory, without any book of reference; consequently 
some errors may occur, but I think, if any, very trivial. 
The works of the European, anil some of the Asiatic, 1 
have perused, eitlicr in the original or translations. In my 
list of English, I have merely mentioned the greatest ; — 
to enumerate the minor poets would be useless, as well as 
tedious. Perhaps Gray, Goldsmith, and Collins, might have 
have added, bs worthy of mention, in a cosmopolite account. 
Bui as for the others, from Chaucer down to Churchill, 
they are ‘ voces et praeterca nihil — sometimes spoken o^ 
rarely read, and never with advantage. Chaucer, not- 
withstanding the praises bestowed on him, I think obscene 
and contemptible : — ^he owes his celebrity merely to his 
antiquity, which he docs not deserve so well as Pierce, 
Plowman, or Thomas of Ercildoune. English living 
poets I have avoided mentioning*, — ^we have none who 
will not survive their productions. Taste is over with 
us; and another century will sweep our empire, our 
litcAture, and our name, from all but a place in the 
annals of mankind. • “ Byron.” 

“November 30, 1807. 

“Knolles, Cantemir, De Tott, Lady M. W. Montague, 
Hawkins’s Translation from Mignot’s History of the 
Turks, tlie Arabian Nights, all travels, or histories, or 
books upon the East I could meet with, I had read, as 
well as Rycaut, before I was ten years old. I think the 
Arabian Nights first. After these, I preferred the history 
of naval actions, Don Q,uwote, and Sinollet’s novels, par- 
ticularly Roderick Random, and 1 was passionate for the 
Roman History. When a boy, I could never bear to 
read any poetry whatever without disgust and reluct* 
ance.” 


“ When I belonged to the Drury-lane Committee, and 
was one of the Sub-committee of Management, die nunH 
her of plays upon the shelves were al)out Jive hundred. 
Conceiving tliat among tliose tliere must be «wnc of merit, 
in person and by proxy I caused an investigation, I do 
not think that of those wliicli I saw, there was one which 
couM be conscientiously tolerated. There never were 
such things as most of them ! Maturin was very kindly 
recommended to me by Walter Scott, to whom I had 
recourse, firstly, in the hope that he would do something 
for us himsclfj and secondly, in my despair, that he would 
point out to us any young (or old) writer of promise. 
Maturin sent his Bertram and a letter uoitfunU his ad- 
dress, so that at first I could give him no answer. When 
] at last hit upon his residence, I sent him a favourable 
answer and something more substantial. His play suo 
cecdod; but I was at that time absent from England. 

“ I tried Coleridge too ; but he had nothing feasible in 
hand at the time. Mr. Sotheby obligingly offered all his 
tragedies, and I pledged myself, and notwithstanding 
many squabbles with my Committed Brethren, did get 
‘ Ivan’ accejited, road, and the parts distributed. But, lo ! 
in die very iieart of the matter, upon some tg^idness on 
tlie part of Kean, or warmth on tliat of the autlior, 
Sotheby willidrew his play. Sir J. B. Burgess did also 
present four Iragedios and a farce, and I movcxl green- 
nxini and Sub-comiiiiltee, but tlu’y would not. 

“Then the scenes I !iad to g(» through!— the authors, 
and (he authoresses, and llie milliners, and the wild Irish* 
men,— the fieople from Brighton, from Bluckwall, from 
Chatham, from Cheltenham, from Dublin, from Dundee, 
— wlio came in upon m(‘ ! to all of whom it was proper 
to give a civil answer, and a hearing, and a reading. 
Mrs. GIovit’s father, an Irish dancing-master of sixty 
years, culled upon me to request to play Archer, tkessed 
ill silk stockings, on a frosty morning, to show his legs 
(which were ec'rtaiiily good and Irish for Ins age, and had 
lieon still better,)— Miss ISiiima Somebody witli a play 
enlitl<Kl ‘ 'riie Bandit of Bohemia,’ or some such title or 
production, — Mr. O’Higgins, then resident at Richmond, 
witli an Irish tragedy, in which the unities could not fail 
to be observed, for the protagonist was chained by tho 
leg to a pillar during the chief part of the performance. 
He wa.s a wild m;Ui of a salvage appearance, and the 
difficulty of Twt laughing at him was only to bo got over 
by reflecting uiiori the probable consequences of such 
cachinnation. 

“ As I am really a civil and polite person, and do hate 
giving pain when it can be avoided, I sent them up to 
Douglas Kinnaird, — who is a man of business, and suffi- 
ciently ready with a negative, — and U;ft tlicm hi setllo 
with him; and as tho iK^ginning of next year I went 
abroad, I have since been little aware of the progress of 
the theatres. 

Players are said to be an impracticable people^ They 
arc so: but 1 managed to steer clear of any disputes with 
tliem, and excepting one debate with the elder Byrne 
about Miss S!nith’.s pas rfe— (something — I forgot the 
technicals,)— I do not remember any litigation of my 
own. I used to protect Miss Smith, because she was 
like Lady Jane Harley in the face, and likenesses a 
great way witJi me. Indeed, in general, I left such things 
to my more bu.stling colleagues, who used to reprove mo 
seriously for not being able to take such tilings in hand 
without buffooing with the histrions, or throwing things 
into confusion by treating light matters with levity. 

4> 4i 4* m « 

« Then tlie Committee !— tlien the Sub-committee !— 
we were but few, but never agreed. There was Peter 
Moore who contradicted Kinnaird, and Kinnaird who 
contradicted every body: then our two managers, Rae 
and Dibtlin ; and our Secretar}^, Ward ! and yet we were 
all very zealous and in earnest to do good and so forth. 
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♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ furnuAied u* with prologues to our revived old 
English plays ; but was not pleased with me for eonipli- 
menting him as ‘the Upton? of our theatre, (Mr. Upton is 
or was the poet who writes the songs for Astley’s,) and 
almost gave up prologuing ki consequence. 

♦ ♦ .r ^ . 

* In the pantomime of 1815-16, there was a repre- 
sentation of the masqueramie of 1814 given by ‘ us youth’ 
of Watier’s Club to Wellinglon and (Jo. Douglas Kin- 
tiaird and one or two others, with myself, put on masques, 
and went on tlie stage with the ti iroXXot, to see the 
effect of a theatre from the stage: — it is very grand. 
Douglas danced among the figuranli loo, and they were 
puzzled to find out who we were, as being more Ilian 
their number. It w'as odd enough that Douglas Kinnaird 
and I should have been both at the real mas(]ucra(lc, and 
afterward in the mimic one of the same, on Uio stage of 
the Driiry-Iane theatre.” 

“In 1812,” he says, ^‘at Middleton, (Lord Jersey’s,) 
among a goodly company of lords, ladies, and wits, &c. 
there was * ♦ ♦ 

“ Erskinc, too ! Erskine w-as there ; good, but intoler- 
able. He jested, he talked, be did every thing admirably, 
but then he would be applauded for the same thirig twice 
over. He would read his own verses, his own paragraph, 
and tell his own story, again and again ; and then ‘ the 
Trial by jury ! 1 1’ 1 almost wished it. abolished, for I sat 
next him at dinner. As I had read his published speeches, 
there was no occasion to repeat them to me. 

“C * * (the fox-hunter,) nicknamed ^ Cheek C * 
and I, sweated die claret, being the only two who did so. 
C ♦ who loves his bottle, and had no notion of meet- 
ing with a ‘ bon-vivant’ in a scribbler, in making rny eulogy 
to somebody one evening, summed it up in — ‘ By G— 
he drinks like a man !* i 

“Nobody drank, however, but C * ♦ and I, To be' 
sure, there was little <iCcasion, for we swept off what w^as 
on the table (a most splendid board, as may bo supposed 
at Jersey’s) very sufficiently. However, we carried our 
liquor discreetly, like tlie Baron of Bradwcu'dine.” 

“At the opposition meeting of die Peers, in 1812, at 
Lord Grenville’s, when Lord Grey and he read to us the 
correspondence upon Moira’s negotiation, 1 sat next to 
the present Duke of Grafton, and said, ‘What is to be 
done next?* — ‘ Wake the Duke of Norfolk,’ (who was 
snoring away near us,) replied he: ‘T don’t think the 
negotiators have left any thing else for us to do this turn.’ 

“ In the debate, or rather discussion, afterward in the 
House of Lords Ujwn that very question, I sat immedi- 
ately behind Lord Moira, who was extremely annoyed at 
Grey’s speech upon the subject; and, while Grey was 
speaking, turned round to me repeaUxlly, and asked me 
whether I agreed widi him. It was an awkward question 
to me, who had not heard both sides. Moira kept repeat- 
ing to me, ‘ It was not so^ it was so and so,’ Ac. I did 
not know very well what to think, but I sympathized with 
tlie acuteness of his feelings upon tlie subject.” 

“The subject of the Catholic claims was, it is well 
known, brought forward a second time Uiis session by 
Lord Wellesley, whose motion for a future consideration 
of the quesdon was carried by a majority of one. In 
reference to this division, another rather amusing anec- 
dote is thus related. 

“ Lord * ♦ affects an mutation of two very different 
Chancellors, Thurlow and Loughborough, and can indulge 
in an oath now and then. On one of the debates on the 
Catholic question, when we were either equal or within 
one, (I ibrffet which,) I had been sent for in great haste 
to a ball, which I quitted, 1 confess, somewhat reluctantly, 
to emanqpate five miOions of people. I came in lat^ 
and did not go immediately into the body of the House, 


but stood just behind the woolsack. * * turned round, 
and, catching my eye, immediately said to a peer, (who 
had come to him for a few minutes on the woolsack, ao is 
the custom of his friends,) ‘ Damn them ! they ’U have it 
now,— by G — d ! the vote that is just come in will give 
it thorn.’ ” 

‘‘When I came of age, some delays, on account of 
some birth and marriage certificates from Cornwall, 
occasioned me not to fake my seat for several weeks. 
When these were over and I had taken the oaths, the 
(Jhaiicellor apologized to me for the delay, observing, 

‘ that these forms were a part of his duty.’ I beggfd 
him to make no apology, and added, (as he certainly bad 
shown no violent hurry,) ‘"Vour Lordship was exactly 
iko Tom Thumb’ (wliich was tlien being acted) — ‘You 
I did your duty, and you did wo more.* “ 

“I have never heard any one who fulfilled my idea! o£ 
an orator. Grattan would have been near it, but for his 
harlequin delivery. Pitt 1 never heard. Fox but once, 
and then he struck me as a debater, which to me seems 
as different from an orator as an improvisatore, or a ver- 
sifier from a poet. Grey is great, but it is not oratory. 
(Janning is sometimes very like one. Windham I did 
not admire, though all the world did; it seemed sad 
sophistry. W'^hitbread was the Demosthenes of bad 
taste and vulgar vehemence, but strong, and English. 
Holland is impressive from sense and sincerify. Lord 
Lansdowne good, but still a debater only. Grenville I 
like vastly, if ho would prune his speeches down to an 
hour's delivery. Burdelt is sweet and silvery as Belial 
himself, and I think the greatest favourite in Pandemo- 
nium, at least I always lieard tlic country gentlemen and 
the ministerial devilry praise his speeches up stairs, and 
run down from Bellamy’s when he was upon his legs. I 
I heard Br>b Milno.s make his second speech ; it made no 
impression. I like Ward — studied, but keen, and some- 
imes eloquent. Peel, my school and forni-fellow, (we 
?aio witliin two of each other,) strange to say, 1 have 
never heard, though I often wished to do so ; but from 
what I remember of him at Harrow, he is, or should be, 
among the best of tliem. Now, I do not admire Mr. 
Wilbeiforco’s speaking ; it is nothing but a flow of wordf 
— ^ words, words alone.’ 

“I doubt greatly if the English have any eloquence, 
properly so called ; and am inclined to think that the Irish 
had a great deal, and that the French vUl have, and have 
had in Mirabeau. Lord Chatham and Burke are the 
learest approaches to orators in England. I do n’t luiow 
what Erskine may have been at the bar; but in the 
House, 1 w ish him at the bar once more. Lauderdale is 
shrill, and Scotch, and acute. 

♦ * + ♦ + ♦ 

“But among all these, good, bad, and indifferent, 1 

never heard the speech which was not too long for the 
auditors, and not very intelligible, except hexa and there. 
The whole tiling is a grand deception, and as tedious knd 
tiresome as may to those who must bo often present. 

I heard Sheridan only once, and that briefly, but I liked 
his voice, his manner, and his wit ; and he is tiie only one 
of them 1 ever wished to hear at greater length. 

“ The impression of Parliament upon me was, that its 
members are not formidable as spmkere, but very mu<di 
so as an audience ; because in so numerous a body there 
may be littio eloquence, (after all, there were but fiso 
thorough orators in all antiquity, and 1 suspect still fewer 
in modern times,) but there must be a leaven of thought 
and good sense sufficient to make them know what is 
right, though they can’t express it nobly. 

“Home Tooke and Roscoe both are said to have 
declared ftiat they left Parliament with a higher opiifian 
of its aggregate integrity and abilities than that with 
vriiich they entered it. The general amount of both in 
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MMMit Parliaments is probably about the same, as also the 
nuinber of speakers and tlieir talent. 1 except orators of 
oooriie, because they are things of ages, and not of sep- 
teimial or triennial reunions. Neither House ever struck 
me with more awe or respect than the same number of 
. Turks in a divan, or of Methodists in a barn, would have 
done. Whatever diffidence or nervousness I felt (and I 
felt both in a great degree) arose from the niuuber radicr 
than the quality of the assemblage, and the tliought rather 
o£ the public vntlmit than the persons within,-~>knowing 
(as all know) tliat Cicero himself, and probably the Mes- 
Biali, could never have altered tlie vote of a single lord 
of the bedchamber or bishop. I thought our House dull, 
but the odter animating enough upon great days. 

* ♦ ♦ * He Hk 

In society I have met Sheridan frequently : he was 
superb ! He had a sort of liking for me, and never at- 
tacked me, at least to my face, and he did every IkmIv 
else^high names, and wits, and orators, some of tiiem 
poets also. I have seen him cut up Whitbread, quiz 
Madame de Stael, annihilate Coltnan, and do little lesi 
by some others (whose names, as friends, 1 set not down) 
of good fame and ability. 

** The last time I met him was, I think, at Sir Gill»er 
Elliot’s, where he was as quick as ever — no, it was not 
the last time ; llie last time was at Douglas Kinnaird’s. 

“I have met him in all places and jiartics — at White- 
hall witli the Melbourne’s, at the Manpiis of Tavisl(K’k’s. 
at Robins’s the auctioneer’s, at Sir Humphrey Davy’s, at 
Sam Rogers’s, — in short, in most kinds of comparjy, and 
always found Iiirn very convivial and delightful. 

“I have soon Sheridan weep two or three times. It 
may be that he was maudlin; but this only renders it 
more impressive, for who would see 

* Prom Marlborongh’H eye* th« tears of dotage flow, 

And Swift exitirc a driveller and a show?’ 

Once I saw him cry at Robins’s the auctioneer’s, after a 
splendid dinner, full of great names and high spirits. I 
had tlie honour of sitting next to Sheridan. The occa- 
sion of his teans was sointi observation or ollx^r upon the 
subject of tl»e sturdiness of the Whigs in resisting office 
and keeping to their prineijdcs ; Sheridan turned round : 

* Sir, it is easy for my Lord G. or Earl G. or Manjuis B. 
or Lord H. with tliousamls upon thousands a year, some 
of it either presently derived, or inherited in sinecure or 
a(»}ui8itions from the ijublic money, to boast of thei 
patriotism and keep aloof from temptation ; but they do 
not know from what temptation those have kept aloof 
who had equal pride, at least equal talents, and not un- 
equal passions, and nevertheless knew not in the course 
of their lives what it was to have a sluUing of tlicir own.’ 
And in saying tliis he wept. 

“ I have more than once heard him say, ‘ that he never 
had a shilling of his own.’ To be sure, he contrived to 
extract a good many of other people’s. 

“ In 1816, 1 had occasion to visit my lawyer in Chan- 
cery-lane: he was witli Sheridan. A tier mutual greet- 
inpi, Ac. Sheridan retired first. Before recurring to my 
own business, I could not help inquiring that of Sheridan. 
‘Oh,’ replied the attorney, ‘the usual filing! to stave off 
an action from his wine-merchant, my client.’ — ‘ Wel4’ 
said I, ‘and what do you mean to doT* — ‘Nothing at all 
for the present,’ said ho: ‘would you have us proceed 
against old Sherry ? what would be the use of it V and 
here he began laughing, and going over Sheridan’s good 
gifts of conversation. 

“Now, from personal experience, I can vouch that my 
attorney is by no means tlie tenderost of men, or par- 
ticularly accessible to any kind of im|>rcssion out of tho 
statute or record ; and yet Sheridan, in half an hour, had 
fimnd the way to soften and seduce him in such a manner, 
tliat I almost think he would have thrown liis client (an 
honest man, with all the laws, and some justice, on his 
side) out of the window, had he come in at the moment. 
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“Such was Sheridan! he could soften an attorney f 
There has been nothing like it since the days of Orpheus. 

“ One day I saw him take up his own ‘ Mono^ on 
Garrick.’ He liglited upon the Dedication to the Doww 
ager Lady * *. On seeing it, he flew into a rage^ and 
exclaimed, ‘that it must bo a forgery, that he had never 
dedicated any tiling of his to su^ a d—d canting,’ Ac. 
Ac. Ac. — and so went on for half an hour abusing his 
own dedication, or at least the object of it. If all writers 
were equally sincere, it would bti ludicrous. 

“He told me that, on llic night of tho grand success 
of his School for Scandal, he was knocked down and put 
into file watchhouse for making a row in tlie street, and 
being found intoxicated by the watchmen. 

“ When d) iiig, he was rociuested to undergo ‘ an opera* 
tion.’ He replied, that he had already submitted to hao, 
which were enough for one man’s lifetime. Being asked 
what they were, he answered, ‘ having his hwr cut, and 
sitting for his picture.’ 

“I liave mot George Colman occasionally, and thought 
him extremely pleasant and convivial. Sheridan’s hu- 
mour, or raflicr wit, was always saturnine, and sometimes 
savage ; he never laughed, (at least that I saw, and I 
watched him,) but Colman did. If I had to choosef and 
could not have both at a time, 1 should say, ‘ Let me begin 
the evening with Sheridan, and finish it with Colman.’ 
Sheridan for dinner, Colman for supper; Sheridan for 
claret or port, but. Colman for every thing, frtwn iho 
inadeira and chainpaignc at dinner, Uie claret with a 
layer of port between the glasses, up to the puncli of tlie 
night, and tiown to the grog, or gin and water, of day- 
break all these I have threaded with both tlie same. 
Sheridan was a grenadier company of life-guards, but 
(dolman a whole regiment — of light infantry ^ to be sure, 

I hut still a regiment.” 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

“Sheridan’s liking for me (whefijer he was not mystify- 
ing mt^, T do not know, but l^ady Caroline Lamb and otliem 
told m(i that he said tlie same both before and after he 
mew' me) wtis founded upon ‘English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers.’ Ho told me that he did not care about 
>octry, (or about mine — at least, any but that [xiern of 
nine,) but ho w’as sure from that and other symptoms, I 
should make an orator, if I w'ouJd but talte to speaking 
and grow a parliament man. He never ceased haqjing 
upon this to me to the last; and I remember my old 
tutor. Dr. Drury, had the same notion when I was a hoy • 
but it never w^as my turn of intilinalion to try. I spoko 
once or twice, as all young peers do, as a kind of intro- 
luclion into public life ; but dissipation, shyness, haughty 
and reserved opinions, togethtT w'ith the short time I lived 
in England after my majority, (only al>out five years in 
all,) prevented me from resuming the experiment. As 
far as it wont, it was not discouraging, particularly my 
first speech, (I spoke three or four times in all,) but just 
after it, my iKiem of Childe Harold was published and 
nobody ever thought about my prose afterward, nor indeed 
did I ; it became to me a secondary and neglected object, 
though I sometimes wonder to myself if I should have 
succeeded.” 

“When the bailiff (for I have seen most kinds of life) 
came upon mo in 1815 to seize my chattels, (being a peer 
of parliament, my person was beyond him,) being carious, 
(as is my habit,) I first asked him, ‘ What extents elsewhero 
ho had for government?’ upon which he showed roe one 
upon one. house only for neverUy thousand pounds I Next I 
asked him, if he had nothing for Sheridan ? ‘ Oh — Sheri- 
dan !* said he ; ‘ ay, I have this,’ (pulling out a pocket-book, 
Ac. ;) ‘ but, my lord, 1 have boon in Sheridan’s house a 
twelvemonth at a time— a civil gentleman — knows how to 
deal widi ««,’ Ac. Ac. Ac. Our own business was then 
discussed, which was none of the easiest lor mo at that 
time. But Uio man vms civil, and (what I valued more) 
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conimtmicative. I had met many of his brethren, years 
before, in affairs of my friends, (conunoners, that is,) but 
tliis was the first (or second) on my own accumit. A 
civil man ; feed accordingly : probably ho anticipated as 
much.” 

have heard tliat when Grattan made his first speech 
in the English Commons, it was for some minutes doubt- 
ful whether to laugh at or cheer liim. The (UlnU of liis 
predecessor Flood had been a completo failure under 
nearly similar circumstances. But wlieii the ministerial 
part of our senators hatl watched Pitt (their Ihcrmome- 
ler) for tiie rue, and saw him ruxl rt'pealcdly his stat<‘ly 
nod of approbation, they ttK>k tlic hint from their hunts- 
man, and broke out into tiie most rapturous cheers. 
Grattan’s specM-h, indeed, dosei'ved liiem ; it was a cJief- 
(Ttjiutvre. I did not h(‘ar that sjieech of his, (Indng tln'ii 
at Harrow,) but heard most (if his ollicrs on the same 
question — also that on the war of 1815. 1 difiered from 
his opinions on the latter question, hut coincided in die 
genera! admiration of his eioqm'nec. 

“ WIi(‘n I met old Courtenay, the orator, at Rogers the 
poet’s, in lSll-li2, I was much talieri with the portly 
remains of liis lino ligiire, aiul the still a<;ute quickness 
of his conversation. It was he who silenced Flood in tlie 
English House by a crushing reply to a hasty (Wtut of 
the rival of Grattan in Ireland. 1 asked Courtenay (for 
I like to trace motives) il‘ lie had not some personal pro- 
voi'-ation; for the acrimony of his answer seemed to me, 
as I had read it, involve it, (Jourtenay said ‘he had ; 
that, when in Indand, (being an Irishman,) at llie bar of 
the Irish House ctfCranmons, h’lood had made a personal 
and unfair attack upon hinoitlf] who, not being a mianlxT 
of that House, could not defeial inmscif, and tliat some 
years afiorwaid, tins t>p[)orlmii(y of retort oflering in (he 
English Parliamenl, lie could not resist it. He certainly 
repaid Fhxwl with interest, fir h’lo»xl m*ver made any 
figure, and only a speech or tw(» afterward, in the English 
House of (yoiiiinons. I must except, however, his speech 
on lieform in 1790, which Fox called ‘the best he ever 
heard upon that subject.’ ” 

* 4; * -+ sfc * >♦« 

*Iwas mucli struck with the simplicity of Grattan’s 
manners in j>rivat«i lifti : th<‘y were odd, but they were 
natural. Curran used to take him ofij bowing to the 
very ground, and ‘thanking G<xl that ho had no peeii- 
liaritics of gesture or appeartUK'.e,’ in a way irresistibly 
ludicrous and + * used to call liim a ‘ sentimental harle- 
quin.’ 

“Curran! Curran’s the man who struck me most. 
Such imagination ! there never was any thing hke it that 
ever I saw or heard of. puhliished life — his published 

ipeeches, give you 7w idea of the man — none at all. He 
was a machine of imagination, as some one said that 
Piron was an epigrammatic machine. 

“I did not see a great deal of Curran— only in 1813; 
but I met him at home, (for he used to call on me.,) and 
in society, at Mackintosh’s, Holland IIou.se, &c. &c. and 
he w'as wonderful even to me, who had seen many re- 
markable men of the time. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ j 

“The powers of Curran’s Irish imagination were ex-| 
haustless. I have heard liiat man speak more poetry than 
I have ever seen written, — though I met him seldom and 
but occasionally. I saw him presented to Madame de 
Stadl at Mackintosh’s it was the grand confluence be- 
tween tlie Rhone and the Saone, and they were both so 
d— d ugly, tliat 1 coukl not help wondering how tlic best 
intellocts of France and Ireland could have taken up 
respectively such residences.” ♦ * ♦ jIi 


of the cleverest men I ever knew, in conversa- 


tion, was Scrope Berdmore Davies. HoHuMJse is alto 
very good in tliat line, tliough it is of less consequence to a 
man who has other ways of showing liis talents than in 
company. Scropo was always ready and oilen witty—* 
Hobhouse as witty, but not always so ready, being more 
diffident.” 

. ‘Lewis is a good man, rhymes well, (if not wisely,) 

! but is a bore. He seizes you by the button. One night 
of a rout, at Mrs. Hope’s, he had fastened upon me, not- 
vvitlistanding my symfitorns of manifest distress (for I 
w^as ill love, and had just nicked a minute when neither 
mothers, nor husbands, nor rivals, nor gossips, were near 
my then idol, who was beautiful as the statues of the^ 
gallery where we stood at the time) — ^l.ew'is, I say, had 
.seized upon me by the button and tlie heart-strings, and 
spared neilher. W. Spencer, who likes fun, and do n’t 
dislike inischiel) saw my case, and coming up to us both, 
t<xjk rnc by the hand, and pathetically bade me farewell ; 
for,’ said he, ‘I see it is all over with you.’ Lewis then 
went away. Sic me servnvit Apollo, 

‘H remember seeing Bluclier in the London assemblies, 
and never saw any thing of liis age less venerable. With 
the voice and mannei*s of a recruiting sergeant, ho pre- 
tended to tile honours of a hero, — just as if a stone could 
bo worshijiped because a man had stumbled over it.” 

“ When I met Hudson Lowe, the jailer, at Lord Hol- 
and’s before lie sailed for St. Helena, the discourse 
turned on the batllt^ of Waterloo. I asked him whether 
the dispositions of .Na]>ol(‘on \^ere those of a great gene- 
ral? He answered, disparagingly, ‘ that they were very 
imph J I hud always thought that a degree of simplicity 
was ail iiigrcdicnt of greatness. 

“J, was a good man, a clover man, but a bore. 
My only revenge or eonsolation used to be, setting liim 
by the ears wi'h some vivai’ious person who hated bores 
espiMdally, — Madame tit.* S — or H — , for example. But 
1 liked L * ; he was a jewel of a man, had he been 

belter set; — don’t mean pcmmallt/, but less 
for he was U’dious, as well as contradictory to every thing 
and every body. Being sliortsiglitcd, when we used to 
ride out together near the Brcrita in the twilight in .sum- 
ini'.r, he made me go htforc, to pilot him : I am absent at 
times, espeeially towards evening; and the consequence 
of this pilotage was some narrow escapes to the M * * 
on horseback. Once I led him into a ditch over which I 
had jiassed as usual, forgetting to warn tny convoy ; once 
I led him nearly into the river, instead of on the moveabU 
bridge, which incommodes passengers ; and twice did we 
both run against the Dilige.nee, which, being heavy and 
slow, did cominunicale. l(*.ss damage than it received in its 
Icadi^rs, who were ^e^•afled by the charge ; thrice did I 
lose him in the gray of the gloaming, and was obliged to 
bring-to to his distant signals of distance and distress all 
the time ho went on talking without intermission, for he 
was a man of many words. Poor fellow! he dicS a 
martyr to his new riches — of a second visit to Jamaica. 

' I 'd give the Iniids of Deloraine 
Dark Mungruvc were alive again I 

that is- 

** I would {*!ve many a siigiir cane 
Monk r.cwU were nllve again 1*’ 

“ Madame do Stael was a good woman at heart 
the cleverest at bottom, but spoiled by a wish to be— -she 
know not what. In her own house she was amiable ; in 
any other person’s, you wished her gone, and in her own 
again.” 

!(. >(« 41 4 * % « 

“ I liked the Dandies ; they were always very civil to 
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nUi though in general they disliked literary people, am 
persecuted and mystifit>d Madame de Sta^l, Lewis, * * 
♦ *, and the like, damnably. They persuaded Madam 
de Stadi that A * * had a hundr€‘(i thousand a year, &■ 
&c. till she praised him to his face for his beauty ! m 
« made a set at him for + *, and a hundred fooleries be 
sides. , The truth is, that, though I gave up the busines 
early, I had a tinge of dandyism in my minority, and pre 
bably retained enough of it to conciliate the great ones a 
five-and-twenty. 1 had gamed, and dranli, and taken in 
degrees in most dissipations, and having no pedantry, au 
not being overbearing, we ran quietly togetlicr. 1 kmv 
them all more or less, and they made me a member o 
Watier’s, (a superb club at that time,) being, I take it, th 
*only literary man (except tivo other,% lioth men of lh< 
world, Moore and Spenser) in it. Our mas(juerad<5 v\'us 
a grand one ; so was tlie dandy ball too, at the Argyh 
but that (the latter) was given by the four chiefs, H., M 
A., and P., if I err not. 

“I was a member of the Alfred, too, being electet 
while in Greece. It was pleasant ; a little trio sober an 
literary, and bored with + * and Sir Francis Dlvernois 
but one mot Peel, and Ward, and Valentia, and man} 
other pleasant or known people ; mid it was, u[»on ih 
whole, a decent resource in a rainy day, in a dearth o; 
parties, or parliament, or in an empty si^ason. 

“I belonged, or bt^long, to llie following clubs or socie- 
ties: — to tile Alfred; to the Cocoa Tree; to Waller’s 
to the Union; to Uacket’s, (at Brighton;) to the Pugi- 
listic ; to the Owls, or ‘ Fly-by-night to the Canthrulgc 
Whig Club; to the Harrow Club, (/ambridge; and l« 
one or two private Clubs ; to tlm Ilanqidcn (political) 
Club; and to the Italian Carbonari, &c. &c. Slc, ‘ ihougl 
last, not Uofit^ I got into all tlie.se, and never stood for 
any oUier — at least to my own knowledge. I declinei 
being proposed to several others, though pressed to stand 
candidate.” 


« ♦ * + (commonly called hng + ♦ a very clever 
man, but odd) complained to our friend Scrope B. Davies, 
in riding, that he had a etitch in his side. ‘I don’t won- 
der at it,’ said Scropc, ‘ fjr you ride Uhe a tailor^ Whoever 
had seen * * ♦ on horseback, with his very tall figure on 
a small nag, would not deny the justness of the n‘partee 


“When Brummcll was obliged (by tliat affair of poor 
M * *, who thence acquired the luuue of ‘Dick llio 
Dandy-killer’— it was about money, aiul debt, and all 
that) to retire to Prance, he knew uo French, and having 
obtained a grammar for the purfiosc of study, our friend 
Scrope Davies was asked what progress l^ruminell had 
made in French, he responded, ‘ tliat Bninimell had hei n 
stopped, like Buonajiarte in Russia, by the Klnmnta^ 

“ I have put this pun into Beppo, which i.-!i ‘a fair ex- 
change and no robbery,’ for Scrope made his fi^rlune 
at rfbveral dinners (as he ovrned himstdf ) by repeating 
occasionally, as his own, some of the* buffooneries with 
which I had encountered him in the morning.” 


have been called in as mediator, or second, at least 
twenty times, in violent quarrels, and have always con- 
trived to settle the business without compromising tlic 
honour of the parties, or leading tJiern to mortal conse- 
quences, and this too sometimes in very difficult and 
delicate circumstances, and liaving to deal witli very hot 
and haughty spirits, — ^Irishmen, gamesters, guard.smen, 
captains, and cornets of horse, and the like. This was, 
of course, in my youth, when I lived in hol-headed com- 
pany. I have had to carry challenges from gentlemen to 
noblemen, from captains to captains, from lawyers to 
counsellors, and once from a clergyman to an officer in - 


the life-guards ; but I found tlie latter by far the most 
difficult, 

' to comi>cMe 

The bloody duel ■without blow*, ’ 

the business IxMiig about a w’omau : I must add too, that 
1 never saw a woman behave so ill, like a cold-blcsxled, 
heartless b — as she was,— hut very handsome, for all 
that. A certain Susan C + * was she called. J never 
saw her but once ; and that was to induce her but to say 
two words, (which in no degree comprornistid herself,) 
and which would have had the effect of saving a [iriest or 
a lieutenant of cavalry. .Slic would m>t say them, and 
neither N * * nor myself (the son of Sir K. N + 
and a friend to one of the ]»arties) couKl prevail upon her 
o say them, tluiugh both ol* us used to deal in stmie sort 
with vvoman-kiiid. At l;ist 1 managed to quiet the com- 
tatanls without her talisman, and, I believe, to her great 
lisajipoinlmt'jit: she w'as the damuc^dcst b — that 1 ever 
saw, and T have sctm a great mmiy. I'hough iny clergy- 
man was sure to lose either his life or his living, ho was 
as warlike us the Bishop of Beauvais, and would hardly 
be pacified ; but then he was in love, and that is a martial 
♦assion.” 

“Like Bylla, I have always believed dial all things 
l»‘pen<l upon ft H'tune, and nothing upon ourselves*. 1 am 
lot aware of any one thouglit or action worthy of being 
.'died good lo myself or otliers, which is not to bo attri- 
'Uled to tin* good giHidess Fortune.” 

sjt ifc sfc 

“If I were lo live over again, I do n(»t know what I 
vould cliango in my life, unless it wore for-^ot to have 
'ml at (ill. Ail lu.^itory, tind experience, and the rest, 
cachi's U.S that the ginid and evil are pretty equally 
•alanced in thi.s existence, and that what is most to bo 
{.sired is an easy passage out of it. What can it give 
: but years? and those have little of good but tlicir 
>nding. 

♦ 

“The world visits change of politics or change of 
digion witli a more severe censure than a mere diffe- 
mce, of opinion woiilil ajipear to me to deserve. But 
•re must he some reason for Uiis feeling ; — ami J think 
Ls that these departiircis from the earliest instilled ideas 
f our childfiood, and from the line of conduct chosen by 
s w'hen we first, enter into public life, have licen seen to 
avc more miftcjilevous re.sults f >r soeiefy, and to prove 
lore weakness of mind llian other actions, in themselves 
lore immoral.” 

Of the bust of liimself by Bartollini: — “ The bust docs 
»t turn out a good one, — tliough it may be like for aught 
know, as il exactly »*eseml)lcs a .«!uperanruiated Jesuit.” 
gain, “1 assure you Bartoliiui's is dn^adful, though my 
iiid misgive.s me that it is hideously like. If it is, I 
amiot he long fi)r this world, li>r it overlouLs aevenly,” 

‘As far as fame goes (that is \o n:i\\ living fame,) I 
ave had my share, perhaps — indeed, ccrUdnlj/^^mora 
an my deserts. 

“ Some, odd instances have occurreil, to my own experi- 
ice, of the wild and strangi*. places to wliich a name 
lay penetrate, and where it may impress. Tw'O years 
ro, (almost throe, being in August or July, 1819,) I re- 
ived at Ravenna a letter, in English verse, from i>ron- 
•im in Norway, written by a Norwi'gian, at^l full of the 
!ual compliments, &c. &c. It is still somewhere? among 
y papers. In the same month 1 recoivisd an invitation 
to Holstein from a Mr. Jacobsen (1 think) of Ham- 
irgh: also, by the same medium, a translation of Mu- 
ira’s sung in the Corsair by a Westphalian baroness, 
not * Thunclertoii-Tronck,’) with some original verses of 
jrs, (very pretty and Kif>pstock-ish,) and a prose transla- 
>n annex^ to them, on tlie subject of rny wife ; — as 
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Hiey ooncemed her more than mo, I sent them to her, 
together with Mr, Jacobsen’s letter. It was odd enough 
to receive an invitation to pass Uie summer in Holatein 
while in from people I never knew. The letter 
was addressed to Venice. Mr. Jacobsen talked to me 
of the *wild roses growing in the Holstein summer.’ 
Why then did the Cimbri and Teutones emigrate? 

* What a strange thing is life and man ! Were 1 to j 
present myself at the door of Uie house where my daugh- 1 
ter now is, the door would be shut in my face — unless (as 
is not impossible) I knocked down the porter ; and if I 
had gone in that year (and perhaps now) to Drontheim, 
(the furthest town in Norway,) or into Holstein, I should 
have been received with of^en arms into the mansion of 
strangers and foreigners, attached to me by no tio but by 
that mind and rumour. 

“ As far as fame goes, I have had my share : it has 
indeed been leavened by other human contingencies, and 
this in a greater degree than has occurred to most 
literary men of a decent rank in life ; but, on the whole, I 
take it that such equipoise is tlio condition of humanity.” 

“Among the various Journals, Memoranda, Diaries, 
&c. which I have kept in the course of ray living, 1 began 
one about three months ago, and carried it on till I had 
fille<i one paper-lxiok, (dunnish,) and two sheets or so of 
another. I then left oil] partly because I thought we 
should liave some business here, and I liad furbished up 
my arms and got my apparatus ready for taking a turn 
with die patriots, having my drawers full of their procla- 
mations, oaths, and resolutions, and iny lower rooms of 
tlieir hidden weapons, of most caUbers,— and partly 
because I had my paper-book. 

“But tI»o Neapolitans have betrayed Uiomselves and 
oil the world ; and tliosc who would have given their 
blood for Italy can now only give her tlicir tears, 

“ Some day or oUior, if dust holds togetlier, I have been 
enough in the secret (at least in tliis part of the country) 
to cast perhaps isome little light upon the atrocious 
treachery whicli ha.s replunged Italy into barbarism : at 
present I have neither die time nor the temper. How'- 
ever, die real Italians are not to blame ; merely the scoun- 
drels at the hed of tJte hoot^ which the JIun now wears, and 
will trample ihom to ashes with for their servility. I have 
risked myself with the others /lere, and how far I may or 
may not be compromised is a problem at this moment. 
Bomo of them, like Craigengelt, would ‘ tell all, and more 
than all, to save diemselvcs.’ But, come what may, tlie 
cause was a glorious one, though it reads at present as if 
the Greeks had run away from Xerxes. Hajipy the few 
who have only to reproach themselves wiUi believing dial 
these rascals were less ‘rascaille’ than they proved! — 
Mere in Romagna, the efforts were necessarily limited to 
preparatimis and good intentions, until the Germans were 
fairly engaged in equal warfare — as we are upon their 
very frontiers, without a single fort or hill nearer than San 
Marino. 'Whether ‘hell will be paved with’ those ‘good 
intentions,’ I know not ; but there will probably Ijc a good 
•tore of Neapolitans to walk upon the pavement, whatever 
miyr be its completion. Sla^ of lava from their moun- 
tain, with the b^ies of their own damned souls for cement, 
would be the httest causeway finr Satan’s ‘ Corso.’” 


“ Pisa, November 6, 1821 . 

There is a strange coincidence sometimes in the litde 
things of this world, Bancho,’ says Sterne in a letter, (if I 
mistake not,) and so 1 have often found it. 

“ ^ Page [ 261, ] of this collection, I had alluded to 
my friend Lord Clare in terms such as my feelings sug- 
g^ed* About a week <»• two afterward, I met him on the 
roadMtw^n Imola nsMAdogna, after not having met for 
•even or eight yeara«^.v^ilNW abroad in 1814, and came 
home just as I set 

^ This meeting fMlipiiiii for a moment all die years 


between the present time and the days of Harrow. It was 
a new and inexplicable feeling, like rising from the grave 
to me. Clare too was much agitated — more in ajppear^ 
ance than was myself; for I could foci his heart beat to his 
fingers’ ends, unless, indeed, it was tiie pulse of my own 
which made me think so. He told me that I should find 

note from him left at Bologna. I did. We were obli^d 
:o part for our difTc.rent journeys, he for Rome, I for Pisa, 
but with the }>romise to meet again in spring. W^e were 
but five minutes togetlier, and on the public road ; but 1 
hardly recollect an liour of my existence which could be 
weighed against tl)crn. Ho had heard that 1 was coining 
on, and had kd't. liis IctU't for me al Ikilogna, because the 
►cople wiUi whom ho was travelling could not wail longer. 

“ Of all I have ever known, he has always been the least 
.Iterod in every thing from the excellent qualities and kind 
oftbctioiis which attached me to him so strongly at school, 

I should hardly have thought it possible for society (or 
he world, as it is called) to leave a being w ith so little of 
the leaven of had passions. 

“I do not speak from persona) experience only, but 
from all I have ever heard of him from others, during ab- 
sence and distance.” 

“ I revisited the Florence Gallcr) , &c. My former im- 
pressions were confirmed ; but there were too many 
irisiters there to all«>w one to feel any tiling pro|>erly. 
When wo were (about thirty or forty) all stiiffod into the 
cabinet of gems and knutk-knackeries, in a corner of one 
of tlie galleries, I told Rogers that it ‘foil like being in the 
watchhousc.’ I left him to make his obcisanres to some 
of his BC(juainttmcefi, and strolled on alone — the only four 
minutes I could snatch of any feeling for the w^orks around 
ne. I do not moan to apply this to a tAte-h-tiMe scrutiny 
with Rogers, who has an exccllont taste, and deep fooling 
)r the arts, (indeed much more of botVi than 1 can pos- 
sess, for of the former I have not much,) hut to the 
crowd of jostling starers and travelling talkers around me. 

“I heard one hold Briton declare to the w'oman on his 
arm, looking at the Venus of Titian, ‘Well, now*, this is 
really very fine imleed,’ — an observation which, like that 
»f the landlord in Joseph Andrews on ‘the certainty of 
death,’ was (as tlic landlord’s wife oliaerved) ‘extremely 
true.’ 

“In the Pitti Palace, I ilid not omit Goldsmith’s pro- 
scription for a connoisseur, viz. ‘ that the pictures would 
have been better if tlio painter had taken more pains, and 
to praise Uic w'orks of Pietro Perugino.’” 

“ People have wondered at tlie melancholy which runs 
llirough my writings. Otliers have wondered at my per- 
sonal gayety. But I recollect once, after an hour in which 
I had been sincerely and particularly gay and rather bril- 
liant, in company, my wife replying to me, when I said, 
(ujKPn her remarking my high spirits,) ‘ And yet, Bell, I 
have been colled and miscalled melancholy — you must' 
have seen how falsely, frequently?’ ‘No, Byron,’ sh^ 
answered, ‘ it is not so : at heart, you are the most melan- 
choly of mankind ;^,and often when apparently gayest,’ ” 

* * * ♦ * ' 

* A young American,* named Coolidge, called on ma 
not many months ago. He was intelligent, very hand- 
some, and not more tlian twenty years old, according to 
appearances ; a litilo romantic, but tliat sits well upon 
youth, and mighty fond of poesy, as may be suspected frian 
his approaching me in my cavern. He brought me a 
message from an old servant of my family, (Joe Murray,) 
and told me that he (Mr. Coolidge) hod obtained a copy 
of my bust from Thorwaldsen at Rome, to send to Ame- 
rica. I confess I was more flattered by tliis yoimg enthu- 
siasm of a solitary transatlantic traveller, than if they had 
liecrocd me a statue in tlie Paris Pantheon,^! have seen 


* Se< Letter 601, 
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emperors and demagogues cast down from dioir pedestals 
even in ray own time, and Grattan’s name razed from Uie 
street, called after him in Dublin ;) I say tliat £ was more 
flattered by it, because it was single^ unpolitical^ and was 
without motive or ostentation, — ^the pure and w'arm feebug 
' of a boy for tlio f»oet he admired. It must have boen ex- 
pensive, tliough ; — I would not pay the price of a Thor- 
waldsen bust for any human head and shoulders, except 
Napoleon’s, or my children’s, or some ‘obswrd imrmn- 
kin^s^ as Moiikbarns calls them— or my sister’s. If asked 
u%, then, I sat for my own ? — ^Answer, that it was at tlic 
particular request of J. C. Hobhoiise, Esq. and for no one 
else. A picture is a different matter ; — every body sits for 
I their fticture ; but a bust looks like putting uj) prcUuisions 
to permanency, and smacks something of a hankering for 
ptJdic fame rather than private remembrance. 

** Whenever an American requests to see me, (which is 
not unfreciuently,) I comf>ly, firstly, because 1 respect a 
people w'ho acquired their freedom by their firmness with- 
out excess; and, secondly, because these transatlantic 
visits, *few and far between,’ make me fed as if talking 
with posterity from the other side of the Styx. In a cen- 
tury or two the new English and Spanish Atlantides will 
be masters of the old countries, in all jjrohahilit y, as Ci recce 
and Euroj»e overcame their mother Asia in the older or 
earlier ages, as they are called.” 

♦ * + + ♦ ♦ 

After saying, in reference to liis own chok^c ofVt*nice 
as a place of residence, “I rornemhered General liiidlow’s 
duinal inscription, *Omnc solurn forti patria,’and sal d*>wn 
free in a country which had been one of slavery for cmtii- 
ric.s,” h(‘ adds, “Hut there is no freedom, even fitr 
in the midst of slaves. It makes my blood hoil to se,e the! 
thing. I sometimes wish that I w'as the owner of Afriea, 1 
to do at once what Wilberiorce will do in time, nz. sweep ' 
slavery from her deserts, and look on upon the first dance- 
of their freedom. 

“As to political slavery, so general, it is men’s own fault; 
if they will be slaves, let them! Yet it is l)ut ‘ a word and 
a blow.* See how England foriin’rly, France, Spain, P<»r- 
tugal, America, SvvitzerUuid, freed lln'inselvcs! 'J'hero is 
no one instance of a long contest in which mm did not tri- 
umph over systems. If Tyranny misses her./?rsf spring, 
she is cowardly as Uic tiger, and retires to bo hunted.” 

♦ + ♦ + + * 

•Going to the fountain of Delphi (C^astri) in 1809, I 
saw a flight of twelve eagles (H. say.s they were vultures 
-—at least, in <;onversation,) and I seized the omen. On 
the day before, I composed the lines to Parnassus, (in 
Childe Harold,) and, on beholding the birds, had a hope 
that ApiJlo had accepted my homage. I have at least had 
the name and fame of a poet during the poetical part of 
life, (from twenty to thirty ;) — wlietlier it will Iasi is 
another matter.” 

♦ ♦ ijc ♦ ♦ ♦ 

• In the year 1814, as Moore and I were going to dine 
vMtli Lord Grey in Portman-square, 1 pulled out a ‘Java 
Gazette,’ (which Murray had sent jjp me,) in which there 
was a controversy on our respective merits as poets. It 
was amusing enough that we should be proceeding peace- 
ably to the same table, while they were wjuabbling about us 
in the Indian seas, (to bo sure, tlie paper was dated six 
months before,) and filling columns with Batavian criti- 
cism. But this is fame, I presume.”* 

“One of my notions difforont from those of my contem- 
poraries is, that tlio present is not a Iiigh age of English 
poetry. There are mare poets (soi-disant) than ever there 
were, and proportionably less p<ictry. This thesis I have 
maintained for some years, hut, strange to say, it mcetctli 
not with favour from my brethren of the shelf. Even 
Moore shakes his head and firmly believes tliat tliis is the 
grand age of British poesy.” , 


“Of the immortality of the soul, it appears to me that 
there can be little doubt, if we attend for a moment to tha 
action of mind : it is in perpetual activity. I used to doubt 
of it, but reflection has taught me better. It acts also so 
very inde]H‘iident of body— in dreams, for instance; — u»- 
cohc rently and 1 grant you, but still it is mind, and 

much more mind than when we are awalce. Now that 
this should not act stparaiely^ as welh as jointly, who can 
pronounce ? I'he stoics, Epictetus and Marcus Aurelius^ 
call the present state ‘ a soul which drags a carcass,’— 
a heavy chain to he sure, but all chains being material 
may ho shjiken off. How far our future life will be indi- 
rndi/td, or, rather, how far it will at all resemble our present 
existence, is another question ; but that the mind is eternal 
seems as probable as that tlie body is not so. Of course, I 
hero ||r0#ure upon tlie question ivithout recurring to reve- 
IgtiOBjjgflii^^ hovs'cver, is at least as rational a solution of 
It anilKjjl^cr. A material resurrection seems strango 
ind ev(&si^uni, e.xcept for purposes of punisliment ; and 
all pilffwllmont which is to revenge rather than correct must 
1 k> 7nordli/ wrong; and wVnpn the mnrid is at cm end, what 
moral or w'arning purpose can eti^rnal tortures answer? 
Human passions have probably disfigured the divine doo 
brines here : — but the whole thing is inscrutable.” 


“It is useless to tell me rut to rcasony but to believe. You 
might as well tell a man not to wake, but sl&p. And then 
bully with torniimts, and all that! 1 cjuinot help think- 
g that the mrmrr of hell makes as many devils as tlio 
severe penal codes of inhuman liumanity make villains ” 


“•IVruu is born passifULate of body, but with an innate 
ihmigli sccri't lonilency to (be love of gowl in his main- 
spring of mind. Hut, GckI help us all! it is at present a 
:ad jar of atoms.” 

“Matter is etcirnal, always changing, but reproduced, 
and, as far as we can comprehend otornily, eternal ; and 
why not mind? Why should not the mind act with and 
jpon ilic maverso, as portions of it act upon and with tlio 
'’-ongi-egaleil ilust called mankind ? See how one man acta 
upon himself and others, or upon multitudes! The same 
agency, in a higher and purer degree, may act upon the 
stars, &c. ad inlinilum.” 


“I have often been inclined to materialism in philosojihy, 
but could never bear its introduction into Christianityy 
which appears to me essentially founded upon the soul. 
For this reason, Priestley’s Christian Materialism alwa3r8 
struck me as deadly. Helicve the resurrection of Uie borfy, 
if you will, but not withmit a soul. The deuce is in it, ifj 
after having had a soul (as surely the nmul, or whatever 
you call it is) in this world, \vc must part with it in the 
jirxt, even fa an immortal materiality ! I own ray par- 
tiality for spirit." 

“ I am always most religious upon a sunsliiny day, as if 
Uiere was sonic association between an internal approach 
to greater light imd purity, and tlio kindlcr of this dark 
nlerri of our external existence.” 

“ The night is also a religious concern, and even more 
so when I viewed the moon and stars through Herscliell’s 
telescope, and saw that they were worlds.” 

“IfJ according to some speculations, you could prove iho 
world many thousand years older than the Mosaic chro- 
nology, or if you could get rid of Adam and Eve, and the 
apple, and serpent, still, what is to be put up in their stead ? 
r how is the fiifliculty removed ? Things must have had 
beginning, and what matters if when or hmv 


* iio'iriml in Itnly. 
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-J' laometimeg think that man may be the relic of some 
higher material being wrecked in a former world, and de- 
generated in the hardship and struggle through chaos into 
conformity, or soinetliing like it, — as we see Laplanders, 
Esquimaux, k.c, inferior in (ho present state, as iheele. 
ments become more inexorable. But even then this 
higher pre-Adamite supposititious creation must have 
had an origin and a Creator ^ — for a creation is a more 
natural imagination Uian a fortuitous concourse of atoms : 
all things remount to a fountain, though they may flow 
to an ocean. 

, •* Plutarch says, in his Life of Lysander, that Aristo- 
tle observes ^ that in general great geniuses are of a 
melancholy turn, and instances Socrates, Plato, and Her- 
cules, (or Heraclitus,) as exani[)le.s; and Lysander, 
though not while young, yet as inciiricd to it when ap- 
proaching towards age.’ Whether I am a genius or 
not, 1 have been called such by my friends am well us 
enemies, and in more countries and languages than one, 
and also within a no very long period of existence. Of 
my genius I can say nothing, but of my meluncholy, that 
it is * increasing and ought to be diminished.’ But how ? 

“ I take it that most men are so at bottom, but that it 
is only remarked in the remarkable. The Duchesse dt; 
Broglio, in reply to a remark of mine on the errors of 
clever people, said that ‘ they were not worse than 
others, only, being more in view, more noted, esp(*rially 
in all that could reduce them to the rest, or raise the rest 
to them.’ In 1816 this was. 

In fact, (I suppose that) if the follies of fools were 
ill set down like those of the wise, th(3 wise (who seem 
it present only a bettor sort of fools) would appear ainiosi 
intelligent.” 

** It is singular how soon we lose .the impression of 
what ceases to be constantly before us : a year impairs ; 
i lustre obliterates. There is little distinct left without 
in effort of memory. Then, indeed, the lights arc re- 
kindled for a moment ; but who can bo sure that imagi- 
nation is not the torchbearer? Let any man try at ilie 
end of ten years to bring before him the features, or the 
mind, or the sayings, or the habit.s of his best friend, or 
his greatest man, (I mean his favotirite, his Buonaparte, 
his this, that, or t’other,) and he will be surprised at the 
extreme confusion of his ideas. 1 speak confidently on 
this point, having always passed for one who had a good, 
ay, an excellent memory. I except, indeed, our recol- 
lection of womankind ; Uiere is no forgetting them (and 
be d— ^ to them) any more than any oilier remarkable 
era, such as ‘the revolution,’ or ^ihe plague,’ or ‘ the 
invasion,’ or ‘ the comet,’ or ‘ the war’ of such and such 
an epoch,— being the favourite dates of mankind, who 
have so many bleasinga in their lot, that thc'y never make 
their calendars from them, being l<x) common. For in- 
■tanoe, you see, ‘ the great drouglit,’ ‘ the Thames fro- 
zen over,’ * the seven years’ war broke out,’ tlie < Eng- 
lish, or French, or Spanish revolution commenced,’ ‘ (he 
Lisbon earthquake,’ ‘ the Lima earthquake,’ * the earth- 


quake of Calabria,’ ‘ the plague of London,* ditto ‘ of 
Constantinople,’ ‘ the sweating sickness,’ * the yellow 
fever ofPhiladelphia,’ &c. &c. See . ; but you don’t see * the 

* abundant harvest,’ ‘the fine summer,’ ‘ the long peace,’ ' 

* the wealtliy speculation,’ ‘ the reckless voyage,^ re- 
corded so emphatically ! By- the- way, there has been ’ 
a thirty years’ war and a seventy yeara^ war ; was* there 
ever a seventy or a thirty years' peace ? or was there 
cvern a day’s universal peace ? except perhaps in China, 
where they have found out the miserable happiness of a 
stationary and unwarliko mediocrity. And is all this 
because nature is niggard or savage, or mankind un- 
grateful ? Let philosojdiers decide. 1 am none,” 

,, In general I do not draw well with literary men ; not 
that I dislike them— but I never know what to say to 
them after I have praised their last publication. There 
are several exceptions, to he sure ; but then they have 
either been men of the world, such as Scott and Moore, 
&c. ; or visionaries out of it, such as Shelley, Ac. : but 
your literary every-day man and I never went well in 
company, especially your foreigner, whom 1 never could 
abide; except Giordani, and — and — and — (I really can’t 
name any other) — I don’t remember a man among them 
whom 1 ever wished to see twice, except perhaps Mez- 
zophanti, who is a monster of languages, the Briareus of 
parts of speech, a walking Polygloil, and more, who 
ouglit to have existed at the time of the Towxt of Ba- 
bel a.s universal interpreter. He is indeed a marvel- 
unassuming also. 1 tried him in all the tongues of 
which I knew a single oath, (or adjuration to the gods 
against post-boys, savages, Tartars, boatmen, sailors, 
pilots, gondoliers, mulcleors, camel-drivers, Vetturirii, 
po.stinaslers, poslliorses, post houses, post every thing,) 
and, egad ! he astounded me — even to my English.” 

‘ No man would live his lift* over again,’ is an old 
and true saying which all can rc-solve for themselves. 
At the same time, there are probably moments in most 
men’s lives wliieh they would live over the rest of life to 
regain ? Else why do we live at all ? because Hope 
recurs to Memory, both false but — but — but — but and 
this but drags on till — what ? I do not know ; and who 
docs'? He that died o’ Wednesday?” 

Alcibiadc.s is said to have been * successful in all 
his battles’ — hut what bailies? Name them! If you 
mention Ca-sar, or Hannibal, or Napoleon, you at once 
rush upon Pharsalia, Munda, Alesia, Cannai, Thrasy- 
menc, I’rcbia. Lodi, Marengo, Jena, Austt*.rlitz, Fried- 
land, Wttgram, Moskwa : luit it is less easy to pitch 
upon the victorie.s of Alcihiades; though they may be 
named too, though not so readily as the Leuctra and 
Mantin.i^a of Epaminondas, the Marathon of Miltia- 
des, the Saluniis of Th<uni.slocles, and the Thermopylae 
of Leonidas. Yet, upon the w hole, it may be doubted 
whether there be a name of antiquity which comes down 
with such a general cliurm as that of Alcibiadcs, Why^l? 

I cannot answer. Who can?” 



REVIEW OF WORDSWORTirS POEMS, 

TWO VOLS. 1807 .* 

(from “ MONTHLY LITERARY RECREATIONS,*’ FOR AUGUST, 1807 .) 


The volumes before us are by the author of Lyrical 
Ballads, a collection which has not undeservedly met 
with a considerable share of public applause. The 
^cliaracteristics of Mr. W.’s muse are simple and flow- 
ing, though occasionally inharmonious verse, strong, and 
sometimes irresistible appeals to the feelings, with un- 
exceptionable sentiments. Though the present work 
may not equal his former efforts, many of the poems 
possess a native elegance, natural and unaffected, totally 
devoid of the tinsel embellishments and abstract hyper- 
boles of several contemporary sonneteers. The last 
sonnet in the first volume, p. 152., is perhaps the best, 
without any novelty in the sentiments, which we hope 
are common to every Briton at the present crisis ; the 
force and expression is that of a genuine poet, feeling as 
he writes: — 

“Another year ! nuotlior den Jly blow I 
AiidtlRT njiphty empire overiiirown ! 

And we nre left, or Khnll be left, nlono — 

The last t)mt ilnres to strnppio with tin- foe. 

’Tin M'ell !“frcim this dny l\irwnril we sluill know 
That in cmrselvcH our s ilel v iniif«t be nmipht, 

That by our own right-hands it iiiii‘!l be wruusht ; 

That we inum .slamt iin)irop’(!, or lie laid low. 

0 dastard ! whom such buetivste di'lli nui cheer t 
We shall exult , it the) Wlio nde tin land 
Kfi men wlio hold its inniiy blehsiiips dear, 

Wise, npriplit, valiant, uol u venal band, 

WMio are to Judge ot dancer wdiicli they fear, 

And honour winch they do not understsind.’' 

Tlie song at the Feast of Brougiiam Castle, the Se- 
ven Sisters, the Afflict ion of Margaret ■ ■ of — — — , 
possess all tlie beauties, and few of the defects, of this 
writer : the following lines from the last are in his first 
style ; — 

“ Ah I htllo doth tbo younc une dream 
'When full of jilay <iijd elnldihli rtues, 

What power hntli e’en hi« wildest scream, 

Heard by bis mother unawares ; 

He knows it not, lie cannot piicKS : 

Years to a molber brinp disties»<, 

But Uu nut maku her iuve the less.” 


* I have been a reviewer. In 1807, in a Mapazme called “ Monthly 
Literary Recreations,” I reviewed Wordsworth's trash of that time. 
In the Montlily Review 1 wrote some articles wliich were inserted. 
This was in the latter part of Ihll. 


Tho pieces least worthy of the author are those eiiti* 
tied Mood.s of my own Mind,” We certainly wish 
these Moods” had been less frequent, or not permitted 
to occupy a place near works which only make thsir 
deformity more obvious ; when Mr. W. ceases to pleass, 
it is by “ abandoning” his mind to the most common- 
place idea.*;, at the same time clothing them in language 
not simple, but puerile. What will any reader or 
auditor, out of the nursery, say to such namby-pamby 
as “ Lines written at the Fool of Brollier’a Bridge?” 

“ The cock i* crowing, 

The Biream io flowing, 

Tho small birds t witter, 

The lake doth glitter. 

Tho green field 8iee|M in the aun ; 

The ohlpRt and ymmgosl, 

Are ui work with the strongest ; 

T hc‘ cattle arc grazing, 

Their heads never raising, 

There are forty feeding like OHS. 

Like an nruiy defealetl, 

Till! snow Imth retreated, 

And now doth fare ill, 

On the lop of the bare bill.** 

** The plough-boy is whooping anon, anon,” &c. &c. 
is in tho same exquisite measure. This appears to us 
neither more nor less than an imitation of such min- 
strelsy as soothetl our cries in the cradle, with tlie shrill 
ditty of 

“ Iloy de diddle, 

Thr cut und the lliidlc ; 

Thf cow Jump’d over the moon. 

The httU* ilog laugh'd to see such sport, 

And the dinh ran away wuh tho spoon.’* 

On the whole, however, with the exception of the 
above, and other innocent odes of the same cast, we 
think these volumes display a genius worthy of higher 
pursuits, and regret that Mr. W. confines his muse to 
such trifling subjects. We trust his motto will be in 
future, “ Paulo majora canarnus.” Many, with inferior 
abilities, have acquired a loftier scat on Parnassus, 
merely by attempting strains in which Mr. Wordsworth 
is more qualified to excel. 


REVIEW OF GELI.’S GEOGRAPHY OF ITHACA, AND 
ITINERARY OF GREECE. 

, (prom the monthly review” for august, 1811.) 


That laudable curiosity concerning the remains of 
classical antiquity which has of late years increased 
among our countrymen, is in no traveller or author 
more conspicuous than in Mr. Gell. Whatever differ- 
ence of opinion may yet exist with regard to tho success 
of the several disputants in the famous Trojan contro- 
versy,* or, indeed, relating to the present author’s 
merits as an inspector of the Troad, it must universally 

* We have It from the best authority that the venerable leader of thr 

Ariti'Homeric sect, Jacob Bryant, several year«i bofore bin death, e*- 
prrsMK] regret for his ungrateful attempt to destroy some ot the most 
pleasing associations of our youthful studies. Ona of his last wishes 
waa-^* TVq/ofvs nunc slarss,” &c. 


be acknowledged that any work, which more forcibly 
impresses on our imaginations the scenes of heroic ac- 
tion, and the siibjocis of immortal song, possesses claims 
on tho attention of every scholar. 

Of tho two works which now demand our report, we 
conceive the former to be by far the most interesting to 
the reader, as the latter is indisputably the most ser- 
viceable to the traveller. Excepting, indeed, the run- 
ning commentary which it contains on a number of 
extracts from Pausanias and Strabo, it is, as the title 
imports, a mere itinerary of Greece, or rather of Argo- 
lis only, in it.s present circumstances. This being the 
case, surely it would have answered every purpose of 



ayi KBVIEW OP CELL’S GEOQEAPHT OP ITHACA. 


YtlilUy much bettor by being printed as a pocket roa< 
book of that pitft of tbe Morea; for a quarto is a v 
ttomajiageable travelling companion. The maps’** an 
ilrawbigs, we shall be told, would not permit such 
arrangetneot : but as to the drawings, they arc not 
general to be admired as si)ecinien6 of the art; an< 
several of them, as we have been assured by eye-wii 
nesses of the scones which they describe, do not com 
pensate for their mediocrity in point of execution, h 
any extraordinary fidelity of representation. Otheri 
indeed, are more faithful, according to our iiiformantii 
The true reason, however, for this costly mode of publ 
aation is in course to be found in a desire of gratifyin, 
Ihe public passion for largo marjdns, and all the luxnr 
of typography ; and we have before expressed our dii 
satisfaction with Mr. GelPs aristocratical mode of com- 
municating a species of knowledge which ought to bt 
accessible to a much greater portion of classical student: 
than can at present acquire it by his means :^but, ai 
such expostulations ore generally useless, we shall be 
thankful for what we can obtain, and that in tlie mamici 
in which Mr. Goll has chosen to present it. 

The fonuor of these volumes, we have observed, is 
the most attractive in the closet. It comprehends a | 
very full survey of the far-famed island which the hero 
of tile Odyssey has immortalized ; for vve really are in- 
clined to ^ink that the author has established the iden- 
tity of the modern Theaki with the Ithaca of Homer. 
At all events, if it be an illusion, it is a very agreeable 
deception, and is effected by an ingenious interpretation 
of the passages in Homer that are supposed to be de- 
scriptive of the scenes which our traveller has visited. 
We shall extract some of those adaptations of the an- 
cient picture to tlie modern scene, marking the points of 
resemblance which appear to bo strained and forced, as 
well as those which are more easy and natural : hut we 
must first insert some preliminary matter from the open- 
ing chapter. The following passage conveys a sort of 
general sketch of tlic book, wliich may give our readers 
a tolerably adequate notion of its contents :~ 

“The present work may adduce, hy a simple and cor- 
rect survey of the island, coincidences in its geography, 
in its natural productions, and mural state, before unno* 
ticeil. Some will he directly pointed out ; tlic fancy or in- 
genuity of the reader may be eini)loyed in tracing others ; 
the mind familiar with the imagery of the Odyssey will 
recognise with satisfaction the scenes theinHelves ; and 
this volume is offered to the public, not entirely witboul 
hopes of vindicating the poem of Horner from the scepti- 
cism of those critics who iinat;ine that the Ody.^spy is a 
more poetical compusiiion, unsupported by history, and 
unconnected with the locolities of any particulHr situation. 

** Some have aaserted that, in the e.ompari.'jon of places 
now existing with the dL>s«;riptionri of Homor, wc ought not 
to expect coine.idence in mimite detuils ; yot it seems only 
by these tiial the king«h»m of Ulysses, or any other, can 
be identified, as, if such un idea bo adnaiited, every small 
and rocky island in llie Ionian Sea, contnining a good ptirt, 
might, with equal plausibility, Rs.sume the appellation of 
Ithaca. 

“ The Venetian gcographorsi liave in a great degree con- 
tribated to raise those doubts which have existetl on the 
identity of tl»o modern witli the ancient Ithaca, by giving, 
in their charts, the name of Val di Compare to the island. 
That name is, however, totally unknown in the country, 
where the isle is invariably called Iiliaca by Uic upper 
ranks, and Thoaki by tlie viibrar. The Venetians have 
equally corrupted the name of almost every place in 
Greece ; yet, as the natives of Ejmetos or Waup'actoe never 
heard of LepatUo, those of Zurynthos of Zaiite, or ili<! 
Athenians of Settines, it would be as unfair to rob Ithaca 
of its name, on such authority, as it would be to assert 
that no such island existed, because no tolerable represen- 
tation of its form can be found in the Venetian surveys. 

“The rare medals of the island, of which three ore 
represented in the tille-page, might bo adduced as a proof 
that the name of Ithaca was not lost during the reigns of 


• Or, r«th«r, Map ; for wc bevr oi»ly one io ihc unit th»l u 

on too RTQslt a scnle to give more thAn » general i«kn ot Uh> n lntive {losi- 
Ue« of ptsoe*. The oxcuati about a hirpriT nut t'uUUng well is 
trifitag ; WM, for imtaaco, tho author "s own map of Ithaca. 


the Roman emperors. They have the head of UlyMM, 
recogribed by the pileum, or pointed cap, while the re- 
verse of one presents the figure of a cock, the emblem of 
ins vigilance, with the legend IOAKON. A few of these 
medals arc preserved in the cabinets of the curious, and 
one also, with the cock, found in the inland, is in the pos- 
session of Signor Znvo, nf Batlii. The uppermost coin is 
in the collection of Dr. Hunter j the second is copied from- 
Newman, and the third is the property of R. P. Knight, 

‘‘ Several iriscrqtiions, whicli will be hereafter produced, 
will tend to t,lie confirmation of the idea that Ithaca was 
, inhabiieil about the time vvlieii the Romans were masters 
of Greece ; yet tJiero is every reafifUi to believe that lew, 
if any, of the present proprietors of tlie soil arc descended 
from ancestors who had long resided successively in the 
island. Even those who lived, at the time of Ulysses, in 
Ithaca, seem to iiave been on the point of emittrating to 
Argos, and no chief remained, after the second in descend 
from that hero, wortfiy of being recorded in history. Il 
appears that the isle has been twice colonised from Cepha- 
Jonia in modern times, and I was informed that a grant 
had been made by the Venetians, entitling each settler in 
Ithaca to as much land as his circumstances would enable 
'lim to cultivate.” 

Mr. QelJ then proceeds to invalidate the authority of 
irevious writers on the subject of Ithaca. Sir George 
Wheeler and M. le Chevalier fall under his severo 
animadversion; and, indeed, according to his account, 
leither of these gentlemen had visited the island, and 
lie description of the latter is absolutely too absurd 
jr refutation.” In another place, he speaks of M. lo 
. “ disgracing a work of such merit by the introduction 
if such fabrications;” again, of the inaccuracy of the 
ithor’smaps; and, lastly, of his inserting an island at 
ho soulliern entry of the Channel between Cephalonia 
,nd Ithaca, which lias no existence. This observation 
cry nearly approaclies to the use of that monosyllablo 
'hich Gibbon,* without expressing it, so adroitly afK 
lied to some assertion of hi.s antagonist, Mr. Davies, 
n truth, our traveller’s words are rather bitter towards 
lis brother tourist : but wc must concludo that their 
ustice warrants their severity. 

In the second chapter, the author describes his landing 
,n Ithaca, and arrival at the rock Korax and the foun- 
ain Arethusa, as he designates it with sufficiont posi- 
Ivcncss. — This rock, now known by the name of Korax, 
r Koraka Petra, he contends to be the same with tiiat 
hicli Homer mentions as contiguous to the habitation 
r Eumams, the faithful swine-herd of Ulysses. — We 
hall take tho liberty of adding to our extracts from 
dr. Goll some of the passages in Homer to which he 
e/ers only, conceiving this to be the fairest method of 
ixhibitiiig tho strength or the weakness of his argument. 
Ulysses,” he observes, “ came to the extremity of the 
lie to visit. Eumteus, and that extremity w’as the most 
nithern ; fir Telernachus, coming from Pylos, touched 
t the first south-eastern part of Ithaca with the same 
atontion.” 

Kat TOT* ft/ p’ ‘Oft'o-r/a tcofcof nnOev f/ynyt fm/iwjv 

Aypv f.r' <flryoT{Tjv, iffi foj/iara vatt cvpuiTr}^’ 
tp'tf/' i'i«s 'nCroaifoi; iJiini", 

*t.K nw\« lw»' avt' vt/i /ii^aiv/y 

'Ofviro-a* 

'Avran irt/71 troffTt/u dic-r/T 

Ni;a fitv ft; TroAUf^yTpt rot Km travTos’ iraipoVS' 

’AwrOi' (Jt jr<>wri-a evpam/v iioaf'iiKeiripai, 

. T. X. 'OSv<rcrtt' 0. 

These citations, we think, appear to justify the author 
1 his attempt to identify the situation of his rock and 
luntain with the place of those mentioned by Homer, 
lut let us now follow him in the closer description of the 
cone. — After some account of the subjects in the plate 
ifixed, Mr. Gell remarks : “ It is impossible to visit 
lis sequestered spot without being struck with the re- 
ollection of tlie Fount of Arethusa and the rock Korax, 
’hich the poet mentions in tlie same line, adding, that 


* Ren hi* Viiuticntion of Uia 16th and ISO) ciuiptor* of tb* JhdiM 
d yntl, \c. 
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mew me swino eat me acorns, and drank the 

black water.” 

rov yt ovi^tn tra(nffiivoir al 6t vtnovrai 
n«o Kopa^os ntrpi), iirt tsk^tivu 'AgtBuariu 
Utmrtrai liaKavov /icvocuna, km futkav i/^mp 
ILvikw *0<Jv<r<ru- N. 

*« Having passed some time at the fountain, taken 
drawiBig, and made the noeessary obHervaiionson fbeaitL 
ation of the place, we procoedeit to au exuminatiuu of th 
precipice, climbing over the lorrnces above the wmree 
among cjlmdy fig-irees, which, Jiowover, did nut prevei. 
us from feeling the powerful effeofa of tho mid-day smi 
After a short but fatiguing ascent, wo arrived at tlio r(»ck. 
wiiich extends in a vast perpendicular aeniicircle, beauti 
fully fritiifed with trees, facing to the south-east. Unde 
the crag we found two caves of inconsiderahle extent, tin 
, entrance of' om* of which, not dilJicuIl of hccuss, is seei 
in fho view of the fount. Tliey are still the rostu’t of 
■ and goats, and in one of them are small natural recep 
tacle»! for the water, covered by a stalngniitic incrusujtioi 

“Those caves, heiiig at the extrejuiiy of tlie curv 
firmed hy the precipice, open toward the south, and pre 
fcni us with another accompaniinent lo the fount of Are 
ihusa, mentioned by the ]»oci, who infvirtns us that the 
BWineherd Eum eus left his guests in the hoiiso, whils 
he, putting on a thick garment, went (n 8lee]» near fht 
hortl, under the hollow of Ihe rock, which sheliered hlri 
from the northern blast. Now we know that ilie herd lee 
near the fount ; li)r Minerva tells Ulysses tlnil he is lo gc 
first to Kuina:iis, whom iie Hhouid find with the swine, 
near the rock Korax and the fount of Arefhusa. Ah the 
swine then fed at the lonniain, so it is necessary that a 
cavern should he liujiid in its vji.inity ? and this seems to 
coincide, in distance, iiml siinalion, wiiti that t>f the jioeui. 
Near the I'ount also wes the fold or st.idiuios of Kuuiams ; 
for the goddes.s informs Ulysses iluit he should lind his 
faithful HtM'vaiit at or aliove the fount. 

“ Now the hero meets the swiuehonl close to the fold, 
which was constapu'iuly very near that source. At the, 
toi) of till! rock, and just above the spot where the W'otcr- 
fall shoots down the I'lrecipnu:, is tit this day a siagru or 
jiastoral dwelling, which the herdsmen of Ithaca still in- 
habit, on account of the water necessary for their cuttle. 
One, of tliese, people walked on the vergoofthe precipice 
at the time ofonr t isii to the place, !iiid seemed so arixioius 
to know how we had been conveytel t<» Ihe *'po|, that his 
ciKpiiries reminded us of a, tpie'stion jirobably not iiiieom- 
rrion in the d.iys of Ilomor, who more than once repre- 
sents the Ithaeences demanding of strangers what ship 
had brought them to llie isle.nd, it bein'’- evitleni they 
could raa come tni loot. He told us that there was, on the 
NUiiimit where lie sfoial, a small cistern of water, and a 
kulyboa,or sliepheid’s liut. Tln re are also vestiges of 
aiieieiit habitations, and the placi' is now called Amaral hia. 

“ Uotiveiiiencn, as well us salety, seems to Imve j'omted 
out the loftv ^•Ilualion of Amarailiia as a lit jdace fur the 
resaleiicoof the herdsmen of this jiarl of the inland iVoin 
the earliest aims. A small source of wate-r is a treasure 
in ihcMu climates; and if the inljablianis of Iiliaea now 
scleet a nigged and elevated spot, to •-■ecni'e them Irom 
the robbers of the Echinaile-, it is to be rseollei nu! that 
the Taphian pirates were not less formiilable, even in the 
days of Ulysses, and that a n’sidence in the solitary part 
of the island, far from llie lorlress, and close to a cele- 
brated foiiniHin, mnsi at ail times Itavi'. been d.'iugerous, 
without some such security as tlio rocks of Korax. In- 
deed, Almre can be no doubt that the house 4)1' Eum.eus 
was ou tlio t4>p of the ]»ri;cipie«j ; for Uly-s-e.'-, in order to 
evinct! llie truth of hi.s story to the swinelu rd, desires lo 
be tiintwu from the summit if his narration does not prove 
corr(!Ct. 

“^ear th*! bottom of the precipice is a enrioua natural 
gallery, about seven feet bigli, which is 4)xjiresse<l in the 
]>latc. It may be fairly preHum4’(l, liotatlie very remark- 
al»lc coincidence between this idare ami the Ibuneric ac- 
count, that this was tin; scene designaicd by tin* pitei a.« 
the founluin of Arelhusa, and the reside me of Kuma'us; 
and, perhaps, it Wiiuhl he impossible to find another spot 
which boars, at this dsy, so .stnuig a resemblance to a 
p 'Ptic 4leMiTiptlon composed at a [tcriod so very remote. 
There is no oilier foiiutain in this part id’ the island, nor 
any rock which bears the slightest rewiimbiancu to the 
Korax of Ilomor. 

“ Tim stailimos of the good Kiima'u,s ai'jx'ar.s to have 
been little different, enher in use or consirunion, fr»»»u the 
sragni and kalybea of the ])i CHent ila v. The poet expreas- 
]y uienUt*ns that oilmr licrdsmcn di*)ve ilieir Hocks into 


* O ftfonu.’’ Docs Mr. (i*-ll tnui.<l.in' tr.^in tin- fulia! 
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the city at sunset, — a custom which still prevails ihruntgli 
out Greece during the winter, and that was Uie esaaoH in 
which Ulysi^es vieited Eumtnus. Yet Homer accounts for 
this deviation from the prevailing cuRtom, hy observing 
that he had retired from the city to avoid the suitors of 
Penelope. These trilling occurrences afi'ord a strong pre-* 
sumption that the lihuca of Homer was something more 
than the creature of liis own fancy, as some have sup- 
posed it ; lor though the grand omlino v»f a fable may bo 
easily imagined, yet the consistent adaptation of minute 
incidents to a long and elaborate falsehood is a task of the 
most arduous and complicated nature.’’ 

After this long extract, by which we have endea- 
voured to do justice to Mr. Cell’s argument, wo cannot 
allow rtxim for any farther ({uotations of such extent ; 
and we must ofier a brief and imperfect analysis of tlie 
remainder of the work. 

In tlie third chapter, the traveller arrives at the capi- 
tal, and in the fourth, he describes it in an agreeable 
manner. We select his account of the mode of cele- 
brating a Christian festival in the Greek church 

We were pren nt at the celebration of the feast of the 
Ascension, when the ciiiz*’iis appeared in tlioir gayest 
dresses, mid saluted each otiier in the streets with ilcmon- 
sirations of pleasure. As we sate at breakfast in the house 
ifZignnr Zavo, we were .‘^iiihlenly roii.si'd by the lijsehnrge 
if a gun, siic(’ee<led by a trenieudous crash of pottery^ 
ivhich loll on ihi; tije.s, steps, and pavements, in every nl- 
eetiiui. 'riie bells of the numerous clnirches conirniuired 
liseonlaiit jingle ; colours W'ere hoisted on every 
iri.stin the jtoil, arui a general slmut of jfty anriouncerl 
one great event. Our host inibrnied us that the hiast of 
he Aseeji'ioii was annuaJJy coinmotnorated in ibis man- 
lor nt Hutbi. tbe pojHiiace exclaiming «ve?Tj o Xtiijoj, aXij* 
livos 0 irisos, Christ i.s risen, the true God.” 

In another passage, he continues tins account as fol- 
iw.s : — “ In the evening of the festival, tbo inhabttanta 
laimed before their bouses; and at ono we saw the 
igure wliicli is said to have been first u.sed by the youths 
nd virgins of Delos, at llie happy return of Theseus 
ruin the expedition of the Cretan Labyrinth. It has now 
>st much of that intricacy which was supposed lo al- 
ule to the windings of the habitation of the Minotaur,” 
^c. &c. Tins is rutlier too much for even the infiexi- 
e gravity of t>ur censorial muscles. When the author 
.Iks, with all the realiti/ (if we may use the cxfiression) 
if a Lernpriere, on the stories of ihc fabulous ages, we 
annot refrain from indulging a momentary smile ; nor 
:an wo seriou.sly accompany him in die learned archi- 
tectural detail by which he cnd*!avour.s lo give us, from 
tlio Olyssey, tlie ground-plot of the house of Ulys.'^es,— 
of which he actually offers a plan in drawing! “ show- 
ing how the description of ill*’ house of (ilys’ses in ihti 
Odys.scy may be supposed lo corresfiorid with Ihe Hhui- 
datioiis yet visible on the hill ofAilo!” — Foote! 
Foote ! why are you l*).st lo such inviting subjecls for 
your hulicroiis pencil! In his account of this cele- 
brated mansion, Mr. Gcll says, on*’, side of the court 
8eeni.s to have been occufiied by the Tbalamos, or sleep- 
ing apartments of the men, &c. &c. ; and, in confirmation 
of this hyjiothesis, he refers to ilm lOlh Odyssey, lino 
340. On examining his reference, we read, 

OaMnov t ’ Uvai, km ctfs im/it/iMVM ivvifs' 
where Ulysses records an invitation which he received 
from Circe to lake a part of her bed. How this illiis- 
ratos Um above conjecture, we arc al a loss U) divine ; 
but wo suppose llial some numerical ©rrjjr has occurred 
in the reference, us wo have delected a IritUng mistake 
or two of the same nature. 

Mr. G. lalMiurs harii to identify ihe cave of Dexia, 
nearBathi (the capital of the island), with the grotto 
<if tlic Nymphs described in the I3fh Odys.soy. We 
are disjiostMi to grant that he has 8Uf;c*?<!dcd : but we 
cannot here enter inl<j tbe prools by which he supiKirUi 
his opinion ; and we can only extract one of llio con- 
cluding stinteiicos of the chapter, whicli appears to us 
candid and judicious : — 
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** Whatever opinion may be formed as to the Identity 
of the care of Dexia with the motto of the Nymphs, it is 
fait to state, that Strabo positively asserts that no such | 
cave as that described by Homer existed in his time, and 
chat geographer thought it better to assign a physical 
change, rather than ignorance in Homer, to account fur a 
dilference which he imagined to exist between the Ithaca 
af his time and that of the poet. But Strabo, who was 
an uncommonly accurate observer with respect to coun- 
tries surveyed by himself, appears to have been wretch- 
edly tnisled by his Informers on many occasions. 

^^That Strabo had never visited this country is evident, 
not only from his inaccurate account of it, but from itis 
citation of Appoilodorus and Scepsius, whose relatione 
are in direct opposition to each other on the subject of 
Ithaca, as will 1^ demonstrated on a future opportunity.** 

We must, however, observe that ** demonstration’* is 
a strong term.— >In his description of the Leucadian 
Promontory (of which we have a pleasing representation 
in the plate), the author remarks that it is celebrated 
for the 2eap of Sappho, and die death of Artemisia.” 
From this variety in the expression, a reader would 
hardly conceive that both the ladies perished in the 
same manner: in fact, the sentence is as proper as it 
would be to talk of the decapitation of Russell, and the 
deatli of Sidney. The view from this promontory in- 
cludes the island of Corfu \ and the name suggests to 
Mr. Gell the following note, which, though rather irre- 
levant, is of a curious nature, and we thorefore con- 
clude our citations by transcribing it 

** It has been generally supposed that Corfu, or Corcyra, 
was the Ph»acia of Horner ^ but Sir Henry Kiu-lflield 
thinks the position of that lal.ind im'onsbtent with the 
voyage of Ulyssoa as doacribeil in the 0«JyMHoy. That 
gentleman has alH(» ohservod a number of such remarkable 
cuinciitences between tl\c courts of Aiciiioim and Solonum, 
that they may be tliought curiiuis and inicresiing. Homer 
was familiar with the names of Tyre, Sidon, and Egypt ; 
and, as he lived about the time of Solomon, it would not 
have been extraordinary if he bad intnnluc<sd sumo account 
of the magiiihcenco of that I'rince into his poem. Am 
Solomon was funious lor wisdom, so the name (»f Alcinous 
sigiiiiies Btrengfh of knowlcd^^e ; a.s llic cardciis of SoJu- 
mbii were celebrated, so are tliose of Alcinous (Od. 7. 
11:4.) •, as the kingdom of S(»lomon was disfitiguMied by 
twelve irfljes under twelve princes (1 KingvS cli.'4), s ) ihat 
of Alcinous (Oil. 8, 390) wm ruled by an equ.il numl)er; 
as the throne of Solomon was suj/pf rted by lions <if gold 
(1 Kings, ch. 10), BO that of Alcinmis was placed on dog-< 
of silver and gold (Od. 7. 91) ; as the Heels of Solomon 
wore famous, so wore those of Alcinous. It is perhnp.' 
worthy of remark, that Neptune sate on the iiinuntaiiM t>f 
tho SoLYJvri, as ho returned from .^Uhinpfa to u hiie 

he ruisod the temjiest wliicli throw XJlysse.-i on the. co.»'t 
of Phasacia; nnd that the Solyini of Panipliilia me very 
considerably distant from the route.— The suspiciouH cha- 
rarter, also, which Nausicaa attributes to her eountryuian 
ogreea precisely with that which tlio Greok-s and R niana 
gave of the Jews.** 

The seventh chapter contains a description of tlie 
Monastery of Kathara, and several adjacent places. 
The eighth, among other curiosities, fixes on an imagi- 
nary site for the farm of Laertes : but this is the agony 
of conjecture indeed ! — and the ninth chapter mentioii.s 
anotlier Monastery, and a rock still called the school of 
Homer. Some sepulchral inscriptions of a very simple 
nature are included. — The tenth and last chapter brings 
us round to tho Port of Schconus, near Bathi ; after wo 
have completed, seomingly in a very minute and accurate 
manner, the tour of Um island. 

We can cei;|ainly recommend a perusal of this volume 
to every lover of classical scene and story. If we may 
indulge the pleasing belief that Homer sang of a real 
kingdom, and that Ulysses governed it, though we dis- 
cern many feeble links in Mr. Gell’s chain of evidence, 
we are on the whole induced to fancy that this is the 
Itliaca of the bard and of the monarch. At all events, 
Mr. Gell has enabled every future traveller to form a 
dearer judgment on the question than he could have 
established without snoh a ** Vademecum to Ithaca,” 
or a ** Have with /oy^ lo the House of Ulysses,” as the 


present. With Homer in his pocket, and Gell ©n his 
I sumpter-horse or mole, the Odyssean tourist may now 
make a very ciassicoi and deligMfui excursion ; and we 
doubt not (hat the advantages accruing to the Itbacences, 
from the increased number of travellers who will visit 
them in consequence of Mr. Gell’s account of their 
country, will induce them to confer on that gentleman 
any heraldic honours which they may have to bestow, 
should he ever look in upon them again,— 'Roron Batin 
would be a pretty title : — 

“ Hoe IthRCUs velUt et magno nurcentur Alrirfr*.”— VirgH. 

For ourselves, we confess that all our old Grecian feel- 
ings would be alive on approaching the fountain of 
Melainudros, where, as the tradition runs, or as tl»i 
priests relate, Homer was restored to sight. 

We now come to the “ Grecian Patterson,” or 
“ Cary,” which Mr. Gell has begun to publish ; and 
really he has carried the epic rule of concealing ihe 
person of tiio author to as great a length as either of 
the above-mentioned heroes of itinerary writ. Wo hear 
nothing of his “ hair-breadth ’scapes” by sea or land ; 
and we do not even know, for the greater part of his 
journey through ArgoUs, whether he relates what ho 
lias seen or what he has heard. From other parts of 
the book, we find the former to be tho case : but, though 
there have been tourists and “ strangers” in other coun- 
tries, who have kindly permitted their readers to learn 
rather too much of their sweet selves, yet it is possible 
to carry delicacy, or cautious silence, or whatever it 
may lie called, to the contrary extreme. We think that 
Mr. Gell has fallen into this error, so opposite to that 
of his numerous brethren. It is offensive, iiidcf^d, to 
he told what a man has eaten for dinner, or how pathetic 
he was on certain occasions ; but we like to know that 
there is a being yet living who describes llie scenes to 
which he introduces us; and that it is not a nun- 
translation from Strain) or Pausanias which wo arc 
leading, or a commentary on those authors. This rr- 
liectioii leads us to tho concluding remark in Mr. (lell’.s 
preface (by much the most interesting part of his book) 
to his Itinerary of Greece, in which he thus cxpreswe.s 
himself; — 

“ The fcmriision of the modern with tiie ancient naim o 
of placcM in tluM volume i.s ulKtolutcly unavoiilublc ; ihry 
lire, however, rnr.ntioriod in Much a ninnnrr, th.'it tl>e remier 
will soon he accuHtonnul to the iniliscruuiiiato use oftlicm. 
The nccf SHiiy of a}iplyinf( the ancient appclhiii ms to the 
(Uftereut routes, will he evident from tho total li'nmMuce 
of the puhlic Oil the subject of ihe iruulcnj ii iincs, wiiicli, 
having never appeared in print, me only known lo the 
few individuals who have visited rhecouniry. 

“ What could Ujipcar less inicUigildu to the lender, or 
Jess useful to the traveller, than a route from (’hione and 
Zaracca to Kutchukmnili, from thence to Kr.thata to 
Schoenochorio, and by tho mills of Peali, while every one 
is in some degree acquainted with the names of Sryrnpha- 
lus, Nemea, Mycenre, Lyrceia, Lerna, and Tegea ?’* 

Although this may be very true inasmuch as it relates 
to the reader, yet to the traveller wo must observe, in 
opposition to Mr. Gell, that nothing can be less ly^eful 
than the designation of his route according to the ancient 
names. Wo mi|ht as well, and with as much chance 
of arriving at the place of our de.stination, talk to a 
Hounslow post-boy about making haste to Aitffiigia, as 
apply to our Turkish guide in modem Greece for a di- 
rection to Stymphahis, Nemea, Myccnee, &c. &c. 
This is neither more nor less than classical affectation ; 
and it renders Mr. Gell’s book of much more confined 
use than it would otherwise have been : — but wo have 
some other and more important remarks to make on his 
general directions to Grecian tourists; and we heg 
leave to assure our readers that they are derived from 
travellers who have lately visited Greece. In the first 
place, Mr. Gell is absolutely incautious enough to re- 
commend an interference on the part of English travel- 
lers with the Minister at the Porte, in behalf of the 
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Greeks. “ The folly of such neglect (pap 16. preface,) court. — Mr. Gell mentions gold mines in Greece; he 
in many instances, where the emancipation of a district should have specified their situation, as it certainly is 
might ^en be obtained by the present of a snufiT-box or not universally known. When, also, he remarks that 
a watch, at Constantinople, and without the smdUest the first article of necessity m Greece is a firman, or 
danger of £afciting the jealousy of such a court as that order from the Sultan, permitting the traveller to pass 
of Turkey i will be acknowledged when we are no unmolested,’* we are much misinformed if ho be right, 
longer able to rectify the error.’’ We have every rea- On the contrary, we believe this to be almoirt the only 
•on to believe, (m the contrary, that the folly of half a part of the Turkish dominions in which a finnan is not 


dozen travellers taking this advice, might bring us into 
a war, Never interfere with any thing of the kind,” 
is a much sounder and more political suggestion to all 
English travellers in Greece. 

Mr. Gell apologises for the introduction of his pa- 
noramic designs,” as he calls them, on the score of the 
great difficulty of giving any tolerable idea of the face 
of a country in writing, and the ease with which a very 
accurate knowledge of it may be acquired by maps and 
panoramic designs. We are informed that this is not 
the case with many of these designs. The small scale 
of the single map we have alre^y censured ; and we 
have hinted that some of the drawings are not remarka- 
ble for correct resemblance of their originals. The two 
nearer views of the Gate of the Lions at Mycenm arc 
indeed good likenesses of their subject, and the first of 
them is unusually well executed ; but the general view 
of Mycenm is not more than tolerable in any respect ; 
and the prospect of Larissa, k.c. is barely equal to the , 
former. The view from this last place is also indiffer- 
ent ; and wo are positively assured that there are no 
windows at Nauplia which look like a box of dominos, i 
—the idea suggested by Mr. Gel I’s plate. We must! 
not, however, be too severe on these picturesque baga-; 
tellos, which, probably, were very hasty sketches ; and I 
the circumstances of weather, &c. may have occasioned ! 
some difference in the appearance of the same objects 
to different spectators. Wo shall therefore return to 
Mr. Gell’s preface ; endeavouring to set him riglit in 
his directions to travellers, where we think that he is 
erroneous, and adding what appears to have been omitted. 
In his first sontence, he makes an assertion which is by 
no means correct. He says, fVe are at present as 
ignorant of Greece, as of the iJiterior of Africa.” 
Surely not quite so ignorant ; or sevt*ral of our Grecian 
Mungo Parks have travelled in vain, and some very 
sumptuous works luive been published to no purpose! 
As we proceed, we find the author observing that 
“ Athens is nmv the most polished city of Greece,” 
when we believe it to be the most barbarous, even to a 
proverb — 

’fi 'AOifva, TTpftiTJj 

Ti yaictapiis* r(u|ja ;* 

is a couplet of reproach noiv applifid to this once famous 
city ; whose inhabitants seem little worthy of the in- 
spiring call which was addressed to them within these 
twenty years, by the celebrated Riga : — 

Acvr< ffauTc; twv EAA^voiv— k. t. A. 

Tannina, the capital of Epirus, and the seat of AH Pa- 
cha government, is in truth deserving of the honours 
which Mr. Gell has improperly bestciwed on degraded 
Athens. As to the correctness of the remark concern- 
ing the fashion of wearing the hair cropped in Molrmia, 
as Mr. Gell informs ns, our aiilliorities cannot depose : 
but why will he use the classical term of Eleiithero- 
I.rieones, when that people are so much bolter known by 
their iwidorn name <»r Mainotes? ” The court of tlie 
Pacha of Tri|»olizza” is said “ to realise tlie splendid 
visions of the Arabian Nights.” This is true with re- 
gard to the court: but surely the traveller ought to have 
added that the city and palace arc iiu>6t miserable, and 
form an extraordinary contrast to the splendour of the 

* We vrrite th<w lines friim Uic reritation of the truveUers tr> v 

•re h«ro dUu<ted ; hnt we cnniint ▼otich for the correctuees «t the Roi 


necessary ; since the passport of the Pacha is absolute 
within his territory (according to Mr. G.’s own admis- 
sionl, and much more elTectuai than a firman . — ** Mo- 
ney,” he remarks, is easily procured at Sabnica, or 
Patrass, whore the English have Consuls.” It is much 
better procured, wo understand, from the Turkish go- 
vernors, who never charge discount. The Consuls for 
he English are not of the moat magnanimous order of 
creeks, and far from being so liberal, generally speak- 
ing; although there are, in course, some exceptions, 
and Strune of Patrass has been more honourably men- 
tioned. — After having observed that “ horses seem the 
beat mode of conveyance in Greece,” Mr. Gell pro- 
ceeds : ** Some travellers would prefer an English sad- 
dle ; but a saddle of this sort is always objected to by 
he owner of the horse, and not without rooson,” &c. 
Tins, we learn, is far from being the case ; and, indeed, 
for a very simple reason, an English saddle must seem 
D be preferable to one of the country, because it is 
much lighter. When, too, Mr. Gell calls the postilion 
‘ Menzilgi,” he mistakes him for his betters : Serru^ 
gees are postilions ; Menzilgis arc postmasters: — Our 
raveller was fortunate in his Turks, who are hired to 
walk by the side of the baggage-horses. They “ are 
certain,” he says, “of performing their engagement 
without grumbling.” Wc apprehend that this is by no 
m^ans certain ; — but Mr. Gell is perfectly right in pro- 
erring a Turk to a Greek for this purpose ; and in his 
general recommendation to take a Janissary on the 
tour: who, we may atld, should be suffered to act as he 
deases, since nothing is to be done by gentle means, or 
H’en by offers of money, at the places of accommoda- 
i«n. A courier, to bo sent on before to tho place at 
which the traveller intends to .sleep, is indispensable to 
'.omforl : but no tourist should bo niiNled by tho author's 
idvice to stiffer tlto Greeks to gratify their curiosity, in 
M'rmitling them to remain for sonic time .about him on 
his arrival at an inn. "^rhey should bo removed as soon 
IIS possible; fl>r, as to the remark that “no stranger 
ivould think of intruding when a room is fire-occnpied,” 
mr informants were not so well convinced of that fact. 

Though we have mailc the afuive (‘xrepiions to iho 
accuracy of Mr. (jJi'll’s information, we are most ready 
kmIo justice to llio genera! utility of his directions, and 
:an certainly concede- the praise wliich he is desirous 
)f obtaining, — nanudy, “ of having facilitated the re- 
searches of fiifiirc travellers, by affording that local 
iriformalion which it was before impossible to obtain.” 
1’fiis book, indeed, is absolutely necessary to any person 
dn» wishes to explore lias Morca advantageously ; and 
we hope that Mr. Gell wHll crinlinuc his Itinerary over 
that and every other part of Greece. He allows that 
liis volume “ is only calculate*! to become a book of re- 
ference, and not of general entertainment but we do 
not see any reason against the compatibility of both 
rbjects in a survey of the most celebrated country of 
lie ancient world. To that country, we trust, the at- 
ention nut only of our travellers, but of our legislators, 
wmII hereaJler be directed. The greatest caution will, 
indeefl, be required, as we have premised, in toudiing 
>n so iMicate a subject as the amelioration of the 
[lossessions of an ally : but the field for the exercise of 
l^iolitical sagacity is wide and inviting in this portitm at 
he globe ; and Mr. Gell, and all other writers who hl«> 
lercst us, however remotely, in its extraordinary eSfOim 
hiiifira, deserve well of the British empire. Wo shMH 
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oaodode by an extreet from the author’s work: which. “ Tho ciiyofTIryns is also placed in two tii/fereftt flosi- 
AVAit if Aiiltt nr urhi/sK tions, oiicf! liv ItH Orook 1101116, oini 0^,^8111 SB 1 tr/nthue* 

even if it fails of cjcciting that general interest which The mistake between the islaruls of Splia:ria and Calaum 
W6 oopo mMt earnestly it may attract) towards its im- been luiiieed in paifcloo. TheFontinus, which P’Aii- 
portant subject, cannot, as he justly obsen^es, “ be en- \ille n presenis as a river, and the Erasiims are equally 
tirely uninteresting to the scholar;” since it is a work ill placed in his map. Tiiere was a place called Crcopojis, 

« whieh ffives him a fkitfaful deserintion of the remains nomowhere toward Cynouria ; but its situation is not easily ' 
wnica gives mm a laiiwui description ol me remains ^he imts called Bucephalium and Pirosus apem to 

of cities, the very existence of which was doubtful, as have been nothing more than little buys in the country 
they perished before the era of authentic history ” The between Corinth and Epidaurus. The town called Athe- 
subjoined quotation is a good specimen of the author’s in Cynoiiria, by Fausanias, is called Anthena by 

minutmss research as a topographer ; and we trust Sairthe map of D’Anville will be found more 

that the credit which must accrue to him^ from the accurate than those which have been published since his 
present performance will ensure the completion of his time ; indeed the mistakes of that geographer are in ge- 
Itinerarv}— neralsuch as could not bo avoided without visiting the 

^ * country. Two errors of D’Ariville may be mentioned, lest ^ 

, , X. ^ * 1- . » the opportunity of publishing the itinerary of Arcadia 

The inaccuracies of the maps of Anacharsw are In never occur. The first is, that the rivers Malajtas 

many respect very glaring. 1 he situation of Phliua is and Mylaon, near Mcthydriuin, are represented as run- 
marked by Strabo as surrounded by the territories of toward the south, whereas they flow northwards to 
Slcyon, Argos, Cleon®, and Sty mplwlus. Mr. Hawkins theLadon; and the second is, that the Aroanius, which 
observed, that PWius, the rums ot which still exist near the Erymanihun at Psophis, is represented as 

Agios Giorgios, lies in a direct line between Cleon® luid lowing from the lake ol Pheneos: a mistake which arises 
Stymphalua, and another from S icy on to Argos; so that [be ignorance of the ancients thernaelvea who have 
Strabo was correct in saying that it lay between those four written on the subject. The fact is that the liadnn receives 
towns: vet Wfi ««« PhlniM. in tl»« man nf Aro'rilm hv M. .1 1..1 i »ji u.... 


towns j yet we see Phlius, in tlie map of Argolis by M. 
Barbie ou Became, placed ten miles to the north of Stym- 
phalus, contradicting both history and fact. D^Anvitle is 


the waters of the hikes of Orchtmienos and Pheneoa : but 
the Aroanius rises at a spot nut two hours distant from 
Paophis.” 

In furtherance of our principal object in this critique, 
we have only to add a wish that some of our Grecian 


guilty of the same error. 

“ M. du Bocago places a town named Phlius, and by 
him Phlionte, on the point of land which forms the port 
of Drepano : there are not at present any ruins there. 

The maps of D’Anvllle are generally more correct than tourism, among tlie fresh articles of information con- 
any others where ancient geo^aphy is concerned. Amis* cerning Greece which they have lately imported, would 

turn .heir roind.,0 .he languego of ,hc co^try. So 
It is possible that Vathi, or the protbund valley, may be a strikingly similar to the ancient Greek is the modern 
name soineiirnes used for the valley of Barbitsa, and that Romaic as a written language, and so dissimilar in 
the place named by IP An ville Clausira may be the outlet soiuid, that even a few general rules concerning pro- 

has a cerresimUmg „ould bo of most extensive use. 



THE FIRST CHAPTER OF A NOVEL, 


CONTEMPLATFD by lord BYRON IN THE SPRING OF 1812 ; (AFTERWARDS PUBLISHED IN ONE OF 

MR. Dallas’ novels.) 


DARRELL TO 0. V* 

♦ ♦ * * So much fuf youf pi‘cf?ent pursuits. I wil 
now rt'ijume the subj(5ct of my last. How I wish yoi 
w(5re upon the spot ; your taste for the ridiculous wouk 
be fully f^rutified^ and if you fell inclined for more serious 
amusementj tJicre is no “lack of argument.” Within 
tins last week our guests liavc heeu doubled in number, 
some of them my old ac<juaintanrc. Our host you alrcad} 
know — absurd as ever, but rather duller, and f shoiilt 
conceive, troublesome to such of his very good friends as 
find his house more agnjealile than its owner. I confint^ 
myself t(» observation, and do not find liim nt all in the 
way, tliough Veramorc and Asply arc of a different 
opinion. Th(‘ former, in jiarticular, imparts to me many 
pallictic com})Iaint8 of the want of op|x>rtunitics (nothing 
else being wanting to the success of the said V eraniore) 
created by the fractiou.s and but ill concealed jealousy of 
poor Bramblebear, whoso Penelope .seems to have as 
many suitors as her namesake, and for aught I can see to 
the contrary, with as much prospect of carrying their 
point, In the mean time, I look on and laugh, or rather 
I should laugh were you present to share in it ; sackclotli 
and sorrow are excellent wear for soliloquy ; but for a 
laugh there should bo two, but not many more, except at 
Uie first night of a modern tragedy. 

You arc very much mistaken in the design you impute 
to myself; I have none here or elsewhere. I arn sick of 
old intrigues, and too indolent to engage in new ones. 
Besides, I am, that is, I used to be, ajit to find my heart 
gone at tlie very time when you fastidious gentlemen 
begin to recover yours. 1 agree with you that the world, 
as well as yourself, are of a different opinion. 1 shall 
never be at the trouble to undeceive either ; my follies 
have seldom been of my own socking. “ Rebellion came 
an my way, and I found it.” This may appear as cox- 
coml^cal a speech as Veramore could make, yet you 
partly know its truth. You talk to mo too of “ my cha- 
racter,” and yet it is one which you and fifty others have 
been struggling these seven years to obtain for yourselves. 

I wish you had it, you would make so much better, that is, 
worge use of it ; relieve me, and gratify an ambition which 
is unworthy of a man of sense. It has alwa}^ appeared 
to 8je extraordinary that you should value women so 
highly, and yet love them so little. The height of your 
gratification ceases with its accomplishment; you bow, 
and you sigh, and you worship, — and abandon. For my 
part I regard them as a very beautiful, but inferior animal. 

I think them an much out ^ place at our tables as theyi 
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would be in our senates. The whole present system,i 
wiOi r(;gard to that sex, is a remnant of the chivalrous 
barharism of our anixistors ; I l(K>k upon them as grown- 
up children, but, like a foolish mamma, am always the 
slavii of some (miy one. Witli a contempt for the race, I 
am ever attached to tlic individual, in spite of myselfi. 
You know that, though not rude, I um inattentive; any 
tiling hut a “ beau gar^fon.” I would not hand a woman, 
out of her carriage, but I would leap into a river after her^. 
However X grant you that, as tliey must walk oftener out 
of chariots than into the Tiianics, you gentlemen servitors, 
Oortejos and Cicislxd, have a better chance of being, 
agreeable and useful ; you might, very probably, do both 
liut as you can’t .swim, and 1 c;an, I recommend you tO’ 
invite me to your first water-party. 

Brambhibear’s Lady Penelope puzzles me. She is 
very beautiful, but not one of my beauties. You know I 
admire a different complexion, but the figure is perfect. 
She is accomplished, if her moflier and music-master 
may be believed; amiable, if a soft voice and a sweet 
smic could make her so; young, oven by the register of 
her baptism ; pious and chaste, and doting on her hus- 
band according to Bramblobear’s observation; erjually 
loving, mt of her husband, though rather less pious, and 
l’ otiier thing, according to Veramorc’s ; and if mine hath 
any disccnimonl, she detests the one, despises the other, 
and loves — herself. That she dislikes Bramblebear is 
ividont; poor soul, 1 can’t blame her; she has found liim 
lut to be mighty wealt and Uttk-tmpered; she has also 
ILscovered that she married too early to know what she 
;ikcd, and tliat there arc many likeable people who would 
lave been less discordant and more creditable partners. 
Still, she conducts herself well, and in point of good 
'lumour, to admiration. A good deal of religion, (naf 
nthusiasm, for tliat leads the contrary way,) a plying 
lusband who never loaves her, and, as 1 think, a very 
emperate pulse, will keep her out of scrapes. I am glad 
3f it, first, because, tliough Bramblebear is bad, I don’l 
hink Veramore much better ; and next, because Bram- 
debear is ridiculous enough already, and it would be 
kroum away ujxin him to make him more so ; thirdly, it 
vould bo a pity, because nobody would pity him ; and^ 
burtlily, (as Scrub says,) he would then become a melan- 
choly and sentimental harlequin, instead of a merry, fret- 
ful j^iantaloon, and 1 like the pantomime better as it is nuwr 
cast. More in my next. Yours, truly, 

DaRJUCJJIm. 



PARLIAMENTARY SPEECHES. 


BIB ATS ON THE FRAME-WORK BILL, IN THE BOUSE hurried ovcr witha vicw to exportation. It was called, in 
OF LOROS, FEBRUARY 27, 1812. tho cant of the trade, by the name of “Spider work.” 

The order of the day for tho second reading of this The rejected workmen, in the blindness of their igno* 
bill being read, ranee, instead of rejoicing at these improvements in arts 

LORD BYRON rose, and (for the first time) ad- so beneficial to mankind, conceived themselves to be 
dressed their lordshijis, as follows : sacrificed to iniprovcrncnts in mechanism. In the foolish* 

My I«ori}s — T lie subject now submitted to your lord- ness of their hearts they imagined, that the maintenance 
ships for the first time, Uiough new to tJie House, is by and well-doing of the industrious poor were objects of 
no means new to the country. I b«jlieve it had occufiied greater consequence than the enrichment of a few indi- 
the serious thoughts of all descriptions of persons, long viduaLs by any improvement, in tlio implements of trade, 
before its introduction to tlie notice of that legislature, which threw the workmen out of employment, and reiw 
whose interference alone could be of real service. As a dered tho labourer unworthy of his hire. And it must be 
person in some degree connected with the suffering confessed tliat although the adoption of tho enlarged ma- 
county, though a stranger not only to this House in gene- cldnery, in that state of our commerce which the country 
ral, but to almost every individual whose attention I prtv once lK>asted, might have been beneficial to tlie master 
sum© to solicit, I must claim some portion of your lord- witliout being detrimental to the servant ; yet, m the pre- 
ships’ indulgence whilst I offer a few observations on a sent situation of our manufactures, rotting in warehouses, 
question in which I confess myself deeply interested. without a prospect of exprlation, with the demand for 
To enter into any detail of the riots would be super- work and worlnnen equally diminished ; frames of this 
fluous : the House is already aware that every outrage dctscription tend materially to aggravate the distress and 
short of actual bloodshed has been perpetrated, and that discontent of the disappointed sufferers. But tho real 
the proprietors of the frames obnoxious to the rioters, and cause of tliose distresses and consequent disturbances 
ail persons supposed to bo connected with them, have ies deeper. When we are told that these men are 
been liable to insult and violence. During the short time (3aguod together not only for the destruction of tlieir own 
I recently passed in Nottinghamshire, not twelve hours comfort, but of their very means of subsistence, can we 
elapsed without some fresh act of violence; and on the forget that it is the bitter policy, the destructive warfare of 
day 1 left the county, I was informed tliat forty frames had the last eighteen years, which has destroyed their corn- 
been broken the preceding cveping, os usual, without brt, your comfort, all men’s comfort? That policy which, 
resistance and without detection. originating with “great statesmen now no more,” has 

Such was then the state of that county, and stich 1 1 survived the dead to become a curse on the living, unto 
have reason to believe it to be at this moment. But whilst the tliird and fourth generation! These men never 
these outrages must be admitted to exist to an alarming destroyed their looms till they were become useless, 
extent, it cannot be denied that tliey liave arisen from worse than useless; till they were become actual impedi- 
circumstances of tlie most unparalleled distress. The ments to tlioir exertions in obtaining their daily broad, 
perseverance of these miserable men in their proceed- Can you, then, wonder that in times like these, when 
ings, tends to prove that nothing hut absolute want could bankruptcy, convicted fraud, and imputed felony are found 
have driven a large, and once hcaiest and industrious, in a station not far beneath that of your lordships, tho 
body of the perjple, into the commission of excesses so lowest, though once most useful jioriion <jf the people, 
haisardous to themselves, their families, and tlie commu- should forget tlieir duty in their distresses, and become 
di^. At the time to which I allude, the u^wn and county only less guilty than one of their representatives? But 
were burdened with large detachments of tlie military ; while the cxaM offender can find means to baffle the 
the police was in motion, tlie magistrates assembled ; yet law, new capital punishments must be devised, new 
all the movements, civil and military, had led to — ^notliing. snares of death must bo spread for the wretclied mecha- 
Not a single instance had occurred of the afiprehension nic, who is famished into guilt. These men were willing 
of any delinquent actually taken in the fact, against to dig, but the spade was in otlier hands: they were not 
whom there existed legal evidence suffleient for convic- ashamed to beg, but mere was none to relieve them : their 
tion. But the police, however iiscleas, wore by no means own means of subsistence were cut oftj all other employ- 
idle: several notorious delinquents had been detected; ments preoccupied, and their excesses, however to bo 
men, liable to conviction, on the clearest evidence, of Uie deplored and condemned, can hardly be subject of sur- 
capital crime of poverty ; men who had been nefariously prise. 

guilty of lawfully begetting several children, whom, thanks It has been stated that the persons in the temporary 
to the times! they were unable to maintain. Considera- possession of frames connive at their destruction ; if fflis 
ble injury has been done to tlie proprietors of the improved be proved upon inquiry, it were necessary that such mate- 
frames* These machines were to them an advantage, rial accesHaries to the crime should be principals in the 
inasmuch as they superseded the necessity of employing punishment. But I did hope, that any measure proposed 
a number of workmen, who were left in consequence to by his majesty’s government, for your lordships’ decision, 
starve. By the adoption of one species of frame in par- would have had conciliation for its basis ; or, if that were 
UcufaU} one man performed the work of many, and die hopeless, that some previous inquiry, some deliberation 
fupedhious labourers were thrown out of employment, would have been deemed requisite ; not tliat we should 
lYet it ii to lie observed, that.tho work thus executed was have been called at once without examination, and with- 
micrior In quality ; not marketable at home, and merely out cause, to pass sentences by wholesale, and sign death- 
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warrants Windfold. But adnutting that those men had no 
cause of complaint ; that the grievances of them and 
their employers were alike groundless; that they deserved 
tile worst; what inefficiency, what imbecility has been 
evinced in the method chosen to reduce them! Why 

• were the military called out to be made a mockery at, if 
they were to be called out at all? As far as the differ- 
ence of seasons would permit, they have merely parodied 
Uie summer campaign of Major Sturgeon ; and, indeed, 
the whole proceedings, civil and military, seemed on the 
model of those of the Mayor and Corporation of Gar- 
ratt. — Such marchings and countermarchings ! from 
Nottingham to Bullwell, from Bullwell to Bonford, from 

;• Banfoid to Mansfield ! and when at length the detach- 
ments arrived at their destinations, in all “the pride, 
pomp, and circumstance of glorious war,” they came just 
in time to witness the miscliief wliich had been done, and 
ascertain the escape of the perpetrators, to collect the 
^apoiia in the fragments of broken frames, and 

return to their quarters amid.st the derision of old women, 
and the bootings of children. Now, though in a free 
country, it were to be wished that our military should 
never bo too formidable, at least to ourselves, 1 cannot see 
the policy of placing them in situations where they can 
only be made ridiculous. As the sword is the worst 
argument that can be used, so should it be Oie last. In 
this instance it has iMjen tlie first ; but providentially as 
yet only in iho scabbard. The present measure will, 
indeed, pluck it from the sheafii ; yet had proper meet- 
ings been held in tlie earlier stages of these riots, — ^had 
the grievances of those men and thfdr masters (for they 
also had their grievances) been fairly weighed and justly 
examined, I do think that means might have been devised 
to restore these w(»rkmcn to their avocations, and tran- 
cjuillity to the county. At pnjsont the county suffers from 
ibe double infliction of an idle military, and a starving 
fKipulation. In what state of apatliy have we been 
plunged so long, that now for the first time the House has 
been officially apprized of these disturbances ! All tliis 
has been transacting within 130 miles of London, and yet 
■we, “good easy men, have deemed full surely our great- 
fiose was a-ripening,” aud have sat down to enjoy our 
foreign triumphs in the midst of domesric eaiamity. But 
all the cities you have taken, all l.lu3 a.rrni(js which have 
retreated before your leaders, are but jiallry subjects of 
«elf-f!ongratulatjon, if your land divides against itself, and 
your dr^oons and y<^>nr executioners must be let loose 
against your fellow-citizens. — ^You call these m«m a m<»b, 
desjHsrate, dangerous, and ignorant; and scorn to think 
friat the only way to quiet the mtdtarum mpitum” 

is to lop off a few of its superfluous heads. But even a 
mob may be better reduced to reason by a mixture of 
conciliation and firmness, tlian by additional irritation and 
redoubled penalties. Are we aware of our obligations 
to a mob ? It is tlie mob that labour in your fields, and 
; nerve in your houses, — that man your navy, and recruit 
your army, — ^that have enabled you to defy all the world, 
iarKl can also defy you when neglect and calamity have 

• driven them to despair. You may call the people a mob ; 
but do not forget, that a mob too often speaks the senti- 
^ments of the people. And here I must remaric, with 
what alacrity you are accustomed to fly to the succour of| 
your distressed allies, leaving the distressed of your own 
country to the care of Providence, or — the parish. When 
the Portuguese suffered under the retreat of the French, 
every arm was stretched out, every hand was opened, 
from the rich man^s largess to the widow^ii mhe, all was 
bestowed to enable them to rebuild their villages and 
replenish their granaries. And at this moment, when 
thousands of misguided but most unfortunate fellow- 
countrymen are struggling with the extremes of hardships 
and himger, as your Parity began abroad, it should end 
at home. A much less sum, a titlie of the bounty be- 
stowed on Portugal, even if those men (which I cannot 
admit without inquiry) could not have b^ restored to 
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ftieir employments, would have rendered unnocessary die 
tender mercies of the bayonet and the gibbet. But 
doubtless our friends have too many foreign claims to 
admit a prospect of domestic relief; though never did 
such objects demand it. I have traversed the seat of 
war in the Ptmtnsula, I have been in some of the most 
oppressed provinces of Turkey, but never under the most 
despotic of infidel governments did I behold such squalid 
wretchedness as I have seen since my return in the very 
heart of a Christian country, Aud what are your reme- 
dies ? After months of inaction, and months of action 
worse than inactivity, at length comes forth tlie grand 
specific, the never-failing nostrum of all state physicians, 
from the days of Draco to the present time. After feel- 
ing the pulse and shaking the head over the patient, pre- 
scribing the usual course of warm water and bleeding, the 
warm water of your maukish police, aud the lancets of 
your military, these convulsions must terminate in death, 
the sure consummation of the prescriptions of all politi- 
cal Sangrarlos. Setting aside the palpable injustice, and 
the certain inefficiency of the bill, are there not capital 
punishments sufficient in your statutes? Is tliere not 
blood enough u]X)n your penal code, that more must be 
poured fiirth to ascend to Heaven and testify against you ? 
How will you carry the bill into cflect ? Can you com- 
mit a whole county to their own prison ? Will you erect 
a gibbet in every field, and hang up men like scarecrows? 
or will you proceetl (as you must, to bring tliis measure 
into cfftM'.t) hy decimation ? place the comity under mar- 
iallaw? depopulate, and lay waste all around you? and 
'cstorc Slierwowi Forest as an acceptable gift to the 
;rown, in its former condition of a royal chase and an 
asylum for outlaws ? Arc these the rcimedies for a starv- 
ing and desperate populace? Will the famished wre4.ch| 
who has braved your bayonets, be appalled by your gib- 1 
bets? When death is a relief, and the only relief it' 
appears that you will afford him, will he bo dragooned 
into tranquillity ? Will tliat which could not be eflected 
by your grenadiers be accomplishod by your execution- 
ers ? If you proceed by tlie foims of law, where is your 
evidence? Those who have refused to impeach their 
accomplices, when transportation only was the [nini.sli- 
meiit, will hardly bo tempted to witness against them 
wlieii death is tin? penalty. With all due dtderenco to 
the noble lords opposite, I think a little investigation, some 
jircldous Inquiry, w’ould induce even tliem to change their 
purisise. That most favourite state measure, so murvul- 
>usly efficacious in many and rt*ccnt instances, temporiz- 
rig, would not bo without its advantages in tliis. When 
a prop^^sal is made to emancipate or relievo, you hesitate, 
you deliberate for years, you temfiorize and tamper with 
die minds of mtm ; but a death-bill must be passed off 
hand, without a thought of the consequences. Sure I am, 
from what I have heard, and from wliat I have seen, that 
to pass the Bill under all the existing circumstances, 
without inquiry, without deliberation, would only bo to add 
injustice to irritation, and barbarity to neglect. The 
frhmcrs of such a Bill must be content to inherit the 
honours of that Atlienian lawgiver whoso edicts were 
said to be written not in ink, but in blood. But supfKjso 
it past ; suppose one of these men, as I have seen them, 
— meagre with famine, sullen with despair, careless of a 
life which your lordships are perhaps about to value at 
something less than the price of a stocking-frame — 8U|>- 
pose this man surrounded by the children for whom he is 
miable to procure bread at the hazard of his eidstence, \ 
about to be tom for ever from a family which ho lately n 
supported in pcacofiil industry, and which it is not 
fault that he can no longer so support — supfxise this man, 
and there are ton thousand such from whom you may 
select your victims, dragged into court, to be tried for this 
new offence, by this new law ; still, there are two tiling . 
wanting to convict, and condemn him ; and dies© are, in i 
my opmion, — twelve Butchers ftir a Jury, and a Jeffinriei i 
for a Judge ! 




The enemy is without, and distress witliin. It is too late on the table, prove to have been fortunately eradicated 
to cavil on doctrinal points, when wc must unite in defence ironi tlie more rational portion of the people ; and when 
of things more important than the mere ceremonies of the Catholics were assembled on the Sabbatli as usual, in 
religion. It is indeed singular, that we are called together peace and good-will towards men, for tlie worsliij) of tlieir 
to deliberate, not on the God wo adore, for in that wc ore God and yours, tliey found die chapel door closed, and 
agreed; not about die king wc obey, for to him wo are were told that if they did not immi^iatcly retire, (and 
loyal ; but how far a difference in the cercnioriials of wor- diey were told diis by a yeoman officer and a inagiKtrate,) 
sldp^ how far believing not too litde, but too much, (the the riot act should l>o read, and the assembly dispersed at 
worst dial can be imputed to the Catholics,) bow far the point of die bayonet ! ’I'his was coiriplaini'd of to 
too much devotion to their God, may incapacitato our die middle-man of government, the secretary at the Cas- 
fellow-subjects from effectually serving their king. tie in 1806, and the answer was, (in lieu of redress,) that 

Much has been said, widiin and without doors, of ho would cause a letter to written to the cokaiel, to 
Church and State, and although those venerable words prevent, if possible, the recurrence of similar disturli- 
have been too often jirostitutod to the most despicable of ances. Ujion this fact, no very great stress need be laid ; 
party purposes, wo camiot hoar them Uio ofleii; all, 1 but it Icmls to prove tliat wliile the Catholic church has 
presume, are the advocates of Church and State, die not jiower to purcliase land for its chaiiels to stand u{mn, 
Church of Clirist, and die State of Great Britain; but die laws for its protection are of no avail. In’ the mean 
not a state of exclusion and desjxitism ; not an intolerant time, die Catholics are at the mercy of every ‘‘pelting 
dmreh; not a churdi militant, which renders itself liable petty officer,” wlio may choose to play his “fantastic 
to the very objection urged against the Romish commii- tricks before high heaven,” to insult his God, and injure 
uion, and in a greater degree, for the Catholic merely with- liis fellow -cri'atures, 

holds its spiritual benediction, (and even that is doubtful,) Every schoolboy, any footboy (such have held com- 
but our church, or rather our churchmen, not only refuse niisBiuns in our service,) any footboy who can exchange 
to the Catholic their spiritual grace, but all tenifioral bless- liis slioulderknot for an epaulet, may perform all diis and 
mgs whatsoever. It was an observadon of die great more against the Cadiolie, by virtue of that very authority 
Lord Peterborough, made within these walls, or within the delegated to him by his sovereign, for the express purpose 
walls whore die Lords dien assembled, that he was for a of difendiiig his fellow-subjects to the last drop of liis 
•parliamentary king and a parliamentary constitution, but lood, w illiout discrimination or distinction between 
not a parliamentary God, and a parliamr3ntary religion.” Cadiolie and ProUistarit. 

The interval of a century has not weakened the force of Have the Irish Catholics the full benefit of trial by 
die remark. It is indeed time that wo should leave off*] ury ? Tlicy liave not ; dicy never cyin have until they 
these petty cavils on frivolous points, these Lilliputian are permitted to share die privilege of serving as sheriffs 
sophistries, whether our “eggs are best broken at die and undersberiffs. Of diis a striking example occurred 
broad or narrow end.” at the last Enniskillen assizes. A yeoman was arraigtUHl 

The op{)onents of the Catholics may he divided into for the murder of a ('atholic named Maevournagh : direo 
two classes ; those who assert that the CadioUcs have too respectable uncontrudicted witnesses dcfKised dial th^ 
much already, and diose who allege dial die lower orders, saw die prisoner load, take aim, fire at, and kill die said 
at least, have nothing more to retjuire. We are told by Maevournagh. Tttia was profierly commented on by 
the former, that the Catholics never will be contented : the judge ; but, to die astonishment of the bar, and 
by the latter, that they are already too happy. The last indignation of the court, die Proloslant jury actpiiued 
paradox is sudicieiidy refuted by the present^ as by all past the accused. So glaring was the partiality, that Mr. 
petitions: it might as well be said, that die nf'groos did Justice Osborne felt it kis duly to bind over the acquitted, 
not desire to be emancipated — but this is an unfortunate but not absolved assassin, in large recognizances, thus 
comparison, for you have already delivered them out of for a time taking away his license to kill Catholics, 
the house of bondage without any petition on their part, Are the very laws passed in their favour observed? 
hut many from their taidunaBters to a contrary elFect ; They are rendered nugatory in trivial as in serious cases, 
and for myself when I consider dds, I pity the Catholic By a late act. Catholic chaplains are permitted in jails, 
peasantry for not having the good fortune to be bom black, but in Fermanagh county the grand jury lately persisted 
But the Catholics are contented, or at least ouglit to in presenting a suspended clergyman for die office, thero- 
as we are told : I shall dierefore proceed to touch on a by evoxiing the statute, notwithstanding the most pressing 
few of those cvcumstances which so marvellously contri- remonstrances of a most respectable magistrate, named 
^ buto to their exceeding contentment. They are not Fletclier, to the contrary. Such is law, such is justkc) 
the firee flieciso of their religion in die regular for the liappy, free, contented Oadiofic! 
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It httS been uAed in another place, why do not tii 
fldiCatbolice endow foundations for the education of th 
prieethood 1 Why do you not permit them to do so 
Why are idl «ich bequests subject to the interferenct 
the vexatioufi, aibitrary, peculating interference of tb 

* Orange commissioners for charitable donations ? 

As to Maynooth college, in no instance, except at th 
time of its foundation, when a noble Lord (Camden,) j 
the head of the Irish administration, did appear to int 
rest himself in its advancement ; and during the goven 
ment of a noble Duke (Bedford,) who, like his ancestors, 
has ever been the friend of frocdoin and mankind, an^ 
who has not so far adojitod the selfish i>olicy of tlic da;^ 

• as to exclude the Catholics from the number of his fcUovv 
creatures ; with these exceptions, in no instance has tha 
institution been properly encouraged. There was indcec 
a time when the Catholic clergy were conciliated, whil< 
the Union was pending, that Union wliich could not b< 
carried without, them, while their assistance was requisit 
in procuring addresses from the Cadiolic counties ; thei 
they were cajoled and caressed, feared and flattered, ant 
given to understand that " the Union would do evciy 
tiling;” but, the moment it was passed, they were driver 
back with contempt into their former obscurity. 

In the contempt pursued towards Maynooth college, 
every thing is done to irritate and perplex — tjvery thin>^ 
is done to efface the slightest impression of gratitude 
from the Catholic mind ; the very hay made upon the 
lawn, the fat and tallow of the beef and mutton allowed, 
must be paid for and accounted upon oath. It is true, 
this economy in miniature cannot be sufficiently com- 
mended, particularly at a time when only the insect 
defaulters of the Treasury, your Hunts and your Chin- 
nerys, when only these “gilded bugs” can escape the 
microscopic eye of ministers. But wh<ui you come for- 
ward session after session, as your paltry pittance is 
wrung fr(Mn you with wrangling and reluctance, to boast 
of your liberality, well might the Catholic exclaim, in tlie 
words of Prior, — 

“ To John I owe «om«! oljligallon, 

But John unluckily thinks fit 
To pultUsh it to uU Um: nation, 

So John nmi I are more thun quit.** 

Some persons have compared the Catholics to the 
beggar in Gil Bias. Who made them beggars ? Who 
are enriched with the spoils of their ancestors? And 
cannot you relieve the beggar when your fathers have 
made him such ? If you are disposed to relievo him at 
all, cannot you do it without flinging your failliings in liis 
face? As a contrast, however, to tliis beggarly bene- 
volence, let us look at tlio Protestant Charter Schools ; 
lo them you have lately granted 41 thus are they 

supported, and how are they recruited? Montesquieu 
ob^rvoB, on the English con.stitution, that tlie model may 
be found in Tacitus, whore the historian describes the 
policy of tile Germans, and adds, “ this beautiful system 
was taken from tlie woods so in speaking of the charter 
Bcbools, it may be observed, that this beautiful system 
was token from the gipsies. These ^schools are recruit- 
ed in the same manner as tlie Janizaries at tiio time of 
their enrolment under Amurath, and the gipsies of the 
present day, with stolen cliildren, with children decoyed 
and kidnapped from their Catholic connexions by their 
rich and powerful Protestant neighbours: this is noto- 
rious, vnd one instance may sufheo to show in wiiat 
manner. The sister of a Mr. Carthy (a Catholic gen- 
tleman of very considerable property) died, leaving two 
girls, who were immediately marked out as proselytes, 
and conveyed to the charter school of Coolgreny. Their 
unde, on being apprized of tlie fact, which tixik place 
during his absence, applied for the restitution of his 
nieces, offering to settle an independence on these rela- 
tiems; his request was refused, and not till after five 
years* struggle, and the inlederonce of very high auUt<> 
lity^ could this Catholic gentleman obtain back his 
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nearest of kindred from a charity diarter ffH h Mt K * !. In 
this manner are proselytes obtained, and mingled willi 
tile offspring of such Protestants as may avail themielvec 
of the institutbn. And how are they tau^t? A 
chism is put into their hands consisting o^ I believe, 
forty-fivo pages, in which are three questions relative to 
th© Protestant religion ; one of tiiose queries is, “Where 
was the Protestant religion before Luther?” Answer, 
“In the Gospel.” The remaining forty-four pages and a 
half regard foe damnable idolatry of Papists ! 

Allow me to ask our spiritual pastors and masters, is 
this training up a child in the way which he should go? 
Is this the religion of the gospel before th© time of Lu- 
ther? that religion which preaches “Peace on earth, 
and glory to God ?” Is it bringing up infants to be men 
or devils? Better would it be to send them anywhere 
than teach them such doctrines ; better B«id them to 
those Islands in foe South Seas, where they might more 
humanely learn to become cannibals; it would be less 
disgusting that they were brought up to devour the dead, 
than persecute tiie living. Sebool.s do you call them ? 
call tliem rather dunghills, whore the viper of intoieranco 
deposits her young, that, when foeir teeth are cut and 
Iheir poison is mature, they may issue forth, filthy and 
'enomous, to sting tho Catholic. But are these foe doc- 
rines of the Church of England, or of churchmen? 
Mo ; the most enlightened churchmen are of a different 
(pinion. What says Pahy? “I perceive no reason 
hy men of different religious persuasions, should not 
1 upon the same bench, deliberate in the same council, 

•r fight in the same ranks, as well as men of various 
cligioiis opinions, upon any controverted topic of natural 
lisfory, philosophy, or ethics.” It may be answered that 
^aley was not strictly orthodox ; I know nothing of his , 
►rthodoxy, but who will deny that ho was an ornament 
the church, to human nature, to Christianity ? 

I shall not dwell upon foe grievance of tithes, so 
everely felt by the peasantry, but it may be proper to 
(hsi^rvo tliat there is an addition to foe burden, a per- 
3ntagc to the gatiierer, whose interest it thus becomes 
> rate them as highly as possible, and we know that in 
aany large livings in Ireland, foe only resident Protest- 
* ants are tlie tithe- proctor and his family. 

Among many causes of irritation, too numerous for 
(Capitulation, there is one in the militia not to be passed 
ver, I mean the existence of Orange lodges amongst foe 
(rivates ; can the officers deny this? And if such lodges 
■) exist, do Uicy, can tlicy tend to promote harmony 
inongst the men, who arc thus individually separated 
i society, although mingled in tlie ranks ? And is this 
3noral system of persecution to be permitted, or is it to 
3 believed that with such a system the Catholics can or 
light to be contented ? If they are, they belie human 
aturc; foey are then, indeed, unworthy lo be any thing 
ut the slaves you havo made them. Tho facts stated 
,rc from most respectable aiitiiority, or I should not havo 
larcd in this place, or any place, to hazard this avowal, 
f exaggerated, there are plenty, as willing as I believe 
hem to be unable, to disprove tiiem. Should it be 
•bjected that I never was in Ireland, I beg leave to 
ksorve, foat it is as easy to know something of Ireland 
itlioiit having been there, as it appears with some to 
ave been bom, bred, and cherished there, and yet remam 
gnorant of its best interests. 

But there are, who assert foat the Catholics havo 
[ready been too much indulged : see (cry they) what 
tas Ix^en done : we have given them one entire collegia 
allow them food and raiment, foe full enjoyment of 
lo elements, and leave to fight for us as Icmg ae they 
ave limbs and lives to offer ; and yet they are never to 
e satisfied ! Generous and just declaimers ! To tiii^ 
nd lo this only, amount the whole of your arguments 
hen stript of foeir sophistry. These personages remind 
10 of tho story of a certain drummer, who Ca0«4 
M>ii in Uie course of duty to adniiiiister punuihiUtnt tb 





ftfiiBod tied to the was reqveftted to flog high 

lie did-rte flog tow, be did— to flog in the middlo, he did 
•*4iigb) tow, down the middle, and up again, but all in 
vain, ^ patient continued hie complaints with ilio most 
provoking pertinacity, until die drummer, exhaust^ and 
angry, flung i>wn his scourge, exclaiming, “ the devil ^rn 
yon, there ’a no pleasing you, flog where one will !” Thus 
it is, you have flogged the Catholic, high, low , hero, there, 
and every where, and then you wonder he is not pleased. 
It is true, that time, experience, and that weariness which 
attends even the exercise of barbarity, have taught you 
to flog a little more gently, but still you continue to lav 
on the lash, and will so continue, till perhaps the rod may 
be wrested from your hands, and afjplied to the backs of 
yourselves and your posterity. 

It was said by somebody in a former debate, (I forget 
by whesDD, and am not very anxious to remember,) it tlie 
Catholics are emancipated, why not the Jews '? If this 
sentiment was dictated by compassion for the Jews, it 
might deserve attention, but as a sneer against the Catho- 
lic, what is it but the language of Sliy]ix;k transferred 
from his daughter’s marriage to Catholic emancipation — 

“Would any of the tribe of Barrabhite 
Should have it raliicr than a ClirUlian.’* 

I presume a Catholic is a Christian, even in the opi- 
nicrn of him whose taste only can be called in (jucstion 
for his preference of the Jew's. 

It is a remark often quoted of Dr. Johnson, (whom 1 
take to be almost as good authority as tlut gentle apostle 
of intolerance, Dr. Duigenan,) that he tvho could cut 
tain serious api>rehensions of danger to tiio Church in 
these times, would have “cried fire in the deluge.” ThL 
is more tlian a metaphor, for a remnant of these ante- 
diluvians appear actually to Ijave rorne down to us, with 
fire in their mouths and w’atttr in their brains, to disturb 
and perplex mankind with their whimsical outcries. 
And as it is an infallible symptom of that distressing 
malady with which 1 conceive them to be alHictcrl, (so 
any doctor will inform your lordships,) lor the un!ia[)py 
mvalids to perceive a flame perpetually Hashing before 
tlieir eyes, particularly when their eyes arc sliiit, (as 
those of the persotis to whom 1 allude have long been,) 
it is impossible to convince these pof)r creatures, that the 
fir© against which they are [)erpc*tually warning us and 
themselves, is nothing but an ignis faluus of their own 
diiveUing imaginations. What rhubarb, senna, or “ what 
purgative drug can scour that fancy thence ?” — ^It is im- 
possible, they are given over, theirs is the true 

“ Caput in»anabile tribu* Anticyriii.” 

These arc your true Protestants. Like Bayle, who pro- 
tested against all sects whatsoover, so do tljey prf>test 
against Catholic petitions, Protestant petitions, all re- 
dress, all that rea.son, humanity, policy, justice, and com- 
mon sense, can urge against the delusions of their absurd 
dolirium. These are the person.? who reverse the fable 
dT the mountain tliat brought fortli a mouse ; they are the 
mice who conceive tliemselvcs in labour witli mountains. 

To rotum to tlm Catlmlics, aujtpose tlio Irish were 
actually contented under their disabilities, sup[)osc them 
capable of such a bull as not to desire deliverance, ought 
we not to wish it for ourselves ? Have we nothing tt) 
gain by their emancipation? What resources have been 
wasted! What talents have been lost by the selfish 
system of exclusion! You already know the value of 
]^h aid ; at this moment llie defence of England is 
intrusted to the Irish militia: at this moment, while the 
Starving people are rising in the fierceness of despair, 
the Irish are faithful to their trust. But till equal energy 
IS imparted throughout by the extension of freedom, you 
cannot enjoy the full benefit of the strength which you 
•re to interpose between you and destruction. Ire- 
land has done much, but will do more. At this moment 
the only triumph obtained through long years of con- 
inmM dtoaster has been achiev^ by an Irish general ; 


it is true bo is not a OathoUc ; had he been lire riioidd 
have been deprived of his exenions t hul l ptmUntno 
one will assert that his Religion would have in^ired his 
talents or diminished bis patriotism, though in that case 
he must have conquered in tlie ranks, for he never could 
have commanded an army. 

But while he is fighting the battles of the Catholics 
abroad, his noble brother has tliis night advocated their 
cause, with an elcKpience which I shall not depreciate by 
the humble tribute of my panegyric, whilst a third of his 
kindred, as unlike aa unequal, has been combating against 
his C.-atholic brethren in Dublin, with circular letters, 
edicts, prodamatiorirf, arrests, and dispersions — all the 
i?cxaiiou.s implemcnls of petty warfare tliat could be 
wielded by the mercenary guerillas of govenunent, clad 
in the rusty armour of their obsolete statutes. Your 
lordsliips will, doiilitless, divide new honours between the 
of I’oriiii’al, and the dis[>enser of delegates. It 
is singular, indeed, to observe the djffercnce between our 
ttneign and domestic policy ; if Catholic Spain, faitliful 
l^>rt^lgal, or tiie no les'i Catholic and failiiful king of tho 
one tSu ily, (ofwliieh, by ihc by, yon have lately deprived 
him,) stand in need of succour, away goes a fleet and an 
army, an ainbar^.sudor and a subsidy, sometimes to fight 
j)retiy banlly, generally to negotiate very badly, and 
dway.s to p:iy very d(;aily fiir our Popish allies. Bui 
•vJ four millions id' fcllov-.si;l)je(;ls pray fiar relief, who 
tiglit and pay and labour in your belialf, they must be 
treated a.s aiieu.s-, and allhough their “fallicr’s house has 
muny mansions,’' thc.'re is no resting-plac.e for them. 
Allow me to ask, live you nol lighting for the emancipa- 
tion of Fcnlinand the HeviUitb, who certainly is a ftK>l, 
and ci)iise(|neiiilv, in all probalidity, a bigot ; and have 
you more r<*gard lor a foreign sovereign than your own 
ellow-suljjijctji, who uic not f)ols, for they know your 
intere.sl better tlian you know your own; who are not 

>ts, for they return yon good for evil ; but wIki arc in 
w(»rso durance tJian the prison of an UKurper, inasmuch 
as tlic fetters of the mind are more galling than Uiose of 
Uiu body. 

Upon (lie oonseqnenco? of your not acceding to the 
claims of (he petitioners, I shall not expatiate; you know 
them, yon will feel them, and your children's children 
\vh«?n you are puisseil away. Aiiieu to that, Union so 
called, as “Lncn? a non lucaninp a Union from never 
uniting, \>hie!i, in iks first operalbm, gave a dealli-blow 
to the independence of Ireland, and in its la.st may be 
the cause of her eternal separation from Uiis country. If 
it must be called a Ihiion, it is the union of the shark 
with Ids prey ; tiic spoiler swallows up liis victim, and 
thus tlicy become one and indivi.dble. Thus has Great 
Britain swallowed u[> the parliament, the constitution, 
tlie independeni e of Ireland, and refuses to disgorge even 
a single privilege, allhougli for the relief of her swollen 
and distomjicred liody politic. 

And now, niy lords, before I sit down, will his majesty’s 
ministers permit me to say a few words, not on tlieir 
merits, for that would be superfluous, but on tho degree 
of estimation in which they are held by the people of 
tiicsc realms. Thcacsleern in which they are hold has 
been boasted of in a triumphant tone on a late occasion 
within those walls, and a comparison instituted between 
their conduct, and that of noble lords on iJiis side of the 
house. 

What portion of popularity may have fallen to the 
share of my noble friends, (if such I may presume to call 
them,) I sliall not pretend to ascertain ; but that of his 
majesty’s ministers it were vain to deny. It is, to be sure, 
a little like the wind, “ no one knows whence it cometh 
or whither it goeth,” but they fetd it, they enjoy it, they 
boast of it. Indeed, modest and unostentatious as they 
arc, to what part of the kingdom, oven the roost remote, 
can they flee to avoid the triumph which pursues them ? 

If Uiey pUinge into the midland counties, there they will 
be greeted by the manufacturers, with spumed petitiona 



JfT AE'Y SFKECHH8. 


hatids, and tbos© haltere round thoir necks recent 
ly votod in thw beha^ imploring blessings on the hcadi 
if thoeo wbo eo simply, yet ingeniously contrived to re 
move them firom their miseries in this to a better world 
If they journey on to Scotlartd, from Glasgow to 
Groats, every where will tliey receive similar marks o 
approbation. If they take a trip from Portpatrick t< 
Donaghadeii, tliere will tht^y rush at once into the cm 
braces of four Catholic millions, to whom their vote o 
this night is about to endear them for «jvcr. When t 
return to the metropolis, if they con pass un<ler Tempi 
Bar without unpleasant sensations at the sight of tin 
greedy niches over that ominous gateway, tlu^y cann< 
escape tlie acclamations of tlie livery, and tiie more tre- 
mulous, but not less sincere, applause, tlie blessings " 
loud but deep” of bankrupt merchants and doubting stock- 
holders. If tliey look to the army, what wreaths, not o 
laurel, but of nightsliade, are preparing for the heroes 
Walcheren ! It is true there arc few living deponenli 
left to testify to their merits on that occasion ; but e 
■‘cloud of witnesses” arc gone abov^c from that gallaii 
army wliich they so gemirously and piously despatches 
to recruit the “ noble army of martyrs,” 

Wliat if^ in the course of this triumphal career, (it 
which they will gather as many pebbles as Caligula’ 
imiy did on a similar triumph, the prototype of thei 
awn,) they do not jjereeive any of those memorials whiel 
L grateful peojde. eree.t in hon(»ur of their henefactors 
what although not even a signpost vill eoiKh^sceud l« 
depose the Saraeen’s head in favour of the hlomcss of tin 
conquerors of VV'ulcliereii, they will not want a pietun 
who can alw’ays have a earioature ; or n'gret tlic omissior 
>f a statue who will so often sei! thomsiMves exalted ii 
Dffigy. But their popularity is not limited to the iiarrov 
rounds of an island ; tliero are other countries wIutc 
: lieir measures, and, above all, their conduct to the* (Ja- 
•holics, must render them pre-uiiiuicnlly {)<»pnlar. It'fliey 
ire beloved here, in France they must he adored. U’lierc 
s no measure more repugnant to the designs and ft'clings 
if Buonajiarte than Catliolic emancipation; no line of 
;onduct more propitious to his [irojects, than that which 
las been pursued, is pursuing, a rul, 1 f<!.ir, will b«'- pursue 
owards Ireland. What is luigiaiid without Ireland, and 
vhat is Ireland without the Oatliolii's ? It is on the base 
»f your tyranny Najiolcon liop(.*s to build Ids own. So 
[rateful must oppression of tlu? Catholics he to his mind, 
hat doubtless (as be has lately jienniilod s(»ine renewal 
if intercourse) the next cartel will «'otiv'ey to tins rouiUry 
largoes of Sevres china and Idiie ribands, (ihings in great 
©que.st, and of equal value at this mouieiil,) ]>!ue rilunjvF 
►f the legion of honour fir Dr. Diiigenari .'md his lainis- 
crial disciples. Such is that w'ell-earned j>oj>iilarity, tlu 
esult of those e.vtraordinary expeditions, so expensive 1-. 
►urselves, and so useless to our allie.s ; of those singular 
aquirics, so exculpatory tfi the accused and so dissatis- 
actory to tJio people; of tliosc paradoxical viclorics, so 
lonourable^ as we are told, to the British name, and so 
Instructive to the best interests of the British nation ; 
jbove all, such is tlie reward of a conduct pursued hy 
ainisters towards tlie Catholics. • 

1 have to apologize to the House, who will, I trust, 
•ardon one, not often in the liabit of intruding upon their 
adulgence, for so long attemiJiing to engage their atteii- 
lon. My most decided ofunioii is, as my vote will be, ki 
avour of tlio motion, 

IIEBATE ON MAJOR CARTWRIGHT'S PETITION, JUNE 

1, 1813. 

My Lords — The Petition which 1 now hold for the 
urpose of presenting to the House, is one which I 
umbly conceive requires the particular attention of your 
jrdships, inasmuch as, though signed but by a singb' 
idividual, it contains stalenients w^hich (if not disproved) 
emand most serious investigation. The grievance of 
rhich the petitioner complains is neither selfish nor, 


imaginary. It is not his mn only, for it luw 
w still felt by numbers. No one without these nMir 
indeed within, but may to-morrow be made liaMe to 
same insult and obstruction, in the discharge of an im- 
perious duty for the restoration of tlie true constitutioii 
of these realms by petitioning for reform in parliament. 
The petitioner, my Lords, is a man whose long life has 
been spent in one unceasing stniggle for the liberty of 
die subject, a*^inst that undue influence which “has in-i/ 
creased, is increasing, and ought to be diminished and^ f : 
v. hatcvcr dilference of opinion may exist as to his pobti-1 
<mI tenets, few will be found to question the integrity 
Ins intentions. Even now, oppressed with years, and 
not e.\empt from the infirmities attendant on his age, 
but still uiumj)aircd in talent, and unshaken in spiritr— 
francos nonjUctcH " — lie has received many a wound in 
the <;ombal. against corruption ; and the new grievance, 
tile fresh insult of which lie complains, may inflict another 
scar, but no dishonour. The petition is signed by John 
Cartwright, and it was in behalf of the people and par- 
liament, in lawful pursuit of that reform in the 
rtqirescntalion xvhich is the best service to be rendered 
otii to pariiament and people, that ho encountered the 
wanton outrage wliich forms the subject matter of hia 
petition to your lordships. It is couched in firm, yet 
rospc-ctfn! language — in the language of a man, not re- 
gardless of wliat is duo to himself, but at the same time 
1 Irnsi, eijually inindfiil of the deference to be paid to 
lii.s House. Tlu‘. petitioner states, among other mat- 
er of c(|ua), if not greater importance, to all who are 
British in their fia lings, well as blood and birth, that 
)n the 21st January, 1813, at Huddersfield, himself and 
dx oilier persons, who, on hearing of his arrival, had 
vvaitcil on him merely as a testimony of respect, were 
1 by a military and civil force, and kept in close 
•iisfody fir seviial hours, subj<*cled to gross and abusive 
inriiiualioiis from the commanding ofllcor relative to tlie 
harai'lcr of the petitioner; that he (the petitioner) waa 
inally carritai iieforc a magistrate ; and not released till 
n cx;iniiii.ation of his ])apers proved that tliere was not 
mly no just, )mt not even statutable charge against liim ; 
nd I lull, nol withstanding the promise and order from tlie 
■residing magistrates of a cojiy of the warrant against 
our petitioni'.r, it was afterwards withheld on divers pre- 
exts, an<l has never until this hour been grunted. The 
■ames and condition of tlie parlies will be found in the 
eiitioii. To tiie other topics touched upon in tlie peti- 
loii, 1 shall nut nuw' advert, from a wusli not to encroach 
■pon the time of Uie House; but 1 do most sincerely 
all the attmitiuii of your lordships to its general con- 
nfs — it is ill the cause of the parliament and people 
'lat the rights of this vcmcrable freeman have been vio- 
afed, and if is, in my opinion, the liigliest mark of respect 
lat could be paid to the House, lliat to your justice, 
Lthcr than by appeal to any inferior court, he now com- 
liCs liimsclf AV'iia^ever may bo the fate of his remon- 
:tran(a>, it is .some satisfaction to me, though mixed with 
‘gret for the occasion, that 1 have this opportunity of 
iblicly staling the obstruction to which the subject is 
able, ill the prosecution of the most lawful and imperious 
f Jiis duties, tlio obtaining by petition reform in parUa- 
lent. I have sliorl ly staled liis comidaint ; the petitioner 
as more fully expressed it. Your lordsliips will, I hope, 
:lopt some measure fully to protect and redress him, 
.nd not iiini alone, but tlie whole body of the people 
isulted and aggrieved in liis person by the interposi- 
oii of an abused civil, and unlawful military force, be- 
/een ihoni and their right of petition to their own 
[ircscntatives. 

His lordship then presented the petition from Major 
artwright, which was read, complaining of the circum- 
aiiccs at Iluddijrsfidd, and of interruptions given to tha 
ght of petitioning, in several places in the nortliern 
arts of the kingdom, and which his lordship moved 
' ould be laid on the table. 
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Lords having spcdcen on the oueation, their lordships could not expect that wy man 

LORD BYRON repUed, that he had, from motives of| pray to others. Ho had only to say that the Mtition, 
doty, presented this petition to their lordships’ considera- though in some parts expressed strongly perhaps, did M 
tion. The noble Earl had contended tliat it was not a contain any improj>er mode of addresi^but was 
petition but a speech ; and that, as it contained no prayer, in respectful language towwds their lordships ; nes^ki 
it should not be received. What was tlie necessity of a therefore trust tlicir lordships would allow tlie petition to 
prayer? If that word were to be used in its proper sense, be received. 
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June 17, 1816. 

In the year 17-—, having for some time determined on 
a journey Uirough countries not hitherto much frequented 
by travellers, I sot out, accompanied by a fri(jnd whom I 
shall designate by the name of Augustus Darvell. Ho 
was a few years my elder, and a intin of considerable for- 
tune and ancient family — advantages which an extensive 
capacity prevented him alike from undervaluing or over- 
rating. Some peculiar circumstances in his private his- 
t<M*y had rendered him to me an object of attention, of 
interest, and even of regard, which neither the reserve of 
his manners, nor occasional indications of an inquietude a' 
tunes nearly approaching to alienation of mind, could 
extinguish. 

I was yot young in life, which I hwl begun early ; but 
my intimacy with him was of a recent date : we had been 
educated at the same schools and university ; but his pro- 
gress through these had preceded mine, and he had beer 
deeply initiated into what is called the world, while I was 
yet in my iKwiciate. While thus engaged, I had heard 
much both of his past and present lifi; and, altliough in 
tliese accounts there were many and irreconcilable cou- 
tradiedons, 1 could still gather from the whole tiiat he was 
a being of no common order, and one who, whatever pains 
be might taJre to avoid remark, would still be remarkable. 
I had cultivated his a(X{uaintance subsecpiently, and en- 
deavoured to obtain his friendship, but tliis last appeared 
to be unattainable; whatever affections he might have 
possessed seemed now, some to have been extinguished, 
and others to be concentred : that his feelings were acute, 

I had sufficient opportunities of observing; for, although 
he could control, he could not altogcUier disguise them ; 
itill he had a power d* giving to ono passion the appear- 
ince of another in sucli a manner that it was diffictilt to 
ddine tlie nature of what was working within him ; and 
the expressions of his features would vary so rapidly, though 
slightly, that it was useless to trace them to their sources. 
It was evident that he was a prey to some cureles.s dis- 
quiet; but whether it arose from ambition, love, remorse, 
grid^ firom one or all of these, or merely from a morbid tem- 
perament akin to disease, 1 could not discover : tliere were 
tircunuttances alleged which might have justified the ap- 
pltcation to each of these causes ; but, as 1 have before 
said, these were so contradictory and contradicted, tliat 
none could be fixed upon with accuracy. Where there 
is mystery, it is generally supposed that tlicro must also 
be : 1 know not how this may be, but in him there 
certainly was tlie one, though I could not ascertain the 
extent ^ die other — and felt loth, as far as regarded him- 
•e*? to believe in its existence. My advances were ro- 
eoivodwhh sufficient coldness ; but I was young, and not 
sandy discouraged, and at length succeeded in obtaining, 
lo a oertaia d^eoi that ooromonplaco intercourse ar^ 


moderate confidence of common and every-day coiieem^ 
created and cemented by similarity of pursuit and fre- 
quency of meeting, which is called intimacy, or friendship, 
according to the ideas of him who uses those words to 
..‘.xprcjss them. 

Darvell had already travelled extensively, and to him I 
had applied for information with regard to the conduct of 
my intended journey. It was my secret wish that he 
might be prevailed on to accompany me : it was also a 
probable hope, foundc'd upon the shadowy restlessness 
which I had ol)Rerved in him, and to which the animation 
which he appeared to feel on such subjects, and his appa- 
rent indifference to all by which he was more immc^diately 
surrounded, gave fresh stnmgth. This wish I first hinte^ 
and then expressed ; his answer, tliough 1 had [>artly ex- 
pected it, gave me all the jileasurc of surprise— he con- 
sented ; and, after the reejuisite arrangements, wo com- 
menced our voyages. Aff(;r journeying through various 
countries of the south of Europe, our attention was turned 
towards the cast, accordirjg to our original destination ; 
and it was in my progress through those regions that the 
incident occurred upon which will turn what 1 may have to 
relate. 

The constitution of Darvell, which must, from his ap- 
pearance, have been in early life more than usually robus^ 
lad been for some time gradually giving way, without the 
intervention of any apparent disease: he had neither 
cough nor hectic, yet he became daily more enfeebled: 
lis habits were temperate^, and he neither declined nor 
complained of fatigue, yet he was evidently wasting away: 
le became more and more silent and sleepless, and at 
ength so seriously altered, that my alarm grew proportion- 
ate to what I conceivtxi to be his danger. 

We had determined, on our arrival at Smyrna, on an 
ixcursion to llie ruins of Ephesus and Sardis, from which 
endeavoured to disvsuado him, in his present state ofin- 
lisposition — but in vain: there appeared to be an oppress 
lion on his mind, and ^ solemnity in his manner, which ill 
:orre8|^>ondod with his eagerness to proceed on what I 
■ogarded as a mere party of pleasure, little suited to a 
aletudinarian ; but 1 opposed liim no longer — and in a few 
lays we set off together, accompanied only by a serrugeo 
and a single janizary. 

We had j)aBsed Imlf-way towards the remains of Ephe- 
us, leaving behind us the more fertile envirems of Smyrna, 
nd were entering upon that wild and tenantless track 
hrough the marshes and defiles which lead to the few huts 
ct lingering over tho broken columns of Diana — ^tbo roof^ 
less wails of expelled Christianity, and the still more recent 
l)ut complete desolation of abandoned mosques — when the 
sudden and rapid illness of my companion obliged us (o 
‘laltat a Turkish cemetery, the turbaned tomlMtonee of 
tvhich were the sole indication that human life bod evef 
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been a sojourner in tiiis wilderness. The only caravan* 
■era we had seen was left some hours bcliind us; not a 
vestige of a town or even cottage, was within sight or 
^d this city of the dead” appeared to be the sole 
for my unfortunate friend, who seemed on the verge 
• of becoming the last of its inhabitants. 

In this situation, 1 looked round for a place where he 
might most conveniently repose contraiy to the usual 
aspect of Mahometan burial-grounds, the cypresses were 
in tliis few in number, and these thinly scattered over its 
extent; the tombstones were mostly fallen, and worn with 
age : upon one of the most considerable of tliese, and b«v- 
neath one of the most spreading trees, DarvoU supporteil 
, himselfj in a half-reclining posture, with great difficulty. 
He asked for water. 1 had some doubts of our beuig able 
to find any, and prepared to go in search of it with hesita- 
ting despondency-^ut he desired me to remain; and, 
turning to Suleiman, our janizary, who stood by us smoking 
witli great tranquillity, he said, “ Suleiman, verbana su,*’ 
(i. e. bring some water,) and went on describing tlie spot 
whore it was to be found with great minuteness, at a small 
well for camels, a few hundred yards to the right : the 
janizary obeyed. I said to Darvell, “How did you know 
this?” — ^Ho replied, “From our situation ; you must per- 
ceive tliat this place was once inhabited, and could not 
have been so without springs : I have also been here before.” 

“You have been here before! — ^How came you never 
to mention this to me? and what could you be doing in a 
place where no one would remain a moment longer tlian 
they could help it ?” 

To this question I received no answer. In the? mean 
time, Suleiman relumed with the water, leaving the scr- 
rugee and tlie horses at the fountain. The quenching of 
his thirst had tlie appearance of reviving him for a mo- 
ment ; and I conceived hopes of his being able to proceed, 
or at least to return, and I urged the attempt. Ho wa.s 
silent*— and appeared to be collecting liis spirits for ai; 
effort to speak. He began. 

“ This is tlie end of my journey, and of my life— I came 
here to die ; but I have a request to make, a command — 
for such my last words must be. — You will observe it?” 
“Most certainly; but have better hopes.” 

•I have no hopes, nor wishes, but lliis— conceal my 
death from every human being.” 

“I hope there will be no occasion; that you will re- 
cover, and—” 

“Peace! it must be so; promise this.” 

«I do.” 

“ Swear it by all that” He here dictated an oath of 

great solemnity. 

“ There is no occasion for this — will observe your re- 
quest; and to doubt me is—” 

“ It cannot be helped, you must swear.” 

Itook the oatli: it appeared to relieve him. Here- 
moved a seal-ring from his finger, on which were some 
Arabic characters, and presented it to me. He proceeded— 


JRNEf 

“ On the ninth day of the month, at noon precisely, 
nionth you please, but tliis must be the day,) you muit 
fling this ring into the salt springs which run into the Bay 
of* Eleusis: the day after, at the same hour, you must 
repair to the ruins of the temple of Ceres, and wah one 
hour.” 

“Why?” 

“ You will see.” 

“ The ninth day of the month, you say T* 

“ The ninth.” 

As I observed that the present was the ninth day of the 
month, his countenance changed, and he paused. As ho 
sate, evidently becoming more feeble, a stork, with a make 
in her beak, perched u()on a tombstone near us ; and, with* 
out devouring her prey, appeared to be steadfastly regard- 
ing us. I know not what impelled roe to drive it away, 
but the attempt was useless ; she made a few circles in 
the air, and returned exactly to tho same spot. Darvell 
fKjinted to it, and smiled : he spoke — I know not whether 
to himself or to me — but the words were only, “Tis well I* 

“ What is well? what do you mean ?” 

“No matter: you must bury me here this evening, and 
exactly where that bird is now perclied. You know the 
rest of my injunctions.” 

He tlion proceeded to give me several directions as 
to tlie manner in which his death might be best concealed. 
After tliese were finished, he exclaimed, “ You perceive 
tliat bird ?” 

“Certainly.” 

“And die serpent writhing in her beak ?” 

“Doubtless; there is nothing uncommon in it; it St 
her natural prey. But it is odd that she does not 
devour it.” 

He smiled in a ghastly manner and said, faintly, “It ig 
not yet time !” As he spoke, the stork flow away. My 
eyes followed it for a moment ; it could hardly be Icmger 
than ten might be counted. 1 felt Darvell’s weight, as it 
were, increase upon my shoulder, and, turning to lookupcm 
his face, perceived tliat he was dead ! 

I was slioclied witli the sudden certainty which could 
not be mistaken — his countenance in a few minutes be- 
came n(!arly black. I should have attributed so rapid a 
change to poison, had I not been aware that he had no 
opportunity of receiving it unjiercoived. The day was 
declining, the body was rapidly altering, and nothing re- 
mained but to fulfil bis request. With the aid of Sulei- 
man’s ataghan and iny own sabre, we scooped a shallow 
grave upon the spot which Darvell had indicated: the 
earth easily gave way, having already received some Ma- 
hometan tenant. We dug os deeply as the time pev- 
mitted us, and tlirowing tlie dry earth upon all that 
remained of the singular being so lately departed, we cut 
a few sods of greener turf from the less withered Boil 
around us, and laid them upon his sepulchre. 

Between astonishment and griefj I was tearless. 

4: * * * * 



LETTER 

TO JOHN MURRAY ON 

THE REV. W. L. BOWLES’S STRICTURES 


ON 

THE LIFE AND WHITINGS OF POPE- 


I ’ll play at JScwietmih the lun aud moon. 

OLD SONG. 

My mither ’s auld, sir, and she hat rather forgotten bertell in 
speaking to my Leddy, tiiut canna wed bide to be conlradickil« 

(ua 1 ken imebody tikc» it if they could lid)j themtdls.) 

TALKS OF MY LANDLORD, Old M)rtaiity,r^,U, 


Jtavenna, Fthruary 1821. Rome of his good-natured friends had come to him and 
Dear Sib, exclaimed, Eh ! Bowles ! how came you to make the 

Ik the different pamphlets which you have had th Woods of Madeira,” etc. etc. and that he had been at 
goodness to send me, on the Pope and Bowles’ coritro some pains and pulling down of the poem to convince 
versy, I perceive that my name is occasionally introduced them that ho had never made “ the Woods” do any thing 
by both parties. Mr. Bowles refers more than once to of the kind. He was right, and / was wrongs and have 
what he is pleased to consider “a remarkable circum- been wrong still up to tliis acknowledgment; fori ought to 
stance,” not only in his letter to Mr. Campbell, hut in his have looked twice before I wrote that which involved an 
reply to the Ctuartcrly. The duarterly also and Mr. inaccuracy capable of giving pain. The fact was, that 
Gilchrist have conferred on me the dangerous honour of although 1 had certainly before read “ the Spirit of Dis- 


a quotation ; and Mr. Bowles indirectly makes a kind of 
appeal to me personally, by saying, “I^ord Byron, i/' /ic 
remembers the circumstance, will vntness — (witness in 
ITALIC, an ominous cliaracter for a testimony at pro- 
•ent.)* 

I shall not avail myself of a ® non mi ricordo” even 
after so long a residence in Italy ; — I do “ remember tlie 
mrcumstance” — and have no reluctance to relate it (since 
called upon so to do) as correctly as the distance of time 
and the impression of intervening events will permit me. 
In the year 1812, more than three years after the publica- 
tion of “English Bards and Scotch Reviewers,” 1 had tin 
honour of meeting Mr. Bowles in tlie house of our vone* 
rable host of “Human Life, etc.” the last Argonaut of 
Classic English poetry, and tlie Nestor of our inferior 
race of living poets. Mr. Bowl(?s calls this “ soon after” 
the publication ; but to me three years appear a consi- 
derable segment of the immortality of a inwlern poem. 
I recollect nothing of “the rest of the company going into 
another room” — ^nor, though I well remember the topogra- 
phy of our host’s elegant and classically-furnished man- 
sion, could I swear to the very room where the conversa- 
tion occurred, tliough tlie “taking doum the poem” seems 
to ftx it in the library. Had it been “ taken up,'' it would 
probably have been in the drawing-room. I presume 
also that the “ remarkable circumstance” took place after 
dinner, as I conceive that neither Mr. Bowles’s politeness 
nor appetite would have allow’ed him to detain “ the rest 
of the company” standing round their chtiirs in tlie “other 
room” while we were di.scussing “ the Woods of Madei- 
ra” instead of circulating its vintage. Of Mr. Bowles’s 
** good-humour” I have a full and not ungrateful recolhic- 
doD ; as also of his gentlemanly manners and agreeable 
conversation. I speak of the whole, and not of particu- 
lars ; for whether he did or did not use the precise words 
printed in the pamphlet, I cannot say, nor could ho with 
accuracy. Of “the tone of seriousness” I certainly 
recollect nothing : on the contrary, I thought Mr. Bowles 
rather disposed to treat the subject lightly ; for he said (I 
have no objection to be contradicted if incorrect) that 

* He to Mejoeehl, »nd liie other Italian wiinesKa on the trial 
arthaUoflM. 


covery,” I took the quotation from the review. But the 
mistake was mine, and not the revieufs, which quoted the 
passage correctly enough, I believe. I blundered — God 
knows how — mto attributing the tremors of tlic lovers to 
the “Woods of Madeira,” by which they were sur- 
rounded. And I hereby do fully and freely declare and 
asseverate, that the Woods did not tremble to a kiss, and 
that the lovers did. I quote from memory— 

A kill 

Stole on the list ’nin^ silence, etc. etc. 

They (the lovers) trembled, even ai if tlie i)owcr, etc. 

And if I had been aware tliat this declaration would have 
cn in the smallest degree satisfactory to Mr. Bowles, I 
should not have waited nine years to make it, notwith- 
standing that “English Bards and Scotch Reviewers” 
had been suppressed some time previously to my meeting 
iim at Mr. Rogers’s. Our worthy host might indeed 
lave told him as much, as it was at his representation 
that I suppressed it. A new' edition of that lampoon was 
preparing for the press, when Mr. Rogers represented to 
fue, tliat “ I was now acquainted witli many of the por^ 
sons mentioned in it, and with some on terms of inti- 
macy;” and that he knew “one family in particular to 
whom its suppression would give pleasure.” I did not 
hesitate one moment ; it was cancelled instantly ; and it 
is no fault of mine that it has ever been republished. 
W'lwn Heft Englarkd, in April, 1816, with no very violent 
intentions of troubling that country again, and amidst 
scenes «f various kinds to distract my attention — almost 
my last act, I believe, wa.s to sign a power of attorney, to 
^ourseH to prevent or suppress any attempts (of which 
ieveral had been made in Ireland) at a republication. It 
s proper that I should state, that the persons with wh(»n 
' was subsequently acquainted, whose names had oocur- 
•ed in that publication, were made my acquaintances at 
:heir ow’ii desire, or through the unsought interventioii of 
ithcrs. I never, to die best of my knowledge, sought a 
lersonal introduction to any. Some of them to this day 
laiow only by correspondence ; and with one of those it 
was begun by myself, in consequence, however, of a polite 
crbal communication from a third person. 

I have dwelt for an instqnt on these circumstaiices 
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because it has sometimes been made a subject of bitter 
reproach to me to have endeavoured to Suppress that 
satire. I never shrunk, as those who know me know, 
from any personal consequences which could bo attached 
to its publication. Of its subsequent suppression, as I 
possessed the copyright, 1 was the best judge and the sole 
master. The circumstances which occasioned the sup- 
pression I have now stated ; of the motives, oac^h must 
judge according to his candour or malignity. Mr. Bowles 
does me the honour to talk of “ noble mind,” and “ gene- 
rous magnanimity and all this because “ the circumstance 
would have been cxplmnod had not the book been suji- 1 
pressed.” I see no “ nobility of mind” in an act of sim- 1 
, pie justice ; and I hate the word ^magnanimity^'* because 
I have someUmes seen it applied to the grossest of impos- 
' tors by the greatest of fools *, but I would have “explained 
the circumstance,” notwithstanding “ the suppression of 
the book,” if Mr. Bowles had expressed ariy desire that I 
should. As the “ gallant Galbraith” says to “ Baillie Jar- 
vie,” “ Well, the devil take tlie mistake and all that occa- 
sioned it.” I have had as great and greater mistakes 
made about me personally and poetically, once a month 
for these last ten years, and never cared very much about 
Correcting one or the other, at least after the first eight- 
and-forty hours had gone over thorn. 

I must now, however, say a word or two about Pope, of 
whom you have my opinion more at largo in tlie iiiipnb- 
lished letter on or to (for I forget which) the editor of' 
“ Blackwood’s Edinburgh Magazine — and hero T doubt 
that Mr. Bowles will not approve of nty sentiments. 

Although I regret having published “English Bards 
and Scotch Reviewers,” the part whicli I regret the least 
is that which regards Mr. Bowles with reference to Pope. 
Whilst I was writing that publication, in 1807 and 1808, 
Mr. Hobhousc was desirous that I should express our 
mutual opinion of Pope, and of Mr. Bowles’s <‘dition of | 
his works. As I had completed my outline, and felt lazy, 

I requested that hs would do so. He did it. His fourteen 
lines on Bowles’s Pope are in the first edition of “ Eng- 
lish Bards and Scotch Reviewers and arc quite as 
severe and much more |wetical than my own in the 
second. On reprinting the work, as I put my name to if 
I omitted Mr. Hobhouse’s lines, and replaced them witli 
my own, by which the work gained le.ss than Mr. Bowles. 

I have stated thi.s in the preface to the second edition. It 
is many years since I have read that poem; but the 
Quarterly Review, Mr. Octavius Gilchrist, and Mr 
Bowles himself, have been so obliging as to refresh my 
memory, and that of the public. I am grieved to say. 
that in reading over those lines, I repent of their having so 
far fallen short of what I meant to express upon the sub- 
ject of Bowles’s edition of Pope’s Works. Mr. Bowles 
says that “ Lord Byron knows ho does not deserve this 
character.” I know no sucli thing, I have met Mr 
Bowles occasionally, in the best society in London ; ho 
appeared to me an amiable, well-informed, and extremely 
able man. I desire nothing better than to dine in com- 
pany with such a mannered man every day in the week 
but of “his character” I know nothing personally; I can 
only speak of his manners, and thesfe have my wannest 
approbation. But I never judge from manners, for I once 
had my pocket picked by the civilest gentleman I ever 
met with ; and one of the mildest persons I ever saw was 
Ali Pacha. Of Mr. Bowles’s character*^ I will not do 
him the injustice to judge from the edition of Pope, if he 
prepared it heedlessly ; nor theyusftce, should it 1^ other- 
wise, because I would neither become a literary execu- 
tioner, nor a personal one. Mr. Bowles the individual, 
and Mr. Bowles the editor, appear the two most opposite 
things imaginable. 

And he himBelf one entithenla.'* 

I won’t say “ vile,” because if is harsh ; nor “ mistaken,” 
because it has two syllables too many; but every one 
must fill up the blank as he pleases. 


What I saw of Mr. Bowles increased my surprise and 
regret that he should ever have lent his talents to such a 
task. If he had been a fool, there would have been some 
excuse for liim ; if he had been a needy or a bad man, his 
conduct would have been intelligible ; W he is the oppo« 
site of all these ; and thinking and feeling as I do of Pope, 
to me the whole thing is unaccountable. However, I must 
call things by tlieir right names. I cannot call his edition 
of Pofje a “caTiflid” work ; and I still think that there is 
an affectation of that quality not only in those volumes, 
but in the pamphlets lately published. 

I “ Why yet he doth deny tile prisoner*.” 

Mr. Bowles say?*, that “he has seen passages in his 
letters to Martha Blount, which were never published by 
me, and I hops never will be by others ; which are so gross 
as to imj>ly the grossest licentiousness.” Is this fair play ? 
Tt may, or it may not bn, that such passages exist; 
that Pope, who was not a monk, although a catholic, may 
have occasionally sinned in word and in deed vrith woman 
in his youth : but is this a sufficient ground for such a 
sweeping denunciation ? Where is the unmarried Eng- 
lishman of a certain rank of life, who (provided he has not 
taken orders) has not to reproach himself between the 
ages of sixteen and thirty with far more licentiousness 
than has ever y(^t been traced to Pope ? .Pope lived in 
the public c} <5 from his youth upwards ; he had all the 
dunc(‘s of his own time for his enemies, and, I am sorry 
to say, soin(.', who liavo not the apology of dulness for de- 
traction, since his death ; and yet to what do all their 
aeeiimulated hints and t;hargcs amount ; — to an equivocal 
liaison with Marllia Blount, which might arise as much 
from liis infiriniLics as from his passions; to a hopeless 
flirtation with Lady Mary W. IVhjntugu; to a story of 
(Jibber’s ; and to two or throe ^arso passages in his 
works. Who could come forth clearer from an invidious 
inquest on a life of fifty-six years ? Why are wo to bo 
officiously reminded of sutdi j>assagcs in liis letters, pro- 
vid('d that they exist ? Is Mr. Bowles aware to what 
such rummaging among “letters” and “stories” might 
lead? I have myself seen a collection of letters of 
another eminent, nay, pre-eminent, deceased poet, so 
abominably gross, and elaborately coarse, tliat I do not 
believe that they could be paralleled in our language. 
Whatas morn strange, is, that some of tliese are couched 
a.s postscripts to his serious and sentimental letters, to 
which are tacked either a [>iece of prose, or some verses, 
of tJie most hyperbolical indecency. He himself saye^ 
that if “ obscenity (using a much coarser word) be the 
sin again.st, the Holy Ghost, he most certainly cannot be 
saved.” These letters are in existence, and have been 
seen by many besides myself; but w'ould his editor have 
boeii “ candid** in (wen alluduig to them ? Nothing would 
have even provoked me, an indifferent spectator, to allude 
to them, but this further attempt at the depreciation of 
Pope. 

What should wo say to an editor of Addison, who 
cited the following passage from Walpole’s letters to 
George Montagu? “Dr. Young has published a new 
book, etc. Mr. Addison sent for the young Earl of 
Warwick, as he was dying, to show him in what peace a 
Christian could die; unluckily he died of brandy: no- 
thing makes a Christian die in peace like being maudlin ! 
but do n’t say this in Gath where you are.” Suppose the 
editor introduced it witli this preface : “One circumstance 
is mentioned by Horace Walpole, which, if true, was 
indeed ,/7rt!g77i<ms. Walpole informs Montagu that Addi- 
son sent for the young Earl of Warwick, when dying, to 
show him in what peace a Christian could die ; but uiw 
luckily ho died drunk, etc. etc.” Now, although there 
might occur on the subsequent, or on the same p^e, a 
faint show of disbelief^ seasoned witli the expression of 
“tlic same candour” (the same exactly as ffiroughout the 
book,) I should say that tliis editor was either foedbh <ir 
false to his trust ; such a story ought not to have been 
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wrik of crtiAmg iiidiffl>- 

liwi ; wtev it were epn^p&ii^ jNeerci. Why the words I do hate that word Whet is tn^ sv 

•f Tliet«|f^»kiiot a peacemaker. Why taJk ktmm, be it poetry, phiiosophy, wi^ wwdom, so^ 

i#*Ca»>er^teWimo^ Towhai power, riory,iiiiod, metier, Ufe or de^ wi^ 

4o«e this amowat? that Pope, when very young, was Of course I pot dungs dtme of the iptee* 

wimileeoyed somenoblein^ and the player to a house tion. Of all arrogant baptisms of a bo^ this ^e to a* 
of recreadon. Mr, Bowles was not always a pamphlet appears tiie most complacently coaoeitM. It 

dec^aa ; and iidien he was a very young man, was be is Mr. Campbell’s part to answer ihe cont^ of this 
iwvW ledhMsed into as much ? If 1 were in the humour formance, and especially to vindicate bis own ** Slop,’* 
Israti^tBlliiig, and relating little anecdotes, I couki tell which Mr. Bowles most triumphanUy prodaims to have 
: a masdi better story of Mr. Bowles than Citoer’s, up«i struck to hw very first fire. 

aSMch better authority, viz. that of Mr. Bowles himself. <<(luothhe, ttMrewMa^Ai^; 

It was not related by kmi in my presence, but in that of Now let me go, thoo grt3r-liai» |d loon, 

adiM person, whom Mr. Bowles names oftener thsm Or my luff ihaii m«k« Ui«e ikip 

3' ew ee in the course of his replies. This gentleman related It is no afiair of mine, but having once begun, (certainly 
i, it lo me as a humorous and witty anecdote ; and so * not by my own wisli^ but called upon ty the firequed 
wadi, whatever its other characteristics might bo. Bui recurrence to my name in the pamphlets,) I am like an 
ihoiild 1, fi<om a youthful frolic, brand Mr. Bowles with a Irishman in a "row,” "any b^y’s customer.” 1 shall 
\ ^Hbertine sort of love,” or with “ licentiousness ?” is he tlierefore say a word or two on the ** Ship.” 

^ the less now a pious or a good man for not having always Mr. Bowles asserts that Campbell’s " Ship of the Line" 

‘ been a priest ? No such thing ; I am willing to believe derives all its poetry not from “ort” but from “ nature,** 


htm a good man, almost as good a man as Pope, but no 
batter. 

The truth is, that in these days the grand **primum 
mabik** at England is cant ; cant political, cant poetical, 
cant religious, cant moral; but always cant, multiplied 
dipoiij^ dl the varieties of life. It is the fashion, and 
while it lasts will be too powerful for those who can only 
exist by taktng the tone of the time. I say cant, be<iause 
it is a thing of words, without tlie smallest influence upon 
human actions ; the English being no wiser, no better, 
and much poorer, and more divided among themselves, 
as well as &r loss moral, than they were before tlie preva- 
lence of this verbal decopun^. This hysterical horror of 
poor Pope’s not very welftwcertained, and never fully 
proved amours, (for even Cibber owns that he prevented 
the somewhat perilous adventure in wliich Pope was 
enboikiiig}) sounds very virtuous in a controversial 
pamphlet ; but all men cif tlie world who know what life 
11 % or at least what it was to them in their youth, must 
Imigh at such a ludicrous foundation of the charge of a 
sort of love while tlie more serious will look 
upon those who bring forward such charges upon an 
insulated fact, as fanatics or hyfiocrites, perhaps both. 

two are sometimes compounded in a happy* mix- 
ture. 

Mr. Octavius Gilchrist speaks rather irreverently of a 

* second tumbler of hot white-wine negus.” What does 
he mean? Is there any harm in negus? or is it the 
worse for being hot ? or does Mr. Bowles drink negus ? I 
Imd a betIcM* <^ini(m of him. I hoped that whatever wine 
he drank was neat ; or at least that, tike the ordinary in 
Jonadian Wild, " he preferred puTichf the rather as there 
was nothing against it in scripture.” 1 should be sorry to 
beUeve that Mr. Bowles was fond of negus ; it is such a 

* candid” liquor, so like a wishy-washy compromise 
between the passion for wine atxl the propriety of water. 
But d^ereut writers have divers tastes. Judge Black- 
ftciko composed his ^ Commentaries,” (he was a p<jet too 
bi ys youth,) with a bottle of port before him. Addi- 
Mnb oonversation was not good for much till he had 
. taken a similar dose. Perhaps the prescription of these 
two great men was not inferior to the very difierent one of 
a tudMbsant poet of this day, who, after wandering among 
the hills, reiums, goes to bed, and dictates his verses, 
being ftsd by a bynitander with bread and butter, during 
Ike operation. 

I now come to Mr. Bowles’s ** invariable principles of' 
futfhnJ* These Mr. Bowles and some of his corre- 
■igponoaBts pronounce "unanswerable;” and they are 
, ^uoanswotied,” at least by Cana^ll, who seems to have 
' boon astoemdod by the titlnj stdtan of the time 
being, ofthied to aUy himself to the ki^ of France, 
booMo^ ho hated the word league which proves that 
||imFadiil»n underatood French. Mr. CampbeU has no 


" Take away the waves, the winds, the sun, etc. etc. one 
will become a stripe of blue bunting ; and the other a 
piece of coarse canvass on tliree tall poles.” Very true ; 
take away “ tJio waves,” “ the winds,” and there will be no 
ship at all, not only for poetical, but for any other purpose ; 
and take away " the sun,” ami we must read Mr. Bowles’s 
lamphiet by candlelight. But tlie “poetry” of the 
" Sliip” does not depend on “ the weaves,” etc. ; on the con- 
trary, the "Ship of the Line” confers its own poetiy upon 
the waters, and heightens thdre. I do not deny, that the 
waves and winds,” and above all “ the sun,” arc highly 
poetical ; we know it to our cost, by the many descrip- 
tions of them in verse : but if the waves bore only tlw 
foam ujum their bosoms, if the winds wafted only the 
sea-weed to the shore, if the sun shone neitlier upon 
pyramids, nor fleets, nor fortresses, would its beams bo 
equally poetical? 1 think not: the poetry is at least 
reciprocal. Take away “ the ship of the line” "swing- 
ing round” the “ calm water,” and the calm water becomes 
somewhat monotonous thing to look at, particularly if 
not transparently dear ; witness the thousands who pass 
by without looking on it at all. What was it attracted 
the tliousands to tiie launch ? they might have seen the 
poetical “calm water,” at Wapping, or in the “London 
JDock,” or in the Paddington Canal, or in a horsepond, or 
in a slop-basin, or in any other vase. They might have 
heard tlie poetical winds howling through tlie clunks of a 
pig-sty, or the garret-window; diey might have seen the 
sun shining on a footman's liveiy, or on a brass warming- 
tan ; but could the “ calm water,” or the "wind,” or the 
sun,” make all, or any of these, “poetical?” I think 
not. Mr. Bowles admits “ the ship” to be poetical, but 
Mily from those accessories: now if they eov^er poetiy so 
as to make one thing poetical, they would make other 
things poetical ; the more so^ as Mr. Bowles calls a “sh^ 
^f the line” witliout them, that is to say, its “masts and 
tails and streamers,” “ blue bunting,” and " coarse canvass," 
and “ tall poles.” So they are ; and porcelain is clay, and 
man is dust, and flesK is grass, and yet the two latter at 
least are the subjects of much poesy. 

Did Mr. Bowles ever gaze upon the sea ? I presume 
hat he has, at least upon a sea-piece. Did any painter 
wer paint the sea without the addition of a riiipi 
lK>at, wreck, or some such adjunct 7 Is the sea itself a 
more attractive, a more moi^, a more poetical otject 
with or without a vesse4 breaking its vast but ia!tiguin| 
monotony? Is a storm more poetical without a ^Ip? 
Tty in the poem of the Shipwreck, is it the storm or 
ihip whidi most interests? both mucky imdoubtedUy; but 
idiout the vessel, what should we care for the tempest ? 

'X would sink into mere descriptive poetiy, which in itself 
was never esteemed a high order of that art. 

1 look upon myself as entitled to talk of naval nmttsff, 
it least to poets with the exception of Walter Bo(M% 
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J^iK»rei antf Bonlh^) perhftp^ (who have been voyagers,) to be told that the “nature” of Attica would be 
Ihave etoum more miles than all the rest of them together poetical without the “art® of the Acropolis? of the Ti_ 
now living over smted, and have lived for mou^ and pie of Theseus? and of the still all Oreek anddomoili 
months on shipboard ; and during the whole period of | monuments of her exquisitely artificial genius ? Ihe 
my lifii abroad, have scarcely ever passed a month out traveller what strikes him as most poetical, the Pailhw> 
^of sight of the ocean: besides being brought up firom two non, or the rock on which it stands? The columus of 
years till ten on the brink of it» 1 recollect, when an- Cape Colonna, or the Cape itself? The rocks, at the 
chored oflf Cape Big^m, in 1810, in an JEnglish frigate, foot of it, or the recollection that Falconer's ^ was 
a violent squdl coming on at sunset, so violent os to bulged upon them. There are a thousand rocks and 
make us imagine that the ship would part cable, or drive capes, far more pWuresque than those of the Acropolis 
from her anchorage. Mr. Hobhouso and myself, and and Cape Sunium in tliemselves ; what arc they to a 
some officers, had been up llie Dardanelles to Abydos, thousand scenes in the wilder i>arts of Greece, of Asia 
and were just returned m time, Tiie aspect of a storm Minor, Switzerland, or even of Cintra in Portugal* or to 
in tlie. Arcliipelago is as poetical as need be, the sea many scenes of Italy, and the Sierras of Spain ? But tt 
* being particularly short, dashing, and dangerous, and the is the “ art,” the columns, the temples, the wrecked vessel, 
navigation intiicate and broken by the isles and currents, which give them their antique and their modern poetry, 
Cape Sigmum, Urn tumuli of the Troacl, Lemnos, I’ene- and not the spots themselves. Witliout them, the ipoU 
dojs, dl added to tlie associations of the time. But what of earth would be unnoticed and unknown ; buried, like 
seemed the most poetical of all at the moment, were Babylon and Nineveh, in indistinct confusion, without 
ttie numbers (about two hundred) of Greek and Turkish poetry, as without existence: but to whatever spot of 
craft, wliich were obliged to “ cut and run® before the earth tliese ruins were transported, if they wei*e capable 
wind, from their unsafe anchorage, some for Tenedos, of transportation, like the obelisk, and the s[)hinx, and the 
some for other isles, some for the main, and some it might Memnon’s bead, there they would still exist in the perfeo- 
be for eternity. The sight of these little scudding ves- don of their beauty, and in the pride of their poetry. I 
■els, darting over the foam in the twilight, now appearing opposed, and will ever oppose, the robbery of ruins from 
and now disappearing between the waves in the cloud of Athens, to instruct the English in sculpture ; but why did 
night, with their peculiarly sails (the Levant sails 1 so? Tiie ruins are as poetical in Piccadilly as they 
not being of '^coarse ranuos,® but of white cotton) skim- wore in the Parthenon ; but the Parthenon and its rock 
ming along as quickly, but less safely than the seamews are less so without them. Such is the poetry of art. 
which hovered over Uiein ; their evident distress, tlieir Mr. Bowles contends, again, tl^ the pyramids of 
reduction to fluttering specks ill the distance, their crowd- Egypt are p<jetical, because of “me association with 
ed succession, their as contending with the giant boundless deserts,® and that a “pyramid of the same 

element, which made our stout forty-fouHs teak limbers dimeasions” would not be sublime in “Lincoln’s Inn 
(she was built in India) creak again ; their aspect and Fields not so poetical, certainly ; but take away the 
their motion, all struck me as something far more “ poeti- “ pyramids,*” and what is the “ desert P Take away 
cal” than the mere broad, brawling, shipless sea, and the Stone-henge from Salisbury plain, and it is nothing more 
sullen winds, could possibly have been witliout them. than Hounslow Heath, or any other unenclosed down. It 
The Euxine is a noble sea to look upon, and the ijort appears to me that St. Peter’s, tlie Coliseum, the Pan- 
of Constantinople the most beautiful of liarbours, and tlieon, the Palatine, the Apollo^ the Laocoon, the Venus 
yet I cannot but think that the twenty sail of ilie line, di Medicis, tlie Hercules, tlie dying Gladiator, the Mosea 
some of one hundred and forty guns, rendered it more of Michael Angelo, and all the liigher works of Canova, 
“poetical” by day in tlie sun, and by night perhaps still (I have already spoken of those of ancient Greece, still 
more, for the Turks illuminate their V(»-ssels of war in a extant in tliat country, or transported to Englaxul,) are as 
manner the most picturesque — and yet all this is artpf- \poetical as Mont Blanc or Mount iEtna, perhaps still 
eial. As for the Euxine, T stood ujKin the Syinplegadc.s , more so, as they are direct manifestations of mind, and 
—I stood by the broken altar still exjKised to the winds presuppose poetry in their very conception ; and have^, 
upon one of them — I folt all the “ poetry'' of tlio sir.ua- moreover, as being such, a something of actual IHs, 
don, as I repeated the first lines of Medea ; but would which cannot belong to any part of inanimate naturs, 
not that “ poetry” have been heightened by the jirffo 7 unless we adopt the system of Spinosa, that the world 
It was so even by the appearance of any merchant vessel is tlie deity. There can be nothing more poetical in its 
arriving from Odessa. But Mr. Bowles says, “why aspect tliaii the city of Venice: does this depend upon 
bring your ship off the stocks ?” for no reason that 1 tlie sea, or the canals ?— 
know, except that ships are built to bo launched. The . ^ 

ivater, etc. undoubtedly heightens the poetical associa- 

liotis, but it does not make them ; and the ship amply Is it the canal which runs between the palace and the 
repays the obligation; they aid each other; the water is prison, or tlie “Bridge ol Sighs” which connects then^ 
More poetical with the shifj — the ship less so without the that render it poetical ? Is it the “ Canal Grande,” or 
■rater. But even a ship, laid up in dock, is a grand and the Rialto which arches it, the churches which tovrer 
Metical sight. Even an old boat, keel upwards, wrecked over it, the palaces which line, and the gondolas which 
ipon the barren sand, is a “ poetical” Abject, (and Words- glide over the waters, that render this city more poetical 
vofth, who made a poem about a washing-tub and a blind than Romo itself ? Mr. Bowles will say, perhaps, that 
loy, may tell you so as well as I ;) whilst a long extent of I the Rialto is but marble, the palaces and churches orfy 
and and unbroken water, without the boat, would be as stone, and the gondolas a “ coarse” black cloth, thrown 
ike dull prose as any pamphlet lately published. over some planks of carved wood, with a shmiag hit of 

What makes the poetry in the image of the “ moHUe fantastically-formed iron at the prow, “asIheSf* the 
Mfte of Tadmor/* or Grainger’s “Ode to SoUtude,” so water. And I tell him that without these the water . 
Buch admired by Johnson? Is it the “morhle,” or the would be nothing but a claywcoloured ditch, and wlw^ 
toortsi” the orh/Jcio? or the notertd object? The “waste” ever says the contrary, desefVesto be at the bottom^ 

I like all ether wastes; but the ^marble” of Palmyra that where Pope’s heroes are embraced by the 
Bakes the poetry of the passage as of the place. nymphs. There would be nothing to malm me emd si ,! 

The bea^ful but barren Hymettus, the whole coest ofj Venice more pcMticai than that of Paddmgton, w«^ tt :;j 
LttieB, her hills and mountains, Pcmtelicus, Aochesmus, not for the artificial adjuncts above menikaiea, ahhe y ^tt >- 
lalopappus, etc. etc. are in themselves poetical, and is a periectly natnral ea^ formed by the a^ 
mold be sc if the name of Athenii^ of Athemane, and innumerable i ala n da which oonatitate the arte as 
er veiy wans, were swept from the earth. But am I extraordinary city, 
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The very Cloacae of Tai^van at Rome are as poetical 
as Richmond Hill ; many will think more so. Take away 
RomO) and leave the Tiber and iho seven hills, in the 
nature of E vender’s time ; let Mr. Bowles, or Mr. 
Wordsworth, or Mr. Soutliey, or any of the other * na- 
turals,” make a poem upon ^em, and tlien see which is 
most poetical, their production or tiie commonest guide- 
book which tells you the road from St. Peters to the 
Coliseum, and informs you what you will sec by the way. 
The ground interests in Virgil, because it tdU be Rrnne^ 
and not because it is EvandcVs rural domain. 

Mr. Bowles then proceeds to press Homer into his 
service, in answer to a remark of Mr. Campbell’s, that 
Homer was a great describer of works of art.” Mr. 
Bowles contends, tliat all his great power, even in this, 
depends upon their connexion with nature. The “shield 
of Achilles derives its poetical interest from the subjects 
described on it.” And from what does tlic spmr of 
Achilles derive its interest? and the helmet and the mail 
worn by Patroclus, and the celestial armour, and the 
very brazen greaves of the well-booted Greeks? Is it 
iK>lely from the legs, and the back, and tlie breast, and the 
human body, which they enclose ? In tliat case, it would 
have been more poetical to have made thetn fight naked ; 
and Gully and Gregson, as being nearer to a slate of 
nature, are more poetical, boxing in a pair of drawers, 
than Hector and Achilles in radiant armour, and with 
heroic weapons. 

Instead of the clash of lielinets, and the rusliing of 
chariots, and the w^zing of spears, and the glancing of 
swords, and the clSving of shields, and the piercing of 
breastplates, why not represent the Greeks and Trojans 
like two savage tribes, tugging and tearing, and kicking, 
and biting, and gnashing, foaming, grinning, and gouging, 
in all the poetry of martial nature, unincurnl>ered with 
gross, pro.saic, artificial arms, an equal supertiuity to the 
natural warrior, and his natural poet? Ls there any 
thing iinpoetical in Ulysses striking the horses of Rhesus 
with Ua bow, (having forgotten his thong,) or would Mr. 
Bowles have had him kick them with his foot, or smack 
them with his hand, as beng more unsophisticated? 

In Gray’s Elegy, is there an image more striking than 
his “ shapeless sculpture ?” Of sculfilure in general, ii 
may be observed, that it is more poetical tJian nature 
itself, inasmuch as it represents and bodies forth tliat 
ideal beauty and sublimity wliich is never to be found in 
actual nature. This at least i.s the general opinion ; but, 
always excepting the Venus di Medicis, 1 dtfier from that 
opinion, at least as far as regards female beauty, for the 
head of Lady Charlemont (when I first saw her, nine 
years ago) seemed to possess all that sculpture could 
require for its ideal. I recollect seeing something of the 
same kind in the head of an Albanian girl, who was 
actually employed in mending a road in the mountains, 
and in some Greek, and one or two Italian faces. But 
of mAlimti;, 1 have never seen any thing in human nature 
at all to approach tho expression of sculpture, cither in 
tiie Apollo, the Moses, or oilier of tlic sterner works of 
ancient or modern art. 

Let us 6.\amine a little further this “ babble of green 
fields,” and of bare nature in general, as superior to arti- 
ficial imagery, for the poetical purposes of the fine arts. 
In landscape painting, the great artist does not give you 
a literal copy of a country, but ho invents and composes 
one. Nature, in her actual aspect, does not furnish him 
with such existing scenes as ho requires. Even where 
he ps-esents you with some famous city, or celebrated 
•eisae from mountain or other nature, it must be taken 
fi^it some particular point of view, and with such light, 
and ihada,and distance, etc. as serve not only to heighten 
! toi beauties, but to shadow its deformities. The poetry 
nature alone, eawotiv as she appears, is not sufficient 
4b IMmut him out The very dky of his painting is not the 
jwnbntt of the sky of nature ; it is a composition of difie- 
fihsenred at dUferent times, and not the >yhole 


copied from any particular day. And why ? Because 
Nature is not lavish of her beauties ; they are widely 
scattered, and occasionally displayed, to be selected with 
care, and gathered with difficulty. 

Of sculpture I have just spoken. It is the great scope 
of the sculptor to heighten nature into heroic ^auty, t. e, 
in plain English, to surpass his model. When Canova 
forms a statue, he takes a limb from one, a hand from 
another, a feature from a third, and a shape, it may be, 
from a fourth, probably at tlie same time improving upon 
all, as tho Gret?k of old did in embodying his Venus. 

Ask a portrait painter to describe his agonies in accom- 
modating the faces with which Nature and his sitters have 
L’rowdetl his paintiiig-ro<.un to the principles of his art ; 
with the exception of perhaps ten faces in as many mil- 
lions, there Ls not one which he can venture to give with- 
out shailing much and adding more. Nature, exactly, 
•imply, barely nature, will make no great artist of any 
kind, and least of all a poet — the most artificial, perhaps, 
of all artists in his very essence. With regard to natural 
iniageiy, the poets arc obliged to take some of their best 
illustrations from art. You say that “a fountain is as clear 
or clearer than glass, to express its beauty — 

0 ftiijs BanduAiat, splendiilior vitro I” 

In the speech of Mark Antony, the body of Cssar is 
displayed, but so also is his mantle — 

You all do know thi« mantle,*^ etc. 

• « * • • • 

“ liook I in thia place ran Casaina’ dagger through.” 

If the poet had said that Cassius had run his^s^ tlirough 
the rent of the mantle, it would have had more of Mr, 
Bowles’s “ nature” to help it ; but the artificial dagger is 
more poetical than any natural hand wtilhout it. In tho 
sublime of sacred poetry, “ Wlio is this that cometh from 
ICdom ? with dyed garments from Bozrah ?” W ould “ the 
comer” l>e poetical without his “ dyed garments which 
strike and startle the spectator, and identify the approach- 
ing object. 

The mother of Sisera is represented listening for the 
‘‘u'/icf'/s of his chariot.” Solomon, in his Song, compares 
the nose of his beloved to a “ tower,” which to us appears 
an eastern exaggeration. If he had said, that her statue 
was like that of “ a lower,” it would have been as poetical 
as if he had compared her to a tree. 

"The virtuouB Marcia towvra above her sex,” 

i.M an instance of an artificial image to express a moral 
superiority. But Solomon, it is probable, did not compare 
his beloved s nose to a “ tower” on account of its length, 
but of its symmetry ; and, making allowance for eastern 
hyperbole and the difficulty of finding a discreet image for 
a female nose in nature, it is perhaps as good a figure as 
any other. 

Art is not inferior to nature for poetical purposes. What 
makes a regiment of soldiers a more noble object of view 
Uian the same mass of mob? Their arms, their dresse^ 
their banners, and the art and artificial symmetry of their 
position and movements. A Highlander’s plaid, a Mus- 
.sulman’s turban, and a Roman toga, are more poetical 
than the tattooed or untattooed buttocks of a New Sand- 
wich savage, although they were described by William 
Wordsworth himself like the “idiot in hia glory.” 

I have seen a.s many mountains as most men, and more 
fleets than the generality of landsmen : and, to my mind, 
a large convoy, with a few sail of the line to conduct them, 
is as noble and as poetical a prospect as all that inanimate 
nature can produce, I prefer tiie “ mast of some great 
ammiral,’ with all its tackle, to the Scotch fir or the Alpine 
tannen : and think that mare poetry /io« been made out of 
it. In what does tlie infinite superiority of “Falconer’s 
Shipwreck,” over all other shipwrecks, consist? In his 
admirable application of tho terms of bis art ; in a poet- 
sailor’s description of the sailor’s fate. These iarma^ 
by his application, make the strength and reality of his 
poem. Why ? because he waa a poet, and in the hands 
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ol'a poet art will not bo found less ornamental than nature 
It is precisely in general natuje, and in stopping out o 
his element, that Falconer fails ; where he digresses ti 
speak of ancient Greece, and “ such branches of learning; 

In Dyer’s Qrongar Hill, upon which his fame rests, thi 
very appearance of Nature herself is moralized into 
artihcud image: 

“ Thui U Nature*! veature wrought, 

To iustritct our wandering thought ; 

Thu! ahe dreeaea green and gay. 

To diaparae our carea away.” 

And here also wo have the telescope, the misuse o 
which, from Milton, has rendered Mr. Howies so tri* 
umphimt over Mr. Campbell : 

“ So we mlatake th« future*! face, 

Eyed through Hope’a deluding gZaaa.’* 

And here a word, cn jpowsant, to Mr. Campbell: 

“ A! yon auRiinila, aoft and fair, 

Clad in culoiira of tlie air, 

Which, to thoae who journey near, 

Barren, brown, and rough appear, 

Stili we tread ihe aame coarse way— 

The preaent'i atilt a cloudy day.*’ 

Ll not tWs the original of the far-famed, 

" *T la diatance lenda enchantment to the view, 

And robea the mountain in ita azure hue ?” 

To return once more to the sea. Let any one look on 
tlio long wall of Malarnocco, which curbs the Adriatic, and 
pronounce between the sea and its master. Surely tliat 
Roman work, (I mean /Ionian in conception and perform- 
ance,) which says to the ocean, “ thus far shall thou come 
and no further,” and is obeyed, is not less sublime and 
poetical titan iJio angry waves which vainly break be- 
neath it. 

Mr. Bowles makes tlie chief part of a ship’s poesy 
depend on die “ wind then why is a ship under sail more 
poetical than a hog in a high wind ? The hog is all nature, 
the sliip is all art, “ coarse canvas,” “ blue bunting,” and 
“tall poles;” both arc violently acted upon by the wind, 
tossed here and there, to and fro ; and yot iiotliing but 
excess of hunger could make me look upon the pig as the 
mofe poetical of the two, and then only in the shape of a 
griskin. 

Will Mr. Bowles tell us that the poetry of an aqueduct 
ronsists in the waier which it conveys ? Let him look on 
that of Justinian, on those of Rome, Constantinople, Lisbon, 
and Eivas, or even at the remains of that in Atlica. 

We are asked “what makes the venerable towers of| 
Westminster Abbey more poetical, as objects, than Ihe 
tower for the manufactory of patent shot, surrounded by 
the same scenery?” I will answer — the architechire. 
Turn Westminster Abbey, or Saint Paul’s, into a powder 
magazine, tlieir poetry, as objects, remains the same; the 
Parthenon was actually converted into one by the Turks, 
tiuring Morosini’s Venetian siege, and part of it destroyed 
in consequence. Cromwell’s dragoons stalled their steeds 
in Worcester cathedral ; was it less poetical, as an ob- 
ject, than before ? Ask a foreigner on liis approach to 
London, what strikes him as the most poetical of the 
towers before him ; he will point out Sd Paul’s and West- 
mintter Abbey, without, perhaps, knowing the names or 
associations of either, and pass over the “ tower for patent 
Aot,* not that, for any thing he knows to the contrary, it 
might not be the mausoleum of a monarch, or a Waterloo 
•column, or a Trafalgar monument, but because its archi- 
tocture is obviously inferior. 

To the question, “ whether the description of a game of, 
cards be as poetical, supposing the execution of the artists 
equal, as a description of a walk in a forest ?” it may be 
answered, that the materialti are certainly not equal ; but 
that “ the artist^” who has rendered the “ game of cards 
poetical,” is hi/ far the greater of the two. But all this 
“ordering” of poets is purely arbitrary on the part of Mr. 
Bowles. There may or may not be, in fact, different 
’ “orders” of poetry, but the^et is always ranked according 


to his execution, and not according to bis branch of 
the art. 

I’ragedy is one of the highest presumed orders. Hughes 
has written a tragedy, and a very successful one ; Fenton 
another; and Poj>e rmne. Did any man, however,— will 
even Mr. Bowles himself rank Hughes and Fenton as poets 
above Poprl Was even Addison, (the author of Cato,) 
or Rowe (one of the higher order of dramatists, as far as 
success goes,) or Young, or even Otway and Southerne, 
ever raised for a moment to the same rank with Pope in 
the estimation of the reader or tlie critic, before his death 
or since? If Mr. Bowles will contend for classifications 
of this kind, let him recollect tliat descriptive poetry has 
been ranked as among tlio lowest branches of the art, and 
(Icscriplion as a mere oniamciit, but which should never 
form “the subject” of a poem. The Italians, with the 
most poetical language, and tlie most fastidious taste in 
Europe, possess now five great poets, they say, Dante, 
Petrarch, Ariosto, Tasso, and lastly Altieri ; and whom do 
they esteem one of the highest of these, and some of them 
the very highest? Petrarch, the emnetteer: it is true that 
some of his Canzoni are not less esteemed, but not more; 
who ever dreams of his Latin Africa ? 

Were Petrarch to bo ranked according to the “order” 
of his compositions, where would the best of sonnets place 
him? wilh Dante and the others? No: but, as I have 
lefijre said, the jHiet who crerMtes best is tlie highest, what- 
ever his department, and will over be so rated in the 
world’s esteem. 

Had Gray written nothing but his Elegy, high as ho 
stands, I am not sure that he would not stand higher; it 
IS the corner-stone of his glory ; without it, his odes would 
le insullicient frir his fame. I'lie depreciation ofPope is 
larily founded upon a ialse idea of the dignity of his order 
if poetry, to which ho has jiartly contributed by the in- 
genuous boast, 

“ That not in fiinry’s mnzo he wander’d long, 

Blit etonp'd to truth, and ninraliziid hit song.” 

-le should have written “ rose to truth.” In my mind, the 
lighcst of all poetry is ethical poetry, as the highest of all 
tarthly objects must be moral truth. Religion does not 
nake a part of niv subject ; it is something beyond human 
towers, and has fliiled in all human liands except Milton’s 
intl Dante s, and even Dante’s powers are involved in the 
lelineation oflniinan passions, though in supernatural cir- 
■umslances. What made Socrates the greatest of men ? 
lis moral truth — his ethics. What proved Jesus Christ 
lie Son of God hardly less than his miracles ? His moral 
•recepts. And if ethics have made a pliilosophor the first 
if men, and have not been disdained as an adjunct to his 
rospel by the Deity himself, are we to ho told that ethical 
loetry, or didactic poetry, or by whatever name you term 

whose object is to make men better and wiser, is not 
he t'en/ Jirst order of poetry ? and arc we to be told this 
oo by one of the priesthood? It requires more mind, 
more wisdom, more power, than all the “ forests” that ever 
'ere “ walked” fir their “ description,” and all the epics 
hat ever were founded upon fields of battle. The 
Georgies are indisputably, and, I believe, utidisputedfy^ 
ven a finer poem than the A2neid. Virgil knew this ; he . 
id not order them to be burnt. 

“ The proper eliidy of mankind ia man.’* 

It is the fashion of the day to lay great stress upon what 
bey call “imagination” and “invention,” the two com- 
noncst of qualities : an Irish peasant, with a little whisky 
n his head, will imagine and invent more than would fur- 
lish forth a modern poem. If Lucretius had not been 
ipoiled by the. Epicurean system, we should have bad a v 
far superior poem to any now in existence. As mere 
“loetry, it is the first of Latin poems. What then has , 
'uined it? His ethics. Pope has not this defect ; his moral 
IS os pure as his poetry is glorious. In speaking of ait»* 
fidal objecta, I have oroitt^ to touch upon cm wli^h 1 
will new mention. Cannon may be presumed to be as 
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higbtjr |>oetical a«t art can make her objects. Mr. Bowlei imitation of Milton’s style, as burlesque as the Splendid 
will, perhaps, tell me that this is because they rescmbl Shilling.” These two writers (for Gowper is no poet) 
that grand natural article of sound in heaven, and simili come into comparison in one great work— 4he translation 
Upon earth — thunder. 1 shall be told triumphantly, that of Homer. Now, with all the great, and manifest, and 
Milton made sad work with his artillery, when he armoc manifold, and reproved, and acknowledged, and uneem* 
his devils therewithal. He did so ; and this artificial ol; troverted faults of Pope’s translation, and ail the scholar* 
ject must have had much of the sublime to attract hii ship, and pains, and time, and trouble, and blank verse 
attention for such a conflict. He has made an absurd use of the other, who can ever read Cowper ? and who will 
of it ; but the absiL-dity consists not in using cannon againsi ever lay down Pope, unless for the original? Pope’s was 
the angels of Gtxi, but miy material weafK>n. Thethun- ‘‘not Homer, it was Spondanus;” but Cowper’s is not 
der of the clouds would have been as ridiculous and vain Homer, either, it is not even Cowper. As a child I first 
in the hands of the de\Tls, as tlie “villanous saltpetre:’ read Pope’s Homer with a rapture which no subsequent 
the angels were as impervious to the one as to the other, work could ever afliird ; and cliildren are not the worst 
The thunderbolts became sublime in the hands of the Al- udges of their own language. As a boy I read Homer, 
mighty, not as such, but because he deigns to use them as m the original, as wc have all done, some of us by force, 
1 means of repelling the rebel spirits ; but no one can at* and a few' by favour ; under which descripfimi I come is 
tidbute tlicir defeat to this grand piece of natural electri* lothing to the purpose, it is enough that I read him. As 
city : the Almighty willed, and they fell ; his word would a man 1 have tried to read Cowper’s version, and I found 
have been enough; and Milton is as absurd (and in fact, it impossible. Has any human reader ever succeeded? 
U/uphemaus) in putting material lightnings into the handi And now that we have heard the Catholic reproached 
of the Godhead as in giving him hands at all. witli envy, duplicity, licentiousness, avarice— what was 

The artillery of the demons was but the first step of the Calvinist? He attempted the most atrocious of 
his mistake, the thundijr the nejxt, and it is a step lower, irimes in the Christian code, viz. suicide — and why ? 
ft would have been fit for Jove, but not for Jehovah. Because he was to be examined whether he was fit for 
The subject altogetlier was essentially unpoetical ; he an oflice which he seems to wish to have made a sine- 
has made more of it than another could, but it is beyond ure. His connexion with Mrs. Unwin was pure enough, 


him and all men. 

In a portion of his reply, Mr. Bowles asserts that 


>r the old lady was devout, and he was deranged ; but 
hy then i.s the infirm and then elderly Pope to be re- 


Pope “ envied Phillips” because ho quizzed his pastorals voved for his connexion with Martha Blount ? Cowper 
m tlie Guardian, in that most admirable model of irony, the almoner of Mrs. Throgmorton ; but Pope’s chari- 
hiv paper on tlie subject. If there was any thing envi- les were his ow'n, and they were noble and extensive, far 


kble about Phillips, it could hardly be his pa.sfx)rals. 
They were despicable, and Pope expressed his contempt. 


eyond his fortune’s warrant. Pope was the tolerant yet 
early adherent of the most bigoted of sects ; and Cow- 


R Mr. Fitzgerald published a vohimc of sonnets, or a 'cr the most bigoted and despondent .sectary that ever 


“Spirit of Discovery,” or a “Missionary,” and Mr. 
Bowlef wrote in any periodical journal an ironical paper 
upon them, would this bo “ envy ?” The authors of the 
•^Rejected Addresses” have ridiculed the sixteen or twenty 
•^firat living poets” of the day ; btJt do they “ envy” them ? 
“Envy” writhes, it don’t laugh. The authors of the 
“Rejected Addresses” may despise some, but they can 
hardly “envy” any of the persons whom they have paro- 
died ; and Pope could have no more envied Phillips than 
he did Welsted, or Theobald.s, or Sraedly, or any other 
given hero of tl>e Dunciad. He could not have envied 


nticipated damnation t o himself or others. Is this harsh ? 
know it is, and I do not assert it as my opmion of Cow- 
?!r personally^ but to shmu wfiai might be said, with just 
i groat an appearance of truth and candour, as all the 
iiura which has been accumulated upon Pope in similar 
peculations. Cowper was a good man, and lived at a 
►rtunate time for his works. 

JWr. Bowles, ai)parcntly not relying entirely upon his 
m arguments, has, in person or hy proxy, brought for- 
ard ihe names of Southey and Moore. Mr. Southey 
agrees entirely with Mr. Bowles in hi.s invariahle prin- 


htm, even had he himself not been the greatest poet of ciples of poetry.” The least that Mr. Bowles can do in 
ins age. Did Mr. Ings “entn/” Mr. Phillips, when he return is to approve, the “invariable principles of Mr. 
asked him, “ how came your Pyrrhus to drive oxen, and Soutliey.” I should have tliought that the word “twwari- 
say, I am goaded on by love ?” 7’liis question silenced 
poor Phillips; but it no more proceeded from “envy” 

than did Pope’s ridicule. Did he envy Swift ? Did he For re’S 

aavy Bolingbroke? Did he envy Gay the unparalleled Now ru»idii«u8ed,andihin«i»o^mm, 

ti » on J I Mary, 


success of his “ Beggars’ 0}iera?” We may be answered 


contain a aimjilp, household, “indoor,” arlificint, and ordinary ftMft. 
I refer Mr. Buwlesto ttir stMnr.n, and ask if these three lines about “ nea- 


prevent enrv.? Study the first woman you meet W’ith, dfM”nrR not wfM*th all the b<>a«Ufdtwnddlii»<rahout trees, •© triumphantly 
or til. 6»t «ribbl«r,let Mr. Bowlo» himself (whom I 

aOQUit fully of such an odious quality) study some of heromingot shins, nml the inendiiiR of hrepches ; but will wty one deny 

, . * 1 ■ . .1 / • T that the? are eminentlv poetK'Rl end pniheiic as adilressed by Cowper to 

ms own poetical intimates; the most envious man I J.i* nnrlie.? The trn»h of trees reminds me of r sevinjf of Rherldan’a. 


over heard of is a poet, and a high one ; besides it is an *fte»‘the “ Rejected Address” scene, in ISip, I met Sheridan. 1« 
, , , t , ’ 1 1 the course o< dinnor, h< smd, “Lord ilyron, did you know that amons 

unwersal passion. Goldsmith envied not only tlie pup- the wrilers ofiidriresses wns Whitbread himnelf?'' I nntwered by an 


unwersal passion. Goldsmith envied not only tlie pup- the wrilers ofiidriresses wns Whitbread himnelf?'' I nntwered by an 
^ their dancing, and ^oke his shins in the attempt T™ 


at rivalry, but was seriously angry because two pretty ‘AphanixlS Vl'ell, how did he describe it •* Uie a poulterer 
women received more attention' than ho did. T/h. is 

mvp i but where does Pope show a sign of the passion ? accoum of a phiyni*, is C^owper'a stick picker's detail of a wood, with 
In that caee, Dryden envied the hero of his Mac Fleck- S S'J'rTf'.rt, ..d .... lu 

HOC. Mr. Bowles compares, when and where he can, Worny over nature, in poetry, and l havadonr t— Ihcbuslof yl«Xfn<w/ 

mm, ...I, Inkle Is thers tiiy iW tig 111 Hfl turc like lius lOR fide, excMpiiiif!: th* Veniw ? Ctii 

Pope with Covrper, (the same Gowper whom, in nis more poetry gathered into existence than in that wundsrful 

•dnioil of Pope, he laughs at for his attachment to an creation of perfect beouty? But the poetry of this bust ta in no respect 
. , utt* my • L j 'll c j •* T derived from uRiiire, nor from any nasocktiow of moral exnttedneaa: 

Cw woman, Mrs. Unwin: search and you will Iindlt; l for Wbnt ia there in comwion with moml nature and the male minion of 
VaOkOlllber the pusaae, thoush not the pase;) in parti- Adrian? 'The verjr execution is mt nuturalf but ai^ernatural, or 
B , j “ 1 r&iher euper-arttjlctal, for nature hat never done so ranch, 

•^quotes Cowpers Dutch delineation of a wood, Awrv, then, with this cant about nature and “ invariable pHneiplee 

" ntiliA A. «AAfl)Sinisn*n rAtnlniriin * with iin poetry 1” A great artist will make a block of atone aa sublime as a 

piute a seedsman S caiaiogue, WlUl an anecieo /g„od poet can imbue a pack of cards with more jwiry 

than inhabits the forests of America. It is the huslneas and the pro<» 


t to Mr. Bowieo’a own |ui 
'a, to he compared with 


than inhabits the forests of America. It is the huslneas and the proc 


Judgment a passsy* from another of a poet to give the lie to the proverb, and soineUmca to “ nuike a eilken 
1 th tSo saino writer^! Sylvan Sam- j i>«/m out of a eote^e eor /” and to c|Hcluda with another htraiely pro- 
verb, “a vrorlnnan will not AnlrfiatiU with hi* tools. " 
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might have stuck in Southey’s throat, like Macbeth’s 
“Amen!” I am sure it did in mine, and I am not tlie 
least consistent of the two, at least as a voter. Moore 
(a tu Brute!) also approves, and U Mr. J. Scott. There 
is a letter also of two lines from a gentleman in asterisks, 
*who^ it seems, is a poet of “ the highest rank” — who can 
this be ? not my friend, Sir Waiter, surely. Campbell it 
can’t be ; Rogers it won’t be. 

'* You have hit th$ nail in the head, and fPope, I presumej on 
the head alio.*’ 

I rtrmin^ youri, affectionately, 

(Pour Asterisks.) 

And in asterisks let him remain. Whoever this person 
•may be, he deserves, for such a judgment of Midas, that 
* the nail” which Mr. Bowles has hit m the head should 
be driven through his own ears ; I am sure that they are 
long enough. 

The attention of the poetical poptilacc of the present 
day to obtain an ostracism against Pope is as easily ac- 
counted for as the Athenian’s shell against Aristides ; 
they are tired of hearing liim always (^led “ die Just.” 
They are also fighting for life ; for if he maintains his 
station, they will reach their own falling. They have 
raised a mosque by the side of a Grecian temple of the 
purest architecture ; and, more barbarous than the bar - 1 
barians from whose practice I have borrowed the figure, 
tliey are not contented with their own grotesque edifice, 
unless they destroy the prior and purely beautiful fabric 
which preceded, and which shames them and theirs for 
ever and ever. I shall be told that amongst those I have 
been (or it may be still am) conspicuous — true, and 1 
am ashamed of it, I fuwe been among the builders of 
this Babel, attended by a confusion of tongues, but netjer 
among the envious destroyers of the classic temple of 
our predecessor. I have loved and honoured die fame 
and name of dial illustrious and unrivalled man, far 
more than ray own paltry renown, and the trashy gin- 
gleof the crowd of “ schools” and upstarts, who pretend 
to rival, or even surpass him. Sooner dian a single leaf 
should be torn from his laurel, it were better that all 
which these men, and I, as one of their set, have ever 
written, should 

“ Line Iruitfes, cIoUk; spicp, or, flirUerinp in a row, 

Dctringfi the rails of Hecllam or Boho 1” 

There arc those who will believe this, and those who 
win not. You, sir, know how far I am sincere, and 
whether my opinion, not only in the short work intended 
for publication, and in private letters which can never 
he published, has or has not been the same. I look 
upon this as the declining age of English poetry; no 
regard for others, no selfish feeling, can prevent me from 
seeing this, and expressing the truth. There can be no 
worse sign for die taste of the times than the deprecia- 
tion of Pope. It would he better to receive for proof 
Mr. Cobbet’s rough but strong attack upon Shakspeare i 
and Milton, than to allow this smooth and “candid” 
undermining of the reputation of die most perfect of our 
poets and the purest of our moralists. Of his power in 
the poMtons, in description, in the rnock-heroic, I leave 
others to descant. I take him on his strong ground, as 
an ethical poet; in the former none excel, in mock- 
heroic and the ethical none equal him ; and, in my mind, 
the latter is the highest of all poetry, because it does 
that in nerse, which the greatest of men have wished to 
accomplish in prose. If the essence of poetry must bo 
a 2te, throw it to die dogs, or banish it from your republic, 

48 Plato would have done. He who can reconcile poetry 
with truth and wisdom, is the only true ^poet'^ in its real 
sense; “the mofcer,”* the creator ^ — why must this mean 
the “ liar,” the “feigner,” “ the tale-teller ?” A man may 
make and create better things than these. 

I shall not presume to say that Pope is as high a poet 
as Shakspeare and Milton, though his enemy, Warton, 
phuces him immediately under them. I would no more 


this than I would assert in the mosque, (once St. 
Sophia’s,) that Socrates was a greater man than Maho* 
met. But if I say diat he is very near them, it is no 
more than has been asserted of Burns, who is supposed 
“To rival all but Shak«p«ttre*B name below." 

I say nodiing against this opinion. But of what “orrfer,’* 
according to the jioetical aristocracy, arc Burns’s poems 7 
These are hisqptwr Two^nwm, “Tam O’Shanter,” a tale; 
the “Cotter’s Saturday Night,” a descriptive sketch; 
some others in the same style ; the rest are songs. So 
much for the roTik of his productions ; the rank of Buma 
is die very first of his art. Of Pope I have expressed 
my opinion el.sewhere, as also of die efiect which tho 
present attempts at poetry have had upon our literature. 
If any great national or natural convulsion could or should 
overwhelm your country, in such sort as to sweep Great 
Britain from the kingdoms of the earth, and leave <mly 
that, after all the most living of human things, a deed 
language^ to be studied and read, and imitated, by the 
wise of future and far generations upon foreign shores ; 
if your literature should become the learning of mankind* 
divested of |.>arty cabals, temporary fashions, and national 
pride and prejudice ; an Englishman, anxious that the 
posterity of strangers sliould know that there bad been 
such a tiling as a British ICpic and Tragedy, might wish 
for the preservation of Shakspeare and Milton ; but the 
surviving world would snatch Pope from the wreck, and 
let the rest sink with the people. He is the moral poet 
of all civilization, and, ns such, let us hope that he will 
one day be the national poet of mankind. He is the only 
poet that never shocks ; the only fiocl whose foadtlusnesa 
has been made his reproach. Cast your eye over his 
productions ; consider their extent, and contemplate their 
variety; — pa.storal, passion, mock-heroic, translation, sa- 
tire, ethics, — all excellent, and often perfect. If his great 
charm be his mdody^ how comes it that foreigners adore 
him even in their diluted translation ? But I have made 
this letter too long. Give my coniplimonts to Mr. Bowlei. 

Yours ever, very truly, 

BYRON. 

To J. Murrayy Ksq. 

Post scriptum. — I^ong as this letter has grown, I find 
it necessary to apfiend a postscript, — if possible, a short 
one. Mr. Bowles denies that he has accused Pope of 
“ a sordid money-getting passion but he adds “ if I had 
ever done so, I .should be glad to find any testimony that 
might show mo ho was not so.” This testimony he may 
find to his heart's content in Spence and elsewhere. 
First, there is Martha Blount, who, Mr. Bowles charit- 
ably says, “ probably thought he did/not save enough for 
her as li'galec.” Whatever she thought upon this point, 
her words are in Pope’s favour. Then there is Aider- 
man Barber — see Spence’s Anecdotes. There is Pope’ll 
•old an.swer to Halifax, when he proposed a pension ; his 
behaviour to Craggs and to Addison upon like occasions ; 
and his own two lines- 

‘ And, tbnnlfn to Homer, eince I live and thrive, 

Indebted to no prince or peer alive — *• 

written when princes would have been proud to pension, 
and peers to promote him, and when the whole army of 
dunce.s were in array against him, and would have been 
but too happy to deprive him of this boast of mdepen- 
dencc. But tlierc is something a little more serious f 
Mr. Bowles’s declaration, tliat he “inouldhave spoken” 
of his “noble generosity to the outcast, Richard Savage^” 
and other ina+ances of a conqiassionate and generous 
heart, “ had Giey occurred to his recollection when he wrofe.” 
What ! is it come to this ? Does Mr. Bowles sit down 
to write a minute and laboured life and edition of a great 
poet ? Does he anatomise his character, moral and po- 
etical ? Does he present us with his faults and with his 
foibles ? Does ho sneer at his feelings, and doubt of his 
sincerity ? Does h« imfold his vanity and duplicity 7 and 
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cImii cnnit the |;ood qualities which might, in part, bav as unpleasant, as could well be prondunced, In the re- 
‘♦covered this multitude of sins r* and then plead tha view of “ The fall of Jerusalem,’' if is stated that 1 
^^^kg^didn/otafxuTtohUrec^ Is this the fram» have devoted ‘‘my powers, etc. to the worst pans of 

of mind and of memory with which the illustrious deai manicheism,” which ^eing interpreted, means that 1 
are to be reproached ? If Mr. Bowles, who must haw worship the devil. Now, 1 have neither written a reply, 
had access to all the means of refreshing his memory, nor complained to Gifford. I believe that I observed irf 
did not recollect these facts, he is unfit for his task ; bui a letter to you, that 1 thought ♦* that the critic might 
if he did recollect, and omit them, I know not what he have praised Milrnan without finding it necessary to 


if fit for, but I know whet would be fit for him. Is the 
plea of ♦♦ not recollecting'* such prominent facts to be 
admitted ? Mr, Bowles has been at a public school, 
and, as 1 have been publicly educated also, I can sym- 
pathize with his pr^i lection. When we were in the 
^ird form even, had we pleaded on the Monday morning, 
that we had not brought up the Saturday’s exercise be- 
cause “ we had forgotten it,” what would have been the 
reply ? And is an excuse, which would not be pardoned 
to a schoolboy, to pass current in a matter which so 
nearly concerns the fame of the first poet of his age, if 
not of his country ? If Mr. Bowles so readily forgets 
the virtues of others, why complain so grievously that 
ethers have a better memory for his own fkults ? They 
are but the faults of an author ; while the virtues he 
cunitted from his catalogue are essential to the justice 
due to a man. 

Mr. Bowles appears, indeed, to be susceptible beyond 
the privilege of authorship. There is a plaintive dedi- 
cation to Mr. Gifford, in which he is made responsible 
for all the articles of the Q,uarterly. Mr. Southey, it 
seems, ♦♦ the most able and eloquent writer in that Re- 
view,” approves of Mr. Bowles’s publication. Now, it 
leemstome the more impartial, that notwithstanding 
that the great writer of the (Quarterly entertains opinions 
opposite Co the able article on Spence, nevertheless that 
Bseay was permitted to appear. Is a review to be de- 
voted to the opinions of any one man ? Must it not 
vary according to circumstances, and according to the 
subjects to be criticised ? I fear that writers must take 
the sweeta and bitters of the public journals as they 
occur, and an author of so long a standing as Mr. 
Bowles might have become accustomed to such inci- 
dents ; he might be angry, but not astonished. I have 
been reviewed in the Quarterly almost as ofleii as Mr. 
Bowles, and have had as pleasant things said, and some 


abuse me but 1 did not add at the same time, or soon 
after, (apropos, of the note in the book of travels,) that 
■ would not, if it were even in my power, have a single 
ine cancelled on my account in tJiat nor in any other 
lublication ? — Of course, I reserve to myself the privi- 
lege of response when necessary. Mr. Bowies seems* 
in a whimsical state about (he article on Spence. You , 
now very well that I am not in your confidence, nor in 
hat of the conductor of the journal. The moment I 
saw that article, I was morally certain that I knew the 
.uthor “ by his style.” You will tell me that 1 do ncT 
mow him : that is all as it should be : keep the secret, 

'o shall I, though no one has ever intrusted it to me. 
He is not the person whom Mr. Bowles denounces. 
Mr. Bowles’s extreme sensibility reminds me of a cir- 
cumstance which occurred on board of a frigate, in 
hich 1 was a passenger and guest of the captain’s for 
considerable time. The surgeon on board, a very 
gentlemanly young man, and remarkably able in his 
profession, wore a wtg. Upon this ornament he was 
xtremely tenacious. As naval jests are sometimes a 
ittle rough, his brother-officers made occasional allu- 
ions to this delicate appendage to the doctor’s person. 
)ne day a young lieutenant, in the course of a facetious 
liscussion, said, “ Suppose, now, doctor, I should take 
tff your hat.*’ “ Sir,” replied the doctor, “ I shall talk 
no longer with you ; you grow scurrilous,** He would 
lot even admit so near an approach as to the hat which 
protected it. In like manner, if any body approaches 
Mr. Bowles’s laurels, even in his outside capacity of an 
ditoTf “ they grow scurrilous.** You say that you are 
bout to prepare an edition of Pope; you cannot do 
notter for your own credit as a publisher, nor for the re- 
ieinption of Pope from Mr. Bowles, and of the public 
taste from rapid degeneracy. 


NOTES. 


Note 1. Page 291. 

The Italians, with the most poetical language j and the 
meet fentidious taste in Europe, possess vow Jive great 
poets, they sap, Dame, Petrarch, Ariosto, Tasso, and 
laoUp Alfieri. 

Of these there is one ranked with the others for his 
SoNNUTs, and two for composUinns which belong to no 
close at all Where is Dante ? His p(pem is not an epic; 
then what is it He himself calls it a ** divine comedy 
and why ? This is more than all his thousand commen- 
tators have been able to explain. Arifpsto's is not an epic 
poem; and if poets are to bo classed accordippg to the 
Onuo of their poetry, where is he to be placed i* Of these 
ve, Tasso and Alficri only come within Aristotle's ar- 
rangement, and Mr. Bowles's class-book. But the wliole 
pp>aition l-i false. Poets are classed by the power of their 
Mrfbrtnance, and not according to its rank in a gradus. 
tn the contrary case, the forgotten epic poets of all conn- 
orlee would rank above Petrarch, Dante, Ariosto, Burns, 
Gray, Dryden, aod the highest names of various countries. 
Mr. Bowles's title of ** invariable principles of poetry,” 
la, terhape, the most arrttgant ever prefixed to a volume. 
So uur are the principles of poetry from being invaria- 
Me/* that they never were nor ever will be settled. These 
*♦ priiiciplas” mean nothing more than the predilections 
of a pimular age ; and every age hae its own, and a 
dilferant fWnn Its prMacesaor. it U now Homer, and now 


Vir^I ; once Dryden, and since Walter Scott; now Cor* 
neille, and now Racine ; now Crebillon, now Voltaire. 
The Homer ists and Virgilians in France disputed for half 
a century. Not fifty years ago ihe Italians neglected 
Dante— Beuinelli reproved Mnnii for reading “ that bar- 
barian /' at presf^nc they adore him. Shakspeaie and 
Milton have had their rise, and they will have their de- 
cline. Already they have more than once tluctuated, as 
must be the case with all the dramutisis and poets of a 
living language. This does not depend upon their merits, 
but upon the ordinary vicissitudes of human opinions. 
Schlegel and Madame de Stael have endeavoured a Iso to 
reduce poetry to two systems, classical and romantic. 
The effect is only beginning. 

Note 2. Page 293. 

I shall not presume to sap that Pope is as high a poet 
as Shakspeate and Milton, though his enemp, Warton, 
places him immediately under them. 

If the opinions cited by Mr. Bowles, of Dr. Johnson 
against Pone, are to tie taken as decisive authority, they 
will also hold good against Gray, Milton, Swift, Thomson, 
and Dryden ; in that case what becomes of Gray’s poetical 
and Milton's moral character ? even of Milton's poetical 
character, or, indeed, of English poetry In general ? for 
Johnson strips many a leaf from every Jaurid. Still 
Johnson’s is the finest critical work extant, and can never 
be read without instruction and delight. 
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A SECOND LETTER TO JOHN MURRAY, ESQ. 

ON 

THE REV.W. L. BOWLES’S STRICTURES 


ON 

LIFE AND WRIT 


Ravenna f March 25 f 1821. 1 
Dear Sir, ! 

In ihe further Observations” of Mr. Bowles, in re- 1 
joinder to the charges brought against his edition of 
Pope, it is to be regretted that he has lost his temper. 
Wiiatever the language of his antagonists may have been, ^ 
I fear that his replies have afforded more pleasure to j 
them than to the public. That IMr. Bowles should not ‘ 
be pleased is natural, whether right or wrong ; but a 
temperate defence would have answered his purpose in 
the former case — and, in the latter, no defence, how- 
ever violent, can tend to any thing but his discomfiture. 

I have read over this third pamphlet, which you have 
been so obliging as to send me, and shall venture a few 
observations, in addition to those upon the previous con- 
troversy. 

Mr. Bowles sets out with repeating his “ confirmed 
conviction,*^ that “ what he said of the moral part of| 
Pope’s character was, generally speaking, true ; and 
that the principles ’poetical criticism which he has laid 
down are invariable and invvlnerabh'* &c. ; and that he 
is the more persuaded of this by the “ exaggerations of| 
his opponents.” This is all very well, and highly na- 
tural and sincere. Nobody ever expected that either Mr. 
Bowles or any other author, would be convinced of hu- 
man fallibility in their own persons. But it is nothing 
to the purpose— for it is not what Mr. Bowles thinks, 
but what is to be thought of Pope, that is the question. 
It is what he has asserted or insinuated against a name 
which is the patrimony of posterity, that is to be tried ; 
and Mr. Bowles, as a party, can be no judge. The 
more he is persuaded, the better for himself, if it give 
him any pleasure ; but ho can only persuade others by 
the proofs brought out in his defence. 

After these prefatory remarks of “ conviction,” &c. 
Mr. Bowles proceeds to Mr. Gilchrist ; whom be charges 
with slang” and ” slander,” besides a small subsidiary 
indictment of “ abuse, ignorance, malice,” and so forth. 
Mr, Gilchrist has, indeed, shown some anger; but it 
is an honest indignation, which rises up in defence of | 
the illustrious dead. It is a generous rage which in- 
terposes between our ashes and their disturbers. There 
appears also to have been some slight personal pro- 
vocation. Mr. Gilchrist, with a chivalrous disdain ofj 
the fury of an incensed poet, put his name to a letter 
avowing the production of a former essay in defence of 
Pope, and consequently of an attack upon Mr. Bowles. 
Mr. Bowles appears to be angry with Mr. Gilchrist for 
(bur reasons firstly, because he wrote an article in 

The London Magazine ;” secondly, because he after- 
wards avowed it ; thirdly, because he was the author ofj 
a still more extended article in ** The duarterly Re- 
view and, fourthly, because he was not the author 
of the said Gtuarlerly article, and had the audacity to 
disown it-— for no earthly reason but because he had not 
written it. 


THE 

INGS OF POPE 


Mr. Bowles declares, that he will not enter into a 
particular examination of the pamphlet,” which by a 
misnomer is called “ Gilchrist’s Answer to Bowles,” 
when it should have been called Gilchrist’s Abuse of 
Bowles.” On this error in the baptism of Mr. Gil- 
christ’s pamphlet, it may be observed, that an 

may be abusive and yet no less an answer, though in- 
disputably a temperate one might be the better of the 
two ; but if abuse is to cancel all pretensions to reply, 
what becomes of Mr. Bowles’s answers to Mr. Gil- 
christ ? 

Mr. Bowles continues But as Mr, Gilchrist de- 
rides my peculiar sensitiveness to criticism, before I show 
how destitute of truth is this representation, I will here 
explicitly declare the only grounds, &c, &c. Ac.— Mr. 
Bowles’s sensibility in denying his ” sensitiveness to 
criticism” proves perhaps too much. But if he Itas 
been so charged, and truly — what then ? There is no 
moral turpitude in such acuteness of feeling: it has 
been, and may be, combined with many good and great 
qualities. Is Mr. Bowles a poet, oris he not? If he 
be, be must, from his very essence, be sensitive to criti- 
cism ; and even if he be not, he need not be ashamed of 
the common repugnaiice to being attacked. All that is 
to be wished is, that he had considered bow disagreeable 
a thing it is, before he assailed the greatest moral poet 
of any age, or in any language. 

Pope himself “ sleeps well,”— nothing can touch 
him further; but those who love the honour of their 
country, the perfection of her literature, the glory of her 
language — are not to be expected to permit an atom of 
his dust to be stirred in his tomb, or a leaf to be stripped 
from the laurel which grows over it. 

Mr. Bowles assigns several reasons why and when 
*• an author is justified in appealing to every upright 
and honourable mind in the kingdom.’* If Mr. Bowles 
limits the perusal of his defence to the “ upright and 
honourable” only , I greatly fear that it will not be ex- 
tensively circulated. I should rather hope that some 
of the downright and dishonest will read and be con- 
verted, or convicted. But the whole of his reasoning is 
here superfluous—** on author is just\/!ed in appeal^ 
ing** &c. when and why ha pleases. Lei him make 
out a tolerable case, and few of his readers will quatrd 
with his motives. 

Mr. Bowles ** will now plainly set before the literaiy 
public ail the circumstances which have led to his name 
and Mr. Gilchrist’s being brought together,” kc* 
Courtesy requires, in speaking of others and ourselves, 
that we should place the name of the former first— and 
not ** £go et Rex meus.” Mr. Bowles should have 
written ** Mr. Gilchrist’s name and his.” 

This point he wishes “ particularly to address to 
those most respectable charaeterst who have the directiott 
and management of the periodical critical press.” That 
the press may bo, in some instances, oondactsd by ft- 
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•poetikble characters is probable enough ; but if they are 
• 0 , there is no occasion to tell them of it *| and if they 
lire not, it is a base adulation* In either case, it looks 
tike a kind of flattery, by which those gentry are not 
▼ery likely to be softened ; since it would bo difficult to 
find two passages in fifteen pages more at variance, 
than Mr. Bowleses prose at the beginning of this 
pamphlet, and his verse at the end of it. In page 4. 
he speaks of ** those most respectable characters who 
have the direction, Ac. of the periodical press/’ and in 
page 10. we find->- 

♦* Ye <forJfc inquitUon , » monk*llke band, 

Who o’er eome ebrinking victirn>aiilhor ataud, 

Jk aolernn. tecrei, and vindictive hrood, 

Only terrific la your cowl and hood.** 

And eo on — to “ bloody law” and ** red scourges/* with 
Other similar phrases, which may not bo altogether 
agreeable to the above-mentioned most respectable 
d^acters.*’ Mr. Bowles goes on, I concluded my 
obnervations in the last Pamphleteer with feelings not 
mmlund towards Mr. Gilchrist, or** fit should be nor] 
lio the author of the review of Spence, be he whom he 
might. I was in hopes, as / have always been ready 
lo admt any errors I might have been led into, or pre- 
judice 1 might have entertained, that even Mr. Gilchrist 
might be disposed to a more amicable mode of discussing 
what I had advanced in regard to Pope's moral cha- 
facter.** As Major Sturgeon observes*, “ There never 
was a sot of more amicable officers — with the exception 
a boxing-bout between Captain Shears and the 
•Oolonol.” 

A page and a half — nay only a page before — Mr 
Bowles re-affirms his conviction, that ** what he ha« 
-aaid of Pope’s moral character is {generally speaking) 
truSf and that his poetical principles are invariable 
and invulnerable?^ He has also published three pam- 
phlets,— ay, four of the same tenour,— and yet, with thi'- 
dedaration and these declamations staring him and hi 
adversaries in the face, he speaks of his ** readiness ti 
admit errors or to abandon prejudices ! ! !” His use o 
the word amicable” reminds me of the Irish Institu 
Uon (which I have somewhere heard or read of) callec 
the ** Friendly Society/* where the president alway* 
carried pistols in his pocket, so that when one amicabir 
gentleman knocked down another, the difference mighi 
be adjusted on the spot, at the harmonious distance o 
twelve paces. 

But Mr. Bowles ** has since road a publication b;, 
him (Mr. Gilchrist) containing such vulgar slander 
afiTeelini private life and character,** &c. Ac. ; and Mr. 
Gilchrist has ulso had the advantage of reading a pub 
Ucation by Mr. Bowles sufficietitly imbued with per 
sociality ; for one of the first and principal topics o 
reproach is that he is a grocer, that he has a ** pipe ii 
his mmith, ledger-book, green canisters, dingy shop-boy 
half a hogshead of brown treacle,” Ac. Nay, the sam 
iMieate raillery is upon the very title-page. Whei 
controversy has once commenced upon this footing, a 
Dr. Johnson said to Dr. Percy, “ Sir, there is an end o 
pOtiteiMss— we are to be as rude as we please— Sir 
you said that 1 was dwrir^ghted?* As a man’s pro 
foBMMi is generally no more in his own power than hi 
peiiOB— both having been made out for him — it i 
tmd that he should be reproached with either, and a til 
mare that an honest calling should be made a reproach 
Ifthere is any thing more honourable to Mr. Gilchris 
thanaAOther it is, that being engaged in commerce hi 
baa had the taste, and found the leisure, to become sc 
able a proficient in the higher literature of his own anc 
other oountrieo, Mr. Biowlet, who will be proud tr 
I phallertoo, Bums, and Bloomfield for hr 
“y have quarrelied with Mr. GilehrL. 

^ Mr. GUohriat’i station, however, whidi 
t him to the highest mvk honours, and to 


jundless wealth, has nothing to require apology; but 
’en if il had, such a reproach was not very gracious 
1 the part of a clergyman, nor graceful on that of a 
:entlemun. The allusion to ” Christian criticism” is 
t particularly happy, especially where Mr. Gilchrist is 
ccused of having ''• set tkejirst example of this mode >n 
Sitrope.” Wlmt Pagan criticism may have been we 
mow but little ; the names of Zoilus and Aristarchus 
survive, and the works of ilristotle, Longinus, and 
Q,uintilian: but of ” Christian criticism” we have 
dready had some specimens in the works of Philel- 
ihus, Poggius, Scaliger, Milton, balmasius, the Crus- 
anti (versus Tasso,) the French Academy (against the 
vid,) and the antagonists of V oltaire and of Pope— to 
lay nothing of some articles in most of the reviews,' 
lince their earliest institution in the person of their 
08 |)ectable and still prolific parent, “ The Montlily.” 
IVhy, then, is Mr, Gilchrist to be singled out “ as 
laving set the first example ?” A sole page of Milton 
•r Salmas ius contains more abuse — rank, rancorous, 
unleavened abuse — than all that can be raked forth 
from the whole works of many recent critics. There 
are sonic, indeed, who still keep up the good old custom ; 
lut fewer English than foreign. It is a pity that 
Bowles cannot witness some of the Italian contro- 
'ersies, or become the subject of one. He would then 
look upon Mr. Gilchrist as a panegyrist. ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
To me it appears of no very great consequence whe- 
her Martha Blount was or was not Pope’s mistress, 
hough I could have wished him a better. She appears 
.0 have been a cold-hearted, interested, ignorant, dis- 
agreeable woman, U[)on whom the tenderness of Pope’s 
heart in the desolation of his latter days was cast away, 
not knowing whither to turn, as he drew towards his 
premature old age, childless and lonely,— like the needle 
which, approaching within a certain distance of the pote» 
becomes helpless and useless, and, ceasing to tremble, 
rusts. She seems to have been so totally unworthy of 
tenderness, that it is an additional proof of the kindness 
of Pope’s heart to have been able to love such a being. 
But we must love something. 1 agree with Mr. B. that 
she “ could at no time have regarded Pope pereondOy 
with attachment,” because she was incapable of attach- 
ment ; but I deny that Pope could not be regarded with 
personal attachment by a worthier woman. It is not 
probable, indeed, that a woman would have fallen in love 
with him as he walked along the Mall, or in a box at 
Uie opera, nor from a balcony, nor in a ball-room ; but 
in society he seems to have been as amiable as unassum- 
ing, and, with the greatest disadvantages of figure, bis 
head and face were remarkably handsome, especially his 
eyes. He was adored by his friends— friends of the 
most opposite dispositions, ages, and talents — by the 
old and wayward Wycherley, by the cynical Swift, the 
rough Atterbury, the gentle Spence, the stern attorney- 
bishop Warburton, the virtuous Berkeley, and the 
** cankered Bolingbroke.” Bolingbroke wept over him 
like a child ; and Spence’s description of his last mo- 
ments is at least as edifying as the more ostentatious 
account of the deathbed of Addison. The soldier Peter- 
borough and the poet Gay, the witty Congreve and the 
laughing Rowe, the eccentric Cromwell and the steady 
Bathurst, were all his intimates. The man who could 
conciliate so many men of the most opposite description, 
not one of whom but was a remarkable or a celebrated 
character, might well have pretended to all the attach- 
ment which a reasonable roan would desire of an amiablo 
woman. 

Pope, in fact, wherever be got it, appears to have 
understood the sex well. Bolin^oke, a judge of the 
subfect,” says Warton, thought his ** Epistle on the 
Characters of Women” his ** masterpiece.” And even 
with reiipect to the grosser passion, which takes occip> 
•ionally the name of ** romentio,” accordingly as the 
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ilegrae of sentiment elevates it above the definition of ! 
love by Bufibn, it may be remarked, that it does not | 
always depend upon personal appearance, even in a! 
woman. Madame Cottin was a plain woman, and 
might have been virtuous, it may be presumed, without 
mu^ interruption. Virtuous she was, and tlie conse- 
quences of this inveterate virtue were that two different 
admirers (one an elderly gentleman) killed themselves 
in despair (see Lady Morgan’s France.”) 1 would 
not, however, recommend this rigour to plain women in 
general, in the hope of securing the glory of two suicides 
apieoe. I believe that there are few men who, in the 
course of their observations on life, may not have per- 
ceived that it is not the greatest female beauty who 
forms the longest and the strongest passions. 

But, apropos of Pope. — Voltaire tells us that the 
Marechai Luxembourg (who had precisely Pope’s figure) 
was not only somewhat too amatory for a great man, but 
fortunate in his attachments. La Vali^re, the {lassion 

Louis XIV., had an unsightly defect. The Princess 
of Eboli, the mistress of Philip II. of Spain, and 
Maugiron, the minion of Henry 111. of France, had 
each of tliem lost an eye \ and tlie famous Latin epigram 
was written U{M)n them, which has, 1 believe, been either 
translated or imitated by Goldsmith : — 

** Lumine Aeon dextro, captfv eat Zieonilla alniatro, 

£t uotia eat forma vincere iiterque Deus ; 

Blande puer, lumen quod iialiea concede aorrori, 

Sic tu cttcus Atnot , «ic erit ilia Venus.** 

Wilkes, with his ugliness, used to say that he was 
but a quarter of an hour behind the handsomest man in 
England and this vaunt of his is said not to have been 
disproved by circumstances. S wifi, when neither young, 
nor handsome, nor rich, nor even amiable, inspired tlie 
two most extraordinary passions upon record, Vanessa’s 
and Stella’s. 

“ VancMa, agi>d scarce a score, 

Sighs for a gown of forty^ fowJ* 

He requited them bitterly; for ho sooms to have 
broken the heart of the one, and worn out tlutt of the 
other ; and he had his reward, for he died a solitary 
idiot in the hands of servants. 

For my own part, I am of Uie opinion of Pausonias, 
that success in love depends upon Fortune. **They 
particularly renounce Celestial Venus, into whose tern- 
pie, &c. &c. &c. 1 remember, too, to have seen a 
building in ^Egina in which there is a statue of Fortune, 
holding a horn of Amalthea ; and near her there is a 
winged Love. The meaiting of this is, that tlie success 
of men in love affairs depends more on the assistance 
of Fortune than the charms of beauty. I am persuaded, 
too, with Pindar (to whose opinion I submit in other 
particulars), that Fortune is one of the Fates, and that 
in a certain respect she is more powerful than her sis- 
ters.”— See Pausanias, Achaics, book vii. chap. 26. p. 
246 . Taylor’s ** Translation.” 

Grimm has a remark of the same kind on the different 
destinies of the younger Crebillon and Rousseau. The 
fisrmar writes a licentious novel, and a young English 
girl eff some fortune and family (a Miss Strafford) runs 
away, and crosses the sea to marry him ; while Rous- 
seau, the most tender and passionate of lovers, is obliged 
to espouse his chambermaid. If I recollect rightly, Uiis 
remark was also repeated in the Edinburgh Review of 
Grimm’s correspondence, seven or eight years ago. 

In regard ♦* to the strange mixture of indecent, and 
sometimes profane levity, which his conduct and lan- 
guage often exhibited,” and which so much shocks Mr. 
BowleSi I object to the indefinite word oftm and in 
extenuation of the occasional occurrence of such lan- 
guage it b to be recollected, that it was less tiie tone of 
Poptf than the tone of the time. With the exception 
of the correspondence of Pope and his friends, not many 
private bttecs of the period have come down to us ; but 
those, such as they are— a few scattered scraps from 
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Farqubar and others — are more indecent and coarse 
than any thing in Pope’s letters. The comedies of 
Congreve, Vanbrugh, Farquhar, Cibber, &c., which 
naturally attempted to represent the manners and con- 
versation of private life, are decisive upon this pmnt ; 
as are also some of Steele’s papers, and even Addison’s. 
We all know what the conversation of Sir R. Walpole, 
for seventeen years the prime minister of the country, 
was at his own table, and his excuse for his licentious 
language, viz. *4hat every body understood that, but 
few could talk rationally upon less common topics.” 
The refinement of latter days, — which is perhaps the 
consequence of vice, which wishes to mask and sofien 
itself, as much as of virtuous civilisation,— had not yet 
made sufficient progress. Even Johnson, in his Lon- 
don,” has two or three passages which cannot be read 
aloud, and Addison’s Drummer” some indelicate al- 
lusions. 

To return to Mr. Bowles. <*If what is here ex- 
tracted can excite in the mind (I will not say of any 
* layman,’ of any ‘ Christian,’ but) of any human bidng** 
&c. &.C, Is not Mr. Gilchrist a human being?” 
Mr. Bowles asks “ whether in aiirihuting an article,” 
&c. &.C. to the critic, he had any reason for dbtin- 
guishing him with that courtesy,” &c. &:c. But Mr. 
Bowles was wrong in “ attributing the article” to Mr. 
Gilchrist at all ; and would not have been right in call- 
ing him a dunce and a grocer, if he had written it. 

Mr. Bowles is here “ peremptorily called upon to 
speak of a circumstance which gives him the greatest 
pain, — the mention of a letter he received from the 
editor of ‘The London Magazine.’” Mr. Bowles 
seems to have embroiled himself on all sides ; whether 
by editirjg, oi replying, or attributing, or quoting,— it 
has been an awkward affair for him. 

Poor Scott is now no more. In the exercise of his 
vocation, he contrived at last to make himself the sub- 
ject of a coroner’s inquest. But he died like a brave 
man, and he lived an able one. I knew him personally, 
though slightly. Although several years my senior, we 
had been schoolfellows together at the “ grammar^schule” 
(or, as the Aberdonians pronounce it, “sjwser’) of New 
Aberdeen. He did not behave to me quite handsomely 
in his capacity of editor a few years ago, but he was 
under no obligation to behave otherwise. The moment 
was too tempting for many friends and for all enemies. 
At a time when all my relations (save one) fell from me 
like leaves from the tree in autumn winds, and my 
few friends became still fewer, — when the whole peri- 
odical press (I mean the daily and weekly, no< the 
literary press) was let loose against mo in every shape 
of reproach, with the two strange exceptions (from their 
usual opposition) of The Courier” and “ The Exami- 
ner, — the paper of which Scott had the direction was 
neither the last nor the least vituperative. Two years 
ago I met him at Venice, when he was bowed in griefs 
by the loss of his son, and had known, by experience, 
the bitterness of domestic privation. He was then ear- 
nest with me to return to England ; and on my telling 
him, with a smile, that he was once of a different opi- 
nion, he replied to me, ‘ that he and others had bMo 
greatly misled ; and that some pains, and rather extraor- 
dinary means, had been taken to excite them.’ Scott is 
no more, but there are more than one living who were 
present at this dialogue. He was a man of very eonsi- 
derabie talents, and of great acquirements. He bad 
made bis way, as a literary character, wkh high success, 
and in a few years. Poor fellow ! I recollect his jey at 
some appointment which he bad obtained, or^ was la 
obtain, through Sir James Mackintosh, and which pre- 
vented the further extension (unless by a rapid run to 
Rome) of his travels in Italy. I little thought to what 
it would conduct him. Peace be with him !— end may 
all such other &ults as are inevitable to humanity be as 
readily forgiven him, as the little injury which be had 
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done to one who reepected his talents, and regrets hi< 
hwa. 

X pass over Mr. Bowles’s page of explanation, upon 

tile correspondence between him and Mr. S . It is 

of little importance in regard to Po[>e, and contains 
merely a re-contradiotion of a contradiction of Mr. Gil- 
christ’s. We now come to a point where Mr. Gilchrisi 
has, certainly, rather exaggerated matters; and, of 
course, Mr. Bowles makes the most of il. Capital 
letters, like Kean’s name, large upon the bills,” are 
made use of six or seven times to express his sense of 
the outrage. The charge is, indeed, very boldly made 
but, like “Ranold of the Mist’s” practical joke of put- 
ting the bread and cheese into a dead man’s mouth, is, 
as Dugald Dalgetty says, somewhat too wild and sal- 
vage, besides wasting the good victuals.” 

Mr. Bowles appeals to the Christian reader!” upon 
this ** Gikhristian criticism.” Is not this play upon 
such words “ a step beyond decorum” in a clergyman? 
But 1 admit the temptation of a pun to be irresistible. 

But a hasty pamphlet was published, in which sumo 
personalities respecting Mr. Gilchrist were suffered to 
appear,” If Mr. Bowles will write “ hasty pamphlets,” 
why is he so surprised on receiving short answers ? 
The grand grievance to which he perpetually returns is 
a charge of Hypochondriacismj^^ asserted or insinuated 
in the Ciuarterly, 1 cannot conceive a man in perfect 
health being much aftected by such a charge, because 
his complexion and conduct must amply refute it. But 
were il true, to what does it amount ? — to an impeach- 
ment of a liver complaint. “ I will tell it to the world,” 
exclaimed the learned Smelfungus. — You had better,” 
said I, tell it to your physician.” There is nothing 
dishonourable in such a disorder, which is more pecu- 
liarly the malady of students. It has been the complaint 
of the good, and the wise, and tho witty, and even of 
the gay. Regnard, the author of the last French co- 
medy after Moli^rc, was atrabilious ; and Moiit^e him- 
self, saturnine. Dr. Johnson, Gray, and Burns, were 
all more or less affected by it occasionally. It was the 
prelude to the more awful malady of Collins, Cowper, 
Swifl, and Smart ; but it by no means follows that a 
partial affliction of this disorder is to terminate like 
theirs. But even were it so, — 

** Nor beat, nor wieeet, nre exempt from thee ; 

Polly— Folly’* only free.” Penrose, 

If this be the criterion of exemption, Mr. Bowles s last 
two pamphlets form a better certificate of sanity than a 
physician’s. Mendehlsori and Bayle were at times so 
overcome with this depression, as to be obliged to recur 
to seeing “puppet-shows, and counting tiles upon the 
opposite houses,” to divert themselves. Dr. Johnson at 
times “ would have given a limb to recover his spirits.” 
Mr. Bowles, who is (strange to say) fond of quoting 
Pope, may perhaps answer,^ 

” Go OB, obllRlng erefitiire*i let me see 

All which Uligrac’d my better* met in mo.” 

But the charge, such as il is, neither disgraces them nor 
him. It is easily disproved if false ; and even if proved 
true, has nothing in it to make a man so very indignant. 
Mr. Bowles himself appears to be a little ashamed of his 
“ hasty pamphlet for he attempts to excuse it by the 
“great provocation;” that is to say, by Mr. Bowles’s 
supposing that Mr. Gilchrist was the writer of the article 
in the Gtuarterly, which he was not. 

But, in extenuation, not only the great provocation 
should ^ remembered, but it ought to be said, that 
orders were sent to the Dondon booksellers, that the 
most direct personal passages should be omitted entirely*' 
This is what the proverb calls “ breaking a head 
and giving a plaster but, in this instance, the plaster 
was not spread in tima, and Mr. Gilchrist does not seem 
at present disposed to regard Mr, Bowles’s courtesies 


like the rust of the spear of Achilles, which bad such 
“skill in surgery.” 

But “Mr. Gilchrist has no rigid to object, as the 
reader will see.” I am a reader^ a “ gentle reader,** and 
1 see nothing of the kind. Were I in Mr. Gilchrist’s 
place, I should obj<*ct exceedingly to being abused ; • 
firstly, for what I did write, and, secondly, for what I 
did not write ; merely because it i.s Mr. Bowles’s will 
and pleasure to be as angry with me for having written 
in tho London Magazine, as for not having written in 
the (Quarterly Review. 

“ Mr. Gilchrist has had ample revenge ; f?>r he has, 
in his answer, said so and so,” &c. &c. There is no 
great revenge in all this; and I presume that nobody « 
uiher seeks or wishes it. What revenge? Mr. Bowles 
calls names, and he is answered. Bui Mr. Gilchrist and 
he Quarterly Review are not jioets, nor pretenders to 
poetry; therefore they can have no envy nor malice 
ajrainst Mr. Bowles ; they have no acquaintance with 
Mr. Bowles, and can have no personal pique ; they do 
lot cross his path <»f life, nor he theirs. There is no 
political feud between them. What, then, can be the 
motive of their discussion of his deserts as an editor ? — 
veneration for the genius of Pope, love for his memory, 
and regard for the classic glory of their country. Why 
would Mr. Bowles eilite ? Had he limited his honest 
ndcavours to poetry, very little w’ould have been said 
upon the subject, and nothing at all by bis present an- 
tagonists. 

Mr. Bowles calls the pamphlet a “ mud-cart,” and the 
writer a “ scav<.*nger.” Afterwards he asks, “ Shall he 
fling dirt and receive roue- water?** This metaphor, by 
.he way, is laken from Marmontel’s Memoirs ; who, la- 
menting to (Jharnfort the shedding of blood during the 
French revolution, was answ<*red, Do you think tliat 
revolutions arc to be made with ruse-watrr ?** 

For my own part, I presume that “ rose-water” 
would be infinitely more graceful in the hands of Mr. 
Bowles than the substance which he has substituted for 
hat delicate liquid. It would also more confound his 
idversary, supposing liim a “ scavenger,” I remember, 
and do you remember, reader, that it was in my ear- 
•icst youth, “Consule Planco,”) — on tho morning of 
he great battle, (the second) — between Gulley and 
Gregson, — Crihb, who was matched against Horton 
"or the second fight, on the same memorable day, 
avv’aking me (a lodger at the inn in the next room) by 
a loud remonstrance to the waiter against tlie aboinina- 
ion of his towels, which bad been laid in lavender, 
ribb was a coal-heaver — and was much more discom- 
itted by this odoriferous effeminacy of fine linen, than 
»y his adversary Horton, whom he “ finished in 
ityle,” though with some reluctance; for I recollect 
Iial he said, “he disliked hurting him, he looked so 
oretty,” — ^Horton being a very fine fresh-coloured young 
man. 

To return to “ rose-water” — that is, to gentle 
means of rebuke. Does Mr. Bowles know how to re- 
enge himself upon a hackney-coachman, when he has 
•vercharged his fare ? In case he should not, I will 
.ell him. It is of little use to call him a “ rastcal, a 
scoundrel, a thief, an impostor, a blackguard, a villain, a 
raggamuffm, a — what you please all that he is used 
-it is his mother-tongue, and probably his mother’s. 
But look him steadily and quietly in the face, and say — 

♦ Upon my word, I think you are the ugliest fellow I 
ver saw in my life,” and he will instantly roll forth the 
irazen thunders of the charioteer Salmoneus as follows ; 

— “ Hugly i what the h — 11 are you 7 You a gentleman / 
ISrhy — !” So much easier it is to provoke — and 
herefore to vindicate — (for passion punishes him who 
'eels it more than those whom ffle passionate would ex« 
truciatc) — ^by a few quiet words the aggressor, than by 
retorting violently. The “ coals of fire” of the Scrip- 
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I paes over a page of quotation and reprobatioi 
*‘Sin up to my song” — “Oh lot my little bark” — 

Arcades ambo”— “ Writer in the Quarterly Review 
and himself In-door avocations, indeed” — “ Kings 
of Brentford”— “One nosegay”— “ Perennial nosegay” 
— “ Oh Juvenes,”— and the like. 

Page 12 . produces “ more reasons,” — (the task ought 
not to have been difficult, for as yet there were none) — 
“ to show why Mr. Bowies attributed the critique in the 
Quarterly to Octavius Gilchrist.” All these “ reasons” 
consists of surmises of Mr. Bowles, upon the presumed 
0 character of his opponent. “ He did not suppose there 
could exist a man in the kingdom so impudent, Ac. &c. 
except Octavius Gilchrist.” — “ He did not think there 
was a man in the kingdom who ^o\x\d pretend ignorancey 
Ac. &c. except Octavius Gilchrist.” — ^He did not 
conceive that one man in the kingdom would utter such 
stupid flippancy, &c. &c. except Octavius Gilchrist.” — 
“ He did not think there was one man in the kingdom 
who, &c. &c. could so utterly show his ignoraiieo, com- 
bined mth conceity Ac. as Octavius Gilchrist.” — “He 
did not b(5lieve there was a man in the kingdom so per- 
fect in Mr. Gilchrist’s ^old lunes,’” &c. Ac. — “He 
did not think the mean min/l of any one in the kina- j 
dom,” Ac. and so on ; always beginnino with “ any one 
in the kingdom,” and ending with “ Octavitis Gilchrist,” 
like the word in a catcli. I am not “ in the kingdom,” 
and have not been much in the kingdom siuc(; I was orio 
and twenty, (about five years in the whole, since I was 
of age,) and have no desire to be in the kingdom again, 
w'hilst I breathe, nor to sleep there afterwards; and 1 
regret nothing more than having ever been “in the 
kingdom” at all. But though no longer a man “ in the 
kingdom,” let me hope that when I have ceased to 
exist, it may bo said, as was answered by the master of 
Clanronald’a henchman, his day after the battle ofSlusritf- 
Muir, wlicn ho was found watching his chief’s body. 
He was asked, “ wlio that was ?” l»e replied — “it was 
a man yesterday.” And in this capacity, “ in or out o 
the kingdom,” I must own that f participate in many ol 
the objections urged by Mr. (Tilclirist. I participate ii 
his love of Pope, and in his not understanding, and oc- 
casionally finding fault with, the last editor of tmr last 
truly great poet. 

One of the reproaches against Mr. Gilchrist is, tha 
ho is (it is sneeriugly said) an b\ S. If it wii 
give Mr. Bowles any pleasure, I am not an F. S. A. hut 
a Fellow of the Royal Society at his service, in case 
there should be any thing in that association also which 
may point a paragraph, 

“ There are some other reasons,” hut “ the author is 
now not unknown.” Mr. Bowles has so totally ex- 
hausted himself upon Octavius Gilchri.st, that he has not 
a word left for the real quarterer of his edition, although 
now “deterre.” 

The following page refers to a mysterious charge of 
“ duplicity, in regard to the publication of Pop«t’s let- 
ters.” Till this charge is made in proper form, wo have 
nothing to do with it: Mr. Gilchrist hints it — Mr. 
Bowles denies it ; there it rests fi)r the present, Mr. 
Bowles professes his dislike to Pope’s duplicity, not to 
Pope”— a distinction apparently without a difference. 
However, I believe that 1 understand him. Wc have a 
great dislike to Mr, Bowles’s edition of Pope, butwo/ to 
Mr. Bowles ; nevertheless, ho takes up the subject as 
warmly as if it was personal. With regard to the fact 
of “ Pope’s duplicity,” it remains to be proved — ^liko 
Mr, Bowles’s benevolence towards his memory. 

In page 14. we have a large assertion, that “ the 
‘ Bioisa’ alone is sufficient to convict him of gross licen- 
iiousMss.^* Thus, out it comes at last. Mr. Bowles 
does accuse Pope of “ licetiUousness,” and grounds ; 
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the charge upon a poem. The licetUiousttess is t 
“ grand peut-etre,” according to the turn of the timet 
being. The grossness I deny. On the contrary, I do 
believe that such a subject never was, nor ever could be, 
treated by any poet with so much delicacy, mingled 
with, at the same time, such true and intense passion. 
Js the “ Atys” of Catullus lioentious ? No, nor even 
gross ; and yet Catullus is often a coarse writer. The 
subject is nearly the same, except that Atys was the 
suicide of his manhood, and Abelard the victim. 

The “ licentiousness” of the story w'as not Pope’s,—, 
it was a fact. All that it had of gross, he has softened ; 
— all that it had of indelicate, he has purified ;— all 
that it had of passionate, he has beautified all that it 
had of holy, he has hallowed. Mr. Campbell has admi- 
rably marked this in a few words (I quote from me- 
mory), in drawing the distinction between Pope and 
Dryden, and ])ointing out where Dryden was wanting. 
“ 1 fear,” says ho, “ that had the subject of ^Eloisa’ 
fallen into his (Dryden’s) hands, that he would have 
given us but a coarse draft of her passion.” Never was 
the delicacy of Pope so much shown as in this poem. 
Willi the facts and the letters of “ Eloisa” he has done 
what no other mind but that of the best and jHirest of 

uld have accomplished with such materials. 
Ovid, Sappho (in the Ode called hers) — all that wo 
liave of ancient, all that we have of modern poetry, 
sinks into nothing compared witli him in this production. 

Let us hear no more of this irasli about “ licentious- 
ness.” Is not “ Anacreon” taught in our schools ?— 
translated, praised, and edited ? Are nut his Odes the 
amatory praises of a boy? Is not Sappho’s Ode on a 
girl? is not this sublime and (according to Longinus) 
fierce love lor one of her own sex ? And is not Phil* 
lip’s translation of it in the moutlis of all your women 7 
And are the English schools or the English women the 
more corrupt for all this ? Wlieu you have thrown the 
ancients into the fire, it will he time to denounce the 
moderns. “ Licentiousness !”— there is more real mis- 
chief and sapping licentiousness in a single French 
[irose novel, in a Moravian hymn, or a German comedy, 
than in all the actual poetry that ever was penned, or 
poured f(*rlli, since the rhapsodies ol’ Orpheus. Tho 
sentimental anatomy of Rosseau and Mad. de S. are 
far more formidable than any quantity of verse. They 
are .so, because they sap the principles, by reasoning 
upon tho passions ; wdiercas poetry is in iiself passion, 
and does not systematise. It assai Is, but does not argue ; 
it may bo wrung, but it does not assume pretensions to 
Optimism. 

Mr. Bowles now has the goodness “ to point out the 
difference between a traducer and him who sincerely 
slates what ho sincerely believes.” He might have 
spared himself tho trouble. The one is a liar, who lies 
knowingly ; the other (1 speak of a scandal-monger of 
course) lies, charitably believing that he speaks iruffi, 
and very sorry to find himself in falsehood ; — because 
he 

“ Would rather that the dean should die, 

Thau hia predictiou prove a lie.’* 

Afler a definition of a “ tjraducer,” which was quite 
superfluous (though it is agreeable to learn that Mr. 
Bowles so well understands the character), we are as- 
sured, that “ he feels equally indifferent, Mr. Gilchrist, 
for what your malice can invent, or your impudence 
utter.” This is indubitable; for it rests not only on 
Mr. Bowles’s assurance, but on that of Sir Fretful Pla- 
giary, and nearly in the same words,—” and I shall treat 
t wiiii exactly the same calm indifference and philo- 
sophical contempt, and so your servant.” 

“ One thing has given Mr. Bowles concern.” It is 
’ a passage which might seem to reflect on the patro- 
nage a young man has received.” Might seem ! ! The 
Passage alluded to expresses, (hat if Mr. Gilchrist be 
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the reviewer of ** a certain poet of nature/’ hi^ prai. 
aixi blame are equallj^ contemptible.” — Mr. Bowie, 
who has a peculiarly ambiguous style, where it suits hiti 
comes off with a not to thejxwt, but the critic,” &c 
In ray humble opinion, tlie passage referred to both 
Had ]^. Bowles really meeuit fairly, he would have Bai< 
9Q Drom the first— >he would have been eagerly transpa 
rout.— A certain p^i of nature” is not the style o 
commendation. It is the very prologue to the mos 
scandalous paragraphs of the newspapers, when 

** WUUog to wound, tad yet afndd to strike.'' 

** A certain high personage,”— a certain peeress/ — 
a certain illustrious foreigner,”— what do these words 
ever precede, but defamation ? Had he felt a spark of 
kindling kindness John Clare, he would have named 
him. There is a sneer in the sentence as it stands. 
How a favourable review of a deserving poet can “ rather 
injure U»an promote his cause” is difficult to comprehend. 
The article denounced is able and amiable, and it /m 
** served” the poet, as far as poetry can be served by 
judicious and honest criticism. I 

With the two next paragraphs of Mr. Bowles’s pam- 
phlet it is pleasing to concur. His mention of ** Pon- 
nie,” and his former patronage of “ Shoel,” do him 
honour. I am not of those who may deny Mr. Bowles 
to be a benevolent man. 1 merely assert, that he is not 
a candid editor. 


my ** custom in the aAcrnoon,” and that 1 believe if 
the tyrant cannot escape amidst his guards (should it he 
so written ?) so the humbler individual would find pre- 
cautions useless. 

Mr. Bowles has here the bumili^ to say, that he 
must succumb; for with Lord Byron turned against, 
him, he has no chance, declaration of selAdenial 
not much in unison with his promise,” five lines 
afterwards, that ” for every twenty-four lines quoted 
by Mr. Gilchrist, or his friend, to greet him with as 
many from the ‘ Gilclirisiad ” but so much the better, 
Mr. Bowles has no reason to succumb” but to Mr. 
Bowles. As a poet, the author of The Missionary” 
may compete with the foremost of his contemporaries. 
Let it be recollected, that all my previous opinions of 
Mr. Bowles’s poetry were wr^n long before the publi- 
cation of his last and best poem ; and that a poet’s last 
)oem should he his best, is his highest praise. But, 
lowever, he may duly and honourably rank with his 
ving rivals. There never was so comjdete a proof of 
he superiority of Pope, as in the lines with which Mr, 
Bowles closes his “ to 6e concluded inowrnext.** 

Mr. Bowles is avowedly the champion and the poet of 
lature. Art and the arts are dragged, some before, and 
ilhors behind his clmriot. Pope, where he deals with 
lassion, and with the nature of the naturals of the day, 

8 allowed even by themselves to be sublime ; but they 
oDiplain that loo soon — 


Mr. Bowles has been a writer occasionally upwards 
of thirty years,” and never wrote one word in reply in 
his life ** to criticisms, merely a» criticisms.” This is 
Mr. Lofty in Goldsmith’s Go^-natured Man ; and I 
vow by all that’s honourable, my resentment has never 
done the men, as mere men, any mantier of harm, — that 
is, os mere men. 

The letter to the editor of the newspaper” is owned ; 
but it was not on account of the criticism. It was 
because the criticism came down in a frank directed to 
Mrs. Bowles ! ! !”— (the italics and three notes of ad- 
miration appended to Mrs. Bowies are copied verbatim 
from the quotation) , and Mr. Bowles was not displeased 
with the criticism, but with the frank and the address. 

I agree with Mr, Bowles that the intention was to an- 
noy him ; but I fear that this was answered by his no- 
tice of the reception of the criticism. An anonymous 
letter-writer has but one means of knowing the eifect of | 
his attack. In this he has the superiority over the vi- > 
per ; he knows that his poison has taken effect, when he 
hears the victim cry ; — the adder is deaf. The best re- 
ply to an anonymous intimation is to take no notice di- 
rectly nor indirectly. I wish Mr. Bowles could see only 
one or two of the thousand which I have received in the 
course of a literary life, which, though bogun early, has 
not yet extended to a third part of his existence as an 
author. I speak of literary life only. Were I to add 
pereonedf I might double the amount of anmymoue letters. 
If he could but see the violence, the threats, the absurdity 
of the whole thing, he would laugh, and so should I, and 
thus be both gainers. 

To keep up the farce,— within the last month of this 
present writing (1821,) I have had my life threatened 
in the same way which menaced Mr. Bowles’s fame, 
—excepting that the anonymous denunciation wu ad- 
dressed to the Cardinal Legate of Romagna, instead of 
to Mrs. Bowles. The Cardinal is, I believe, the elder 
hkdy of the two. I append the menace in all its bar- 
baric but literal Italian, that Mr. Bowles may be con- 
vinced ; and as this is the only ** promise to pay,” which 
the Italians ever keep, so my person has been at least as 
much exposed to a shot in the gloaming,” from 
« John Kmtherblutter” (see Wavcrly,) as ever Mr. 
BowlMWyofy was from an editor. 1 am, nevertheless, 
milMMek and lonely for some hours (one of them 
twilight) in lh» (brest daily ; and this, because it was 


** Ha stoop'd to truth aud moralised his song." 

ind there even they allow him to be unrivalled. He has 
iucceoded, arid even surpassed them, when he chose, in 
leir own pretended province. Let us see what their 
oryphoBus effects in Pope’s. But it is too pitiable, 
is too melancholy, to see Mr. Bowles “ sinning” not 
up” but “ down” as a poet to his lowest depth as an 
iditor. By the way, Mr. Bowies is always quoting 
’ope. I grant that there is no poet — not Shake peare 
imself — who can bo so often quoted, with reference to 
fe ; — but his editor is so like the devil quoting Scrip- 
ire, that 1 could wish Mr. Bowles in his proper place, 
noting in the pulpit. 

And now for his lines. But it is painful— painful- 
see such a suicide, though at the shrine of Pope. 1 
an’l copy them all : — 

Rhall the rniik, loaihiomc miacreant of the age 
Sit, like a night-mare, grianing u'era page.'' 

“ Whoae pye-bald character so optly suit 
The two extremes of Raiitom aud of Rrute, 

ComjHtuiid grotesque of sullenneas and show, 

The chuueriug magpie, aud the croaking crow,” 

" Whoee heart conteads with thy Salumiau head, 

A root of hemlock, and a lump of lead. 

Gilchrist proceed,” Ac.&c. 

" And thus stand forth, sjAte of thy venom 'd foam, 

To give thee bite for bite, or lash thee Umpiug home.” 

Vith regard to the last line, the only one upon which I 
hall venture for fear of infection, I would advise Mr, 
ilchrist to keep out of the way of such reciprocal mor- 
ire— unless he has more faith in the Ormskirk me- 
icine” than roost people, or may wish to anticipate the 
ension of the recent German professor, (I forget his 
ame, but it is advertised and full of consonants,) who 
•esented his memoir of an infiiUible remedy for the 
fdrophobia to the German diet last month, coupled 
ith the philanthropic condition of a large annuity, pro- 
ded that his cure cured. Let him begin with the 
liter of Pope, and double his demand. 

Yours ever, 

Btroit. 

To John Murrav, Esq, 

P. S. Amongst the above-mentioned lines there oc« 
;urs the following, qppfied to Pope— 

•• Tbs aMMiUi'i veaiumee, and Um coward's Ha.»» 




And Mr. Bowles persists that he is a well-wisher to 
Pope!!! He has, then, edited an ‘‘assassin’* and a 
“coward” wittingly, as well as lovingly. In my former 
letter I have remarked upon the editor’s forgetfulness of 
Pope’s benevolence. But where he mentions his fault! 
it IS “ with sorrow ” — his tears drop, but they do noi 
blot them out. The “ recording angel ” difiers from the 
recording clergyman. A fulsome editor is pardonable 
though tiresome, like a panegyrical son whose pious sin- 
cerity would demi«deify his father. But a detracting edi- 
tor is a paricide. He sins against the nature of his office, 
and connection~-he murders the life to come of his 
victim. If his author is not worthy to be mentioned, 
»do not edit at all: if he be, edit honestly, and even 
. flatteringly. The reader will forgive the weakness ir 
favour of mortality, and correct your adulation with s 
smile. But to sit down “ mingere in patriots cinercs,” 
as Mr. Bowles has done, merits a reprobation so strong, 
that I am as incapable of expressing as of ceasing to 
feel it. 

FURTHER ADDENDA. 

It is worthy of remark that, after all this outcry about 
“ in^or nature” and “ artificial images,” Pope was the 
principal inventor of that boast of the English, Mothitn 
Oardening. He divides this honour with Milton. Hear 
Warton : — “ It hence appears, that this e?ichantmg art 
of modern gardening, in which lliis kingdom claims a 
proforetice over every nation in Europe, chiefly owes its 
origin and its improvements to two great poets, Milton 
and Pope.'^ 

Walpole (no friend to Pope) asserts that Pope formed 
Kent's taste, and that Kent was the artist to whom the 
English are chiefly indebted for diffusing “ a taste in 
laying out grounds.” The design of the Prince of 
Wales’s garden was copied from Pope's at Twickenham. 
Warton applauds “ his singular effort of art and taste, 
in impressing so much variety and scenery on a spot of 
five acres.” Pope was the Jirst who ridiculed the “fijr- 
nial, French, Dutch, false and unnatural taste in gar- 
dening,” both in proMF, and verse. (Sec, for the former, 

“ The Guardian.”) 

“ Pope has given not only some of our firsts hut beet 
rules and observations on Archiicclure and Gardening," 
(See Warton’s Essay, vol. ii. p. 237, &c. &c.) 

Now, is it not a shame, after this, to hear our Lakers 
in “ Kendal Green,” and our Buccolical Cockneys, cry- 
ing out (the latter in a wilderness of bricks and mortar) 
about “ Nature,” and Pope’s “ artificial in-door habits ?’’ 
Pope had seen all of nature that England alone can .sup- 
ply. He was bred in Windsor Forest, and amidst the 
beautiful scenery of Eton ; he lived familiarly and fre- 
quently at the country seats of Bathurst, Oobham, Bur- 
lington, Peterborough, Digby, and Bolingbroke ; amongst 
whose seats was to be numbered Stowe. He made his 
own little “ five acres” a model to princes, and to the 
first of our artists who imitated nature. Warton thinks 
“that the most engaging of Kent's works was also 
planned on the model of Pope’s, — at least in the opening 
and retiring shades of Venus’s Vale.” 

It is true that Pope was infirm and deformed ; but 
he could walk, and he could ride (he rode to Oxford 
from London at a stretch,) and he was famous for an 
exquisite eye. On a tree at Lord Barthurst’s is carved 
“ Here Pope sang,” — he composed beneath it. Boling- 
broke, in one of his letters, represents them both writing 
in the hay-field. No poet ever admired Nature more, 
or used her better, than Pope has done, as I will under- 
take to prove from bis works, prose and verse, if not 
anticipated in so easy and agreeable a labour. I ro- 
nember a passage in Walpole, somewhere, of a gentle- 
man who wished to give directions about some willows 
to a man who had long served Pope iu his grounds : 


“ I understand, sir,” he replied t “ you would have 
them hang down, sir, aommhat poetical." Now, if no* 
thing existed but this little anecdote, it would suifice to 
prove Pope’s taste for JVaturc, and the impression which 
he had made on a common-minded man. But I have 
already quoted Warton and Walpole (both his ene- 
mies ) and, were it necessary, I could amply quote Pope 
himself for sqch tributes to Nature as no poet of the pre- 
sent day has even approached. 

His various excellence is really wonderful : architeo- 
ture, painting, gardening, all are alike subject to his 
genius. Be it remembered, that English gardening is the 
purj^ed perfectioning of niggard Nature, and that with- 
out it England is but a hedge-and-ditch, double-post- 
and-rail, Hounslow Heath and Ciapham Common sort 
of country, since the principal forests have been felled. It 
is, in general, far from a picturesque country. The case 
is different with Scotland, Wales, and Ireland; and I 
except also the lake countries and Derbyshire, together 
with Eton, Windsor, and my own dear Harrow on the 
Hill, and some spots near the coast. In the present 
rank fertility of “ great poets of the age,” and “ schools 
of poetry” — a word which, like “ schools of eloquence’* 
and of “ philosophy,” is never introduced till the decay 
of the art has increased with the number of its profes- 
sors — in the present day, then, there have sprung up 
two sorts of Naturals ; — the Lakers, who whine about 
Nature because they live in Cumberland ; and their 
under-sect (which some one has maliciously called the 
“Cockney School,”) who are enthusiastical for the 
country because they live in London. It is to .be ob- 
served, tliat the rustical founders are rather anxious to 
disclaim any connexion with their metropolitan followers, 
whom they ungraciously review, and call cockneys, 
atheists, foolish fellows, bad writers, and other hard 
names not less ungrateful than unjust. I can under- 
stand the pretensions of the aquatic gentlemen of Win- 
dermere to what Mr. Braham terms “ entusumusy," for 
I lakes, and mountains, and daffodils, and buttercups ; but 
I should he glad to be apprised of the foundation of the 
London propensities of their imitative brethren to the 
same “ high argument.” Southey, Wordsworth, and 
Coleridge have rambled over half Europe, and seen Na- 
ture in most, of her varieties (although I think that they 
have occasionally not used her very well ;) but what on 
earth— of earth, and sea, and Nature— have the others 
seen ? Not a half, nor a terjth part so much as Pope. , 
While they sneer at his Windsor Forest, have they 
ever seen any thing of Windsor except its brick ? 

The most rural of these gentlemen is my friend 
Leigh Hunt, who lives at Hampstead. I believe that I 
need not disclaim any personal or poetical hostility 
again.st that gentleman. A more amiable man in society 
1 know not; nor (when he will allow his sense to pre- 
vail over his sectarian principles) a better writer. When 
he was writing his “ Rimini,” I was not the last to 
discover it.s beauties, long before it was published. 
Even then I remonstrated against its vulgarisms ; which 
are the more extraordinary, because the author is any 
thing but a vulgar man. Mr. Hunt’s answer was, that 
he wrote them upon principle ; they made part of hit 
“ system 1 !" I then said no more. When a man talks 
of his system, it is like a woman’s talking of her virtue. 

I let them talk on. Whetlier there are writers who 
could have written “ Rimini,” as it might have been 
written, I know not ; but Mr, Hunt is, probably, the 
only poet who could have had the heart to spoil his 
own Capo d’Opera. 

With the rest of his young people I have no ac- 
quaintance, except through some things of theirs (which 
have been sent out without niy desire,) and I confese 
that till f had read them I was not aware of the full 
extent of human absurdity. Like Garrick’s “ Ode to 
Shakspeare,” they “ dejy crithism," These are of the 



OBSERVATIONS ON “OBSER VATIOIVB,: 


perioiiages who docry Pope. One of them, a Mr. John mean that they are coarse^ btit ** shabhy-genleel/* aa it 
Kotcb, ha» written some lines against him, of which is termed. A man may be caarae and yet not vuigar^ 
it were better to be the subject than the author. Mr. and the reverse. Burns is often coarse, but never wi^gor. 
Hunt redeems hiniself by occasional beauties ; but the Chatterton is never vulgar, nor Wordsworth, nor the 
rest of these poor creatures seem so far gone that I higher of the Lake school, tiiough they treat of low life 
would not march through Coventry with tiicm, that’s in all its branches- It is in their Jinery that the new 
flat were I in Mr. Hunt’s place. To be sure, he has under school are moat vulgar, and they may be known 
^Med his ragamuflins where they will be well pep- by this at once; as what we called at Harrow^* a Sunday 
pered;^’ but a system-maker must receive all sorts of | blood” might be easily distinguished from a goiitleman, 
proselytes. When they have really seen life — when although his clothes might be the better cut, and his 
they have felt it— when they have travelled beyond the bcK3ts the best blackened, of the two ; — probably because 
iar distant boundaries of the wilds of Middlesex — ho made tlie one, or cleaned the other, with his own 
when they have overpassed die Alps of Highgate, and hands. 

traced to its sources the Nile of the New River — then, In the present case, 1 speak of writing not of persons^ 

and not till then, can it properly be permitted to them Of the latter, 1 know nothing ; of the former, I judge 
to despise Pope ; who had, if not in tVaks^ been near as it is found. Of my friend Hunt, 1 have already said, 
lti whea he described so beautifully the arti/icial^^ tliat he is any thing but vulgar in his manners ; and of 
works of the Benefactor of Nature and mankind, the his disciples, therefore, I will not judge of their manners 
“ Man of Ross,” whose picture, still suspended in the from their verses. They may be honourable and 
parlour of the inn, 1 have so often contemplated with tlemanly men, for what I know ; but the latter quality 
reverence for bis memory, and admiration of the poet, is studiously excluded from their publications. They 
without whom even his own still existing good works remind rno of Mr. Smith and the Miss Broughtons at 
could hardly have preserved his honest renown. the Hampstead Assembly, in Evelina.” In these 

I would also observe to my friend Hunt, tiiat I shall be things (in private life, at least,) I pretend to sorno small 
very glad to see him at Ravenna, not only for my sin- experience ; because, in the course of rny youth, I have 
cere pleasure in his company, and the advantage which seen a little of all sorts of society, from the Christian 
a thousand miles or so of travel might produce to a prince and the Mussulman sultan and pacha, and the 
natural” poet, but also to point out one or two little higher ranks of their countries, down to the London 
things in “ Rimini,” which he probably would not have boxer, the Jla^h and the sv'ell,'' the Spanish muleteer, 
placed in his opening to that poem, if he had ever seen the wandering Turkish dervise, the Scotch highlander, 
Ravenna unless, indeed, it made “part of his and the Albanian robber ; — to say nothing of the curious 
system!’.” I roust also crave his indulgence for having varieties of Italian social life. Far be it from me to 
spoken of his disciples — by no means an agreeable or presume that there ever was, or can be such a thing as 
self-sought subject. If they had said notliing of Pope, an ariatorracy of poets ; but there is a ntjbiluy of 
they might have remained “ alone with their glory” for thought and of style, open to all stations, and derived 
au^t I should have said or thought about them or partly from talent, and partly from education, — which 
their nonsense. But if they interfere with the “ little is to he found in Bhakspeare, and Pope, and Burns, no 
Nightingale” of Twickenham, tliey may find others less than in Dante and Alfiori, but which is nowhere to 
who will bear it — I won’t. Neither time, nor dis- be perceived in the mock birds and bards of Mr. Hunt’s 
tance, nor grief, nor age, can ever diminish my vene- little chorus. If I were asked to define what this gen- 
ration for him, who is the great moral poet of all tlemaniiness is, I should say that it is only to be defined 
times, of all climes, of all feelings, and of all stages by examples — of those who have it, and those who have 
of existence. The delight of my boyhood, the study it not. 1 n 1 should say that most military mm hwo 
of my manhood, perhaps (if allowed to me to attain it, and few nanoi ; — that several men of rank haV^ it, and 
it) he may be the consolation of my age. His poetry few lawyers ; — that it is more frequent among aulhurs 
is the Book of Life, Without canting, and yet without than divines (when they are not pedants) ; that fencing-^ 
neglecting religion, he has assembled all that a good masters have more of it than dancing-masters, and 
and great roan can gather together of moral wisdom singers than players ; and that (if it he not an Irishism 
clothed in consummate beauty. Sir William Temple to say so) it is far more generally diffused among women 
observes, “ that of all the members of mankind that than among men. Ir» poetry, as well as writing in 
live within the compass of a thousand years, for one man general, it will never make entirely a poet or a poem ; 
that is born capable of making n great 2 >oet, there may but neither poet nor poem will ever be good for any thing 
henthouaand born capable of making as great generals without it. It is the salt of society, and the seasoning 
and ministers of state as any in story.” Hero is a of com|)osition. Vvlgurity is far worse than down- 
statesman’s opinion of poetry : it is honourable to him right blachguardiam ; for the latter comprehends wit, 
and to the art. Such a “ poet of a thousand years” humour, and strong sense at times ; while the former is 
was Pqpc. A thousand years will roll away before such a .sad abortive attempt at all things, “ signifying nothing.” 
another can be hoped for in our literature. But it can It does not depend upon low themes, or even low lan- 
loatUlhem— he himself is a literature, for Fielding revels in both but is ho ever 

One word upon his so brutally abused translation of mdgar ? No. You see the man of education, the gen- 
Homer. “ Dr. Clarke, whose critical exactnes is well tleman, and the scholar, sporting with his subject, — its 
known, has not been able to point out above three or master, not its slave. Your vulgar writer is always 
four mistakes in tlie sense llirough the whole Iliad. The most vulgar, the higher, his subject ; as the man who 
real faults of the translation are o( a different kind.” So showed the menagerie) at Pidcock’s was wont to say, — 
say« Warton, himself a scholar. It appears by this, “ Tliis, gentlemen, is the eagle of the sttn, from Arch- 
thmi, that he avoided the chief fault of a translator. As angel in, Russia ; the otterer it is, the igherer he flies.” 
to its other faults, they consist in his having made a But to the proofs. It is a thing to be felt more than ex- 
beauttful English poem of a sublime Greek one. It will plained. Let any man take up a volume of Mr. Hunt’s 
always hold. Cowper and all the rest of the blank subordinate writers, read (if possible) a couple of pages, 
firetottders may do their best and their worst : they will and pronounce for himself, if they contain not the kind 
never wrench Pope from the hands of a single reader of| of writing which may be likened to “ sliabby-genteel” 
eonse and feeling. in actual life. When he has done this, let him take up 

The grand distinction of the under forms of the new . Pope and when he has laid him down, take up the 
•diool ef poets is ^eir vulgarity. By tills I do not I eex^ney again— if he can. 
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A SECOND LETTER ON BO WL E S»S ST R tC TU R ES. 

NOTE. 


referring to some remarks of Mr. Bowles, relative 
to Pope's lines upon Lady Mary fp'. Montague, j I think 
that 1 could show, iriiecesaary^ that Lady Mary W. Mo)ita- 
gue was also ereatljr to blame in that quarrel, for having 
rejected, but lor having encouraged him : but I wouldrather 
decline the task— though she should have remembered her 
own line, “He comes too near, that comes to be denied.*' 

J admire her so much— her beaiitv, her talents— tiiat I 
should do this reluctantly. I, besides, am so attached to 
the very name of Mary, that as Johnson once said, “ If 
you called a dog Hervey, I should love him so, if you 
were to call a female of the same species “ Mary,” I 
should love it better tiian others (biped or quadruped) of 
Aie same sox with a different appellation. She was an 
.extraordinary woman ; she could translate Epictetus, 
and yet write a song worthy of Aristippus. The lines, 

** And whsn the lonjt hourt of the public are paat, 

And w» meet, with ehampaigiie and a chicken, at last, | 


May every fond pleasare that moment endear i 
fie baiii«h*d afar both diacretiun and fear I 
Furgetling or acorn iiig the aire of Uw crowd. 

He may ceaae tu be formal, and 1 to be proud, 

Till," ac 'Ac. 

There, Mr. Bowles !— what savyou to such a supper with 
such a woinwri ? and her own description too t Is not her 
“ champaigne and ckicke?i'* worth a forest or two } Is 
it nut poetry ? It appears to me that this stanza contains 
the ‘•'■pur be" of iho w'holc philosophy of Epicurus; — J 
mean thepract/ral philosophy of his school, not the precepts 
of the master ; for I have been too long at the university 
not to kni«w that the philosopher was himself a moderate 
man. But, after all, would not some of us have been as 
great fools as Pope ? For my part, I wonder that, with his 

3 nick feelings, her coquetry, and his disappointment, he 
id no more^ — instead of writing some lines, which are to 
be condemned if false, and regretted if true. 


SOME OBSERVATIONS 

UPON 

AN ARTICLE IN BLACKWOOD’S MAGAZINE, 

No. XXIX., August, 1819. 


“ Why, how now, ilcca4c t you look nugrily." 

A/ac6eM. 

TO J. D. ISRAELI, ESQ. 

THE AMIABLE AND INGENIOUS AUTHOR OF ‘‘tHE CALAMITIES^ AND qUAIUlELS OF AUTHORS^’’ 
THIS ADDITIONAL QUARREL AND CALAMITY IS INSCRIBED BY 
ONE OF THE NUMBER. 

Ravenna, March 15, 1820. to disavow these things published in my name, and yet 
“ The life of a writer” has been said, by Pope, I not mine, go out of my way to deny an anonymous 
believe, to be “ a warfare upon carth.*^ As far as work ; which might appear an act of supererogation, 
my own experience has gone, 1 have nothing to say With regard to Don Juan, I neither deny nor admit it 
against the projmsition ; and, like the rest, having once to be mine — every body may form their own opinion ; 
pUmged into this state of hostility, must, however reluc- but, if there be any who now, or in the progress of that 
taiitly, carry it on. An article has appeared in a peri- poem, if it is to be continued, feel, or should feel them- 
odical work, entitled “Remarks on Don Juan,” which selves so aggrieved as to require a more explicit answer, 
has been so full of this spirit, on the part of the writer, privately and personally, they shall have it. 
as to require some observations on mine. I have never shrunk from the responsibility of what 

In the first place, I am not aware by what right the I have written, and have more than once incurred oblo- 
writer assumes this work, which is anonymous, to be my quy by neglecting to disavow what was attributed to my 
production. He will answer, that there is internal evi- pen without foundation. 

dence; that is to say, that there are passages which The greater part, however, of the “Remarks on Don 
appear to bo written in my name, or in my manner. But Juan” contain but little on the work itself, which re- 
might not this have been done on purpose by another ? ceives an extraordinary portion of praise as a composi- 
He will say, why not then deny it? To this I could tion. With the exception of some quotations, and a 
answer, that of all the things attributed to me within the few incidental remarks, the rest of the article is neither 
last five years, — ^Pilgrimages to Jerusalem, Deaths more nor less than a personal attack upon the imputed 
upon Pale Horses, Odes to the Land of the Gaul, Adieus author. It is not the first in the same publication : for 
to Efuzland, Songs to Madame La Valette, Odes to St. I recollect to have read, some time ago, similar remarks 
Heleim, Vampires, and what not,— of which, God upon “ Beppo” (said to have been written by a cele- 
kriows, I never composed nor read a syllable beyond brated northern preacher) ; in which the conclusion 
their titles in advertisements,— I never thought it worth drawn was, that “ Childe Harold, Byron, and the Count 
while to disavow any, except one which came linked in Beppo, were one and the same person thereby 
with an account of my “ residence in tlie isle of making me turn out to be, as Mrs. Malaprop says, 
Mitylene,” where I never resided, and appeared to be “li&c Cerberus, three genUtsmen at once.'* That article 
carrying the amusement of those persons, who think was sipied “ Presbyter AngUcanus which, I presume^ 
my name can be of any use to them, alittle loo far. being interpreted, means Scotch Presbyterian. I raoit 
I should baldly, therefore, if I did not take the trouble i here observe, — and it is at onco ludicrous and vexatious 
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OBSERVATIONS UPON AN ARTIC.^E 


to be compelled ao frequently to repeat the same thing, 
— «that my case, as an autlior, is peculiarly hard, in 
being everlastingly taken, or mistaken fur my own pro- 
tagonist It is unjust and particular. 1 never heard 
that my friend Moore was set down for a fire-worshipper 
on account of his Guebre ; that Scott was identified 
with Roderick Dhu, or with Balfour of Burley ; or that, 
notwithstanding all the magicians in Thalaba, any body 
has ever taken Mr. Sotitliey for a conjuror ; whereas I 
have had some difficulty in extricating mo even from 
Manfred, who, as Mr. Southey slily observes in one of 
his articles in the Quarterly, met the devil on the 
Jungfrau, and bullied him:’’ and 1 answer Mr. Southey, 
who has apparently, in his poetical life, not been so 
ssiccesi^ul against the great enemy, that, in this, Man- 
fred exactly fiillowed the sacred precept, — Resist the 
devil, and he will flee from you.” — I shall have no more 
to say on the subject of this person — not the devil, but 
his most humble servant Mr. Southey — before I con- 
clude ; but, for the present, 1 must return to the article 
in the Edinburgh Magazine. 

In the course of this article, amidst some extraordinary 
observations, there occur the following words: — ** It 
appears, in short, as if this miserable man, having ex- 
hausted every species of sensual gratification, — having 
drained the cup of sin even to its bitterest dregs, were 
resolved to show us that he is no longer a human being 
even in his frailties, — ^but a cool, unconcerned fiend, 
laughing with a detestable glee over the whole of the 
better and worse elements of which human life is com- 
posed.” In another place there appears, “the lurking 
place of his selfish and polluted exile.” — “ By my troth, 
these be bitter words!” — With regard to the first sen- 
tence, I shall content myself with observing, that it 
appears to have been composed for Sardanapalus, Tibe- 
rius, the Regent Duke of Orleans, or Louis XV.; and 
that 1 have copied it with as much indififercnce as 1 
would a passage from Suetonius, or from any of the 
private memoirs of the regency, conceiving it to be 
amply refuted by the terms in which it is expressed, and 
to be utterly inapplicable to any private individual. On 
the words, “ lurking-place,” and “ selfish and polluted 
exile,” 1 have something more to say.— How far the 
capital city of a government, which survived the vicis- 
situdes of thirteen hundred years, and might still have 
existed but for the treachery of Buonaparte, and the 
iniquity of his imitators, — a city which was the empo- 
rium of Europe when London and Edinburgh were dens 
of barbarians, — may be termed a “ lurking-place,” I 
leave to those who have seen or heard of Venice to de- 
cide. How far my exile may have been “ polluted,” it 
is not for me to say, because the word is a wide one, 
and, with some of its branches, may chance to over- 
shadow the actions of most men ; but that it has been 
“ se^isk** I deny. If, to the extent of my means and 
my power, and ray information of their calamities, to 
have assisted many miserable beings, reduced by the 
decay of the place of their birth, and their consequent 
loss of substance — if to have never rejected an applica- 
tion which appeared founded on truth — if to have ex- 
pended in tins manner sums far out of proportion to 
my fortune, there and elsewhere, be selfish, then have 
I been selfish. To have done such things I do not deem 
much ; but it is hard indeed to be compelled to recapi- 
tulate them in my own defence, by such accusations as 
that before me, like a panel before a jury calling testi- 
monies to his character, or a soldier recording his services 
to obtain his discharge. If the person who has made 
the charge of selfishness” wishes to inform himself 
fiirther on the subjecViMi may acquire, not what be 
would wish to find, bullihat will silence and shame him, 
by applying to the Consul-Oaneral of our nation, resi- 
the place, who will be in tlio case either to Con- 
or deny vdiat I have asserted. 


1 neither make, nor have ever made, pretensions to 
sanctity of demeanour, nor regularity of conduct ; but 
my means iiave been expended principally on my own 
gratification, neither now nor heretofore, neither in 
England nor out of it ; and it wants but a word from 
mo, if I thought that word decent or necessary, to call 
forth the most willing witnesses, and at once witnesses 
and proofs, in England itself, to show that there are 
those who have derived not the mere temporary relief of 
a wretched boon, but the means which led them to im- 
mediate happiness and ultimate independence, by my 
want of that very “ seJJishnesa'^ as grossly as falsely 
now imputed to my conduct. 

Had I been a selfish man — liad I been a grasping 
man — ^had 1 been, in the worldly sense of the word even 
a •prudent man, — 1 should not be where I now am ; I 
should not have taken the step which was tlie first that 
led to the events which have sunk and swoln a gulf be- 
tween me and mine ; but in this respect the truth will 
one day bo made known : in the mean time, as Duran- 
deane says, in the Cave of Montesinos, “ Patience, 
and shulfio the cards.” 

1 bitterly feel the ostentation of this statement, the 
first of the kind I have ever made : I feel the degrada- 
tion of being compelled to make it ; but I also feel its 
truths and 1 trust to fuel it on my death-bed, should it be 
rny lot to die there. I am not less sensible of the ego- 
tism of all this ; but, alas 1 who have made me thus 
egotistical in iny own defence, if not they, who, by per- 
versely persisting in referring fiction to trutli, and tracing 
poetry to life, and regarding characters of imagination 
as creatures of existence, have made me personally 
responsible for almost every poetical delineation whicb 
fancy and a particular bias of thought, may have tended 
to produce ? 

The writer continues : — ” Those who are acquainted, 
as who is not ? with the main incidents of the private 
life of Lord B.,” &c. Assuredly, whoever may be ac- 
quainted with these “ main incidents,” the writer of th» 
“ Remarks on Don Juan” is not, or he would use a very 
difiurent language. That which I believe he alludes to 
as a “ main incident,” happened to be a very subordi- 
nate one, and the natural and almost inevitable conse- 
quence of events and circumstances long prior to the 
period at which it occurred. It is the last drop whicti 
makes the cup run over, and mine was already full. — 
But, to return to this man’s charge ; he accuses Lord 
B. of “ an elaborate satire on the character and man- 
ners of his wife,” From what parts of Don Juan the 
writer has inferred tlus he himself best knows. As far 
as I recollect of the female characters in that produc- 
tion, there is but one who is depicted in ridiculous co- 
lours, or that could be interpreted as a satire upon any 
body. But here my poetical sins are again visited upon 
me, supposing tliat the poem be mine. If 1 depict a 
corsair, a misanthrope, a libertine, a chief of insurgents, 
or an infidel, he is set down to the author ; and if, in a 
poem by no means ascertained to be my production, there 
appears a disagreeable, casuistical, and by no meana 
respectable female pedant, it is set down for my wife. 
Is there any resemblance ? If there be, it is in those 
who make it : I can sec none. In my writings I have 
rarely described any character under a fictitious name : 
those of whom I have spoken have had their own— in 
many cases a stronger satire in itself than any which 
could be appended to it. But of real circumstances I 
have availed myself plentifully, both in the serious and 
the ludicrous— they are to poetry what landscapes are to 
the painter ; but my Jigures are not portraits. It may 
even have happened, that I have seized on some events 
that have occurred under my own observation, or in my 
own family, as I would paint a view from my ground** 
did it harmonise with my picture ; but I never woaM 
introduce the likenesses of its living members, 
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fTto ^ favourable to themaelves ly ,he waves of lire Adriatic, Ute (he ilu at bay, who 

ae to the ; which, in the above mslance, would be b^.akes him to the waters. ^ 


extremely difficult 


n>r« ^ j L .1 1 , . . If I judge by the Ktatements of the few friends 

vii^n for 1 * wH ® observe, that ^ w vvho gathered round me, the outcry of the period to 

vain for Lord B. to aueinpt m any way to justify his ^-},ich I allude was beyond all precedent, all^narall^, 

■Mwn/u •iri'n'ln''*" ‘^1- * ’i *"* *''®" “* cases where political motives have ehar> 

oudaci^iy uivited enquiry and reproach, we p^ned slander and doubled enmity. I was advised ^ 

to go to the theatres, lest I should be hissed, nor to my 
hdd .0 by he voice ofh.s countrymen How far Uie dury in parliament, lest I should be insulted l^y the waT 
»openn^s;oran anonymous poem, and the ‘-audacity" on the day if my departure, my most intWto 
to bo'nlennf * 'ch the wTiter sup[»^s friend told me afterwards, that he was under appreliew. 

(• • 1, K1 1 7 deemed to merit this gp violence from the people who might be assem^ 

formidable denuncatiou from Uie.r « most sweet voices,” Ued at the door of the caiiiage. However, I was not 
* ...it* I '***''' *** 't't'cn he tolls me that I deterred by these counsels from seeing Kean in his best 

— “oy ^ay yas t/y my own behaviour in that characters, nor from voting according to my principles; 

*"‘ 1 “”^®*! ecauae no man can “ jmtify ’ and with regard to the third and last apprehensions rf 
» 1 e im 1 le nows o what he is arciiaed ; and I ^iv friends, I could not share in tliem, not being made 
have never had— and, Ood knows, my whole desire has aciquainted with their extent, tiU some time after I had 

’'Ih.T'" “ 7 “"y '« a ‘an- crossed the Channel. Even if I had been so, I am not 

giulc shapo, submitted to me by the atlversarv, nor bv 

others, unless the atrocities of public rumour and the ! 


in 

own 


myslerious silence of the lady’s legal advisers may be 
deemed such. But is not the writer content with what 
has been already said and done ? Ila.-; not “ the general 
voice of hia countrymen” long ago pronounced uj>on the 
subject— sentence without trial, and condemnation with- 
out a charge? Have [ not been exiled by ostracism, 
except that the shoiLs which pro.scribe(l me were anony- 


of a nature to be muclj aflected by men’s anger, though 
J riniy feel hurt by their aversion. Against all indivi- 
dual outrage, I could protect or redress myself; and 
against tliat of a crowd, I should probably have been 
..jublcd to defend myself, with the assistance of others, 
as has been done on similar ooca.sions. 

I retired from the country, perceiving that I was the 
object of general obloquy ; 1 did not indeed imagine, like 

, . - , , Jean Jacques Rousseau, that all mankind was in a con- 

nious . s e writer ignorant of the public opinion and the j sniraev against me, thougli T had pcrliaps as good grounds 
public conduct U|toii that occasion ? If ho is, I am not : I gu^'h a chimera as ever he had : but I perceived that 


llio public will forget both, long befire I shall cease to 
remember either. 

The man who is exiled by a faction has the consola- 
tion of ihirikiijg llmi he is a martyr; ho is upheld by 
hope and the dignity of liivS cause 


perceived I 

I had to a grcal extent become personally obnoxious in 
England, perhajis through my own fault, but the foci 
was indisputable ; the public in general would hardly 
. , have been so much excited against a more popular clia- 
real or imaginary : racter, without at lea.st an accusation or a charge of 
some kind actually expressed or substanlialed, for I can 
hardly conceive that the common and every-day occur* 
renoe of a separation between man and wife could in 
it.self produce so groat a ferment. I shall say nothing 


of the usual complaints of “ being prejudged,” ” con- 
demned unheard,” “ unfairness,” “ partiality,” and so 
forth, the usual changes rung by parties who have had, 
VM arc to have, a trial ; but I was a little surprised lo 
find myself condemned without being favoured with the 


he who withdraws from the pres.sure of debt may indulge 
in the thought that timo and prudence will retrieve his 
circumstances: lie vvho is condernnod by the law, hu.s a 
term to his banishment, or a dream of its abbreviation ; 
or, it may be, the knowletige or the belief of some in- 
justice of die lavv, or of its admin isi ration in bis own 
particular ; but he who is outlawed by general opinion, 
without the inlervontion of hostile jiolilics, illegal judg- 
ment, or embarrassed circumstances, whether he bt^ in- ..v.... 

iKwent or gviihy, must undergo all the bitterness of exile, of accusation, and lo perceive in the absence of 
without hope, without pride, without alleviation. This this portentous charge or charges, whatever it or Uiey 
case was mine. Upon what grounds the public founded were to be, that, every possible or impossible crime was 
their opinion, I am not aware ; but it was general, and rumoured to supply its place, and taken for granted. 
It was decisive. Of me or of mine they knew little, This could only occur in the case of a person very much 
except that I had written what is called poetry, was a disliked, and I knew no remedy, having already used 
nobleman, had married, became a father, and was in- m their extent whatever little powers I might possess 
volved in differences with rny wifo and her relatives, no of pleasing in society. I had no party in fashion, 
one knew vyhy, because the per.sons complaining refused though I was afterwards told that there was one— but it 
to state their grievances. The fashionable world was was not of my formation, nor did I then know of its 
amded into parties, mine consisting of a very small existence — ^none in literature; and in politics 1 had voted 
minority: the reasonable world was naturally on the with the Whigs, with precisely that importance which 
stronger side, which happened lo be tlie lady’s, as was a Whig vote possesses in these Tory days, and with 
most proper and polite. Ihe press was active and guch personal acquaintance with the leaders in both 
sci^ilous; and such was the rage of the day, that the houses as the society in which I lived sanctioned, but 
unfortunate publication of tvvo copies of verses, rather without claim or expectation of any thing like friend* 
comphinent^y than otherwise to the subjects of boUi, ship from any one, except a few young men of niy own 
waa tortured into a siiecies of crime, or constructive age and standing, and a few otbors more advan^ in 
petty t^on. I was accused of every monstrous vice life, which last it had been my fortune to aerveki cir- 
y public rumour and private rancour : my name, which cumstances of difficulty. This was, in ftet, t« stand 
had bwn a knightly or a noble one since my fatliers alone: and I recollect, some time after, Madame da 
helped to ^qner the kingdom for William ffie Norman, stafil said to me in Switzerland, “ You should mrt have 
was tainted. I felt that, if what was whispered, and warred with the world — it will not do— it is too strong 
muttered, and murmured, was true, 1 was unfit for Eng- always for any individual; I myself once tried it in 
iwd ; If false, England was unfit for me. I withdrew ; early life, but it will not do.” I perfectly acquiesce in 
but this was not enough. In other countries, in Swit- the truth of this remark ; but the world had done me the 
Mrlimd, in the shadow of the Alps, and by the blue honour to begin the war ; and, assuredly, if peace is ■ 
depth of the l^es, I was pursued and breathed upon by only to be obtained by courting and paying tribute to it, 
the same Wight. I crossed the mountains, but it was I am not qualified to obtain its countenance. I tboiq^t, 
the same ; so I went a IitUe farther, and settled myself in the words of Campbell, 
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Boe 

" •? M' England ; but I aliall nturn with tba mum with 

rtlSrSig u toS.-'* which I left it, in reepect to iteelf, thou|h ahored with 

individuals, as 1 have been more or leM in* 
I recoUect, however, that, having been much hurt by foifmed of their conduct since my departure ; for it WM 
l^Uly*s conduct, (he, having a general retainer for ^ considerable time after it that I was madeae* 
me, had acted as adviser to the adversary, alleging, on qu^inted with the real facts and full extent of some of 
being reminded of his retainer, that he had forgotten it, proceedings and language. My friends, like other 
ne his clerk had so many,) I observed that some of friends, from conciliatory motives, withheld from me 
thoM who wore now eagerly laying the axe to my roof- ,hat llufj- could, and some thinga which theyahmiU 

Iroo, might eee their own ^ken, and feel a portion of ^ave unfold. d ; however, that which ia deferred ia not 
Wftkt they had inflicted. His fell, and crushed him. has been no fault of mine that it baa been de- 

t have beard of, and believe, that there are human furred at all. 
i tieiiiga ao conatitutod as to bo inaenaible to injuriea ; i ^ave aliuded to what is aaid to have paaaed atRome 
btif I believe that the best mode to avoid taking ven- merely to show that the sentiment which I have deseri* 
mance ia to gel out of the way of temptation. I hope ^ed was not confined to the Engliah in England, and aa 
I may never have the opportunity, for I am not t of my answer to the reproach caat npon 

quite aure that I could resist it, having derived from ^^at has been called my “ selfiah exile,” and my “ vo- 
my mother eomething of the •' perfenidum ingsmtim luntary exile.” “ Voluntary” it has been ; for who 
Scolarum.” I have not sought, and shall not seek it, dwell among a people entertaining strong hosti* 

Md perhaps it may never come in my path. I do not lUy against him ? How far it has been “ selfish” iiM 
in this allude to the party who might be right or wrong ; („„„ already explained. 

hot to many who made her cause the fmlexl of their own j ^ave now arrived at a passage describing me aa 
1 bittemesa. She, ind^, must have long avenged me haying vented my “ spleen against the lofty-minded 
« in her own ieelinga ; for whatever her reasons may have ^nd virtuous men,” men “ whose virtues few indeed can 
been (and she never adduced them to me at least), ^e ... meaning, I humbly presume, the notorious tri- 

probably neither contemplated nor conceived to what umvirato known by the name of “ Lake PoeW” in their 
she beciunc the means of conducting the father of her aggregate capacity, and by Southey, Wordsworth, and 
child, and the husband of her choice. Coleridge, when taken singly. I wish to say a word or 

So much for “ the general voice of his countrymen : ^ persons, public and 

I will now speak of some in particular. private, for reasons which will soon appear. 

U the begfinning of the year 1817, an article appeared ^hen I left England in April, 1816, iU in mind, in 
in die duarterly Review, written, I believe, by Walter body, and in circumstances, I took up my residence at 
Scott^, doing great honour to him, and no disgrace to Coligny, by the lake of Geneva. The sole companion 
though both poetically and personally more than of my journey was a young physician,* who had to make 
(Ufficienlly favourable to the work and the author of hU way in the world, and having seen very little of it, 
whom it treated. It was written at a time when a ,^,3 naturally and laudably desirous of seeing more so- 
aelfish man wiwld not, and a timid one dared not, have ' ,(,on suiie .1 my pres.-nt habits or my oast expe- 

a word in favour of either ; it was written by one to lienee. I ihcrefore presented him to those gentlemen 
whom temporary public opinion had elevated me to the of Geneva for whom I had letters of introduction ; and 
rank of a rival— a proud distinction, md unmerited; having thus seen him in a situation to make his own 
but which has not prevented me from feeling as a friend, [„ om, part entirely from society, 

mw him fr^ more than corresponding to that sentiment, a,;,), t;,o exception of one English family, living at 
The artide m question was written upon the Third ,bou, , oyavier of a mile’s distance from Diodati, and 
Canto of Ohilde Harold ; and after many observations, ,vith the further exception of some occasional intercourse 
which it would as ill ^me me to repeat as to forget, ^jih Conpet at the wish of Madame de Stael. The 
otmcluded with ‘‘a hope that I might yet return to English family to which I allude consisted of two Udies, 
England.” How this expression wm received in Eng- » gB„tiemai. and his son, a boy of a year old.t 
land Itself I am not acquainted, but it gave great offence One of “ these hfh/.minded ond virlumu mm,” in the 
at Rome to the respectable ten or twenty thousand words of the Edinburgh Magazine, made, I understand, 
English travellers then and there assembly. I did not ^bout this time, or soon after, a tour in Switzerland, 
viait Rome tiU some tune after, so that I had no oppor- On his return to England, he circulated— and for any 
; tunity of knowing the fact j but I was informed, long ,hi„g i know, invented- a report, that the gentleman to 
; ^erwMds, that the greatest iiidignatum had been mani- whom I have alluded and myself were living in promis- 
felted in the enlightened Angl^circle rf that year, which cuous intercourse with two sisters, ” having formed a 
; happened to comprise within it^i^t a amsiderable league of incest” (I quote the words as they were stated 
>. eaven of Welbeck street and Devonshire Place, broken me), and indulged himself on the natural comments 
loose upon their travels^everd reaUy well-born and opo„ g„ch a conjunction, which are said to have been 
wdUbredf^ies, who dri not the 1ms participate in the repeated publicly, with great complacency, by onetfisr 
, fMltng or the hour. •< W’hy should he return to Eng- of that poetical fnitemitv, of whom I shall say only, 
r ? WM the general eXblamatKXi I answer why ? ^jjat even had the story been true, he should not have 
> It IS a question I Uve occasumlly naked myself, and I „peated it, as far aa it' regarded myself, except in sor- 
never yet could give it aealufactory reply. I h^ then ,ow. The tale iuelf requires but a word in answer 
no^htaof returning, and tflhaveMynow.Uieyare _tho ladies were not sisters, nor in any degree con- 
i of business, a^ not of jdeaeure. Amidst the ties that nected, except by the second marriage of their roepective 
^ Imve ^ duh^ to pi<^, thore are ^ka yet Mtire, pare„,g, g widower with a widow, both being the off- 
‘ thMgh the <^am itself be broken. There are dutiM, ,pri„g of former marriages ; neither of them were, in 
and connections, which may om day rMUue my pre- giTOteen years old. “ Fromisciious interoourte" 

MDCe-^ndlam a father I have still some friends could hardly have disgusted the great patron of panU- 
; I irah to meet U my be w enemy, socracy, (does Mr. Southey remember such a scheme ?) 

These things, and meet minuter details of business, was none 

wh^tiiMaecumulata dn^a^^, in every How far this man', who, aa author of Wat Tyler, has 

kiBliMiJUid property, may^ tmd probably will, recall me to 


• S«e (SUMrtorljr lUriew, Vol. rrl. p. 1T2. 


• Dr. Polldort'--fl(ithor oftbe “ Vumpire.” 

1 Mr. «nd Mrs. Sbelley, MUs Clarmont, and Matter Sballay. 
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been prodaimed by the Lord Chancellor guilty of a trea- 
aonable and dasphemous libel, and denounced in the 
House of Commons, by the upright and able member 
for Norwich, as a rancorous renegado/' be fit for sit- 
ting as a judge upon others, let others judge. Ho has 
said that for this expression “ he brands William Smith 
on the forehead as a calumniator,” and that “ the mark 
will outlast his epitaph.” How long William Smithes 
epitaph will last, and in what words it will be written, 
I know not, but William Smith’s words form the epitaph 
itself of Robert Southey. Ho has written Wat Tyler, 
and taken the office of poet laureate — he has, in the 
Life of Henry Kirke White, denominated reviewing 
• “ the ungentle craft,” and has become a reviewer— he 
was one of the projectors of a scheme, called “ pantiso- 
cracy,” for having all things, including women, in com- 
mon, {query ^ common women ?) and he sets up as a 
moralist— he denounced the baiilo of Blenheim, and he 
praised the battle of Waterloo — he loved Mary Woll- 
stoncraft, and he tried to blast tho character of her 
daughter (one of the young females mentioned) — he 
wrote treason, and serves the king — he was the butt of 
the Anti-jacobin, and he is the prop of the (duarterly 
Review ; licking the hands that smote him, eating the 
bread of his enemies, and internally writhing beneath 
his own contempt,— he would fain conceal, under anony- 
mous bluster, and a vain endeavour to obtain the esteem 
of others, after having for ever lost his own, his leprous 
sense of his own degradation. What is there in such a 
man to “ envy ?” W ho ever envied the envious ? Is 
it his birth, his name, his fame, or his virtues, that 1 am 
to “envy?” I was born of the aristocracy, which he 
abhorred ; and am sprung, by my mother, from the kings 
who preceded those whom he has hired himself to sing. 
It cannot, then, be his birth. As a poet, 1 have, for the 
past eight years, had nothing to apprehend from a com- 
(letition ; and for the future, “ that life to come in every 
|ioet's creed,” it is open to all. I will only remind Mr. 
Southey, in the words of a critic, who, if still living, 
would have annihilated Southey’s literary existence 
now and hereafter, as the sworn foe of charlatans and 
impostors, from Maepherson downwards, that those 
dreams were Settle’s once and Ogilby’s and for my 
own part, 1 assure him, that whenever he and his sect 
arc remembered, I shall be proud to be “ forgot.” That 
he is not content with his success as a poet may reason- 
ably be believed— he has been the nine-pin of reviews ; 
the Edinburgh knocked him down, and the Quarterly 
set him up ; the government found him useful in the pe- 
riodical line, and made a point of recommending his 
works to purchasers, so that ho is occasionally bought, 
(I mean his books, as well as the author,) and may be 
found on the same shelf, if not upon the table, of most 
of the gentlemen employed in the different offices. With 
regard to his private virtues, I know nothing — of his 
principles, I have heard enough. As far as having been, 
to the best of my power, benevolent to others, I do not 
fear the comparison ; and for the errors of the passions, 
was Mr. Southey always so tranquil and stainless ? Did 
he never covet his neighbour’s wife ? Did he never ca- 
lumniate bis neighbour’s wife’s daughter, the offspring 
of her he coveted ? So much for the apostle of pan- 
tisocracy. 

or the “ lofty -minded, virtuous” Wordsworth, one 
anecdote will suffice to speak his sincerity. In a con- 
versation with Mr. upon poetry, he concluded 

with, After all, I would not give five shillings for all 
that Southey has ever written.” Perhaps this calcula- 
tion might rather show his esteem for five shillings than 
his low estimate of Dr. Southey ; but considering that 
when he was in his need, and Southey had a shilling, 
Wordsworth is said to have had generally a sixpence out 
of it, it has an awkward sound ih tho way of valuation. 
^ This anecdote was told me by persons who, if quoted by 


name, would prove that its genealogy is poetical as well 
as true. I can give my authority for this ; and am ready 
to adduce it also for Mr. Southey’s circulation of the 
falsehood before mentioned. 

Of Coleridge, I shall say nothing— w?iy, he may 
divine. 

1 have said more of these people than 1 intended in 
this place, being somewhat stirred by the remarks which 
induced me to commence upon the topic. I see nothing 
in these men as poets, or as individuals — little in their 
talents, and less in their characters, to prevent honest 
men from expressing for them considerable contempt, in 
prose or rhyme, as it may happen. Mr. Southey has 
the Quarterly for his field of rejoinder, and Mr. Words- 
worth his postscripts to “ Lyrical Ballads,” where the 
two great instances of the sublime are taken from him- 
self and Milton. “ Over her oivn sweet voice the stock- 
dove broods that is to say, she has the pleasure of 
listening to herself, in common with Mr. Wordsworth 
upon most of his public appearances. “ What divinity 
doth hedge” these persons, that we should respect them? 
Is it Apollo? Are they not of those who called Dry- 
den’s Ode “ a drunken song?” who have discovered 
that Gray’s Elegy is full of faults, (see Coleridge's 
Life, vol. i. note, for Wordsworth’s kindness in point- 
ing this out to him,) aud have published what is allowed 
to be the very worst prose that ever was written, to 
prove that Pope was no poet, and that William Words- 
worth is ? 

In other points, arc they respectable, or respected ? 
Is it on tlie open avowal of apostasy, on the patronage 
of government, that their claim is founded ? Who is 
there who esteems those parricides of their own prin- 
ciples ? They are, in fact, well aware that the reward 
of their change has been any thing but honour. The 
times have preserved a respect for political consistency, 
and, even though changeable, honour the unchanged. 
Ijiook at Moore: it will be long ere Southey meets with 
su»;h a triumph in London as Moore met with in Dub- 
lin, even if the government subscribe for il, and set the 
money down to secret service. Jt was not less to the 
man than to the poet, to the tempted but unshaken pa- 
triot, to the not ofjulent but incorruptible fellow citizen, 
that the warm-hearted Irish paid the proudest of tri- 
butes. Mr. Southey may applaud himself to the world, 
but he has his own henrliesl contempt; and the fury 
with which he foams against all who stand in the pha- 
lanx which he forsook, is, as William Smith described 
it, ** the rancour of the renegado,” the bad language of 
the prostitute who stands at the corner of the street, 
and showers her slang upon all, except those who may 
have bestowed upon her her “ little shilling.” 

Hence his quarterly overflowings,, political and lite- 
rary, in what ho has himself termed “ the ungentle ^ 
craft,” and his csf»ecial wrath against Mr, Leigh Hunt, 
notwithstanding that Hunt has done more for Words- 
worth’s reputation as a poet (such as it is), than all the 
Lakers could in (heir interchange of self-praises for the 
last twenty-five years. 

And here 1 wish to say a few words on the present 
state of English poetry. That this is tho age of the 
decline of English poetry will be doubted by few who 
have calmly considered the subject. That there are 
men of genius among the present poets makes little 
against the fact, because it has been well said, that 
“ next to him who forms the taste of his country, the 
greatest genius is he who corrupts it.” No one has 
ever denied genius to Marino, who corrupted not merely 
the taste of Italy, but that of all Europe for nearly a ' 
century. The great cause of the present deplorable 
state of English poetry is to be attributed to that absurd 
and systematic depreciation of Pope, in which, ft>r the 
last few years, there has been a kind of epidemical coo- 
currence. Men of the most opposite opinions have 
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muted upon this topic* Warton and Churchill began 
k, having borrowed the hint probably from the heroes 
of the Diinciad, and their own internal conviction that 
their proper reputation can be as nothing till the most 
perfect and haraaonious of poets — ho who, having no 
muit| has had reason made his reproach— was reduced 
to what they conceived to be his level; but even they 
dared not degrade him below Dryden. Goldsmith, and 
Rogers, and OanipboU, his most successful disciples 
and Hayley, who, however feeble, has left one poem 
** that will not be willingly let die” (the Triumphs of 
Temper), kept up the reputation of that pure and per- 
fect style ; and Crabbe, the first of living {loets, has 
almost equalled the master. Then came Darwin, who 
was put down by a single poem in the Antijacobin 
and the Gruscans, from Merry to Jcmingham, who 
were annihilated (if Nothing can be said to be anni- 
hilated) by Gilford, the last of the wholesome satirists. 

At the same time Mr. Southey was favouring the 
public with Wat Tyler and Joan of Arc, to the great 
glory of the Drama and Epos. I bog pardon, Wat 
Tyler, with'Peter Bell, was still in M. S., and it was 
not till after Mr. SQUthey had received his Malmsey 
butt, and Mr. Wordsworthf became qualified to guage 
it, that the groat revolutionary tragedy came before the 
public and Court of Chancery. Wordsworth was 
peddling his lyrical ballads, and brooding a preface, 
to be succeeded in due course by a postscript; both 
couched in such prose as must give peculiar delight to 
those who have read the prefaces of Pope and Dryden ; 
scarcely less celebrated for tlie beauty of tlieir prose, 
than for the charms of their verse. Wordsworth is the 
reverse of Molifere’s gentleman who had been ** talking 
prose all his life, without knowing it for ho thinks 
'that he has been all his life writing both prose and verse, 
and neitlier of what he conceives to be such can be 
properly said to be either one or the other. Mr. Cole- 
ridge, the future votes, poet and seer of the Morning 
Poet, (an honour also claimed by Mr. Fitzgerald, of the 

Rejected Addresses,”) who ultimately prophesied the 
downfall Buonaparte, to which he himself mainly 
contributed, by giving him the nickname of “ the Corsi^ 
con,” was then employed in predicating the damnation 
of Mr. Pitt, and the desolation of England, in the two 
very best copies of verses ho ever wrote : to wit, the 
infernal eclogue of “ Fire, Famine, and Slaughter,” 
and the “ Ode to the departing Year.” 

These throe personages, Southey, WorJsworth, and 
Coleridge, had all of them a very natural antipathy 
to Pope ; and I respect thorn for it, as the only ori- 
ginal feeling or principle which they have contrived 
to preserve. But , they have been joined in it by those 
who have joined them in nothing else : by the Edinburgh 
Reviewers, by the whole heterogeneous mass of living 
English poets, excepting Crabbe, Rogers, Gifford, and 
Campbell, who, both by precept and practice, have 
proved their adherence ; and by me, who have shame- 
fully deviated in practice, but have ever loved and ho- 
noured Pope^s poetry with my whole soul, and hope to 
do so till my dying day. I would rather see all I have 
ever written lining the same trunk in which I actually 
read the eleventh book of a modern epic poem at Malta, 
in 1811, (I ojjened it to take out a change after the 
paro.Yysm of a tertian, in the absence of ray servant, and 
found it lined with the name of the maker, Eyre, Cock- 

Th« Loves of the Triangles,’* the joint production of Messrs. 
Canning and Frere. 

t GnlOimith has nnticlpaied the definition of the l<ake poetry, ns far 
Moueh thing* can be defined. ** Gentlemen, the urescut ple«ni is not 
if your common epic poems, which come from the press like paper 
vlteein •umtncr ; there are none of your Tumuses or Didos in it ; it 
letMkieUtrical deeerifttion of nature. I only beg you’ll endeavour to 
m&ke your souls in unison with mine, and hear with the tame enthmiaetn 
eUth which thane written.** Would not this have made a proper proem 
to (bccttnioD, nnd the poet and his mdler ? It would have answered 
jWB^ Uy for that purpose, had it not umortunotely been whttou in good 


spur Street, and with the epic poetry alluded to,) than 
sacrifice what 1 firmly believe in as the Christianity of 
English poetry, the poetry of Pope, 

But the Edinburgh Reviewers, and the Lakers, and 
Hunt and his school, and every body else with their 
school, and even Muoro without a school, and dilettanti 
lecturers at instiiutions, and elderly gentlemen who 
translate and imitate, and young ladies who listen and 
repeat, baronets who draw indifferent frontispieces for 
bad poets, and noblemen who let them dine with them 
in the country, the small body of tlie wits and the greut 
body of the blues, have latterly united in a depreciation, 
of which their fathers would have been as much ashamed 
as their children will be. In ihe mean time, what have 
we got instead ? I’lie Lake scliooi, w hich begun with 
an epic poem, written in six weeks,” (so Joan of 
Arc proclaimed herself,) and finished with a ballad 
composed in twenty years, as “Peter Bell’s” creator 
takes care to inlbrrn the few who will enquire. What 
have wo got instead ? A deluge of flimsy and unin* 
leiligible romances, imitated from Scott and myself, who 
have both made the best of our bad materials and erro- 
neous system. Wlmt have we got instead ? Madoc, 
which is neither an epic nor any thing else ; Thalaba, 
Kehaina, Gebir, and such gibberish, written in all 
metres and in no language, llunt, who had powers to 
have made “ the Story of Rimini” as perfect as a fable 
of Dryden, has thought fit to sacrifice his genius and his 
taste to some unintelligible notions of Wordsworth, 
w’hich I defy him to explain. Moore has - - But 

why continue? — All, wiili tlie exception of Crabbe, 
Rogers, and Campbell, wdio may be considered as 
having taken their station, will, by the blessing of God, 
survive their own reputation, without attaining any very 
extraordinary period oflongeviiy. Of course there must bo 
a still further exception in favour of those who, having 
never obtained any reputation at all, unless it be among 
provincial literati, and their own families, have none to 
lose ; and of Moore, who, as the Burns of Ireland, pos- 
sesses a fame which cannot be lost. 

The greater part of the poets mentioned, however, 
have been able to gatlier together a few followers, 
A paper of the Connoisseur says, that “ it is observed 
by tlie French, that a cat, a priest, and an old woman, 
are sufficient to constitute a religion.s sect in England.” 
The same number of animals, with some difference in 
kind, will suffice for a poetical one. If we take Sir 
George Beaumont instead of the priest, and Mr. Words- 
worth for the old woman, we shall nearly complete the 
quota required ; but I fear that Mr. Southey will but in- 
differently rej>resent the cat, having shown himself but 
too distinctly to bo of a species to wbicii that noble crea- 
ture is peculiarly hostile. 

Nevertheless, f will not go so far as Wordsworth 
in his postscript, who pretends that no great poet ever 
had immediate fame ; which being interpreted, means 
that William Wordsworth is not quite so much read 
by his coternporarie.s as might be desirable. This as- 
sertion is as false as it is foolish. Homer’s glory de^ 
pended upon his present popularity : he recited, — and, 
without the strongest imjjression of the moment, who 
would have gotten the Iliad by heart, and given it to 
tradition ? Ennius, Terence, Plautus, Lucretius, Ho- 
race, Virgil, Aischylus, Sophocles, Euripides, Sappho, 
Anacreon, Theocritus, all the great poets of antiquity, 
were the delight of their cotemponiries. The very ex- 
istence of a poet, previous to the invention of printing, 
depended iqion his present popularity ; and how often 
has it impaired his future fame ? Hardly ever. History 
informs us that the best have come down to ms. The 
reason is evident ; the most popular found the greatest 
number of transcribers for tlieir MSS., and that the 
taste of their cotemporaries was corrupt can hardly be 
avouched by the moderns, the mightiest of whom nave 
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but barely approadicd tliein. Dante, Petrarch, Arioste 
and TassO) were all^-the darliufjs of the coteiuporar 
reader. Daniels Poem was celebrated long before hii 
death : and, not long al*te,r it, States negotiated for hii 
ashes, and disputed for the sites of the composition ol 
tbe Divina Comraedia. Petrarch was crowned in (he 
Capitol. Ariosto was permitted to pass free by tlic 
public robber who had read the Orlando Furioso. 
would not recommend Mr, Wordsworth to try the same 
experiment with his Sniugjzlers. Tasso, notwithstand- 
ing the criticisms of the Cruscanti, would have beei 
crowned in the Capitol, but for his death. 

It is easy to prove the immediate popularity of tin 
^cliief poets of the only modern nation in Europe that 
has a poetical language, the Italian. In our own 
' Shakspeare, Spencer, Jonson, Waller, Dryden, Con 
greve, Pope, Young, Shenstone, Thomson, Johnson 
Goldsmith, Gray, were all as popular in their lives a! 
since. Gray’s Elegy pleased instantly, and eternally 
Ilis Odes did not, nor yet do they, please like his Elegy 
Milton’s politics kept him down. But the Epigram o 
Dryden,*'* and the very sale of his work, in proportio 
to the less reading lime of its publication, prove him tc 
have been honoured by his cotemporaritss. T will ven- 
ture to assert, that the sale of the Paradi.se Lost wa: 
greater in the first four years after its yiublication, than 
that of “ The Excursion” in (he same number, with 
tl»e difference of nearly a century and a half between 
them of time, and of thousands in point of general read- 
ers. Notwitlistaftding Mr. Wordsworth’s having press 
ed Milton into his service as one of those not presently 
popular, to favour his own purpose of proving that ou 
grandchiblren will read him (the said William Words- 
worth,) I would recommend him to begin first with oiir 
graridinolliers. But he need not ho alarmed ; he may 
yet live to see all the envies pass away, as Darwin and 
Seward, and Hoolo, and Hole, and Hoyle have passed 
away ; but their declension will not he his ascension : he 
is essentially a bad writer, and all the failures of others 
can never strengthen him. Ho may have a sect, btit 
he will never have aptiblic; and his “ rtwriiewe” will 
alway.-5[ be “/cw,” without being except for 

Bedlam. 

It may l»e asked, why, having this opinion of the 
jiresent slate of poetry in England, and having had it 
long, as iny friends and others well knew — possessing, 
or having po.sscssed ton, as a writer, the ear of the public 
for the time being — *1 liave not adopted a different plan 
in my own compositions, and endeavoured to correct 
rather than encourage the taste of the day. To this I 
would answer, that it is easier Ui perceive the wrong 
than to pursue the right, and that I have never contem- 
plated the prospect “ of filling (with Peter Bell, sec its 
Preface.) permanently a station in the literature of Uu 
country.” Those who know me liest, know this, and 
that I have been c.onsidcrahly astonlsiicd at the tempora- 
ry success of my works, having flattered no person and 
no party, and expressed opinions which arc not those of 
the general reader. Could I have anticipated the degree 
of attention which has been accorded me, assuredly 
I would have studied more to deserve it. But I have 
lived in far countries abroad, or in the agitating world 
at homo, which was not favourable to study or re- 
flection ; so that almost all I have written has been 
mere passion, — passion, it is true, of different kinds, 
but always passion; for in me (if it be not an Irishism 
to say so) my indifference was a kind of passion, the 
result of cxfierience, and not the philosophy of nature. 
Writing grows a habit, like a woman’.*! gallantry : th#!re 
are women who have had no intrigue, but few who have 


* Tiu vell'knowQ litut uiuter Miltou’a }iicture,— 

“ Three pocU in three riUiunt ase» born,” -tc. 


had but one only ; so there are millions of men who httw 
never written a book, but few who have wriUeu only 
one. And thus, having written once, I wrote on; on* 
couraged no doubt by the success of the moment, yet fcy 
no means anticipating its duration, and I will v^ture 
to say, scarcely even wishing it. But then I did other 
things besides write, which by no means contributod 
either to improve roy writings or my prosperity* 

1 have thus expressed publicly upon the poetry of 
the day the opinion I have long entertained and ex* 
pressed of it to all who have asked it, and to some 
who would rather not have heard it : as I told Moore 
not very long ago, “ we are all wrong except Rogers, 
Grabhe, and Campbell.” Without being old in years, I 
am old in days, and do not feel the adequate spirit within 
me to attempt a work which should show what 1 think 
right in poetry, and must content myself wifli having de* 
nounced what is wrong. There are, I trust, younger 
spirits rising up in England, who, escaping the coni a* 
gion which has swept away poetry from our literature, 
will recall it to their country, such as it once was and 
may still be. 

In the mean time, the best sign of amendment will 
be repentance, and new and frequent editions of Pope 
and Dryden. 

There will bo found as comfortable metaphysics, 
and ten times more poetry in tfie “ Essay on Man,” 
than in the “ Excursion.” If you search for passion, 
where is it to be found stronger than in the epistle 
'rorn Elnisa to Abelard, or in Palamon and Arcito? 
Do you wish for invention, imagination, sublimity, 
character ? seek them in the Rape of the Lock, the 
Fables of Dryden, llie Ode of Saint Cecilia’s Day, 
and Absalom and Achitophel : you will discover in 
hose two poets only, nli for which you must ran.sack 
nnumenihlc nuitres, and God only knows how many 
'jniterK of the day, withotit finding a little of the same 
rjuaiilies,— with the addition, too, of wit, of which the 
latter have none, I have not, howtwer, forgotten Thomas 
Brown the Younger, nor the Fudge Family, nor Whis* 
lecrufi ; but that is not wit — it is humour. 1 will say 
lolliing of the harmony of Pope and Dryden in ooinpa- 
ison, fijr there i.s not a living poet (except Rogers, 
iifford, Campbell, and Crahbe,) w’ho can write an 
leroic c;ni[)It‘i. The fact is, that the exquisite beauty 
>r tlieir veraification has withdrawn the public attention 
rom their other excellenees, us the vulgar eye will rest 
more upon the splendour of the uniform tlian the quality 
f the troops. It is this V!‘ry harmony, particularly in 
Vpe, which has raised the vulgar and atrocious cant 
.gainst him : — hocause his versification is perfect, it is 
ssumed that it is his only perfection ; becau.se his truths 
re so clear, it is asserted that he. has no invention ; and 
ecause he Is always iniclligihle, it is taken for granted 
lat he ijas no genius. We are sneeringlv told that he 
the “ Poet of Reason,” as if this was a reason for his 
•ing no poet. Taking pas-sage for passage, I will 
ndertake to cite more lines teeming with imaginary 
<071 from Pope thsin from any tujo living poets, be they 
•'ho they may. To lake an instance at random from a 
pecie.s of composition not very favourable to irnagi* 
at ion — Satire : set down the character of Sporus,* 

“ T.e(.SjK.inm tremble— .4. Wtmt f thut thing ofulHt, 
that mere wliiie curd of rbs'b milk ? 

Sutin* or seiisr, uln*! can Spurns feel ? 

Who bi-eukK a imuerAy iijtrju n wheel ? 

P. Yi-l let me flftti tluH bug with gilded wings, 

This |i.uittr(l chiUl of illrl, thol stinks nnd Bings J 
Whose btu.z the witty and the fair aunoys, 

Vet wit ne’er lastcs, »ikI beauty ne'er mijoys ; 

So wcli-ltred spardeU riviltv delight 
In iniiinbling of the gtime they dare not bite. 

Kiel Hill amitea bis emptiness betray, 

As shallow streams nui dimpling alt the way. 

Whether in florid imimteiice he sneaks, 

And, HR Uie pronniu-r hreatlies, the puppet squeak* ; 

Or at tV»e er\v of Five, livmiliar toatl. 

Hnl!‘ir>->lh, half vru'-m, siuts himself abroad, 
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with all the wonderful play of fancy whicli is scattered 
over it, and place by its side an equal number of verses, 
flrom any two existing poets, of the same power and the 
tame variety— where will you And them ? 

1 merely mention one instance of many, in reply to the 
injustice done to tho memory of him who harmonised 
our poetical language. The attorneys* clerks, and other 
eel^odiioated genii, found it easier to distort themselves 
to the’new m<^els, than to toil after the symmetry of 
him who had enchanted their fathers. They were be- 
sides smitten by being told that the new school were to 
revive the language of Q,ueen Elizabeth, the true £n* 
gUeh: as every b^y in the reign of Queen Anne wrote 
no better than French, by a species of literary treason. 

Blank verse, which, unless in the drama, no one except 
Milton ever wrote who could rhyme, became the order of 
the day,-~or else such rhyme as looked still blanker than 
the verse without it. I am aware that Johnson has said, 
tiler some hesitation, that he could not prevail upon 
himself to wish that Milton had been a rhymer.*’ I'he 
opinions of that truly great man, whom it is also the 
present fashion to decry, will ever be received by me 
with that deference which time will restore to him from 
all ; but, with all humility, 1 am not persuaded that the 
Paradise Lost would not have been more nobly conveyed 
to poaterity, not perhaps in heroic couplets, although 
even they could sustain the subject if well balanced, 
but in the stanza of Spenser or of Tasso, or in the 
terza rima of Dante, which the powers of Milton could 
easily have grafted on our language. The Seasons of 
Thomson would have been better in rhyme, although 
■till inferior to his Castle of Indolence; and Mr. 
Southey’s Joan of Arc no worse, although it might have 
taken up six months instead of weeks in the composition. 
I recommend also to the lovers of lyrics the perusal of 
the present laureate’s Odes by the side of Dryden’s on 
Saint Cecilia, but let him be sure to read Jirst those of 
Mr. Southey. 

To the heaven-bom genii and inspired young scrive- 
ners of the day much of this will appear paradox ; it will 
appear so even to the higher order of our critics ; but it 
was a truism twenty years ago, and it will be a re- 
acknowledged truth in ten more. In the mean time, I 
will conclude with two quotations, both intended for 
some of my old classical friends who have still enough 
of Cambridge about them to think themselves honoured 
by having had John Dryden as a predecessor in their 
college, and to recollect that their earliest English poet- 
ical pleasures were drawn from the << little nightingale” 
of Twickenham. The first is from the notes to the 
Poem of the ** Friends.”* 

“ It is only within the last twenty or thirty years 
that those notable discoveries in criticisms have been 
made which have taught our recent versifiers to un- 
dervalue this energetic, melodious, and moral poet. 
The consequences of this want due esteem for a writer 
whom the good sense of our predecessors had raised to 
his proper station have been numerous and deora- 
DINO ENOUGH. This is not the place to enter into the 
sulject, even as far as it qffects our poetical numbera cUoncj 
and there is matter of more importance that requires 
present reflection.” 

In puD», or politiea, or talM. or )i«i, 

Or spite, or ainut, or rhymes, or blasphemies, 

His wit ail aee«saw, between that aiul tM$. 

Now hich, now low, now master up, now miss, 

And he himself one rile aiuiihesis. 

Amfdiihiotis tiling I tiint acting either part, 

Tlw trifling head, or the corrupted heart, 

Fop et llte toilet, flatterer at the board. 

Now trips a lady, and now struts a loitl. 

Eve’s tempter thus the Rabbins have express’d, 

A cherub's face, a reptile gtl the rest, 

BiMiQty that shocka you, parts that none will trust, 

WH that can ersap, and pride that licks the dust.” 

Prol. to Sat. 

* Wdttsa bv Lord Byroo’a early friend, the Rev. FruicU Hodg- 


The second is from the volume of a young person 
larning to write poetry, and beginning by teaching the 
rt. Hear him ** 

" Sat ye were dead 

To things ye knew not of— were closely wed 
To musty laws lined out with wretched rule 
And compass vile , so that ye taught a sehoolf 
Of dolt» to $mooth, Inlay, and diap, anijltt 
Till, like the certain wands of Jacob’s wit. 

Their veratt faiUed. Eaay waa the taak : 

A thousand handicraftsmen wore the meek 
or poesy. llJ.faled, impious race, 

That blasphemed the bright lyrist to his faea. 

And did not know it ; no, they went about 
Holding a poor dacropil standard out 
Maik’d with most flimsy mottos, and In lorfi 
The name of one Soileau t 

A little before, the manner of Pope is termed, 

” A aciam,X 

Nurtured hyfoppary and barbarism. 

Made great Apollo bluah for this his land.” 

I thought foppery was a consequence of rejinement ; 
but nHmporU. 

The above will suffice to show the notions entertain-* 
ed by the new performers on the English lyre of him who 


* In a manuscript note on this passage of the pamphlet, dated Nov. 
IS, 182], Lord Byron says,—” Mr. Keats died at Rome about a year af 
ter this was written, of a decline produced by his having burst a blood- 
vessel on reading the article on his ‘ Endymion’ in tlie duarteriy Reviaw. 
I have read tiie article before and since ; and although it is bitter, I do 
not Uiink that a man should permit himself to be killed by it. But a 
yoiinj^ man little dreams whal he must inevitably encounter in the course 
of a life ambitious of public notice. My indignation at Mr, Keats’s de< 
predation of Pope has hardly permitted me to do Justice to his own 

S rnlus, which, malgre all the fantastic fopjieries of his style, was un- 
oubtedly of great promise. His fragment of ‘ Hyperion’ seems actually 
inspired by the Titans, and is as sublime as ASschylus . He is a loss to 
our literatm e ; and the more so, as he himself, beiure his death, i« said to 
have been persuaded that he had not taken the ri(:ht line, and was re- 
forming bis stvle upon the more classical models ol the language, 
t It was at least a grammar ” school.” 
i Mo spelt by the author. 

I As a balance to these lines, and to the sense and aentiraent of the 
new school, t will nut down a passage or two from Pope’s aarliaat po- 
ems, taken at ranaom 

” Envy her own snakes shall feel. 

And Persecution mourn her broken wheel, 

There Paction roar, Rebellion bite her chain, 

And gasping Furies thirst for blood in vain.” 

' Ah I what avails his glossy varying dyes, 

Hit purple crest, and scarlet-circled eyes*, 

The vivid green bis shining plumes unfold. 

His {lainied wings, and breast that flames with gold.” 

'Round broken columns clasping ivy twined. 

O’er heaps ol' ruin stalk’d tne stalely hind ; 

The fox obscene to gauing tombs retires, 

And savage howliuga nil Uie sacred quires.” 

' Hail, bards triumphant I born in happier days ; 

Immortal heirs of universal praise ! 

'Whose honours with increase of ages grow, 

As stieams roll duwn, enlarging as tlmy flow ; 

Nations unborn your mighty names shall sound, 

And worlds applaud that must not yet be found I 
Oh may some spark of your celestial fire, 

The last, the meanest of your sons inspire, 

^hat on weak wings, from far pursues your flights ; 

Glows while he reads, but trembles as he writes, 

To tench vain wits a science Utile known, 

T’ admire aujierior sense, and doubt their own I” 

' Amphion there the loud creating lyre 
Strikes, snd behold a sudden Thebes aspire f 
Cilhasron’s echoes noswer to his call, 

And half the mountain rolls into a wall.” 

** So Zambia’s rocks, the beauteous work of froot, 

Rise while in air, and glitter o’er the coast ; 

Pale suns, unfelt, at dlsUnce roll away. 

And on th’ impassive ice the lightnings play ; 

Eternal snows the growing mass supply, 

Till the bright mountains prop the incumbent sky, 

As Allas fix'd, each hoary pile appears, 

The gather’d winter of a thousand yean. 

** Thus, when we view some well-proportion ’d dome. 

The world’s Just wonder, end even thine, O Rome i 
No single parts unequally surprise, 

All comes united to ih’ admiring eyes ; 

No monstrous height, or breadth, or length appear ; 

The whole at once is bold and regular.” 

A thousand similar passages crowd upon me, ell composed by POpe 
before his two-and-ttoentiath vear ; and yet it is coniencM that he Is no 
poet, and we are told so in such lines as I beg the reader to conqiare with 
these jfOuthJtU verses of the ” iio poet .’ ’ Must we repeat the question of 
Johnson, ” If Popa ia not apoat, mhara is poetry to be/oww)” Evan 
in da»criptiva poetry, the towaat department of the art, he wUl be fovu&d 
on a fair examination, to surpass eoy living writer. 
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made it moat tuneable^ and the great improvements ofl 
their own “ variazioni.** 

The writer of this is a tadpole of the Lakes, a young! 
disciple of the six or seven new schools, in which he 
has learnt to write such lines and such sentiments as the 
above. He says easy was the task** of imitating Pope, 
or it may be of equalling him, 1 presume. 1 recommend 
him to try before he is so positive on the subject, and then 
compare what he will have then written and what he has 
note written with the humblest and earliest compositions 
of Pope, produced in years still more youthful than those 
of Mr. Keats when he invented his new “ Essay on 
Criticism,** entitled “ Sleep and Poetry’* (an ominous 
ptitle,) from whence the above canons are taken. Pope’s 
was written at nineteen, and published at twenty-two. 

Such are the triumphs of the new schools, and such 
their scholars. The disciples of Pope were Johnson, 
Goldsmith, Rogers, Campbell, Crabbe, Gifford, Mat- 
thias, Hayley, and the author of the Paradise of 
Coquettes ; to whom may be added Richards, Heber, 
Wrangham, Bland, Hodgson, Merivale, and others who 
have not had their full fame, because the race is not 
always to the swift, nor the battle to the strong,” and 
because there is a fortune in fame as in all other things. 
Now, of ail the new schools-—! say aW, “ for, “ like Le- 
gion, they are many” — ^lias there appeared a single scho- 
lar who has not made his master ashamed of him ? unless 
it be Sotheby, who has imitated every body, and occa- 
sionally surpassed his models. Scott found peculiar 
favour and imitation among the fair sex : there was Miss 
Holford, and Miss Mitford, and Miss Francis; but, 
with the greatest respect be it spoken, none of his 
imitators did much honour to the original, except Hogg, 
the Ettrick shepherd, until the appearance of The 
Bridal of Triermain,” and “ Harold the Dauntless,” 
which in the opinion of some equalled if not surpassed 
him ; and lo ! after three or four years they turned out to 
be the Master’s own compositions. Have Southey, or 
Coleridge, or t’other fellow, made a follower of renown ? 
Wilson never did well till he set up for himself in the 
“City of the Plague.” Has Moore, or any other living 
writer of reputation, had a tolerable imitator, or rather 
disciple? Now, it is remarkable, that almost ail the 
followers of Pope, whom I have named, have produced 
beautiful and standard works ; and it was not the number 
of his imitators who finally hurt his fame, but the despair 
of imitation, and the ease of mt imitating him sufficiently. 
This, and the same reason which induced the Athenian 
burgher to vote for the banishment of Aristides, “ be- 
cause he was tired of always hearing him called the 
/tut,” have produced the temporary exile of Pope from 
the State of Literature. But the term of his ostracism 
will expire, and the sooner the better, not for him, but 
for those who banished him, and for the coming genera- 
tion, who 

** Will bluih to ftnd their f», there were his foee.” 


I will now return to the writer of the article which 
has drawn forth these remarks, whom 1 honestly take to 
be John Wilson, a man of great powers and acquire* 
ments, well known to the public as the author of the 
' City of the Plague,” “ Isle of Palms,” and other 
productions. I take the liberty of naming him, by the 
same species of courtesy which has induced him to de* 
signate me as the author of Don Jiian. Upon the 
score of the Lake Poets, he may perhaps recall to mind 
that 1 merely express an opinion long ago entertained 
atid specified in a letter to Mr. James Hogg, which 
he the said James Hogg, somewhat contrary to the law 
of pens, showed to Mr. John Wilson, in the year 1814, 
as he himself informed me in his answer, telling roe by 

way of apology, that “ he’d be d d if he could help 

it and I am not conscious of any thing like “ envy” 
or “ exacerbation” at this moment which induces me 
to think belter or worse of Southey, Wordsworth, and 
Coleridge as poets than X do now, although 1 do know 
one or two things more which have added to my con- 
tempt for them as individuals. And, in return for Mr. 
Wilson’s invective, 1 shall content myself with asking 
one question ; Did he never compose, recite, or sing 
any parody or parodies upon the Psalms (of what nature 
this deponent saith not,) in certain jovial meetings of 
the youth of Edinburgh ? It is not that 1 think any 
great harm if he did ; because it seems to me that all 
depends upon the intention of such a parody. If it be 
meant to throw ridicule on the sacred original, it is a 
sin ; if it be intended lo burlesque the profane subject, 
or to inculcate a moral truth, it is none. If it were, 
ihe unbelievers^ Creedy the many political parodies of 
various parts of the Scriptures and liturgy, particularly 
a celebrated one of the Lord’s Prayer, and the beautiful 
moral parable in favour of toleration by Franklin, 
which has often been taken for a real extract from Ge- 
nesis, would all be sins of a damning nature. But I 
wish to know, if Mr. Wilson ever has done this, and 
if he haSy why he should be so very angry with similar 
portions of Don Juan ? — Did no “ parody profane” ap- 
pear in any of the earlier numbers of Blackwood’s 
Magazine ? 

I will now conclude this long answer to a short article, 
repenting of having said so much in my own defence, 
and so little on the “crying, left-hand fallings off and 
national defections” of the poetry of the present day. 
Having said this, I can hardly be expected to defend 
Don Juan, or any other “ /iving-” poetry, and shall not 
make the attempt. And although I do not think that 
Mr. John Wilson has in this instance treated me with 
candour or consideration, I trust that the lone I have 
used in speaking of him personally will prove that I 
boar him as little malice as 1 really believe at the bot- 
tom qf his heart he bears towards me ; but the duties of 
an editor, like those of a tax-gatherer, are paramount 
and peremptory. I have done. 


BYRON. 



LETTER 


TO THE EDITOR OP ‘MY GRANDMOTHER’S REVIEW.’ 

ORlGiXALLI I'UBLISHfiD IN THE ^LIBERAL.’ 


Iw ihe First Canto of Don Joan appeared the fo 
tug passage 

For f«<ir fome pnidtuh readers ehould gnvr ikittieh, 

I ’v« bribed My Gniu<lmotht*r*i Heview,‘->theBriUiii! 

1 «ent it in « letter to the editor, 

Who IhonkM me duly by return of poet— 

I 'm for « handeurne article his creditor ; 

Yet If my gentle Muec be pleate to roast, 

And break a promieo aOrr having made it her, 

Denying the receipt of what it coat 
And anktiir hji page with gait iusteiid of honey, 

All lean say is— that he had the inouey." 

On ihe appeamiuie of the Pomu, the learned ediloi 
of the Review in (jiiestioa allowed himself to be de- 
coyed into the inetfable ahsurdity of taking the chargi 
a.s serious, and, in his sncct eding number, came forth 
with an indi|:^iani imnrradiction of* it; to which Lord 
Byron replied in tlie following letter 

**TO THE EDITOR OF THE BRITISH REVIEW. 

“MY DEAR ROBERTS, 

“ As a believer in the Churcii of England— to say 
nothing of the State — 1 have been an occasional reader, 
and great outlmirer of, though not a sub-scriber to, your 
Review, wliich is rather expensive. But 1 do not know 
that any part of its contents ever gave me much sui prise 
till the eleventh article of your iwenty-seVentli number 
made its appearance. You have there most vigorously 
refuted a calumnious accusation of bribery and corrup 
tion, the credence of which in the public mind might no 
only have damaged your reputation as a barrister and an 
editor, but, what would have been still worse, have injured 
the circulation of your journal ; which, I regret to hear 
is not BO extensive as the ^ purity (as you well observe) 
of its,* Ac. &c, and the present iu.ste for propriety, would 
induce us to expect. The charge itself is of a solemn 
nature, and, although in verse, is couched in terms of such 
circumstantial gravity, as to induce a belief little short 
of that generally accorded to the thirty-nine articles, to 
which you so frankly subscribed on taking your degrees. 
It is a charge the most revolting to the heart of man, from 
its frequent occurrence ; to the mind of a lawyer, from 
its occasional truth ; and to the soul of an editor, from its 
moral impossibility. You are charged then in the last 
line of one octave stanza, and the whole eight linos of the 
next, viz. 209th and 210th of the first canto of that * pes- 
tilent poem,’ Don Juan, with receiving, and still more 
foolishly acknowledging the receipt of, certain monies, 
to eulogize the unknown author, who by this account 
must be known to you, if to nobody else. An impeach- 
ment of this nature, so seriously made, there is but one 
way of refuting ; and it is my firm persuasion, that whe- 
ther you did or did not (and I believe that you did not) 
racetve the said monies, of which I wish that he had 
l^ified the sum, you are quite right in denying all 
knowledge of the transaction. If charges of this ne- 
^lOQS description are to go forth, sanctioned by all the 
solemnity of circumstance, and guaranteed by the vera- 
city of verse (as Counselior Phillips would say) what 
is to become of readers hitherto la^icitly confident in 
the not less veracious prose of ottr critical journals ? 
what is to become of the reviews ? And if the reviews 
fiiil, what is to become of the editors ? It is common 


cause, and you have done well to sound the alarm. 1 
myself, in my humble sjiliere, will be one of your echoes. 

I In the words of the tragedian Liston, ‘ I love a row,** 
and you seem justly determined to make one, 

“ it is barely possible, certainly improbable, that the 
writer might have been in jest; but this only aggravates 
his crime. A joke, the proverb says, * breaks no Inmes ;* 
but it may break a bookseller, or it may be the cause of 
bones being broken. The jeSt is but a bad one at the 
best for the author, and might have been a still worse 
one fur you, if your copious contradicliun did not certify 
to ail whom it may concern your own indignunt inno- 
cence, and the itruna'’ulate purity of ihe Brilibli Review, 

I do not doubt your word, my dear Roberts, yet I can- 
not help wishing that in a case of such vital importance, 
it had assumed the more substantial shape of an affida- 
vit sworn before the Lord Mayor. 

‘ I am sure, niy dear Roberts, that y<^u will lake these 
observations of mine in good part ; they are written in 
a spirit of friendship not less pure tlian your own edito- 
rial integrity. I have always admired you ; and not 
.Mowing any shajio which friendship and admiration 
can assume more agreeable and useful than that of good 
advice, 1 shall continue rny lucubrations, mi.\ed with 
here and there a inonilory hint as to what I conceive 
0 bo the line you should pursue, in case you should 
ever again be assailed with bribes, or accused of taking 
them. By the way, you do n’t say much aU;ot the 
poem, except that it is ‘ flagitious.’ This is a pity 
— ^you should have cut it up ; because, to say the truth, 

,n not doing so, you somewhat assist any notions which 
the malignant might entertain on the score of the ano- 
lymous asseveration which has made you so angry. 

“ You say, no bookseller ‘ was willing to take upon 
limself die publication, though nio.st of tliem disgrace 
homsulve.s by selling it,’ Now, my dear friend, though 
we all know that those fellows will do any thing for 
money, methinks tho disgrace is more with the pur- 
chasers ; and some such, doubtless, there are, for there 
can be no very extensive selling (as you will perceive 
►y that of the British Review) without buying. You 
then add, ‘ what can the critic say ?* 1 am sure I do n’t 
know ; at present he says very little, and that not much 
.0 the purpose. Then comes, ‘ for praise, as far as re- 
gards the poetry^ many passages might be exhibited ; 
or condemnation, as far as regards the morality, all. 
Now, my dear good Roberts. T feel for you and for your 
’eputation ; my heart bleeds for both ; and I do ask 
ou, whether or not such language does not come posi- 
ively under the description ^ * the puflf collusive,’ for 
which see Sheridan’s farce of * The Critic’ (by the way, 
little more facetious than your own farce under tho 
same title) towards the close of scene second, act Ute 
Brst. 

“ The poem is, it seems, sold as the work of Lord 
Byron ; but you feel yourself ‘ at liberty to suppose it 
lot Lord B.’s composition.’ Why did you ever sup- 
lose that it was? I approve of your indignation— I 
pplaud it— I feel as angry as you can; but perhaps 
our virtuous wrath carries you a little too far, when 
ou say that ‘ no misdemeanour, not even that of send- 
ing into the world obscene and blasphemous poetry, the 
product of studious lewduess and laboured inqpiety, op 



LETTER TO THE EDITOR OP ‘MY GRANDMOTHER^S REVIEW/ ' 


pears to yoa io so detestable a light as tiie acceptance 
of a , present by the editor of a review, as ihe condition 
of praising an author/ Tho devil it does n’t! Think 
a little. This is being critical overnmch. In point of 
Gentile benevolence or Cbrisliaii charily, it wore surely 
less criminal to praise fur a bribe, than to abuse a fel- 
low-creature for nothing ; and as to the assertion of the 
comparative innocence of biaspheiny and obscenity, con- 
fronted with an editor’s ‘acceptance of a present,’ I 
shall merely observe, that as an editor you say very 
well, but as a Christian barrister, I would not recommend 

• you to transplant this sentence into a brief. 

“And yet you say, ‘ the miserable man (for miserable 
lie is, as having a soul of which he cannot got rid’) — 
.But here I must pause again, and inquire whal is the 
meaning of this parenthesis. Wo have heard of pctopic 
of ‘ little soul,* or of ‘ no soul at all,’ but never till now 
of ‘ the misery of having a soul of which we cannot get 
rid ;* a misery under which you are possibly no great 
sufferer, having got rid apparently of .some of the intel- 
lectual part of yuiir own wiieti you penned tiiis pretty 
piece of eloquence. 

“But to continue. You call upon Lord Byron, al- 
ways supposing him not the author, to disclaim ‘ with 
all gentlemanly haste,’ &,c. &.c. 1 am told that Lord 
B. 18 in a iRireign country, some thuusaiid miles off it 
may be; so that it will be ditiicult for him to hurry t< 
your wishes. In the moan linio, pciliaps you yoursel 
have set an example of rnoi e haste than gentility; bu 

* the more haste tho worse s}ieed.’ 

“ Let 118 now look at tho charge itself, my dear R( 
berts, which appears to mo to bo in some degree not 
quite explicitly worded : 

‘ I bribed my Grandtnathei 'a Review, the Britisli.*' 

“ I recollect hearing, soon after the publication, thii 
subject discussed at the tea-fable of Mr. S. tho pod 
who expressed himself, I remember, a good deal surprisec 
that you had never reviewed his epic poem, nor any of 
his six tragedies, of which, in one instance, the bad taste 
of the pit, and in all tho rest, the barbarous repugnance 
of tlie principal actons, prevented the [»erformance. 
Mrs. and the Misses S, being in a corner of the room 
perusing the proof shoots of some new poems on Italy, 
(I wish, by tho by, Mrs. S. would make the tea a little 
stronger,) the male part of the conversazione were at 
liberty to make a few observations on the poem and 
passage in question, and there was a difference of opi- 
nion. Some thought tho allusion was to the ‘ British 
Critic others, that by the expression, ‘ my Grandmo- 
ther’s Review,’ it was intimated that ‘ my grandmother’ 
was not the reader of tho review, but actually tho 
writer ; thereby insinuating, my dear Roberts, that you 
were an old woman ; because, as people often say, 

‘ Jeffrey’s Review,* ‘ Gifford’s Review,’ in lieu of Edin- 
burgh and duarterly ; so ‘ iny Grandmother’s Review* 
ind Roberts’s might . be also synonymous. Now, what- 
wer colour his insinuation might derive from the cir- 
sumstance of your wearing a gown, as well as from 
^our time of life, your general stylo, and various pas- 
lages of your writings,— I will take upon myself to 
sxculpate you from all suspicion of tho kind, and assert, 
without calling Mrs. Roberts in testimony, that if ever 
l^ou should be chosen Pope, you will pass through all the 
previous ceremonies with as much credit as any pontiff^ 
lince the parturition of Joan. It is very unfair to judge 
>f sex from writings, particularly from those of the 
British Rioview. We are all liable to be deceived ; and 
t is an indisputable fact, that many of the best articles 
n your journal, which were attributed to a veteran fe- 
D^e, were actually written by you yourself; and yet to 
his day thenre are people who could never find out the 
liffurem. But let us return to the more immediate 
luestion. 

“ I agree with you that it is impossible Lord Byron 
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should be the author, not only because as a British peer, 
and a British poei, it would be impracticable for him to 
have recourse to such facetious fiction, but for some other 
reasons which you have omitted to state. In tlie first 
place, his lordship has no grandmother. Now the author. 

_ k„l: l:..* .i_i. i ’ 


mere figurative allusion to your supposed iniellectuai 
age and sex, my dear friend, it follows, whether you be 
she or no, that there is such an elderly lady still extant. 
And I can the more readily credit this, having a sexa- 
genary aunt of my own, who perused you constantly, till 
uiilortunately falling asleep over the leading article of 
your last number, her spectacles fell off and were broken 
against the fender, afier a faithful service of fifteen years, 
and she lias never been able to fit her eyes since ; so 
that 1 have been forced to read you aloud to her ; and 
this is in fact the way in which I became acquainted 
with the subject of rny present letter, and thus deter- 
mined to become your pnblic correspondent. 

“ In tho next place, Lord B.’s destiny seems in some 
sort like that of Hercules of old, who became the author 
of oil unappropriated prodigies. . Lord B. has been sup- 
)Osed the author of the ‘ Vampire,’ of a ‘ Pilgrimage to 
eriisalem,’ ‘ To the Dead Sea,’ of ‘Death upon tho 
Pale Horse,’ of odes to ‘ Lavalelto,’ to ‘ Saint Helena,’ 
to the ‘ Land of tho Gaul,’ and to a sucking child. Now 
he turned out to liave written none of these things. Be- 
sides, you say, he knows in what a spirit of, &c. you 
criticise — Are you sure he knows all this? that ho has 
read you like rny poor dear aunt ? They tell me he is 
a queer sort of a man ; and 1 would not be too sure, if 
1 were you, either of what he has read or what he has 
written. I thought his style had been the serious and 
terrible. As to his sending you money, this is tho first 
time that ever 1 heard of his paying his reviewers in 
that coin ; I thought it was rather in tkeir own, to judge 
from some of his earlier productions. Besides, though 
he may not be profu.se in his expenditure, 1 should con- 
jecture that his reviewer’s bill is not so long as his 
tailor’s. 

Shall 1 give you what I think a prudent opinion. 1 
do n’t mean to insinuate, God forbid ! but if, by any ac- 
cident, there should have been such a correspondence 
between you and the unknown author, whoever he may 
be, send him back liis money ; I dare say he will be very 
glad to have it again : it can’t be much, considering tlie 
value of the article and the circulation of the journal ; 
and you are too modest to rate your praise beyond its 
real wortli. — ^Do n’t be angry, — I know you won’t,— at 
this appraisement of your powers of eulogy ; for on the 
other hand, my dear friend, depend upon it your abuse 
is worth, not its own weight — that *s a feather,— but 
yoMT weight in gold. So do n’t spare it: if he has bar- 
gained for that, give it handsomely, and depend upon 
your doing him a friendly office, 

“ But I only speak in case of possibility ; for, as I 
said before, I cannot believe in the first instance, that 
you would receive a bribe to praise any person whatever ; 
and still less can I believe that your praise could ever 
produce such an offer. You are a good creature, my 
dear Roberts, and a clever fellow ; ehie I could almost , 
suspect that you had fallen into the very trap set for you 
in verse by this anonymous wag, who will certainly be 
but too happy to see you saving him the trouble of mak- 
ing you ridiculous. The fact is, that the solemnity of 
your eleventh article does make«you look a little more 
absurd than you ever yet looked, in all probability, and 
it the same time does no good ; for if any My believed 
3efore in the octave stanzas, they will believe still, and 
you will find it not less difficult to prove your n^jitlve, 
than the learned Partridge found it to d^oostfate w 
not being dead, to the satisfimtion of the readers oC . 
alinanace. 
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** What the mottvei of this writer may hare been for 
(as you magnificently translate his quizzing you) * stating, 
with the particularity which belongs to fact, the forgery 
of a groundless fiction/ {do pray, my dear R. talk a 
little less * in King Cambyses’ vein,’) 1 cannot pretend 
to say ; perhaps to laugh at you, but that is no reason 
for your benevolently making all the world laugh also. 
1 approve of your being angry ; I tell you 1 am angry 
too ; but you should not have shown it so outrageoudy. 
Your solemn * if somebody personating the Editor of 
the,* &c. Ac. * has received from Lord B. or from any 
other person,* reminds me of Charley Incledon’s usual 
^exordium when people came into the tavern to hear him 
sing without paying their share of tho reckoning — ^ If 
a maun, or ony maun, or ony other maun/ &c. &c. ; 
you have both the same redundant eloquence. But why 
should you think any body would personate you ? No- 
body would dream of such a prank who ever read your 
compositions, and perhaps not many who have heard 
your conversation. But I have been inoculated with a 
little of your prolixity. Tho fact is, my dear Roberts, 
that somebody has tried to make a fool of you, and what 
he did not succeed in doing, you have done for him and 
for yourself. 

** With regard to the poem itself, or the author, whom 
X cannot find out, (can you ?) 1 have nothing to say ; 
iny business is with you. I am sure that you will, upon 
second thoughts, be really obliged to me for the intention 


of this letter, however far short my expressions may 
have fallen of the sincere good will, admiration, and 
thorough esteem, with which 1 am ever, my dear 
Roberts, 

Most truly yours, 

« WORTLEY CLUTTERBUCK. 

« Stpt — , 1819. 

“ LUUe Pidlington, 

“ P. S. My letter is too long to revise, and the post 
is going. 1 forget whether or not I asked you the 
meaning of your last words, * the forgery of a groundless 
fiction.* Now, as all forgery is fiction, and all hciion 
a kind of forgery, is not this tautological ? The sentence 
would have ended more strongly with ‘ forgery / only it 
hath an awful Bank of England sound, and would have 
ended like an indictment, besides sparing you several 
words, and conferring some meaning upon the remain- 
der. But this is mere verbal criticism. Good bye — 
once more yours truly, 

“ W. C. 

P. S. 2d.—- Is it true tliat the Saints make up the 
losses of tho review ? — It is very handsome in them to 
be at so great an expense— Pray pardon my taking up 
so much of your time from the bar, and from your clients, 
who I hear are about the same number with the readers 
of your journal. TVw'ce more yours, 

“ W. C/* 
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BACON’S APOPHTHEGMS, 

91. 

Michael Angelo, the fa- 
mous painter, painting in 
the pope’s chapel the por- 
traiture of hell and damned 
souls, made one of the 
damned souls so like a car- 
dinal that was his enemy, 
as every body at first sight 
knew it; whereupon the 
cardinal complained to Pope 
Clement, humbly praying it 
might be defaced. The pope 
said to him, Why, you know 
very well I have power to 
deliver a soul out of purga- 
toiy, bat not out of hell. 

155. 

Alexander, after the bat- 
tle of Granicura, had very 
great oftbrs made him bv 
X>ariu8. Consulting with 
his captains concerning 
them, Parmenio said, Sure, 
I would accept of these of- 
fers, if I were as Alexander. 
Alexander answered, So 
would X, if I were as Pa^- 


OBSERVATIONS. 


158. 

I Antigonus, when it was 
This was not the por- told him that the enemy had 
trait of a cardinal, but of , of arrows, that 

the pope’s master of the; 

' That falls out well, for it 
is hot weather, and so we 
shall fight in the shade. 

162. 

There was a philosopher 
that disputed with Adrian 
the Emperor, and did it 
but weaitly. One of his 
! friends that stood by, after- 
wards said unto him, Me- 
thinks you were not like 
yourself last day, in argu- 
I ment with the Emperor : I 
could have answered better 
It wu after the hatde of “y-®'*’- Why, .aid the phi- 
laeo., and during the iiege 

of Tyre, and not immedi- “® contend .tih him that 
ately after the paonge of icommand. thirty logion.1 
the Granicus, that this is 164. 

said to hive occurred. There was one that found 
a great mass of money 
digged under ground in his 
grandfather’s house, and 
being somewhat doubtful of 
the case, signified it to the 


This was tioi said by 
Antigonus, but by a Spar- 
tan, previously to the battle 
of Thermopyls. 


This happened under 
Augustus Cmsar, and noi 
during the reign of Adrian. 


This happened to the (bp 
ther of Herodes Atticus, 
and the answer was made 
by the emperor iVerva, who 
deierved that his name 
should have been stated 1^ 
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emperor UiAl bo had found 
■uch treasure. The empe- 
ror made a rescript thus : 
Use it. He writ back again, 
that the sum was greatei 
than his state or coi^ition 
could use. The emperor 
writ a new rescript, thus : 
Abuse it. 


178. 

One of the seven was 
wont to say, that laws were 
»like cobwebs: where the 
small dies were caught, and 
die great brake tlirough. 


209. 

An orator of Athens said 
to Demosthenes, The Athe- 
nians will kill you if they 
wax mad. Demosthenes 
replied, And they will kill 
you, if they bo in good 


221 . 

There was a philosopher 
about Tiberius that, looking 
into the nature of Cains, 
said of him, That he was 
mire mingled with blood. 


97. 

There was a king of Hun- 
gary took a bishop in bat- 
tle, and kept him prisoner ; 
whereupon the pope writ 
a monitory to him, for that 
he had broken the privilege 
of holy church, and taken 
his son : the king sent an 
embassage to him, and sent 
withal the armour wherein 
the bishop was taken, and 
this only in writing— Ftefc 
nunt htBC sit vestisjUii tui 7 
Know now whether this be 
thy son’s coat ? 


the greatest— wisest- 

meanest of mankind.” 


This was said by Ana- 
charsis tlie Scythian, and 
not by a Greek. 


This was not said hp 
Demosthenes, but to De- 
mosthenes by Pkocion. 


This was not said of 
Caius (Caligula, I pre- 
sume, is intended by Caius,) 
but of Tiberius himself. 


This reply was not made 
by a King of Hungary ^ but 
sent by Richard the first, 
CoBur do Lion, of England 
to the Pope, with the breast- 
plate of the bishop of Beau- 
vais. 
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Demetrius, king of Mu- This did no^ happen to 
cedon, had a petition odered Demetrius, but to Philip 
him divers times by an old King of Macedon. 
woman, and answered ho 
had no leisure ; whereupon 
the woman said aloud, Why 
them give over to be king. 

VOLTAIRE. 

Having stated that Bacon was frequently incorrect in 
his citations from history, I have thought it necessary 
in what regards so great a name (however triding,) to 
support the assertion by such facts as more immediately 
occur to me. They are but trifles, and yet for such 
trifles a schoolboy would be whipped (if still in the 
fourth form) ; and Voltaire for half a dozen similar er- 
rors has been treated as a superficial writer, notwith- 
standing the testimony of tlie learnt^ Warton : — Vol- 
taire, a writer of mwcA deeper research than is imagined, 
and the Jirst who has displayed the literature and cus- 
orns of the dark agos with any degree of penetration and 
comprehension.” For another distinguished testimony 
to Voltaire’s merits in literary research, see also Lord 
Holland’s excellent Account of the Life and Writings 
of Lope d© Vega, vol. i. p. 215. edition of 1817. 

Voltaire has even been termed “ a shallow fellow,” 
by some of the same school who called Dryden’s Odo 
“ a drunken song — a «cAooI (as it is called, I presume, 
from their education being still incomplete) the whole 
of whose filthy trash of Epics, Excursions, &c. &c. &c. 
is not worth the two words in Zaire, “ Vous pleurez^* 
or a single speech of Tancred; — a school, the apostate 
lives of whose renegadoes, with their tea-drinking neu- 
trality of morals, and their convenient treachery in 
politics — in the record of their accumulated pretences 
to virtue can produce no actions (were all their good 
deeds drawn up in array) to equal or approach the sole 
defence of the family of Galas, by that groat and une- 
qualled genius — the universal Voltaire. 

I have ventured to remark on these litile inaccuracies 
of “ the greatest genins that England or perhaps any 
other country ever produced,”* merely to show our na- 
tional injustice in condemning generally^ the greatest 
genius of France for such inadvertencies as these, of 
which the highest of England has been no less guilty. 
Cluery, was Bacon a greater intellect than Newton ? 


• Pope, in Spence’e Auecclotee, p. 158. Muiuno^s edition. 
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two EPISTLES FROM THE ARMENIAN VERSION. 


THE EPISTLE OF THE CORINTHIANS 
TO ST. PAUL THE APOSTLE.* 

1 Stephen,! and the elders with him, Dabnus, Eu- 
bi4us, Theophiius, and Xinon, to Paul, our father and 
evangelist, and faithful master in Jesus Christ, health.! 

2 Two men have come to Corinth, Simon, by name, 
and Cleobus,§ who vehemently disturb the faith of some 
with deceitful and corrupt words ; 

$ Of which words thou shouldst inform thyself: 

4 For neither have we heard such words from thee, 
nor from the other apostles : 

5 But we know only that what we have heard from 
diee and from them, that we have kept firmly. 

6 But in this chiefly has our Lord had compassion, 
that, whilst thou art yet with us in tlie flesh, we are again 
about to hear from thee. 

7 Therefore do thou write to us, or come thyself 
among us quickly. 

8 We believe in the Lord, that, as it was revealed to 
Theonas, he hath delivered thee from tlie hands of Uie 
unrighteous. II 

9 But these are the sinful words of these impure men. 
for thus do they say and teach : 

10 That it behooves not to admit the Prophets.lf 

11 NciUier do they affirm the omnipotence of God : 

12 Neither do they affirm the resurrection of tlie flesh : 

13 Neither do tliey affirm that man was altogether 
created by God ; 

14 Neither do they affirm that Jesus Christ was bom 
in the flesh from the Virgin Mary: 

16 Neither do they affirm that the world was the work 
of God, but of some one of the angels. 

M Therefore do thou make haste* + to come among us. 

17 That this city of the Corinthians may remain with- 
out scandal. 

18 And that tlie folly of fliese men maybe made mani- 
fest by an open refutation. Fare thee well.jt 

The deacons Thereptus and TichuRJI received and 
conveyed this Epistle to the city of the Philippians.§§ 

When Paul received the Epi.stle, although he was then 
in chains on account df Stratonice,|| |1 the wife of Apofo- 
ImmiSjUIT yet, as it were forgetting his bonds, he mourned 
over these words, and said, weeiiing, “ It were better for 
me to be dead, and wdtli tlie I^iord. For while I am in 
this body, and hear the wretched words of such false 


Some MSS. hare the title thua : of Stephen the Elder tr 

■ ' ■* ' >m the Corinthians. 

marginal remee publiahed by the Whi»toi« nr< 


Ptml the Apostle, from the Corinthians. 
t In the MSS. the ‘ ' 


wanting. 

t In eotne MSS. we And, The etdere Nimsmts, Eubulus, Theo^ 
philtte, tmi Notneson, to Paul their brother, health ! 

( Oihera read, There came certain men, . . . and Clobeue, seho 
osmmnentlj/ ehnks. 

it Some MSS. hare, We believe in the Lord, that hit pretence 
iMhff made manifeet ; atid ^ thie hath the Lord delivered ue from 
the haesde of the uHrigh>toue. 

S Otbera read, To read the Prophett. 

* * Some MSS. hare, Therefore, brother, do thou make haete. 

tt OUwni mad, Pare thee well in the Lord, 

It Soma MSS. hare, The Deacon* Therepiw and Teehue. 

f| Tba WhUtone hare, To the city of Phoenicia ; but in all the 
wm. we And, 7b the city of the Philinpiane. 

M OUmih read. On account of Onottee, 

Vtl The WhbaoM hare, Of ApoUophamu : but in all the MSS. we 
mad, Apofotaem* 


doctrine, behold, grief arises upon grief, and my trouble 
adds a weight to my chains ; wlum I behold this calamity, 
and progrcs.s oLlho machinations of Satan, who scarcheth 
to do wrong.” 

And thus with deep affliction Paul composed his reply 
to the KpistJe.* 


EPISTLE OF PAUL TO THE CORINTHIAN8.f 

' 1 Paul, in bonds for Je.sii.s Christ, disturbed by so 

many errors,! to his Corinthian brethren, health. 

2 I nothing marvel tliat the preachers of evil have 
made this progress. 

3 For btjcause the Lord Jesus is about to fulfil his 
coming, verily on this account do certain men pervert and 
despise his words. 

4 But I, verily, from the beginning, have taught you 
tliat only which I myself received from tlio former apos- 
tles, who always remaim^d with tlu* Lord Jesus Christ. 

5 And I now say unto yon, that the Lord Jesus Christ 
was born of the Virgin Mary, who was of the seed of 
David, 

6 According to the annunciation of the Holy Ghost, 
sent to her by our Father from heaven ; 

7 That Jesus might be introduced into t'ue world, § 
and deliver our flesh by his flesh, and tliat ho might raise 
us up from the dead ; 

8 As in this also he himself became the example : 

9 That it miglit be made manifest that man was 
created by the Father, 

10 He has not remained in perdition unsought ;|| 

11 Bathe is sought for, that he might be revived by 
adoption. 

12 For God, who is the Lord of all, the Father of our 
Lord Jesus Christ, who made heaven and earth, sent, 
firstly, the Prophets to the .Iew.s : 

13 That he would absolve them from their sins, and 
bring them to his judgment. 

14 Because he wished to save, firstly, the house of 
I.sraol, he bestowed and poured fbrtli his Spirit upon th© 
Prophets ; 

15 That they should for a long time preach the wor- 
ship of God, and the nalivity of CJhrist. 

16 But he who was the prince of e\nl, when he wished 
to make himself f »od, laid his hand upon (hem, 

17 And bound all men in sin, If 

18 Because the judgment of the world was approach- 

19 But Almighty God, when he willed to justify, was 
unwilling to abandon his creature ; 

I But when he saw his affliction, he had compassion 
upon him; 

♦ In the text of thie Epiitle there are come other rariatintM in th-* 
wonle, but the senen ia the same. 

t Some M.^S. have, PauVt Epietle from prison, for the instruct 
'ion of the Corinthians. 

I Others rend, Disturbed by various compunctions , 

f Some MSS. have, Jesus mifthf comfort the world. 

II Others read, He has not rsmained indifersnt. 

IT Some MSS. have. Laid hit hand, and them and all body hound 
in sir 
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21 And at the end of a time he sent the Holy Ghost 
into the Virgin foretold by the Prophets. 

22 Who, believing readily,* was made worthy to con- 
ceive, and bring forth our Loi^ Jesus Christ. 

23 That from this perishable body, in which the evil 
spirit was glorified, he should be cast out, and it should be 
made manifest 

24 That he was not God: For Jesus Christ, in his 
flesh, had recalled and saved this perishable flesh, and 
dra^n it into eternal life by faith, 

25 Because in his body ho would prepare a pure 
- temple of justice for all ages ; 

26 In whom we also, when we believe, are saved. 

• 27 Therefore know ye that tliese men arc not the 

. children of justice, but the children of wrath ; 

28 Who turn away from themselves the compassion 
of God; 

29 Who say that neither the heavens nor the earth 
were altogether works made by the hand of the Father 
of all things.f 

30 But these cursed men| have the doctrine of th< 
serpent. 

31 But do yo, by the power of God, withdraw your- 
selves far from these, and expel from among you the 
doctrine of the wicked. 

32 Because you are not the children of rebellion, § but 
tlie sons of the beloved church. 

33 And on this account the time of the resurrection is 
preached to all men. 

34 Therefore they who affirm that there is no resurrec- 
tion of the flesh, they indeed shall not be raised up to 
eternal life; 

35 But to judgment and condemnation shall the unbe- 
liever arise in the flesh : 

36 For to that body which denies the resurrection of 
the l)ody, shall be denied the resurrection; because such 
are found to refuse) the resurrection. 

37 But you also, Corinthians ! have known, from the 
seeds of wheat, anti from other seed.s, 

88 That one grain falls)) dry into tlio earth, and within 
it first dies, 

39 And sdlerward rises again, by the will of the Lord, 
endued with the same body : 

40 Neither indeed does it arise with the same simple 
body, but manifold, and filled witli blessing. 

41 But we produce the example not only from seeds, 
but from the honourable bodies of men .11 

42 Ye also have known Jonas, the son of Amittai.** 

* Otliert read, Seli^tviHg: witk a pur« heart, 

t Some MSS, bRve, 0/ Qod the Father of all thingt. 

1 Otherarend, They euree themeelvee in thie thing. 

4 Others read, Children of the dieobedient. 

P Some MSS. have, That one grain falle not dry into the earth. 

il Oihera read, But tee have not only produced from faacU, but 
from the honourable body of man. 

** Otfa«r« read, The eon of BnuUtikue, 


43 Because he delayed to preach to the Ninevite*^ he 
was swallowed up in the belly of a fish for three days 
and three nights : 

44 And after three days God heard his suppUcatioin, 
and brought him out from the deep abyss ; 

45 Neither was any part of his body corrupted ; neither 
was his eyebrow bent down.* 

46 And how much more for you, oh men of little faith! 

47 If you believe in our Lord Jesus Christ, will he 
raiso you up, oven as he himself hath arisen. 

48 If the bones of Elisha the prophet, falling upon the 
dead, revived tlie dead, 

49 By how much more shall ye, who are supported by 
the flesh and the blood and the Spirit of Christ, arise 
again on that day with a perfect body ? 

50 Klias the prophet, embracing the widow’s stm, raised 
him from the dead : 

51 By how much more shall Jesus Christ revive you, 
on that day, with a perfect body, even as he himself hath 
arisen ~ 

52 But if ye receive other tilings vainly,f 

53 Henceforth no one shall cause me to travail ; for I 
bear on my body these fetters, | 

54 To obtain Christ ; and I suffer with patience these 
afflictions to become wortliy of the resurrection of the 
dead. 

55 And do each of you, having received the law from 
ihe hands of the blessed Prophets and the holy gospel,§ 
firmly maintain it; 

56 To the end that you may be rewarded in the resur- 
jclion of the dead, and the possession of the life eternal. 

67 But if any of ye, not believing, shall trespass, he 
shall bo judged with the misdoers, and punished with 
hose who have false belief. 

58 Because such are the generations of vipers, and 
the children of dragons and basilisks. 

59 Drive far from among ye, and fly from such, with 
hr; aid of our Lord Jesus Christ. 

60 And the peace and grace of the beloved Son be 
upon you.|| Amen. 

Done into Engli$h by me, January- February ^ 1817, of 
'he Convent of San Lazaro^ with the aid and exprmtUm 
of the Armenian teait by the Fatiier Paschal AucheTf Ar^ 
menian Friar. ByxoK, 

Venice, April 10, 1817. 

/ had also the Jjatin text, but Hie in many places very 
corrupt, and with great omissions. 

* Other* add, Nor did a hair of hie body fall therefrom. 
t Some MSS, have, Ye shall not receive other things in vain. 
t Other* finiihed here fhu*. Henceforth no one can trouble me fat- 
ler, for I bear in my body the et^geringe of Chriet. The grace of 
'tr L^rd Jeeut Chrlit is with your spirit, my brethren. Amen, 

■ Some MSS. have, Of the holy evangeliet 
Other* add, Our Lord be with ye all. Amen. 



THE WILL OF LORD BYRON. 


(SZTRACTED FROM THE REGISTRY OF THE PREROGATIVE COURT OF CANTERBURY.) 


This is the hurt will and testament of me, George Gor- 
don, Lord Byron, Baron Byron, of Rochdale, in the 
county of Lancaster, as follows : — give and devise all 
that my manor or lordship of Rochdale, in the said county 
of Lancaster, with all its rights, royalties, members, and 
appurtenances, and all my lands, tenements, heredita- 
ments, and premises situate, lying, and being within the 
parish, manor, or lordship of Rochdale aforesaid, and all 
other my estates, lands, herediiaments, and premises 
whatsoever and wheresoever, unto my friends John Cam 
Hobhouse, late of Trinity College, Cambridge, Esquire, 
and John Hanson, of Chancery-lane, London, Ksquirc, to 
die use and behoof of them, their heirs and assigns, upon 
trust that they the said John Cain Hobhouse and John 
Hanson, and the survivor of them, and the heirs and 
asngns of such survivor, do and shall, as soon as conveni- 
ently may be after my decease, sell and dispose of all my 
said manor and estates for the most money that can or 
may be had or gotten for the same, either by private con- 
tract or public sale by auction, and either together or in 
lots, as my said trustees shall think proper ; and for the 
facilitating such sale and sales, I do direct that the receipt 
and receipts of my said trustees, and tlie survivor of them, 
and the heirs and assigns of such survivor, shall be a good 
and Buiiicient discharge, and good and sufBcicni dis- 
charges to the purchaser or purchasers of my said estates, 
or any part or parts thereof, for so much money as in such 
receipt or receipts shall be expressed or acknowledged to 
be received ; and that such purchaser or purchasers, his, 
her, or their heirs and assigns, shall not afterward be in 
any manner answerable or accountable for such purchase- 
moneys, or be obliged to see to the application thereof: 

, And 1 do will and direct that my said trustees shall stand 
possessed of the moneys to arise by tlie sale of my said 
estates upon such trusts and for such intents and purposes 
as 1 have hereinafter directed of and concerning the 
same ; And whereas I have by certain deeds of convey- 
ance made on my marriage with my present wife conveyed 
all my manor and estate of Newstead, in the parishes of 
Newstead and Linley, in the county of Nottingham, unto 
trustees, upon trust to sell the same, and apply the sura 
of sixty thousand pounds, part of the money to arise by 
such sale, upon the trusts of my marriage settlement: 
Now I do hereby give and bequcatli all tlie remainder of 
the purchase-money to arise by sale of my said estate at 
Newstead, and all the whole of the said sixty tliousand 
pounds, or such part thereof as shall not become vested 
and payable under the trusts of my said marriage settle- 
ment, unto the said John Cam Hobhouse and John Han- 
son, their executors, administrators, and assigns, upon 
such trusts and for such ends, intents, and purposes as 
hereinafler directed of and concerning tlie residue of my 
peisonal estate. I give and bequeath unto the said John 
Cam Hobhouse and John Hanson tlie sum of one thou- 
sand pounds each. I gjpte iqkI bequeath all the rest, resi- 
and remainder of panonal estate whatsoever and 
yp^soever unto thaplw lohn Cam Hobhouse and John 
iKinson, their exeLtliiplj[^iSd|ministrat.ors, and assigns, upon 
■PM that they, my Byj|lrtyies,and the survivor of tlicm, 
Sind the executors ana plnihilstrators of such stirvivoi*, do 
and sha^Jiand iKissessod of all such rest and residue of 
iny saii|j|||ijl^ estate and the money to ari.«;e by sale of 


my real estates hereinbefore devised to them for sale and 
such of the moneys to arise by sale of my said estate at* 
Newstead as I have power to dispose o^ after pa 3 nnent 
of my debts and legacies hereby given, upon the trusts 
and for the ends, intents, and purposes hereinafter men- 
tioned and directed of and concerning the same, that is to 
say, upon trust, tliat they, my said trustees, and the sur- 
vivor of them, and the executors and administrators of 
such survivor, do and shall lay out and invest the same in 
the public stocks or funds, or upon government or real 
security at interest, with power from time to time to 
change, vary, and transpose such securities, and from time 
to time during the life of my sister Augusta Mary Leigh, 
the wife of George Leigh, Esquire, pay, receive, apply, 
and dispose of the interest, dividends, and annual produce 
thereof when and as the same shall become due and 
payable into the proper hands of tlie said Augusta Mary 
Leigh, to and for her sole and separate use and benefit, 
free from the control, debts,or engagements of her present 
or any future husband, or unto such person or persons as 
she my said sister shall from time to time, by any writing 
under her hand, notwithstanding her present or any future 
coverture, and whether covert or sole, direct or appoint ; 
and from and immediately after the decease of my said 
sister, then upon trust that they, my said trustees, and the 
survivor of them, his executors or administrators, do and 
shall assign and transfer all my said personal estate and 
other the trust property hereinbefore mentioned, or the 
stocks, funds, or securities wherein or upon which the 
same shall or may be placed out or invested unto and 
among all and every the child and children of my said 
sister, if more than one, in such parte, shares, and propor- 
tions, and to become a vested interest, and to be paid and 
transferred at such time and times, and in such manner, 
and with, under, and subject to such provisions, conditions, 
and restrictions, as my said sister at any time during her 
life, whether covert or sole, by any deed or deeds, instru- 
ment or instruments, in writing, with or without power of 
revocation, to be sealed and delivered in the presence of 
tw'o or more credible witnesses, or by her last will and 
testament in writing, or any writing of apfiointment in the 
nature of a will, shall direct or appoint, and in default of 
any such appointment, or in case of the death of my said 
sister in my lifetime, then upon trust that they, my said 
trustees, and the survivor of them, his executors, adminis- 
trators, and assigns, do and shall assign and transfer all 
the trust, property, and funds unto and among the children 
of my said sister, if more than one, equally to be divided 
between them, share and share alike, and if only one such 
child, then to such only child the shore and sharas of such 
of them as shall be a son or sons, to be paid and trans- 
ferred unto him and them when and as he or they shall 
respectively attain his or their age or ages of twenty-one 
years ; and the share and shares of such of them as shall 
be a daughter or daughters, to be paid and transferred unto 
her or them when and as she or they shall respectively 
attain his or their age or ages of twenty-one years, or be 
married, which shall first happen, and in case any such 
children shall happen to die, being a son or sons, before ho 
or they shall attain the age of twenty-one years, or being 
a daughter or daughters, before she or they shall attain 
the said age of twenty-one, or be married; then it is 
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will and I do direct that the share and shares of such of CODICIL .—This is a CodicU to the last will and 
the said children as shall so die shall go to the survivor or testament of me, the Right Honourable George Gonloik 
survivors of such children, with the benefit of furthei I.ord Byron. I give and bequeath unto Allegra Biwi^ 
accruer in case of the death of any such surviving chil- an infant of about twenty inmiths old, by me brought up, 
dren before their shares shall become vested. And I do and now residing at Venice, the sum of five thousand 
direct that my said trustees shall pay and apply tlic inte- pounds, which I direct tlie executors of my said will to 
rest and dividends of each of the said children’s shares in pay to her on her attaining the age of twenty-one year^ 
the said trust funds for his, her, or tlieir maintenance and or on the day of her marriage, on condition that she does 
education during their minorities, notwithstanding their not marry witli a native of Great Britain, which shall first 
shares may not become vested interests, but that such happen. And I direct my said executors, as soon as 
interest and dividends as shall not have been so applied convenitmtly may be after my decease, to invest the said 
shall accumulate, and follow, and go over with the princi- sum of five thousand {.Kiunds upon government or real 
pal. And I do nominate, constitute, and appoint tlic said security, and to pay and apply the annual income thereof 
• John Cam Hobhouse and Jolm Hanson executors of this in or towards the maintenance and education of the said 
, my will. And I do will and direct that my said trustees Allegra Biron, until she attains her said age of twenty- 
shall not be answerable the one of them for the other of one years, or shall be married as aforesaid ; but in case 
them, or for the acts, deeds, receipts, or defaults of the she shall before attaining the said age and without 
other of them, but each of them for his o\vn acts, deeds, having been married, then I direct the said sum of five 
receipts, and wilful defaults only, and that they my said thousand pounds to become part of the residue of my 
trustees shall bo entitled to retain and deduct out of tlie personal estate, and in all other respects Ido confirm my 
moneys wliich shall come to their hands under tlie trusts said will, and declare this to be a codicil thereto. In wit- 
aiforesaid all such costs, charges, damages, and expenses ness whereof, I have hereunto set ray hand and seal, at 
which they or any of tlieni shall bear, pay, sustain, or be Venice, this 17tJi day of November, in the year of our 
put unto, in the execution and performance of the trusts Lord 1818. 

herein reposed in them. I make the above provision for BYRON, (L. S.) 

my sister and her children, in consequence of my dear 

wife Lady Byron and any children I may have, being Signed, sealed, published, and declared by the said Lord 
otherwise amply provided for \ and, lastly, I do revoke all Byron, as and for a codicil to his will, in the presence of 
former wills by me at any time heretofore made, and do ws, who, in his presence, at his request, and indie presence 
declare this only to be my last will and testament. In of each other, have subscribed our names as witnesses, 
witness whereof, I have to this my last will, contained in Newton Hanson, 

three sheets of paper, set my hand to the first two sheets William Fletcheb. 


thereol^ and to tliis tliird and last sheet iny hand and seal 
this 29th day of July, in the year of our Lord 1815. 

BYRON, (L. S.) 

Signed, sealed, published, and declared by the said Lord 
Byron, the testator, as and for his lost will and testament, 
in the presence of us, who, at his request, in his presence, 
and in the presence of each other, have hereto subscribed 
our names as witnesses. 

Thomas Jones Mawse, 
Edmund Griffin, 
Frederick Jervis, 


Proved at London, (with a codicil,) 6th of July, 1824^ 
before the Worshipful Stephen Lushington, Doctor of 
Laws, and surrogate, by the oaths of John Cam Hobhouse 
and John Hanson, Esquires, the executors to whom 
administration was granted, having been first sworn duly 
to adimnister. 

I Nathaniel Grisxxns, 

George Jenner, 

Charles Dyneley, 

Deputy Registrars. 


Clerks to Mr. Hanson, Chancery-lane. 




CHILDE HAROLD’S PILGRIMAGE 


A ROMAUNT. 


L*uniTeni Mt une etpics de Urn, dont oo o*a lu qua 1» premidre page quand o» h*a ru qua ton pay*. J 'an 
ai fauilletA uo aiaez gnnd nombra, qua j’ai trouvA bgalenient iiuuvaiaaa. Calaxamen n« m’a point iu* 
fructueux. Je haltaaiimu palrie. Toulea lea impertiiieiicea dai i)eu|>le8 divert, parmi latquela i'al r&cut 
m’ani rftconcillA avec elle. (^unod je n’auraia urb d’aulra bki^e de met voyagea qua caluUI 


regraUeraia nl lea fraia, ni lea fatiguea. 


la, Je n'eik 
L£ COSMQFOLITJB. 


PREFACE. 

The following poem was written, for the most part 
amid the scenes which it attempts to describe. It was 
begun in^ Albania ; and the parts relative to Spain and 
Portugal were composed from tite author’s observations 
in those countries. Thus much it may be necessary ti 
state for the correctness of the descriptions. The scenes 
attem))led to be sketched are in Spain, Portugal, Epirus, 
Acamania, and Greece. There for the present the poem 
Stops : its reception will determine whether the author 
may venture to conduct his readers to the capital of the 
East, through Icsiia and Phrygia : these two cantos are 
merely experimental. 

A fictitious character is introduced for the sake oi 
giving some connexion to the piece; which, however, 
makes no pretension to regularity. It has been suggest- 
ed to me by friends, on whose opinions I set a high vdue 
that in tliis b<'*itious character, Childe Harold,” 1 may 
incur the suspicion of having intended some real person- 
*age : this I beg leave, once for all, to disclaim — Harold is 
the child of imagination, for the purpose I have stated. 
In some very trivial particulars, and those merely local, 
there might he grounds for such a notion ; but in the main 
points, T should hope, none whatever. 

It is almost superfluous to mention tliat the appellation 

Childe,” as “Childe Waters,” “Childe Childers,” 
&c. is used as more consonant with the old structure of 
versification which I have adopted. The “ Good Night,” 
in the beginning of the first canto, was suggested by 
“Lord Maxwell’s Good Night,” in the Border Minstrelsy, 
edited by Mr. Scott. 

With the different poems which have been published 
on Spanish subjects, there may be found some slight co- 
incidence in the first part, whidi treats of the Peninsula, 
but it can only be casual; as, with the exception of a 
feW concluding stanzas, the whole of this poem was writ-; 
ten in the Levant. 

A 


The stanza of Spenser, according to one of our most 
successful poets, admits of every variety. Dr. Beattie 
makes the following observation : “ Not long ago I began 
a poem in the style and stanza of Spenser, in which I 
propose to give full scope to my inclination, and be either 
droll or pathetic, descriptive or sentimental, tender or 
satirical, as the humour strikes me ; for, if I mistake not, 
the measure whicfi I have adofited admits equally of all 
these kinds of composnion.”* — Strengthened in my 
opinion by such authority, and by the example of some 
in the highest order of Italian poets, I shall make no 
apology for attempts at similar variations in the following 
comfiositiofn ; satisfied that, if they are unsuccessful, 
their failure must be in the execution, rather than in the 
design sanctioned by the practice of Ariosto, Thomson} 
and Beattie. 


ADDITION TO THE PREFACE. 

I HAVE now waited till almost all our periodical jour* 
nals have distributed their usual portion of criticism. To 
the justice of the generality of their criticisms I have 
nothing to object ; it would ill become me to quarrel with 
their very slight degree of censure, when, perhaps, if 
they had been less kind they had been more candid. 
Returning, therefore, to all and each my best thanks for 
their liberality, on one point alone shall T veniure an 
observation. Among the many objections justly urged 
to llie very indiflerent character of the “ vagrant Childe,” 
(whom, notwithstanding many hints to the contrary, 1 
still maintain to be a ^titious personage,} it has been 
stated, that, besides the anachronism, he is very un- 


* Lottm. 



! Knights were times of love, < borne the badj’e of a Countess of Salisbury, of indifierent 
V it 80 happens that the good memory. So much for chivalry. Burke need not have 
iiu bon vieux terns, Pamour regrett^ that its days are over, though Maria Antoinette 

ie most profligate of aO pos- was quite as chaste as most of those in whose honours 

liO have any doubts on this ' lances were shivered, and knights unhorsed, 
aye, pourm, and more parti- 1 Before the days of Bayard, and down to those of Sir 
HI ; 1 he vows of chivalry were no ‘ Joseph Banks, (die most cliasie and celebrated of ancient 
J bfiier vows whatsoever ; and the ’ and nrodern limes,) few exceptions will be found to this 
wours were not more decent, and statement, and 1 fear a little investigation will teach us not 
less refined, than those of Ovid, j to regret these monst roua mummeries of the middle ages. 
The “ Gouts tfamour, parlcmens d^amour ou do cour- ; I now leave ‘‘ Childe Harold’’ to live his day, such as 
temit de gintilease” had much more of love than o [he is; it had been more agreeable, and certainly more 

com^eiy or gentleness. See Holland on the same subject ‘ easy, to have drawn an amiable character. It had been 

with St Palaye. Whatever other objection may be i easy to varnish over his faults, to make liim do more and 
urged to that most unamiable personage Ohilde Harold, | express less, but he never was intended as an example, 
he was so far perfectly knightly in his attributes— “No jfiirtlKT than to show that early perversion of mind and 
waiter, but a knight templar.”* By the by, I fear tliat , morals leads to satiety (»f past pleasures and disappoint- 
Sir Tristram and Sir Lancelot wore no better than they | merit in new ones, an»l tliat even the beauties of nature, 
should be, although very poetical personages and true and tiie stimulus of travel (except ambition, the most 
knights “ sans peur,” though not “ sans reproche.” I powerful of all excitements) are lost on a soul so misti- 
the story of the institution of the “Garter” be not l tuted, or rather misdirected. Had I proceeded with tlie 
fable, the knights of that order have for several centuries poem, this character would have deepened as he drew to 

the close ; for the outline which I once meant to fill up 
for him was, with some exceptions, tlie sketch of a modern 
* Tb$ Rown. Auajtcobk, Timon, perhaps a poetical Zeluco. 


TO lANTHE. 


Not in those climes where I have late been straying, 
Though Beauty long hatb there been matchless deem’d ; 
Not til those visions to the heart disfdaying 
Forms which it sighs but to have only dream’d, 

Hath aught like thee in truth or fancy seem’d : 

Nor, liaving seen thee, shall I vainly seek 

To paint those charms which varied as they beam’d— 

To such as see thee not my words were weak ; 

To those who gaze on thee what language could they 
speak? 

Ah ! may’st thou ever be what now thou art, 

Nor unbeseem the promise of thy spring, 

As fair in form, as warm yet pure in heart, 

Love’s image upon earth without his wing, 

And guileless beyond Hope’s imagining ! 

And surely she who now so fondly rears 
Thy youth, in thee, thus hourly brightening, 

Beholds the rainbow of her future years, 

Before whose heavenly hues all sorrow disappears. 

Young Peri of the West !— ’t is well for me 
My years already doubly number thine ; 

My loveless eye unmoved may gaze on thee, i 
safely view thy ripening ^auties shine ; 

Bappys I M Bee th^ in dedine ; 


Happier, that while all yenmger hearts shall bleed, 
Mint} shall escape the doom thine eyes assign 
To those whose admiration shall succeed, 

But mix’d witli pangs to Love’s even loveliest hours de- 
creed, 

Oh ! let lliat eye, which, wild as the Gazelle’s, 

Now brightly bold or beautifully shy, 

Wins as it wanders, dazzles where it dwells, 

Glance o’er this page, nor to my verse deny 
That smile for which my breast might vainly sigh, 
Could I to thee be ever more than friend ; 

This much, dear maid, accord : nor question why 
To one so young ray strain I would commend, 

But bid me with my wreath one matchless lily blend. 

Such is thy name with this my verse entwined ; 

And long as kinder eyes a look shall cast 
On Harold’.s page, lanthe’s here enshrined 
Shall thus be first beheld, forgotten W. ' 

My days once number’d, should this homage past 
Attract thy feiry fingers near the lyre 
Of him who hail’d Uiee, loveliest as thou wast, 

Such is the most my memory may desire 
Though more than Hope can claim, could Friendship 
less require ; 
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I. 

Oh, thou I in Hellas deem’d of heavenly birth, 

Muse ! form’d or fabled at the minstrel’s will ! 

Since shamed full oft by later lyres on earth, 

Mine dares not call thee from thy sacred hill: 

Yet there 1 V<.* w^ander’d by thy vaunted rill; 

Yes! si^di’d o’er Delphi’s long deserted shrine,' 
Where, save that fe.eble fountain, all is still ; 

Nor mote my sludl awalie the weary Nine 
To grace so plain a tale — this lowly lay of mine. 

n. 

Whilomc in Albion’s isle tlicre dwelt a youth, 

Who ne in virtue’s ways did talte delight; 

But sjM'nt his days in riot most uncouth, 

And vex’d wdth niirtJi the drowsy ear of Night. 

All, me ! in sooUi ho was a sluuiKtless wight, 

Soro given to revel and ungodly glee ; 

Few earthly things found favour in his sight 
Save concubines and carnal companic, 

And flaunting yvassailcrs of iiigh and low degree, 

in. 

Childe Harold was he liight:— but whence his name 
And lineage long, it suits me not to say ; 

Suffice it, that perchance they were of fame, ^ 
And had been glorious in another day : 

But one sad losel soils a name for aye, 

However mighty in the olden time: 

Nor all that heralds rake from coffin’d clay, 

Nor florid prose, nor honit^d lies of rhym<*, 

2Jan blazon evil deeds, or consecrate a crime. 

IV. 

“'Childe Harold bask’d him m the noontide sun, 
Disporting there like any other fly ; 

Nor deem’d before hi» little day was done 
One blast might chill him into misery. 

But long ere scarce a third of liis pass’d by, 

Worse than adversity the Childe liefell ; 

He felt the fulness of satiety : 

Then loathed he in his native land to dwell, 

Which seem’d to him more lone tlian Eremite’s sad cell. 

V. 

For he through Sin’s long labyrinth had run. 

Nor made atonement when he did amiss, 

Had sigh’d to many though he loved but one, 

And that loved one, alas ! could ne’er be his. 

Ah, happy she! to ’scape from him whose kiss 
Had been pollution imto aught so chaste ; 

Who soon had left her charms for vulgar bliss, 

And spoird her goodly lands to gild his waste, 

Nor calm domestic peace had ever deigned to taste. 


TI. 

And now Childe Harold was sore sick at heart, 
And from his fellow bacchanals would flee ; 

’TLs said, at times the sullen tear would start, 

But Pride congeal’d the drop within Ids ©e: 

Ajiart he stalk’d in joyless reverie. 

And from his native land resolved to go, 

And visit scorching climes beyond tlie sea ; 

With pleasure drugg’d he almost long’d for wo. 

And e’en for change of scene would seek die shades beb 

VII. 

The Childe departed from bis father’s hull : 

It was a vast and venerable pile ; 

So old, it seemed only not to fall, 

Yet strength was pillar’d in each massy aisle. 
Monastic dome ! condemn’d to uses vile ! 

Where Superstition once had made her den 
Now Paphian girls were known to sing and smile ; 
And monks might deem their time was come agen, 
If ancient talcs say true, nor wrong these holy men, 

VI ir. 

Yet oft-times in his maddest mirthful mood 
Strange pangs would flash along Childe Harold’s bro;‘ 
As if die memory of some deadly feud 
Or disap}>ointed passion lurk’d below : 

But this none knew, nor haply cared to know; 

For liis was not that open, artless soul 
That feels relief by bidding sorrow flow. 

Nor sought he friend to counsel or condole, 
Whate’er dus grief mote be, which he could not control 

IX. 

And none did love him— though to hall and bower 
He gather’d revellers from far and near, 

He knew them flatt’rers of the festal hour; 

The heartless parasites of present cheer. 

Yea! none did love him— not his leraans dear— 

But pomp and power alone are woman’s care, 

And where these are light Eros finds a fere; / 
Maidens, like modis, are ever caught by gl 
And Mammon wins his way whore Sera{hs migl; 

X. 

Childe Harold had a mother— not forgot, 

Though parting from that mother he diej^kun ; 

A sister whom he loved, but saw her 
Before his weary pilgrimage begun: / 

If friends ho had, he bade adieu to 

Yet deem not thence lus breast a h^ast of steel; 

Ye, who have known what ’tis to,iloto upon 
A few dear olgects, will in sadnffts feel 
luch partings break the heart tJisy fondly hope to h 
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XI* 

Hii house, his his heritage, his lands, 

The laughing dames in whom he did delight, 

Whose wurge blue eyes, fair locks, and snowy hands, 
Might sluike the saintsliip of an anchorite, 

And long had fed his youthful appetite ; 

His goblets hrirom’d with eveiy costly wine, 

And all that mote to luxury invite, 

Without a sigh he left, to cross the brine, 
ind traverse Paynim shores and pass Earth’s central line. 


The sails were fill’d, and fair the liglit winds blew, 
As glad to waft him from his native home ; 

And fast the white rocks faded fi-orn his view, 

And soon were lost in circumambient foam: 

And then, it may be, of his wish to roam 
Repented he, but in his bosom slept 
The silent thou^t, nor from his lips did come 
One word of wail, whilst others sat and wept, 
md to the reckless gales unmanly moaning kept. 


But when the sun was sinking in the sea 
He seized his harp, which he at times could string, 
And strike, albeit with untaught melody, 

When deem’d he no strange ear was listening: 

And now his fingers o’er it he did fling, 

And tuned liis farewell in the dim twilight. 

While flew the vessel on her snowy wing, 

And fleeting shores receded from his siglit, 

bus to the dements he pour’d his last "Good Night.” 


6 . 

*My father bless’d me fervently, 
Yet did not much complain ; 
But sorely will my motlier sigh 
Till I come back again.’ — 
"Enough, enough, my little lad! 

Such tears become thine eye ; 
If I thy guileless bosom had, 
Mine own would not be dry. 


6 . 

"Come hitiier, hither, my staunch yeoman, 
Why dost thou look so pale ? 

Or dost thou dread a French foeman? 

Or shiver at tlie gale T 
*Deem’st thou I tremble for my life? 

Sir Chiide, I’m not so weak; 

But thinking on an absent wife 
Will blanch a foithful cheek. 


7 . 

'My spouse and boys dwell near thy ball, 
Along tlic bordering lake, 

And when they on dieir father call, 

Wliat answer shall she make 
"Enougli, enough, my yeoman good, 

Thy grief let none gainsay ; 

But I, who am of lighter mood, 

Will laugh to flee away. 


8 . 


1 . 

" Asrstr, adieu ! my native shore 
Fades o’er the waters blue; 

The Night-winds sigh, the breakers roar, 
And dirieks the wild seamew. 

Yon Sun that sets upon the sea 
We follow in bis flight; 

Fareweli awhile to him and thee, 

My native Land — Good Night! 

2 . 

"A few short hours and He will rise 
To give the Morrow birth ; 

And 1 shall bail the main and skies, 

But not my mother Earth, 

Deserted is my own good hall, 

Its hearth is desolate ; 

Wild weeds are gathering on the wall; 
My dc^ howls at the gate. 


"Cmne hither, hither, my little page! 

Why dost thou weep and wail? 

Or dost thou dread the billows* rage^ 

Or tremble at the gale? 

But dash the tear-drop from thine eye; 

Our ^p is swift and strong: 

Vir fleetest falcon scarce can fly 
More merrily along." 


"For who would tnist the seeming sighs 
Of wifo or paramour? 

Fresh feres will dry the bright blue eyes 
We late saw streaming o’er. 

Vot pleasures past I do not grieve, 

1 Nor perils gatliering near; 

My greatest grief is that I leave 
No thing that claims a tear. 

! 9 . 

"And now I’m in the world alone^ 

Upon the wide, wide sea : 

# But why should 1 for others groan, 
When none will sigli for me ? 

Perchance my dog will whine in vain, 
Till fed by stranger hands ; 

But long ere I c<»ne back again, 

He’d tear me where he stands. 

I la 

" With thee, my bark, I’H swiftly go 
Athwart the foaming brine ; 

Nor care what land thou bearbt me to, 
So not again to rmne. 

Welcome, welcome, ye dark-blue waves! 
And when you fail my eight, 

Welcome, ye deserts, and ye caves! 

My native Laod-^ood Night!" 


'Let vVtidg be shrill, let waves roll 
I fear not wave nor wind ; 

Yet mara*i not, Sir Clalde, that I 
Am sonwtdul in mind ; 

For f have my father gone, 

A juether Mum I love, 

And have no ftlead, save these alone, 
But fhee-HUiA one above. 


On, on the vessel flies, the land is gone. 

And winds are rude in Biscay’s sleepless bay. 

Four days are sped, but with the fifth, anon, 

New shores descried make every bosom gay; 

And Cintra’s mountain greets them on thw way, 
And Tagus dashing onward to the deef^ 

His fobl^ golden tribute bent to pay; 

And soon on board the Lusian ptlots leap, 

And steer !twuctforrile shores where yet few nistics reap. 
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XV. 

Oh, Christ ! it is a goodly sight to see 
What Heaven hath done for this delicious land ! 
Wliat fruits of fragrance blusli on every tree ! 

What goodly prospects o’er the hills expand ! 

But man would mar them with an impious hand : 
And when the Almighty lifts his fiercest scourge 
Xjiainst those who most transgress his high commattd 
With treble vengeance will Iiis hot shafts urge 
Gaul's locust host, and earth from fellest fbomen purge. 

XVI. 

W}iat beauties doth I.isboa first unfold ! 

Her image Boating on that noble tide, 

** Which [K)ets vainly pave with sands of gold, 

But now whereon a thousand keels did ride 
Of mighty strength, since Albion was allied, 

And to the Lumans did her aid aB<:>rd : 

A nation swoln with ignorance and pride, 

Who lick yet loatlie tlic hand that waves the sword 
To save them from the wrath of Gaul’s unsparing lord. 

XVII. 

But whoso entereth within this town, 

That, sheening far, celestial seems to be, 

Disconsolate will wander up and down, 

'Mid many things unsightly to strange ee; 

P'or hut and palace show like filthily : 

The dingy denizens are rear’d in dirt; 

No personage of high or mean degree 
Dotli care for cleanness of surtout or shirt, 

Though shent with Egypt’s plague, unkempt, unwash’d, 
unhurt. 

XVIII. 

Poor, paltry slaves ! yet born ’midst noblest scenes — 
Why, Nature, waste thy wonders on such men? 

Lo! Cintra’s glorious P)den intervenes 
In variegated maze of moiuit and glen. 

Ah, me ! what hand can pencil guide, or pen, 

To follow half on which the eye dilates, 

Through views more dazzling unto mortal ken 
Than those whereof such things the bard relates, 

Who to tlic awe-struck world unlock’d Elysium’s gates 

XIX. 

The horrid crags, by toppling convent cro^vn’d, 

The cork-trees hoar that clothe the shaggy steep, 

The mountain-moss by scorching skies imbrown’d, 

The sunlcen glen, whoso sunless shrubs must weep, 
The tender azure of the unruffled deep, 

The orange tints tliat gild the greenest bough, 

The torrents that from cliff to valley leap, 

The vino on high, the willow branch below, 

Mix’d in one mighty scene, with varied beauty glow. 

XX. 

Then slowly climb the many-winding vi^ay, 

And frequent turn to linger as you go, 

From loftier rocks new loveliness survey, 

And rest yet at our “Lady’s house of wo;”* 

Where frugal monks their little relics show, 

And sundry legends to the stranger tell: 

Here impious men have punish’d been, and lo ! 

Deep in yon cave Honorius long did dwell, 

In hope to merit Heaven by making earth a Hell. 

XXI. 

And here and there, as up the crags you spring, 

Mark many rude-carved crosses near the path: 

Yet deem not these devotion’s offering — 

These are memorials frail of murderous wrath: 

For wheresoe’er the shrieking victim hatli 
Pour’d forth his blood beneath the assassin’s knife^ 

Some hand erects a cross of mouldering lath ; 

And grove and glen with thousand such are rife 
Throughout this pu(|»le land where law secures not 


XXII. 

On sloping mounds, or in the vale beneatl% 

Are domes where whilome kings did make repair 
But now the wild flowers round them only breathe 
Yet ruin’d splendour still is lingering tliere. 

And yonder towers the Prince’s palace fair: 

There thou too, Vathek! England’s wealthiest soi 
» Once fonn’d thy Paradise, as not aware 

When wanton Wealth her mightiest deeds hath dos 
Meek Peace voluptuous lures was ever wont to shun 

xxixi. 

Here didst thou dwell, here schemes of pleasure pl- 
Bcncath yon mountain’s ever beauteous brow: 

But now, as if a thing unblest by Man, 

Thy fairy dv\'elling is as lone as thou ! 

Here giant weeds a passage scarce allow 
To halls deserted, portals galling wide: 

Fresh lessons to the tiiinking bosom, how 
Vain are the plcasaunces on eartli supplied; 

Swept into wrecks anon by Time’s ungentle tide! 

XXIV. 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened !♦ 
Oh ! dome displeasing unto British eye ! 

With diadem hight lI>olscap, lo ! a fiend, 

A little fiend that scoffs incessantly, 

There sits in parchment robe array’d, and by 
His side is hung a seal and sahlc scroll. 

Where blazon’d glare names known to chivalry, 

And sundry signatures adorn the roll, 

Whereat tlic Urchin points and laughs with ah his soul 

XXV. 

Convention is the dwarfish demon styled 
That foil’d tho knights in Marialva’s dome; 

Of brains (if brains they had) he lliom beguiled, 
And turn’d a nation’s shallow joy to gloom. 

Here Folly dash’d to earth tho victor’s plume. 

And Policy rf?gain’d what arms had lost; 

For chiefs like ours in vain may laurels bloom ! 

"Wo to the conqu’riiig, not the conquer’d host, 

Since baffled Triumph droops on Lusitania’s coast. 

XXVI. 

And ever since tliat martial synod met, 

Britannia sickens, CinUa ! at thy name ; 

And fiilks in office at the mention fret, 

And fain would blush, if blush they could, for shame. 
How will posterity the deed proclaim ! 

Will not our own and fellow-nations sneer. 

To view these champions cheated of their fame, 

By foes in fight o’crthrowii, yet victors here, 

Where Scom her finger points through many a coming 
year? 

XXVIl. 

So deem’d the Childe, as o’er the mountains he 
Did take his way in solitary guise : 

Sweet was the scene, yet soon he thought to flee, 
More restlcjss than the swallow in llie ^tes: 

Though here a while he learn’d to moralize, 

For meditation fix’d at times on him ; 

And conscious Reason whisper’d to despise 
His early youth, mispent in maddest whim; 

But as he gazed on truth his aching eyes grew dim. 

rxviii. 

To horse ! to horse ! he quits, for ever quits 
A scene of peace, though sootliing to his soul; 

Again he rouses from his moping fits, 

But seeks noNnow the harlot and the bowl. 

Onward he flies, nor fix’d as yet tho goal 
Where he shall rest him on his pilgrimage; 

And o’er him many changing scenes must roll 
Ere toil his thirst ior travel can assuage, 

Or he shall calm his breast, or learn ex^ience sage. 
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XXIX. 

Yet Mafira shall ooe moment claim delay, » 

“VSliere dwelt of yore the Lusians’ luckless queen; 
And church and court did mingle their array, 

Aud ina:js awl revel were alternate seen ; 
liordlings and freres — ill-scrted fry 1 ween ! 

But here the Babylonian whore hath built 
A dome, where flatmts she in such glorious sheen, 
That men forget the blood which she hath spilt, 
dnd bow the knee to Pomp that loves to vanush guilt. 

XXX. 

O'er vales that teem with fniits, romantic hills, 

(Oil, tliat such hills upheld a freeborn race!) 

Whereon to gaze the eye with joyaunce fills, 

Childc Harold wends through many a pleasant place. 
Though sluggards deem it but a foolish chase, 

And marvel men should quit their easy chair, 

The toilsome way, and long, long league to trace, 

Oh ! there is sweetness in the mountain air, 

AikI life, tliat bloated Ease can never hope to share. 

XXXI. 

More bleak to view the hills at length recede. 

And, less luxuriant, smr»other vales extend: 

Immense horizon-bounded plains succeed! 

Far as tlie eye discerns, withouten end, 

Spain’s realms appear whenum her sheplierds tend 
Flocks, whose ricli fleece right well the trader knows — 
Now must the pastor’s arm his lambs defend: 
l*\>r Spain Is compass’d by tinyiclding fl>cs, 

And all must shield their all, or share Subjection’s w’oes. 

XXXII. 

Where liasitania and her sister meet, 

Deem ye what botmds the rival realms divide ? 

Or ere the Jealous queens of nations greet, 

Doth Tayo interpose his migl\ty tide ? 

Or (lark Sierras rise in craggy prid(‘? 

Or fence of art, lilie China’s vasty wall ?— 

N«! barrier wall, ne river deep and wide, 

Nc liorrid crags, nor mountains dark and tall, 

Rise like tlie rocks that part Hispania’s land from Gaul. 

xxxni. 

But tlicse between a silver streamlet glides', 

And scarce a name distinguisheth the brook, 

Though rival kingdoms press its verdant sides. 

Here leans the idle shepherd on his crook, 

And vacant on the rij>pling waves doth look, 

I'hat peaceful still ’twdxt bit,ter«?st foemcn flow ; 

For proud each peasant as tlie noisiest duke: 

Well doth the Spanish hind the ditFcrence know 
’Tw'ixt him and Lusian slave, the low’c.st of the low.® 

But ere the mingling hounds have far been pass’d, 
Dark Guadiana rolls his power along 
In sullen billows, murmuring and vast, 

So noted ancient roundelays among. 

Whilome upon his banks did legions throng 
Of Moor and knight, in mauled splendour drest: 

Here ceased the swift their race, here sunk the strong ; 
The Paynim turban and the Christian crest 
Mix’d on tlie bleeding stream, by floating hosts oppress’d. 

XXXV. 

Oh, lovely Spain! renown’d romantic land! 

Where is that standard which Pelagio bore, 

When Cava’s traitor-sire first call’d the band 
That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic gore?” 
Where are those bloody banners which of yore 
Waved o’er thy sons, victorious to the gale, 

And drove at last the spoilers to their shore ? 

Red gleam’d the cross, and waned the crescent pale, 
While Afiric’s echoes Ihrill’d with Moorish matrons’ wail 


XXXTI. 

Teems not each ditty with the glorious tale? 

Ah! such, alas! the hero’s amplest fate! 

When granite moulders and when records 
A [leasant’s plaint prolongs his dubious date* 

Pride ! bend tliine eye from heaven to thine estate, 
See how tlie Mighty shrink into a song ! 

Can Volume, Pillar, Pile, preserve thee great? 

Or must thou trust Tradition’s simple tongue, 

When Flattery sleeps witli thee, and History does thee 
wrong ? 

xxxrii. 

Awake, ye sons of Spain! awake! advance! 
lio! Chivalry, your ancient goddess, cries; 

But vvic’lds not, as of old, her tliirsty lance, 

Nor shakos her crimson plumage in the skies: 

Now on the smoke of blazing bolts she flies. 

And speaks in thuiid(;r througli yon engine’s roar: 

In every peal she calls — “Awake! arise!” 

Say, is her voice more feeble than of yore, 

When her war-song was heard on Andalusia’s shore ? 

XXXVIII. 

ITnrk! heard you not those Iwwfs of dreadful note? 
Sounds not the clang <jf conflict on the heath? 

Saw ye not whom the n.'eking sabre smote; 

Nor saved your brethren ere they sank beneatli 
Tyrants and tyrants’ slaves? — the fires of death, 

Tin’ bulci-fires flash on high : — ^IVom rock to ru^k 
Each volley tells that lliouxands cc’asc to breathe ; 
Death rides upon the sulphury Siroc, 

Red Battle stamps his foot, and nations feel the shock. 

XXXIX. 

Lo! wliere the Giant on the mountain stands, 

His blood-red tresses deep’ning in the sun, 

With death-shot glowing in hia fiery hands, 

And eye that scorcheth all it glares upon ; 

Restless it rolls, now fix’d, anii now anon 
Flashing afar,— and at liis iron feet 
Destruction cowers, lo mark what deeds arc done ; 
For on this morn three potent nations meet, 

To shed before his shrine the blood he deems most sweet. 

XL. 

By Heaven ! it is a splendid sight to see 
(For one who hath no friend, no brother there) 

Their rival scarfs of mix’d embroidery, 

Their various arms that glitter in tlie air! 

■W^hat gallant war-hounds rouse them from tlieir lair, 
And gnash their fangs, loud yelling for tne prey! 

All join tlie chase, bnt few the triumph share ; 

The Grave shall beai* the chiefest prize away, 

And Havoc scarce for joy can number their array. 

XLI. 

Three hosts combine to offer sacrifice ; 

Three tongues prefer strange orisons on high ; 

Three gaudy standards flout the jialc blue skies ; 

The shouts are France, Spain, Albion, Victory! 

The foe, the victim, anil the fond ally 
That fights for all, but ever fights in vain, 

Are met— as if at home they could not die— • 

To feed the crow on Talavera’s plain, 

And fertilize the field that each pretends to gain. 

XLII- 

Thero shall they rot — ^Ambition’s honour’d fools! 

Yes, Honour decks the turf that wraps their clay! 
Vain Sophistry! in those behold the tools, 

The broken tools, that tyrants cast away 
By myriads, when they dare to pave their way 
With human hearts — to what? — a dream alone. 

Can despots compass aught that hails their sway? 
Or call witli truth one span of earth their own, 

Save that wherein at last they crumble bone bone? 



Cawto I* 


CHUDE HAROLD’S PlLOSmAGE 


XLIZI. 

Oh, Albuera! glorious field of grief! 

As o’er thy plain the Pilgrim prick’d his steed, 

Who could foresee thee, in a space so brie^ 

A scene where mingling foes should boast and bleed ! 
Peace to the perish’d ! may tlie warrior’s meed 
And tears of triumph their reward prolong! 

Till otliers fall where other chieftains lead, 

Thy name shall circle round the gaping throng, 

And shine in wortliless lays, the theme of transient song ! 
xniv. 

Iilnough of Battle’s minions ! let them play 
Their game of lives, and barter breatli for fame ; 

* Fame that will scarce reanimate their clay, 

7’hough thousands fall to deck some single name. 

In sootli ’twere sad to thwart their noble aim 
Who strike, blest hirelings ! for their country’s good, 
And diti, tliat living might have proved her shame ; 
Perish’d, perchance, in some domestic feud, 

Or in a narrower sphere wild Hapiiic’s path pursued. 
XLV. 

Full swiftly Harold wends his lonely way 
Where proud Sevilla trium[)hs unsubdued; 

Yet is she free — ^tho spoiler’s wish’d-for prey! 

Soon, soon shall Conquest’s fiery foot intrude, 
Blackening her lovely domes with traces rude. 
Inevitable hour! ’Gainst fate to strive 
Wliere Desolation plants her famish’d brood 
Is vain, or Ilion, I’yrc, might yet survive, 

And Virtue vanquish all, and Murder cease to thrive. 

XLVI. ^ 

But ail unconscious of the coming doom, 

The feast, the song, the revel here abounds; 

Strange mixles of merriment the hours consume, 

Nor bleed these patriots with their country’s wounds: 
Nor here War’s clarion, but liove’s rebeck sounds; 
Here Folly still his votaries inthralls ; 

And young-eyed Lewdness walks hei‘ midnight roimds : 
Girt with the silent crimes of Capitals, 

Still to the last kind Vice clings to the tott’riiig walls. 

XL VII. j 

Not so the rustic — with his trembling mate 
He, lurks, nor casts his hca\'y eye afar, 

Lest he should view his vineyard desolate, 

Blasted below the dun hot breath (»f war. j 

No more beneath soft. Eve’s consenting star j 

Fandango twirls his jocund ca^tanet: 

Ah, monarchs ! could ye taste die mirth ye mar, 

Not in the toils of Glory would ye fret; 

The hoarse dull drum would sleep, and Man bo happy 
yet! 

XLVIII. 

I«ow carols now the lusty muleteer? 

Of love, romance, devotion, is his lay. 

As whilorne he was wont the leagues to cheer, 

His quick bells wildly jingling on the way ? 

No ! as he speeds, ho chants, “ Viva el Rey !” 

And checks his song to execrate Godoy, 

The royal wittol Charles, and curse the day 
When first Spain’s queen beheld the black-eyed boy, 
And gore-faced Treason sprung from her adulterate joy. 


I L. 

And whomsoe’er along the path you meet 
Boars in his cap the badge of crimson hue, 

Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greist 
Wo to the man that walks in public view 
Without of loyalty this token true : 

Sharp is the knife, and sudden is the stroke ; 

And sorely would the Gallic foeman rue, 

If subtle laniards, wrapt beneath the clokc. 

Could blunt the sabre’s edge, or clear lb© cannon’s smo 

LI. 

At every turn Morona’s dusky height 
Sustains aloft the battery’s iron load ; 

And, far as mortal eye can comjiass sight, 

The mountain-howitzer, the broken road, 

The bristling palisade, the fosse o’erflow’d, 

The station'd bands, the ricver-vaeanl watch, 

The magazine in rocky durance stow’d, 

The holstcr’d steed beneath the shed of thatch, 
The ball-piled pyramid, tlie ever-blazing match,*'* 

* LII. 

I’ortond tln^ deeds to come: — ^but he whose nod 
Has tumbled feebl(‘r despots from their sway 
A monn'int pausetli ore he lifts the rod; 

A little moment deignelh to delay: 

Soon will his legions sweep through these their wn 
7'he West must own the Scourger of the world. 
Ah ! Spain ! how sad will be thy rockoning-day, 

t When soars Gaul’s Vulture, with his wings ui^url’^ 
ad thou shalt view thy sons in crowds to Hades hur 
LIII. 

And must they fall ? the young, the proud, tlie bra 
I’o swell one bloated Chief’s unwholesome reign? 
No step between submission and a grave? 

The rise, lif rapine and the fall of Spain? 

And doth the Bower that man adores ordain 
Their doom, nor heed the supj)liant’K appeal? 

T.« all that desperate Valour acts in vain? 

And Counsel sage, and patriotic Zeal, 

The Veteran’s skill, Youth’s fire, and Manliood’s her 
of steel? 

I LIT. 

Is it for this the Spanish maid, aroused, 

Hangs on the willow her unstrung guitar, 

And, all unsc.^’il, the anlu^-e hath espoused, 

I Sung the loud song, a.nd dart'd the deed of war? 

' And she, whom <»nce the sembhinco of a scar 
Appall’d, an owh.'f’s larum chill’d with dread, 

Now views the eolumn-s(!attoriiig bay ’net jar, 

7’he falchion flash, and o’er the. yet w arm dead 
Stallcs with Minen^a’s step whore Mars might quake ■ 
tread. 

LV. 

Ye who shall marvel when you hear her tale, 

Oh ! had you knowm her in her softer hour, 

Mark’tl her black eye that mot;ks her coal-black ve; 
Heard her light, lively tones in Lady’s bower, 

Seen her long locks lliat ftnl the painter’s power, 
Her fairy form, with more than female grace, 

Scarce would you deem that Saragoza’s tower 
Beheld her smile in Danger’s Gorgon face, 

Thin the closed ranks, and lead in Glory’s fearfiil chas«^ 


XLIX. 

On yon long, level plain, at distance crown’d 
Widi crags, whereon those Moorish turrets rest. 
Wide scatter’d hoof-marks dint the wounded ground ; 
And, scathed by fire, the greensward’s darken’d vest 
Tells that the foe was Andalusia’s guest : 

Hero was the camp, the watch-flame, and the host. 
Here the bold peasant storm’d the dragon’s nest ; 

Still does he mark it with triumphant boast, 

And points to yonder chl^ which oft were won and fost. 


LVI. 

Her lover sinks— «he sheds no ill-timed tear ; 

Her chief is slain — she fills his fiital post; 

Her fellows flee— she checks their biuse career » 

The foe retires— -she heads the sallying host ; 

Who can a^jpease like her a lover’s ghost? 

Who can avenge so well a leader’s fall ? 

What maid refrieve when man’s flush’d hope is lost’ 
Who hang so fiercely on the flying Gaul, 

Foil’d by a woman’s hand, before a batter’d wall?** 



C hju-iDE kAmU)^ HLOfiDfAGfi. 


Canto I. 


Tet are Spain’s ma^ no race of Amazons, 

But form^ for all the ivitching arts of love ; 

Though thus in arms thty emulate her sons. 

And in the horrid phalanx dare to move, 

*Tis but the tender fierceness of the dove. 

Pecking the hand that hovers o’er her mate : 

In softness as in firmness far above 
Remoter females, fcjned for sickening prate ; 

Her mind is nobler sure, her charms perchance as great. 

LVIII. 

The seal Love’s dimpling finger hath impress’d 
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his touch 
Her lips, whose kisses pout to leave their nest^ 

Bid man be valiant ere he merit such: 

Her glance how wildly beautiful ! how much 
Hall) Phoebus woo’d in vain to spoil her cheek. 
Winch glows yet smoother from his amorous clutch! 
Who round the North for paler dames would seek? 
How poor their forms appear! how languid, wan, and 
weak! 

LIX. 

Match me, ye climes ! which poets love to laud ; 
Match me, ye hararns of tlie land ! where now 
I strike my strain, far distant, to applaud 
Beauties that ev’n a cynic must avow ; 

Match me those Houries, whom ye scarce allow 
To taste the gale lest Love should ride the w'ind, 
With Spain’s dark-glancing daughters — deign to know 
There your wise Prophet’s parade we find, 

Bjs black-eyed muds of Heaven, angelically l^d. 

Oh, thou Parnassus!** whom I now survey, 

Not in the phrensy of a dreamer’s eye, 

Not in the fabled landscape of a lay. 

But soaring snow-clad tlirough thy native sky 
In the wild fwmp of mountain majesty! 

What marvel if I tlnis essay to sing? 

The humblest of thy pilgrims passing by 
Would gladly woo thine Echoes with his string 
Though from thy heights no more one Muse will wave 
her wing. 

I. . 

Oft have I dream’d of Thee ! whoso glorious name 
Who knows not, knows not man’s divinest lore: 

And now I view thee, ’tis, alas ! witli shame 
That I in feeblest accents must adore. 

When I recount thy worshippers of yore 
I tremble, and can only bend the knee ; 

Nor raise my voice, nor vainly dare to soar, 

But gaze beneath thy cloudy canopy 
Id silent joy to think at last 1 look on Thee ! 

LXII. 

Happier in this tlian mightiest bards have been, 
Whose fate to distant homes confined their lot, 

Shall I unmoved behold tlie hallow’d scene, 

Which others rave o^ though tliey know it not? 
Though here no more ApoUo haiuits his grot, 

And Aou, the Muses’ seat, art now their grave, 

Some gentle spirit still pervades the spot, 

Sighs in the gale, keeps silence in the cave, 

And glkles with glassy foot o’er yon melodious wave. 

X.XIII. 

Of thee hereafter.— Ev’n amidst my stram 
I turn’d aside to pay my homage here ; 

Forgot the land, the sons, the maids of Spain; 

Her &te, to every freeborn bosom dear; 

And hail’d thee, not perchance without a tear. 

Now to my theme-— but from thy holy haunt 
Let me some remnant, some memorial bear ; 

Yield me one leaA>f Daphne’s deathless plant, 

Nor kt thy votaiy’s h<^ be deem’d an idle vaunt. 


But ne’er didst thou, fair Mount! when Greece was 
See round thy giant base a brighter choir, [young, 
Nor e’er did Delphi, when her priestess sung 
The Pythian hymn with more than mortal &e, 
Behold a train more fitting to inspire 
The song of love than Andalusia’s maids, 

Nurst in the glowing lap of soft desire : 

Ah ! that to these were given such peaceful shades 
As Greece can still bestow, though Glory fly her glades. 

LXT. 

Fair is proud Seville ; let her country boast 
Her strength, her wealth, her site of ancient days 
But Cadiz, rising on tlie distant coast, 

Calls forth a sweeter, though ignoble praise. 

Ah, Vice! how soft are tliy voluptuous ways! 

While boyish blood is mantling who can ’scape 
The fascination of thy magic gaze ? 

A Cheruli-hydra round us dost thou gape. 

And mould to every taste thy dear delusive shape. 

LX VI. 

When Paphos fell by time— accursed Time ! 

The queen who conquers all must yield to thee— 
The Pleasures fled, but sought as warm a clime ; 
And Venus, constant to her native sea. 

To nought else constant, hither deign’d to flee; 

And fix’d her shrine witliin these walls of wlute : 
Though not to one dome circumscribeth she 
Her Worship, but, devoted to her rite, 

A thousand altars rise, for ever blazing bright. 

From mom till night, from night till startled Mom 
Peeps blushing on the revel’s laughing crew, 

The song is heard, tlio rosy garland worn; 

Devices quaint, and frolics ever new. 

Tread on €?ach other’s kibes. A long adieu 
He bids to sober joy that here sojourns ; 

Nought interrupts the riot, though in lieu 
Of true devotion monkish incense bums, 

And love and prayer unite, or rule tlie hour by turns. 

LXVIII. 

The Sabbath comes, a day of blessed rest ; 

What hallows it upon this Christian shore? 

Lo ! it is sacred to a solemn feast ; 

Hark! hoard you not the forest monarch’s roar? 
Crashing the lance, he snuffs the 8|:>outing gore 
Of man and steed, overthrown beneatli his b<wm ; 

The throng’d arena shakes with shouts for more; 
Yells the mad crowd o’er entrails freshly tom, 

Nor shrinks the female eye, nor ev’n aflects to mourn. 

LXIX. 

The seventh day this ; the jubilee of man. 

London ! rigltt well tliou know’st the day of prayer: 
Then thy spruce citizen, wash’d artisan. 

And smug apprentice gulp their weekly air: 

Thy coach of Hackney, whiskey, one-horse chair, 
And humblest gig through sundry suburbs whirl, 

To Hampstead, Brentford, Harrow make repair ; 

Till the tired jade the wheel forgets to hurl, 

Provoking envious gibe fit>m each pedestrian churL 

LXX. 

Some o’er thy Thamis row the ribbon’d fiur, 

Others along the safer turnpike fly ; 

Some Bichmond-hill ascend, some scud to Ware, 
And many to the steep of Highgate hie. 

Ask ye, Boeotian shades! the reason why?** 

’Tis to the worship of the solemn Horn, 

Grasp’d in the hefly hand of Mystery, 

In whose dread name both men and maids are sworq, 
And consecrate the oath with draug^t^ and dance ftll mom. 



Canto I. 


CmUJE HAROLD’S PILGRIMAGB. 


LXXl. 

AU have their fooleries — not alike are thine, 

Fair Cadiz, rising o*er the dark blue sea I 
Soon as the matin bell proclaimeth nine, 

Thy saint adorers count the rosary: 

Much is the Viroin teased to shrive tlicm fi-co 
(Well do I ween the only virgin tliere) 

From crimes as numerous as her beadsmen be ; 
Then to the crowded circus forth tlioy fare : 

Yotmg, old, high, low, at once the same diversion share 


Lxxvni. 

Foil’d, bleeding, breathless, furious to the 
Full in the centre stands the bull at bay. 

Mid wounds, and clinging darts, and lances brast, 
And k>es disabled in Uie brutal fray : 

And now the Matadores around him play, 

Shake the red cloak, and poise the ready brand : 
Once more through all he bursts his thundering way— 
Vain rage ! tlm mantle quits tlie conyrige hand, 
Wraps his fierce eye — ’tis past— he sinks upon the sand ! 


nxxii. 

The lists are oped, the spacious area clear’d, 
Thousands on thousands piled are seated round \ 
Long ere the j5rst loud lrumj)et’s note is heard, 

Ne vacant space fijr lated wight is fiMind : 

Here dons, grandees, but chiefly dames abound, 
Skill’d in the ogle of a roguish eye, 

Yet ever well inclined to heal the wound; 

None through their cold disdain are dtxjm’tl tiv die. 
As moonstruck bards complain, by Love’s sad archery. 

LXXIII. 

Hush’d is the din of tongues — on gallant steeds, 
With milk-white crest, gold spur, and liglit-j»oi»etl lajice 
Four cavaliers prepare for venturous deeds, 

And lowly bending to the lists advance ; 

Rich arc their scAtfs^ their chargers featly ]»rance: 

If in the dangerous game they shine to-day, 

The crowd’s loud shout and ladies’ lovely glance, 
Best prize of better acts, they bear away, 

And all that kings or chiefo e’er gain their toils rcjiay. 

LXXIV. 

In costly sheen and gaudy cloak array’d, 

But all afoot, the light-limb’d Matadoro 
Stands in the centre, eager to invade 
The lord of iow’ing herds; but not before 
The ground, with cautious tread, is traversed o’er, 
Lest aught imseen should lurk to th\vart his speed : 
His arms a dart, he fights aloof, nor morti 
Can man achieve widiout the friendly steed — 

Alas ! too ofl condemn’d fur him to bear and bleed. 

LXXV. 


LXXIX, 

Where his vast neck just mingles with the spine, 
Sheathed in his form the deadly weapon lies. 

He stops — ^he starti? — disdaining to decline : 

Slowly he falls, amidst triumphant cries, 

Witliout a groan, without a struggle dies. 

The decorated car appears— on high 

The corse is piled — sweet sight for vulgar eyes— 

Four steeds that spurn the rein, as swift as shy, 

Hurl tlie dark bulk along, scarce seen in dashing by. 
AXXXr 

Such the ungentle sport that oft mvites 
I’he Spanish maid, and cheers the Spanish swain. 
Nurtured in blood betimes, his heart delights 
In vengeance, gloating on another’s pain. 

What, private feuds the troubled village stain! 
Though now one phalanx’d host should meet the foe, 
Knougli, alas ! in liumble homes remain, 

To meditate ’gainst friends the secret blow, 

^“'or some slight cause of wratli, whence life’s warm 
str(‘am must flow. 

I^XXXI. 

But Jealousy has fled : his bars,^ his bolts, 

His wither’d centijicl, Duenna sage ! 

And all whereat tlie generous soul rcvoltSy 
Which tlie stem dotard deem’d he could encage, 
Have pass’d to darkness with the vanish’d age. 

Who late so free as Spanish girls were seen, 

(Kre War uprose in his volcanic rage,) 

With braided tresses bounding o’er the green, 
l^Vhilc on tlie gay dance shone Night’s lover-loving 
Queen ? 


Thrice sounds the clarion ; lo ! tlie signal falls, 

The den expands, and Expectation mute 
Gapes round the silent circle’s peopled walls. 

Boimda with one lashing spring the mighty brute, 
And, wildly staring, spurns, with sounding foot, 

The sand, nor blindly rushes on liis foe : 

Here, there, he points his threatening front, to suit 
His first attack, wide waving to and fro 
Ills angry tail ; red rolls his eye’s dilated glqw. 

LXXVI. 

Sudden he stops ; his eye is fix’d : away, 

Away, thou heedless boy ! prepare the spear : 

Now is thy time, to perish, or disfilay 
Tlie skill that yet may check his mad career, 

Witli well-timed croupe the nimble coursers veer ; 
On feams the buU, but not imscathed he goes ; 
Streams from his flank the crimson torrent clear : 

He flies, he wheels, distracted with his throes ; 

Dait fellows dart ; hunce, lance ; loud bellowings speak 
his woes. 


h, ;xii. 

Oh ! many a time, and ofl, had Harold loved, 

Or dream’d he loved, since Rapture is a dream ; 

But now his wayward bosom was unmoved^ 

For not yet had he drunk of Lethe’s stream ; 

And lately liad he learn’d with truth to deem 
Love has no gift so grateful as liis wings : 

How fair, how young, how soft soe’er he seem, 

Full from the fount of Joy’s delicious springs 
3ome bitter o’er the flowers its bubbling venom flings.’^ 
AXXXIII. 

Yet to the beauteous form he was not blind. 

Though now it moved him as it moves tlie wise ; 

Not that Philosophy on such a mind 

E’er deign’d to berid lier chastely-awful eyes : 

But Passion raves itself to rest, or flies ; 

And Vice, tliat digs her own voluptuous tomb. 

Had buried long bis hopes, no more to rise : 
Pleasure’s pall'd victim! life-abhorring gloom 
Vrotc on his faded brow curst Cain’s unresting doom. 


LXXYII. 

Again he comes ; nor dart nor lance avail, 

Nor the wild plunging of the tortured horse ; 

Though man and man’s avenging arms assail, 

Vain are his weapons, vainer is his force. 

One gallant steed is stretch’d a mangled corse ; 
Another, hideous sight ! unseam’d appears, 

His gory chest unveils life’s panting source ; 

Though deatlv-struck, stUl his feeble frame he rears ; 
Staggering, but stemming all, his lord unhami’d he bears. 
B 

J 


LXXXSY. 

Still he beheld, nor mingled with the throng ; 

But view’d them not with misanthropic hale; 

Fain would he now have join’d tlie dance, the song ; 
But who may smile that sinks beneath bis fete 1 
Nought that he saw his sadness could abate ; 

Yet once he struggled ’gainst the demon’s sway, 

And as in Bcautys bower he pepsive sate, 

Pour’d forth this unpremeditated lay 
'o charms as feir as those that soothed his happier day. 
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CAirto I. 


TO INEZ. 

1 . 

NaYi smile not at my sullen brow; 

Alas! 1 eannot smile again: 

Yet Heaven avert that ever tliou 
Shouldst weep, and haply weep in vain. 

2 . 

And dost thou ask, what secret wo 
I bear, corroding joy and youtli ? 

And vrilt thou vainly seek to know 
A pang, ev^n thou must fail to sooth? 

3. 

It is not love, it is not hate. 

Nor low Ambition’s honours lost, 

That bids me loathe my present state, 

And fiy from all I prized the most: 

4. 

It is tliat weariness which springs 
From all I meet, or hear, or see : 

To me no pleasure Beauty brings ; 

Tliine eyes have scarce a charm for me. 

5. 

It is that settled, ceaseless gloom 
The fabled Hebrew wanderer bore ; 

That will not look boyond the tomb, 

But cannot hope for rest before. 

6 . 

What Exile from himself can fleo? 

To Zoru^s, though more and more remote, 

Still, still pursues, where-o’er 1 be, 

The blight of life— tlie demon Thought. 

7. 

Yet otliers rapt in pleasure seem, 

And taste of all that I forsake ; 

Oh ! may they still of transport dream, 

And ne’er, at least like me, awake ! 

8 . 

Through many a clime ’tis mine to go, 

With many a retrospection curst; 

And all my solace is to know, 

Whate’er betides, I ’ve known tlic worst, 

9. I 

What is that worst ? Nay do not ask— 

In pity from the search forbear : 

Smile on — nor venture to unmask 
Man’s heart, and view the Hell that’s there, 

I.XXXV. 

Adieu, fair Cadiz ! yea, a long adieu ! 

Who may forget how well thy walls have stood? 
When all were changing thou alone wert true, 

First to be free and last to be subdued : 

And if amidst a scene, a shock so rude, 

Some native blood was seen thy streets to die ; 

A traitor only fell beneath the feud:*^ 

Here all were noble, save Nobility ; 

None hugg’d a conqueror’s chain, save fallen CJuvalry! 

LXXXVI. 

Such be the sons of Spain, and strange her fate ! 
They fight for freedom who were never free ; 

A Kingloss people for a nerveless state, 

Her vassals combat when their chiefrains flee. 

True to the veriest slaves of Treachery: 

Fiskid cf a land which gave them nought but life, 

Pride points the path that leads to Liberty; 

Back to the struggle, baffled in the strife, 

War, war is still the cry, War even to the knife !**• 


LXXXTIJ. 

Ye, who would more of Spain and Spaniards know, 
Go, read whate’er is writ of bloodiest strife : 

Whate’er keen Vengeance urged on foroign foe 
Can act, is acting there against man’s life: 

From flashing scimitar to secret knife. 

War moiildeth there each weapon to his need 
So may he guard the sister and the wife, 

So may he make each curst oppressor bleed, 

So may such foes deserve the most remorseless deed I 

I Lxxxviir. 

Flows there a tear of pity for the dead? 

Look o’er the ravage of the reeking plain ; 

Look on the hands with female slaughter red ; 

Then to the dogs resign the unburied slain. 

Then to the vulture let each corse remain ; 

Albeit unworthy of the prey-bird’s maw, 

Let their bleach’d bones, and blood’s unbleaching stain, 
Long mark the battle-field with hideous awe : 

I Thus only may our sons conceive the scenes we saw * 
hXJLXlX. 

Nor yet, alas ! the dreadful work is done ; 

Fresh legions pour adown the Pyrenees : 

It deepens still, the work is scarce begun, 

Nor mortal eye the distant end foresees. 

Fall’n nations gaze on Spain ; if freed, she frees 
More than her fell Pizarros once enchain’d : 

Strange retribution ! now Columbia’s ease 
Repairs tlie wrongs that CluUo’s sems sustain’d, 

While o’er the parent clime prowls Murder unrestrain’d 

xc. 

Not all the blood at Talavera shed, 

Not all the marvels of Barossa’s fight. 

Not Alhuera lavish of the ^ead, 

Have won for Spain her well-asserted right. 

When shall her Olive-Branch be free from blight ? 
When shall she breathe her from the blushing toil ? 
How many a doubtful day shall sink in night. 

Ere the Frank robber turn liim from his spoU, 

And Freedom’s stranger-tree grow native of the soil ! 
xci. 

And thou, my friend — since unavailing wo 
Bursts from my heart, and mingles with the strain— 
Had the sword laid thee with U»o mighty low, 

Pride might forbid ev’n Friendship to complain : 

But thus unlaurel’d to descend in vain, 

By all forgotten, save tlie lonely breast, 

And mix unbleeding with the Iwasted slain. 

While Glory crowns so many a meaner crest ! 

Vhat hadst thou done to sink so peacefully to rest? 
xcir. 

Oh, known Uie earliest, and esteem’d the most ! 

Dear to a heart where nought was left so dear! 

Though to my hopeless days for ever lost, 

In dreams deny me not to see thee here ! 

And Mom in secret shall renew the tear 
Of Consciousness awaking to her woes, 

And Fancy hover o’er thy bloodless bier, 

Till my frail frame return to whence it rose, 

And mourn’d and mourner lie united in repose. 

XCIII. 

Here is one fytte of Harold’s pilgrimage : 

Ye who of him may further seek to know, 

Shall find some tidings in a future page, 

If be that rhymeth now may scribble moe. 

Is this too much? stem Critic! say not so: 

Patience ! and ye shall hear what he beheld 
In other lands, where he was doom’d to go: 

Lands that contain the monuments of Eld, 

Sre Greece and Grecian arts by barbarous hands were 

quell’d. • 
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Gome, blue-eyed maid of heaven ! — but thou, alas ! 
Didst never yet one mortal song inspire— 

Goddess of Wisdom ! here thy temple was, 

And is, despite of war and wasting fire,* 

And years, that bade thy worship to expire : 

But worse than steel, and flame, and ages slow, 

Is the dread sceptre and dominion dire 
Of men who never felt the sacred glow 
That thoughts of thee and tliine on polish’d breash 
bestow. * 

II. 

Ancient of days ! august Athena ! where, 

Where are tliy men of might? tliy gnand in soul? 
Gone — gliraniering through the dream of things that 
First in the race that led to Glory’s goal, [were 
U'hey won, and pass’d away — is this the whole? 

A schoolboy’s tale, tlie wonder of an hour! 

The warrior’s weapon and the sophist’s stole 
Are sought in vain, and o’er each mould(;ring tower, 
Dim witJi the mist of years, gray flits the shade of power. 

in. 

Son of the morning, rise ! approach you here ! 

(h)mc — but molest not yon defenceless urn; 

Look on this spot — a nation’s sepulchre ! 

Abode of gods, whose shrines no longer hum. 

Even gods must yield— religions take their turn : 
’Twas Jove’s — ’tis Mahomet’s — and other creeds 
Will rise with other years, till man shall learn 
Vainly his incense soars, his victim bleeds; 

Poor cluld of Doubt and Death, whose hope is built on 
reeds. 

Bound to the earth, he lifts his eye to heaven— 

Is’t not enough, unhappy thing! to know 
Thou art? Is tins a boon so kindly given, 

That being, thou would’st be again, and go, 

'Fhou know’st not, rock’st not to what region, so 
On earth no more, but mingled with Uie skies ? 

Still wilt thou dream on future joy and wo ? 

Regard and weigh you dust before it flies : 

Tliat little urn saith more than thousand homilies. 


Or burst tlie vanish’d Hero’s lofty mound ; 

Far on the solitary shore he sleeps 
He fell, and falling nations mourn’d around ; 

But now not one of saddening thousands weeps, 
Nor warlike-worshipper his vigil keeps 
Where demi-gods appear’d, as records tell. 

Remove yon skull from out the scatter’d heaps : 

Is that a temple where a God may dw'ell? 

Why ev’n the worm at last disdains her shatter’d cell ! 

VI. 

liook on its broken arch, its ruin’d wall, 

Its chambers desolate, and portals foul : 

Yes, this was once Ambition’s airy hall, 

The dome of Thought, the palace of the Soul : 
Behold through each lack-lustre, eyeless hole, 

The gay recess of Wisdom and of Wit 
And Passion’s host, that never brook’d control: 

Can all saint, sage, or sophist ever writ, 

People this lonely tower, tlus tenement refit? 


vir. 

Well didst thou speak, Athena’s wisest son! 

“All that we know is, nothing can he Imown.” 

Why should we shrinli from wbat we cannot shun? 
Each has his pang, but feeble suflerers groan 
With brain-born dreams of evil all their own. 

Pursue what Chance or Fate proclaimetli best; 
Peace waits us on the shores of Acheron ; 

There no forced banquet claims tlie sated guest, 

But Silence s[>reads the couch of* ever welcome rest 

VIII. 

Yet i^ as holiest men have deem’d, there he 
A land of souls beyond that sable shore. 

To shame the doctrine of the Sadducee 
And sophists, madly vain of dubious lore ; 

How sweet it were in concert to adore 
With those who made our mortal labours light ! 

To hear each voice wo fisar’d to hear no more! 

I Behold each mighty shade reveal’d to sight, 

The Bactrian, Samian sage, and all who taught the right ! 

IX. 

There, thou ! — whose love, and life together fled, 
Have left me here to love and live in vain— 

Twined w ith my heart, and can I deem thee dead, 
When busy Memory flashes on my brain? 

Well — I will dream that wc may meet again, 

And woo lljo vision to my vacant breast; 

If aught of young Remembrance tlicn remain, 

Be us it may Futurity’s behest, 

For me ’tvverc bEss enough to know Uiy spirit blest ’ 

X. 

Here let me sit upon this massy stone, 

The marble column’s yet unshaken base ; 

Here, son of Saturn! was thy fav’rite throne;* 
Mightiest of many sucli ! Hence let me trace 
The latent grandeur of tliy dwelling-place. 

It may not be : nor ev’n can Fancy’s eye 
Restore what Time hath lalwur’d to deface. 

Yet tliesc proud pillars claim no passing sigh ; 
nmoved the Moslem sits, the light Greek carols by. 

XI. 

But who, of all the plunderers of yon fkn© 

On high, where Pallas linger’d, loath to flee 
The. latest relic of her ancient reign ; 

The last, the w'orst, dull spoiler, who was he? 

Blush, Caledonia! such thy son could be! 

England ! I joy no child he was of thine : 

Thy free-born men should sf»are what once was , 
Yet they could violate each saddening shrine, 

!knd bear these altars o’er the long-reluctant brine.* 

xn. 

Bui most the modern Piet’s ignoble boast, 

To rive what Goth, and Turk, and Time hath spared :• 
Cold as the crags upon his native coast, 

His mind as barren and his heart as hard, 

Is he whose head conceived, whose hand prepared. 
Aught to displace Atliena’s poor remains 
Her sons loo w calt the sacred shrine to guard, 

Yet felt some portion of their mother’s pains^’’ 
nd never knew', till tlien, the weight of Despot’s chains 

XIII. 

What! shall it e’er be said by British tongue, 

Albion was happy in Athena’s tears? 

Though in tliy name the slaves her bosom wrung, 

Tell not the deed to bhish’ing Europe’s ears ; 

The ocean queen, the free Brirajinm, bears 
The last poor plunder from a bleeding land: 

Yes, she, whose gen’rous aid her name endeara, 

Tore down those remnants with a harpy’s hand, 

Vhich envious Eld forbore, and tyrants left to stand. 
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Where was tlune JEgia, Pallas ! that appall’d 
Stem Alanc and Havoc on their way P 
Where Peleus’ son 1 whom Hell in vain enthrall’d, 
His shades from Hades upon that dread day 
Bursting to light in terrible array \ 

What! could not Pluto spare Ute chief once more, 
To scare a second robber from his prey ? 

Idly he wander’d on tlie Stygian shore. 

Nor now preserved the walls be loved to shield before, 
XV. 

Cold is the heart, fair Greece ! tliat looks on thee, 
Nor fools as lovers o’er the dust tliey loved ; 

Dull is the eye that will not weep to see 
Thy walls defaced, thy mouldering shrines removed 
By British hands, which it hud best behooved 
To guard those relics ne’er to be restored. 

Curst be the hour when from their isle they roved, 
And once again thy hapless Ixwom gored, 
knd snatch’d tliy shrinking Gods to northern climes 
abhorr’di 

XVI. 

But where is Harold ? shall I then forget 
To urge the gloomy wanderer o’er the wave? 

Little reck’d he of all that men regret ; 

No loved-one now in feign’d lament could rave; 

No friend tlio j>arting hand extended gave, 

Hre the cold stranger pass’d to other climes: 

Hard is his heart whom charms may not enslave ; 
But Harold fek not as in other times, 

^nd left without a sigh the land of war and crimes. 

^ He that has sail’d upon the dark blue sea 
Has view’d at times, [ ween, a full fair si^t; 

When the fresh breeze is fair as breeze may be, 

The white sail set, the gallant frigate tight ; 

Masts, spires, and strand retiring to the right, 

The glorious main ex[>anding o’er the bow, 

The convoy spread like wild swans in their flight, 
The dullest sailer wearing bravely now, 

Jo gaily curl the waves before each dashing prow, 
xvin. 

And oh, the little warlilce world within ! 

The well-reeved guns, tlic netted canopy,* 

The hoarse command, the busy humming din, 

When, at a word, the tops are maon’d on high; 

Hark to the Boatswain’s call, the cheering cry ! 
While through the seaman’s hand the tackle glides ; 
Or schoolboy Midshipman that, standing by, 

Strains his shrill pipe as good or ill betides, 
bid well the docile crew that skilful urchin guides. 

XIX. 

White is the glassy deck; without a stain, 

Where on the watch the staid Lieutenant walks : 
Look on Uiat part which sacred doth remain 
For the lone ^eftain, who majestic stalks, 

Silent and fear’d by all — ^not oft he talks 
With aught beneath him, if he would preserve 
That strict restraint, which broken, ever balks 
Conquest and Fame : but Britons rarely swerve 
i*rom law, however stem, whudi tends their strength to 
nerve. 

i/ ”• 

Blow! swiftly blow, thou keel-compellmg gale! 

Tin the broad sun withdraws his lessening ray ; 

Then must the pennant-bearer slacken sail. 

That lagging barks may make their lazy way. 

Ah ! grievance sore, and tisdoss dull delay, 

To waste on fhiggish hulks the sweetest breeze! 
What leagu<|||4it| loBt, before the dawn of day. 

Thus loiteriMMimive on the wiUing seas, 

The flapimig sSKIimPd down to halt for logs like these! 


XXI. 

The moon is up ; by Heaven, a lovely eve ! 

Long streams light o’er dancing waves expand ; 
Now lads on shore may sigh, and maids believe; 
Such be our fate when wo return to land ! 

Meantime some rude Arion’s restless hand 
Wakes the brisk harmony that sailors love ; 

A circle there of merry listeners stand, 

Or to some well-known measure featly move, 
Thoughtless, as if on shore they still were free to rove. 

XXII. 

Through Calpe’s straits survey the steepy shore; 
Europe and Afric on each other gaze ! 

Lands of the dark-eyed Maid and dusky Moot 
A like beheld beneath pale Hecate’s blaze : 

How softly on the S{>anish shore she plays, 

Disclosing rock, and slope, and ftjrest brown, 

Distinct, though darkening with her waning phase ; 
But Mauritania’s giant-shadows frowm. 

From mountain-cUft* to coast descending sombre dovm. 

I ’Tls night, w’hen Meditation bids us feel 

We once have loved, though love is at an end: 

The heart, lone mourner of its baffled zeal, 

Though friendless now, will dream it had a friend. 
Who with the weight of years would wish to bend, 
When Youth itself survives young Love and Joy ? 
Alas! when mingling souls forget to blend, 

Death hath but little left, liim to destroy ! 

Ah ! happy years ! once more who would not be a boy ? 

* XXIV. 

Thus bending o’er the vessel’s laving side, 

To gaze on Dian’s wave-reflected sphere, 

The soul ft>rgcts her schemes of Hope and Pride, 
And flies unconscious o’er each backward year. 

None arc so desolate but something dear, 

Dearer than selfj possesses or possess’d 
A thought, and claims the homage of a tear ; 

A flashing pang! of which the weary brea.Ht 
Would still, albeit in vain, the heavy heart divest. 

XXV. 

To sit on rocks, to muse o’er flood and fell, 

To slowly trace the forest’s shady scene, 

Where things that ovm not man’s dominion dwell, 
And mortal ft)ot hath ne’er or rarely been ; 

To climb the trackless mountain all unseen, 

With tlie wild flrx’k that never needs a fold; 

Alone o’er steeps and foaming foils to lean ; 

This is not solitude ; ’tis but to hold 
Converse with Nature’s charms, and view her stores 
unroll’d. 

But midst the crowd, the hum, the shock of men, 

To hear, to sec, to feel, and to possess, 

And roam along, the world’s tiredT denizen, 

With none who bless us, none whom we can bless f 
Minions of splendour shrinking from distress ! 

None that, with kindred consciousness endued. 

If we wpi:p not, would seem to smile the less 
Of all that flatler’d, follow’d, sought, and sued ; 

This is to be alone ; this, this is solitude ! 

XXVII. 

More blest the life of godly Eremite, 

Such as on lonely Athos may be seen, 

Watching at evo upon the giant height. 

Which looks o’er waves so blue, skies so sereno, 

That he who there at such an hour hath been 
Will wistful linger on that jhaUow’d spot; ‘ 

Then slowly tear him from* the witcl^ soene^ 

Sigh forth one wish that such had been his lot, 

Then turn to hate a world he had almost forgot. 
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XXTIII. 

Paw we the long, unvarying course, the track 
OR trod, that never leaves a trace behind ; 

Pass we the calm, tlie gale, tlie change, the tack, 
And each well known caprice of wave and wind ; 
Pass we the joys and sorrows sailors find, 

Coop’d in their winged sea-girt citadel ; 

The foul, the fair, the contrary, the kind, 

As breezes rise and fall and billows swell, 

Till on some jocund morn — lo, land ! and all is well. 
XXIX., 

But not in silence pass Calypso’s isles,*® 

The sister tenants of the middle deep ; 

There for the weary still a haven smiles, 

Though the fair goddess long hath ceased to woep, 
And o’er her cliffs a fruitless watch to keen 
For fiim -who dared prefer a mortal bride 
Here, "'too, his boy essay’d the dreadfotleap 
Stern IV^ n tor urged from high to yonder tide ; 

While thus^botlk bereft, tlie nymph-queen doubly sigh’d 

'■ XXX. 

Her reign is past, her gentle glories gone : 

But trust not tliis ; too easy youth, beware ! 

A mortal sovereign holds her dangerous throne, 

And thou may’st find a new Calypso there. 

Sweet Florence ! could another ever sliare 
This wayward, loveless lioart, it would be thine : 

But check’d by every tie, I may not dare 
To cast a wortliless oftering at thy shrine, 

Nor ask so dear a breast lo fool one pang for mine. 
XXXI. 

Thus Harold deem’d, as on tliat lady’s eye 
He look’d, and met its beam without a thought, 

Saves Admiration glancing harmless by; 

Love kept alooi) albeit not far remote. 

Who knew his votary ofttsri lost and caught, 

But knew him as his worshipper no more, 

And ne’er again the boy his bosom sought: 

Since now he vainly urged him to adore. 

Well deem’d the bttlo God his ancient sway was o'er. 

XXXII. 

Fair Florence found, in sooth with some amaze. 

One who, ’tvvas said, still sigh’d to all he saw, 
Witlistand, unmoved, the lustre of her gaze, 

Which others hail’d with real or mimic awe. 

Their hope, tlmir doom, their jiunishment, tlicir law ; 
All that gay Beauty from her hundsmen claims : 

And mudi she marvoll’d that a youtli so raw 
Nor felt, nor feign’d at least, the oft-told flames, 
Which, though sometimes they frown, yet rarely anger 
dames. 

XXXIII. 

Little knew she that seeming marble heart, 

Now mask’d in silence or withheld by pride, 

Was not unslcilftil in the spoiler’s art, 

And spread its snares licentious far and wide ; 

Nor from the base pursuit had turn’d aside, 

As long as aught was worthy to pursue : 

But Harold on such arts no more relied ; 

And had he doted on those eyes so blue, 

Yet never would he join the lover’s whining crew. 

XXXIV. 

Not much he kens, I ween, of woman’s breast, 

Who thinks that wanton thing is won by sighs ; 
What careth she for hearts when once possess’d? 

Do proper homage to thine idofs eyes ; 

But not too humbly, or she will despise 
Thee and thy suit, though told in moving tropes : 
Disguise ev’n tenderness, if thou art wise ; 

Bri& Confidence still best with woman copes; 

Pique her and sooth in turn, soon Passion crowns thy 
hopes. 


XXXV. 

’Tis an old lesson; Time approves it true, 

And those who know it best, deplore it most; 

When all is won that all desire to woo, 

The paltry prize is hardly wortli the oost: 

Youth wasted, minds degraded, honour l<«t, 

These are thy fruits, successful Passion ! tliese ! 
lii kindly cruel, early Hope is crost, 

Still to the last it rankles, a disease. 

Not to be cured when Love itself forgets lo please. 

XXXVI, 

Away ! nor let me loiter in my song, 

For we have many a mountain-f)ath to tread, 

And many a varied shore to sail along, 

By pensive Sadness, not by Fiction, led — 

/ Climes, fair withal as ever mortal head 
Imagined in its little schemes of thought; 

Or e’er in new Utopias were read, 

To teach man what he might be, or he ought ; 

If that corrupted thing could ever such be taught. 

XXXVII. 

Dear Nature is the kindest mother still, 

Though aivvay changing, in her aspect mild ; 

From her bare bosom let me take my fill, 

Her never-wean’d, tliough not lier favour’d child. 

Oh ’ slie is fairest in her features wild. 

Where nothing polish’d dares pollute her pafo: 

To me by day or night she over smiled 
Though I have mark’d her when none otlier hath, 
And sought her more and more, and loved her best in 
wrath. 

XXXVIIl. 

Land of Albania ! where Iskander rose. 

Theme of the young, and beacon of the wise. 

And he his namesaJee, whose ofi-baffted foes 
Shrunk from bis deeds of cliivalrous emprize ; 

I.and of Albania!** let me bend mine eyes 
On thee, thou rugged nurse of savage men ! 

The crass descends, tliy minarets arise, 

And the pale crescent sparkles in the glen, 

I Through many a cypress grove whUiin each city’s ken. 

XXXIX. 

Childe Harold sail’d, and pass’d the barren spot** 
Where sad Penelope o’erlook’d the wave ; 

And onward view’d the mount, not yet forgot, 

'I’he lover’s refuge, and the Lesbian’s grave. 

Dark Sa})]>ho ! could not verse immortal save 
That breast imbued with such immortal fire ? 

Could she not live who life eternal gave ? 

If life eternal may await tlie lyre, 

That only Heaven to which Earfti’s children may aspire. 
XL. 

’Twas on a Grecian autumn’s gentle eve 
Childe Harold hail’d I.eucadia’s cope afar; 

A spot he long’d to see, nor cared to leave ; 

Ofl did he mark the scenes of vanish’d war, 

Actium, Lepanto, fatal Trafalgar;** 

Mark them unmoved, for he would not delight 
(Born beneath some remote inglorious ^tar) 

In themes of bloody fray, or gallant fight, 

But loathed the bravo’s trade, and laughed at martial 
wight. 

XLI. 

But when he saw the evening star above 
Leucadia’s far-projecting rock of wo, 

And hail’d the last resort of fiviitless love,*^ 

He felt, or deem’d ho felt, no common glow: 

And as the stately vessel glided slow 
Beneath the shadow of that ancient mount, 

He watch’d the billows’ melancholy Row, 

And, sunk albeit in thought as he was wont, 

More placid seem’d his eye, and smooth his pallid front. 
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XLIt. 

Morn dawns ; and with it stem Albania’s hills, 

Dark Suli’s rocks, and Pindus’ inland peak, 

Robed half in mist, bedew’d with snowy rills, 

Array’d in many a dun and purple streak, 

Arise ; and, as tlie clouds along them break, 

Disclose the dwelling of the mountaineer : 

Here roams the wol^ the eagle whets his beak, 

Birds, beasts of prey, and wilder men appear, 

And gathering storms around convulse tlio closing year. 

XLIII. 

Now Harold felt himself at length alone. 

And bade to Christian tongues a long adieu ; 

Now he adventured on a shore unknown, 

Which all adnure, but many dread to view : 

His breast was arm’d ’gainst fate, his wants were few ; 
Peril he sought not, but ne’er shrank to meet: 

The scene was savage, but tlte scene w’as now ; 

T’lns made the ceaseless toil of travel sweet. 

Beat back keen winter’s blast, and welcomed summer’s 
heat. 

XLIV. 

Here the red cro^s, for still the cross is here, 

'I'hongh sadly scoff’d at by the circumcised, 

Forgets that pride to pamper’d priesthood dear; 

( Jlmn'.liinan and votary alike despised. 

Foul Superstition! howsoe’er disguised, 

Idol, saint, virgin, prophet, crescent, cross, 

For whatsoever symbol tliou art prized, 

Thou sacerdotal gain, but general loss ! 

Who from true worship’s gold can separate thy dross ? 
XLV. 

Ambracitt’s gulf behold, where once was lost 
A world for woman, lovely, harmless thing ! 

In yonder rippling bay, their naval host 
Did many a Roman cluef and Asian king** 

To doubtful conflict, certain slaughter bring : 

IjtHjk where tlie gocond Ciesar’s trophies rose! ** 
Now, like the hands tliat rear’d them, withering: 
Imperial anarchs, doubling human woes ! 

God! was thy globe ordain’d for such to win and lose? 

XL VI. 

From the dark barriers of that rugged clime, 

Kv’n to the centre of Illyria’s vales, 

Childe Harold pass’d o’er miiny a mount sublime, 
Through lands scarce noticed in historic tales ; 

Yet in famed Attica siu;h lovely dales 
Are rarely seen: nor can fair Tempo boast 
A charm they know not ; loved Parnassus fails, 
I'hough classic ground and consecrat<?d most, 

To match some sj^Kits that lurk within this lowering coast. 

XL VII. 

He pass’d bleak Pindus, Achnnisia’s lake, 

And left the primal city of the land. 

And onwards did his further journey take 
To greet Albania’s chiclj** whoso dread command 
Is lawless law ; for with a bloody hand 
He sways a nation, turbulent and bokl ; 

Yet here and there some daring mountain-band 
Disdain his power, and from their rocky hold 
Hurl their defiance far, nor yield, unless to gold.** 

XLVIII. 

Monastic Zitza ! from thy shady brow, 

Thou small, hut favour’d spot of holy ground! 
Where’er we gaze, around, above, below, 

What rainbow lints, what magic charmi; ore found’ 
Rock, river, forest, mountain, all abound. 

And bluest skies ^at harmoiuze the whole : 

Beaeiihf the distant torrent^s rushing sound 

Telia where the volumed cataract doth roW ' 

Hotwren those hanging rocks, that shock yet please the 
sou). 


XLIX. 

Amidst the grove that crowns yon tufted hill, 

Which, were it not for many a mountain nigh 
Rising in lofty ranks, and loftier still, 

Might well itself be deem’d of dignity, 

The convent’s white walls glisten fair on high : 

Here dwells the caloyer,®* nor rude is he. 

Nor niggard of his cheer ; the passer by 
Is welcome still ; nor hee^ess will he flee 
From hence, if he delight kind Nature’s slieen to soe. 

L. 

Here in the sultriest season let him rest, 

Fresh is the green beneath those aged trees ; 

Here winds of gentlest wing will fan his breast. 

From heaven itself ho may inhale the breeze: 

The plain is far beneath— oh ! let him seize 
Pure pleasure while he can ; the scorchittg ray 
Here pierce th not, impregnate with disease : 

Tlien let his length the loitering pilgrim lay, 

And gaze, untired, the morn, ffie noon, the eve away. 
LI. 

Dusky and huge, enlarging on the sight, 

Nature’s volcanic am})hithcatre,®® 

Chima;ra’s alps extend from left, to right: 

Beneath, a living valley seems to stir ; 

Flocks play, trees wave, streams flow, the mountain-fir 
Nodding above: behold black Acheron!*^ 

Once consecrated to the sepulchre. 

Pluto ! if this be hell 1 look upon, 

Close shamed Elysium’s gates, my shade shall seek ibr 
none ! 

Ltl. 

Nc city’s towers pollute the lovely view; 

Unseen is Yanina, though not remote, 

Veil’d by the screen of hills; hero men are few, 
Scanty the hamlet, rare the lonely cot ; 

But peering down each precipice, ffjc goat 
Browseth ; and, pensive o’er his scatter’d flock, 

The little, shepherd in his white capote 
Doth lean his boyish form along tlie rock, 

Or in his cave awaits the tempest’s short-lived shock. 

LIU. 

Oh ! where, Dodona ! is thine aged grove, 

Prophetic fount, and oracle divine ? 

What valley echo’d the response of Jove ? 

Wliat trace remainetli of the tliunderor’s shrine ? 

All, all forgotten — and shall man repine 
That his frail bonds to fleeting life are broke ? 

Cease, fool ! tlie fate of gods may well be tliine : 
Wouldst thou survive the marble or the oak? 

When nations, tongues, and worlds must sink bensaih 
tlie stroke! 

LIV. 

Epirus’ bounds recede, and moimtains fail ; 

Tired of up-gazing still, the wearied eye 
Refioses gladly on as smootli a vale, 

As ever Spring yclad in grassy die ; 

Ev’n on a plain no humble beauties lie. 

Where some bold river breaks the long expanse, 

And woods along the banks are waving high, 

Whose shadows in the glassy waters dance, 

Or with the moonbeam sleep in midnight’s solemn trance. 
LV. 

The sun had sunk behind vast Toracrit,®* 

And Laos wide and fierce came roaring by ;*• 

The shades of wonted night were gathering yet, 

When, down the steep banks wintUng warily, 

Childe Harold saw, like meteors in the sky. 

The glittering minarets d Tepalen, 

Whoae waWs o’erlooik U\e stream ; and drawing vdgb. 
He heard tlie busy hum of warrior-men 
Sweftmg the hreeze sigh’d along the lengthening 
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He paesM the sacred Harani’s silent tower, 

And underneath the wide overarching gate 
Survey’d the dwelling of this chief of power, 

Where all around proclaim’d his high estate. 
Amidst no common pomp the despot sate, 

While busy preparation shook tlie court, 

Slaves, eunuchs, soldiers, guests, and santons wait ; 
Witliin, a palace, and without, a fort; 

Here men of every clime appear to make resort. 

LVII, 

Richly caparison’d, a ready row 
Of armed horse, and many a warlike store, 

Circled the wide extending court below ; 

Above, strange groups adorn’d the corridor ; 

And oll-times through the area’s echoing door 
Some high-capp’d Tartar spurr'd his steed away : 
The Turk, the Greek, the Albanian, and the Moor, 
Hero mingled in their many-hued array. 

While the deep war-drum’s sound announced the clos( 
of day. 

LViri. 

The wild Albanian kirllcd to his knee, 

With shawl-girt head and ornamented gun, 

And gold-embroider’d garments, fair to see; 

The crimson-scarfed men of Macedon ; 

The Dellii with his cap of terror on, 

And crooked glaive ; tlio lively, supple Greek ; 

And swarthy Nubia’s mutilated son*, 

The bearded Turk tliat rarely deigns to speak, 
Master of all around, too potent to he meek, 

LIX. 

Are mix’d conspicuous : some recline in groups, 
Scanning the motley scene that varies round ; 

There some grave Moslem to devotion stoops, 

And some that smoke, and some that play, are found ; 
Here the Albanian proudly treads the ground ; 

Half whispering there the Greek i.s heard to prate ; 
Hark ! from the mosque the nightly solemn sound, 
The Muezzin’s call doth shake llic minaret, 

* There is no god but God ! — to prayer— lo ! God is great!” 

LX. 

Just at this season Ramazani’s fast 
Through the long day its penance did maintain ; 

But when the lingering twilight hour was past, 

Revel and feast assumed tlic rule again : 

Now all was bustle, and the menial train 
Prepared and spread the pleiitecuis board within ; 

The vacant gallery now seem’d made in vain, 

But from the chambers came the mingling din, 

As page and slave anon were passing out and in. 

LXI. 

Here woman’s voice is never heard : apart, 

And scarce permitted, guarded, veil’d, to move, 

She yields to one her person and her heart, 

Tamed to her cage, nor feels a wish to rove ; 

Por, not unhappy in her master’s love, 

And joyful in a mother’s gentlest cares, 

Blest cares ! all other feelings far above ! 

Herself more sweetly rears the babe she hearty 
Who never quits tlic breast, no meaner passion ^arcs. 

Lxn. 

In marblcd-pavcd pavilion, where a spring 
Of living water from the centre rose, 

Whose bubbling did a genial freshness fling, 

And soft voluptuous couches breathed repose, 

Ali reclined, a man of war and woes*, | 

Yet in his lineaments ye cannot trace, { 

WYule Gendenetw her nu\d«r radiance throws 

Along that aged venerable face, 

The deeds that lurk bcneatli; and stain him with disgrace. 


It is not that yon hoary lengthening beard 
111 suits tlie passions which belong to youth; 

Love conquers age— «o Hafiz hadi averr’d, 

So sin^ die Teiaw, and he sings in sooth — 

But crimes that scorn the tender voice of RuUi, 
Beseeming all men ill, but most the man 
In years, have mark’d him with a tiger’s tooth ; 
Blood follows blood, and, Uirough Uieir mortal span, 
In bloodier acts conclude those who with blood began. 

LXIV, 

’Mid many diings most new to ear and eye 
The pilgrim rested here his weary feet. 

And gazed around on Moslem luxury, 

Till quickly wearied with that spacious seat 
Of Wealth and Wantonness, the choice retreat 
Of sated Grandeur from the city’s noise: 

And were it humbler it in sooth were sweet ; 

But Peace abhorreth artificial joys, 

And Pleasure, leagued with Pomp, the zest of both 
destroys. 

LXT. 

Fierce are Albania’s children, yet they lack 
Not virtues, were those virtues more mature. 

Where is the foe that ever saw dieir back ? 

Who can so well the toil of war endure ? 

Their native fastnesses not more secure 
Than they in doubtful time of troublous need : 

Their wrath how deadly ! but their friendship sure, 
When Gratitude or Valour bids tliem bleed, 

Jnshaken rusliing on where’er their chief may lead. 

Childe Harold saw them in tlieir chieftain’s tower 
Thronging to war in splendour and success ; 

And after view’d them, when, within their power, 
Himself awhile the victim of distress ; 

That satldening hour when bad men hollier press ; 
But these did shelter him beneath tlieir roo^ 

When less barbarians would have cheer’d him less, 
And fellow-countrymen have stood aloof—®’ 
n aught that tries the heart how few withstand the proof! 

LXVII. 

It chanced that adverse winds once drove his bark 
Full on the coast of Suli’s shaggy shore, 

When all around was desolate and dark ; 

To land was perilous, to sojourn more ; 

Yet for a while the mariners forbore, 

Dubious to tnist where treachery might lurk; 

At length they ventured forth, though doubting sore 
That those who loatlie alike the Frank and Turk 
dight once again renew their ancient butcher-work. 

LXVIII. 

Vain fear! the Suliotes stretch’d the welcome hand, 
I.ed them o’er rocks and past the dangerous swamp, 
Kinder than polish’d slaves tliough not so bland, 

And piled the hearth, and wrung tlieir garments damp, 
And fill’d liie bowl, and trimm’d the cheerful lamp, 
And spread their fare ; though homely, all they had; 
Such conduct bears Philanthropy’s rare stamp— 

To rest the weary and to sooth the sad, 

)oth lesson happier men, and shames at least tlie bad. 

LXIX. 

It came to pass, that when he did address 
Himself to quit at length this mountain-land, 
Combined marauders half-way barr’d egress, 

And wasted far and near with glaive and brand; 

And tlierefore did he take a trusty band 

To traverse Acarnania^s forest wide, 

In yvex vreW seasoiii^d, and wVdn labours iann'd, 

Till he did greet white Acheloiw tide, 

,nd from his further batik JEtolia’s weids espied. 
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X.XX. 

Where lone Utraikey forms its circling cove, 

And weary waves retire to gleam at rest, 

How brown the foliage of the green hilfs grove, 
Nodding at nudnight o*er the calm bay’s breast, 

As win^ come lightly whispering from the west, 
Kissing, not ruffling, the blue deep’s serene : — 

Here Harold was received a welcome guest ; 

Nor did he pass unmoved the gentle scene. 

For many a joy could he from Night’s soft presence glean. 


On the smooth shore the night-fires brightly blazed, 
The foast was done, the red wine circling fast,^* 

And he that unawares had there ygazed 
With gaping wonderment had stared aghast; 

For ere night’s midmost, stillest hour was past, 

1*ho native revels of the troop began ; 

Each Palikar his sabre from him cast, 

And bounding hand in hand, man link’d to man, 
Yelling their uncouth dirge, long daunced tlie kirtled 
clan. 


Childe Harold at a little distance stood 
And view’d, but not displeased, the revelrie. 

Nor hated harmless mirth, however rude : 

In sooth, it was no vulgar sight to see 
Their barbarous, yet their not indecent, glee ; 

And, as the fiames along their faces gleam’d, 

Their gestures nimble, dark eyes flashing free, 

The long wild locks that to their girdles stream’d, 
While thus in concert they tliia lay half sang, half 
scream’d 

1 . 

»* Tambourgi! Tambourgi!* thy *larum afar 
Gives hope to the valiant, and promise of war; 

All the sons of the mountains arise at the note, 
Chimariot, Illyrian, and dark Suliote ! 

2 . 

Oh ! who is more brave than a dark Suliote, 

In his snowy caniese and his shaggy capote ? 

To the wolf and the vulture he leaves his wild flock, 
And descends to the plain like the stream from the rock. 

3. 

Shall the sons of Chimari, who never forgive 
The fault of a inend, bid an enemy live? 

I^et those guns so unerring such vengeance forego? 
What mark is so fair as the breast of a foe ? 

4 . 

Macedonia sends forth her invincible race ; 

For a time they abandon the cave and the chase : 

But those scarfs of blood-red shall be redder, before 
The sabre is sheathed and the battle is o’er. 

fi. 

Then the pirates of Parga that dwell by the vraves, ' 
And teach the pale Fran^ what it is to be slaves, 

Shall leave on the beach the long galley and oar, 

And track to his covert the captive on shore. 

6. 

I ask not the pleasures that riches supply, 

My sabre shall win what the feeble must buy ; 

Shall win the young bride with her long flowing hair, 
many a maid from her mother shall tear. 


* DnimnuMT. 


7 . 

I love the ftur face of the maid in her youth, 

Her caresses shall lull me, her music iftiall sooth ; 

Let her bring from the chamber her many-toned lyre 
And sing us a song on the fall of her sire. 

8 . 

Remember the moment when Previsa fell,** 

The shrieks of the conquer’d, the conquerors’ yell , 

The roofs that we fired, and the plunder we shared, 
The wealthy we slaughter’d, the lovely we spared. 

9 . 

I talk not of mercy, I talk not of fear ; 

He neither must know who would serve the Vuder: 
Since ilie days of our prophet the Crescent ne’er saw 
A ctiief ever glorious like Ali Pashaw. 

10 . 

Dark Muchtar his son to the Danube is sped, 

Let the yellow-hair’d* Giaoursf view his horse-tad^ 
with dread ; 

When Ids Dellds§ come dashing in blood o’er the banks, 
How few shall escape from the Muscovite ranks I 

11 . 

Selictar ! || unsheathe then our cliief ’g scimitar: 
Tambourgi ! thy ’larum gives promise of war. 

Ye mountains, that see us descend to the shore, 

Shall view us as victors, or view us no more ! 

Lxxni. 

Fair Greece ! sad relic of departed wortli ! ** 
Immortal, though no more ; tliough fallen, great ! 
Who now shall lead thy scatter’d children forth, 

And long accustom’d bondage uncreate ? 

Not such tliy sons who wldlomo did await, 

Tile hopeless warriors of a willing doom, 

In bleak Thcrmopylaj’s sepulchral strait— 

Oh I who that gallant spirit shall resume, 

Leap from Eurotas’ bonl^s, and call thee from the tomb ? 

LXXIV. 

spirit of freedom ! when on Phyle’s brow *♦ 

Thou sat’st with Thrasybulus and his train, 

Couldst thou forebode the dismal hour which now 
Dims tlie greeui beauties of iluuc Attic plain ? 

Not Uiirly tyrarts now enfr)rcc the cliain. 

But every carlo can lord it o’er thy land ; 

Nor rise Uiy sons, but idly rail in vain, 

Trembling beneatli the scourge of Turkish hand. 
From birth till death enslaved ; in word, in deed, unmann’d. 

LXXV. 

In ali save form alone, bow changed ! and who 
That marks the fire still sparkling in each eye, 

Who but would deem their bosoms bum’d anew 
With tliy unquenched beam, lost Liberty ! 

And many dream withal the hour is nigh 
That gives them l>ack their fathers’ heritage: 

For foreign arms and aid they fondly sigh, 

Nor solely dare encounter hostile rage, 

Or tear their name defiled from Slavery’s mournful page. 

LXXVI. 

Heroditaiy bondsmen ! know ye not 
Who would be free themselves must strike the blow ? 
By their right arms the conquest must be wrought ? 
Will Gaul or Muscovite redress ye ? no ! 

True, they may lay your proud despoilers low, 

But not for you wdl Free^m’s altars flame. 

Shades of the Helots ! triumph o’er your foe ! 

Greece ! change thy lords, thy state is still tlie same ; 
Thy glorious day is o’er, but not thy years of shame. 

* Yellow it the epithet given to the Ruaelnne. t 
1 Horee^talle ere the ineignie of a Pacha. 

I HorMnoen, anvweriug to our forlorn hope. R Sword4)eaivr. 
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Lxxvn. 

The city won for Allahi from the Giaour, 

The Giaour from Othman’s race again may wrest; 
And the Serai’s impenetrable tower 
Receive tlie fiery Frank, her former guest; 

Or Wahah’s rel»el brood who dared divest 
The prophet’s tomb of all its pious 8]x>il, 

May wind their patli of blootl along the West; 

But ne’er will freedom seek this fated soil. 

But slave succeed to slave through years of endless toil 

LXXVIIl. 

Yet mark their mirtlt— -cre lenten days begin, 

^ That penance which their lioly rites prepare 
To shrive from man his weight of mortal sin, 

By daily abstinence and nightly prayer; 

But ere his sackcloth garb Re{>entance wear, 

Some days of joyaunce arc decreed to all. 

To take of pleasaunce each his secret share 
In motley robe to dance at masking ball, 

And join tlie mimic train of merry Carnival. 

LXXIX. 

And whose more rife with merriment than thine, 

Oh Starnboul ! once the empress of their reign ? 
Though turbans now pollute Sophia’s shrine, 

And Greece her very altars eyes in vain: 

(Alas! lier woes will still pervade my strain!) 

Gay were her minstrels once, for free her throng, 

All felt the common joy they now must feign, 

Nor ofl I’ve seen such sight, nor hoard such song, 
As woo’d the eye, and thrill’d the Bosphorus along. 

LXXX. 

lioud w'as the lightsome tumult of the shore. 

Oft Music changed, but never ceased her tone. 

And timely echo’d back the measured oar, 

And rippling waters made a pleasant moan: 

The Cbueen of tides on high consenting shone, 

And when a transient breeze swept t/er the wave, 
’Tw'as, as if darting from her heavenly throne, 

A brighter glance her form retlected gave, 

Till sparkling billows seem’d to light the banks tliey lave. 

LXXXI. 

Glanced many a light caujuo along the foam, 

Danced on the shore the daughters of the land, 

Ne thought had man or maid of rest or home, 

While many a languid eye and thrilling hand 
Exchanged tlio look few bosoms may withstand, 

Or gently prest, return'd the pressure still : 

Oh Love ! young Love ! bound in tliy rosy band, 

Let sage or cynic prattle as he will, 

These hours, and only tlicse, redeem Life’s years of ill ! 

LXXXIJ. 

But, midst the thnmg m merry masquerade, 

Lurk there no hearts that tlirob with secret pain. 
Even through the closest searyicnt half betray’d? 

To such the gentle murmurs of the main 
Seem to re-echo all they mourn in vain ; 

To such the gladness of the gamesome crowd 
Is source of wayward thougiit and stem disdain : 

How do Uiey loathe the laughter idly loud. 

And long to change the robe of revel for the shroud ! 

LXXXIII. 

•This must he feel, the true-born son of Greece, 

If Greece one true-born patriot still can boast : 

Not such as prate of war, but skulk in peace. 

The bondsman’s peace, who sighs for all he lost, 

Yet with smooth smile his tyrant can accost, 

And wield the slavish sickle, not the sword ; 

Ah ! Greece ! they love tlice least who owe thee most ; 
Their birtli, their blood, and that sublime record | 
Of hero sires, who shame thy now degenerate horde! j 
G 


LXXXIV. 

When riseth Lacedemon’s hardihood, 

When Thebes Epaminondas rears again, 

When Athens' children arc with hevts endued, 
When Grecian mothers shall give birth to men, 
Then may’s! thou be restored ; but not till then. 

A thousand years scarce serve to form a state ; 

An hour may lay it in the dust : and when 
Can man its shatter’d splendour renovate, 

Recal its virtues back, and vanquish Time and Fate ? 

Lxxxr. 

And yet how lovely in thine age of wo, 

Land of lost gods and godlike men! art thou! 

Thy vales of evergreen, thy hills of snow,*^ 

Proclaim thee Nature’s varied favourite now ; 

Thy fanes, thy temples to thy surfiice bow, 
Coinminghng slowly with heroic earth. 

Broke by the share of every rustic plough: 

So perish monuments of mortal birth, 

So perish all in turn, save well-recorded Worth ; 

LXXXVI. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 
Above its prostrate brethren of the cave;** 

Save where Tritonia’s airy shrine adorns 
(h>Ionna’s clifij and gleams along the wave ; 

Save o’er some warrior’s half-forgotten grave, 

Where the gray stones and uninulested grass 
Age.s, but not oblivion, feebly brave, 

While strangers only not regardless pass, 

.ingering like me, perchance, to gaze, and sigh “Alas I* 

LXXXVJI. 

Yet are thy skies as blue, thy crags as wild ; 

Swc'ct are thy groves, and verdant are thy fields, 
Thine olive ripe as when Minerva smiled, 

And still his honied wealth Hymettus yields ; 

There the blithe bee his fragrant fortress builds, 

The freeborn wanderer of thy mountain-air; 

Apollo still tliy long, long summer gilds, 

Still in his beam Mcndcli’s marbles glare ; 

Art, Glory, Freedom fail, hut Nature still is fair. 

LXXXVIII. 

Where’er we tread His haunted, holy ground ; 

No earth of thine is lost in vulgar mould, 

But one vast realm of wonder spreads around, 

And all the Muse’s tales seem truly told, 

'I’ill the sense aches with gazing to behold 
The scenes our earliest dreams have dwelt upon: 
Each hill and dale, each deepening glen and wold 
Defies the power which crush’d thy temples gone : 
Age shakes Atliena’s tow er, but spares gray Marathon. 

I.XXXIX. 

The sun, the soil, but not tlie slave, the same; 
Unchanged in all cxce[)t its foreign lord— 

Preserves alike its hounds and boundless fame 
The Battle-field, where Perma’s victim horde 
First bow’d beneath the brunt of Hellas’ sword, 

As on the mom to distant Glory dear, 

When Marathon became a magic word ; ** 

Which utter’d, to the hearer’s eye appear 
The camp, the host, the fight, the conqueror’s career. 

xc. 

The flying Mede, his shaftiess broken bow ; 

The fiery Greek, his red pursuing spear ; 

Mountams above, Earth’s, Ocean’s plain below ; 

Deatli in die front, Destruction in the rear! 

Such was the scene— what now remaineth here? 
What sacred trophy mturks the hallow’d ground, 
Recording Freedom’s smile and Asia’s tear? 

The rifled urn, the violated mound, 

’he dust diy courser’s hoofj rude stranger! spurns around. 
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Yet to the remnants of thy splendour past 
Shall pilgrims, pensive, but unwearied throng ; 

Lcmg sliall the voyager, with th^ Ionian blasts 
Hail the bright clime of battle and of song ; 

Long shall &ine annals and immortal tongue 
Fill with thy fiime the youth of many a shore ; 

Boast of the aged ! lesson of the young I 
Which sages venerate and bards adore, 

As Pallas and tlie Muse unveil their awful lore. 

xcxx. 

The parted bosom clings to wontod home, 

If au^it that’s kindred cheer the welcome hearth; 

He tliat is lonely hither let him roam, 

And gaze complacent on congenial earth. 

Greece is no lightsome land of social mirth : 

But he whom Sadness sootheth may abide, 

And scarce regret the region of his birth, 

When wandering slow by Delphi’s sacred side, 

Or gazing o’er tlie plains where Greek and Persian died. 

Let such approach this consecrated land, 

And pass in peace along the magic waste ; 

But spare its relics— let no busy hand 
Deface the scenes, already how defaced ! 

Not for such purpose wore these altars placed : 
Revere the remnants nations once revered : 

So may our country’s name be undksgraced. 

So may’st thou prosper where thy youth was rear’d, 
By every honest joy of love and life endear’d ! 

For thoe, who thus in too protracted song 
Hast soothed tldne idlesse with inglorious lays, 

Soon shall thy voice be lost amid the tlirong 
Of louder minstrels in these later days : 

To such resign the strife for fading bays— 

111 may such contest now the spirit move 

'V ^ *^111011 heeds nor keen reproach nor partial praise ; 

Since cold each kinder heart that might approve, 

And none arc left to please when none are lefl to love. 

xcv. 

Thou too art gone, thou loved and lovely one ! 
Whom youth and youth’s adections boimd to mo ; 
Who did for me wlial none beside have done, 

Nor shrank from one alt)eit unworthy thee. 

What is my being 7 thou ha.st ceased to Ik5 ! 

Nor staid to welcome here thy wanderer home. 

Who mourns o’er hours which we no more shall see — 
Would they had never been, or were to come ! 
Would he had ne’er return’d to find fresh cause to roam ! 

xcvi. 

Oh ! ever loving, lovely, and beloved ! 

How selfish Sorrow ponders on the past, 

And clings to thoughts now better far removed ! 

But Time shall tear thy shadow from me last. 

All thou couldst have of mine, stern Death ! thou hast 
The parent, friend, and now the more than friend: 

N e’er yet for one thine arrows flew so fast, 

And grief with grief continuing still to blend, 

Hath snatch’d the little joy that life had yet to lend. 

xevn. 

Then must I plunge again into the crowd, 

And follow all that Peace disdains to seek ? 

Where Revel calls, and Laughter, vainly loud, 

False to the heart, distorts the hollow cheek, 

To leave the flagging sfdrit doubly weak; 

Still o’er the features, which perforce they cheer, 

To feign the pleasure or conceal the pique : 

Smiles form the channel of a future tear, 

Or Jiuse the writliing lip with ill-dissembled sneer. 


What is the worst of woes that wait on age? 
What stamps the wrinkle deeper cm the brow? 
To view each loved one blotted from life’s page, 
And be alone im eartli, as 1 am now. 

Before Uie Chastener humbly let me bow 
O’er hearts divided and o’er hopes deBtro^d: 

Roll on, vain days ! full reckless may ye flow, 
Since Time hath reft whate’er my soul enjoy’d, 
And widi the ills id* Kid mine earlier years alloy’d. 


CANTO in. 


kfin qiie ertu; applicaiiun vniia Tor^ftt He peneer it nutre choee ; U 
«u v6ril6 Ui* r«'md<le que crlm-lk et le tempi.’* 

Lettre du Itoi de Pruate d D^Alembertf S^t. 7, 1776. 


Is thy face like thy mother’s, my fair child ! 

Ada ! sole daughter of my house and heart? 

When la.st I saw tliy young blue eyes they smiled. 
And then we partcjd, — not as now we par^ 

But with a hope. — 

Awaking with a start, 

The waters heave around me ; and on high 
The winds lift up their voices : I depart, 

Whither 1 know not; but the hour’s gone by, 

When Albion’s lessening shores could grieve or glad 
I mine eye. 

II. 

Once more upon the waters ! yet once more ! 

And the waves bound beneath me as a steed 
That knows his rider. Welcome, to their roar! 
Swift be their guidance, wheresoe’er it lead ! 

Though tl»e strain’d mast should quiver as a reed, 
And the rent conva'^s fluttering strew the gale, 

Still must 1 on; for I am as a weed, 

Flung from the rock, on Ocean’s foam, to sail 
Where’er the surge may sweep, the tempest’s breati) 
prevail. 

III. 

In my youth’s summer 1 did sing of One, 

The w'andering outlaw of his own dark mind; 

Again I seize the theme then but begun, 

And bear it with me, as the rushing wind 
Bears the cloud onwards : in that Tale I find 
The furrow's of long thought, and dried-up tears, 

I Which, ebbing, leave a .steril track behind, 

O’er whicli all heavily the journeying years 
I Plod tlie last sands of lifts, — w'here not a flower appears. 

IV. 

Since my young days of passion — joy, or pain, 
Perchance my heart and harp have lost a string, 

And both may jar: it may he, tliat in vain 
I would essay as I have sung to sing. 

Yet, though a dreary strain, to this I cling, 

So tliat it ween me from the weary dream 
Of selfish grief or gladness — sq it fling 
Forgetfulness around me— it shall seem 
To me, though to none else, a not ungrateful theme. 

V. 

He, who grown aged in this world of wo, 

In deeds, not years, piercing the depths of life, 

So that no w'onder waits him ; nor below 
Can lore, or sorrow, fame, ambition, strife, 

Cut to his heart again with the keen knife 
Of silent, sharp endurance : he can tell 
Why thought seeks refuge in lone caives, yet rife 
With airy images, and shapes which dwell 
Still unimpair’d, ^ough old, in the soul’s haunted cefl. 
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n, 

’Tis to create, and in creating live 
A being more intense, that we endow 
Witli form our fancy, gaming as we give 
The life we image, even as 1 do now. 

What am I ? Nothing : but not so art thou, 

Soul of my thought ! with whom I traverse earth, 

V Invisible but gazing, as I glow 

Mix’d with thy spirit, blended with thy birtli, 

And feeling still with thee in my crush’d feejlings’ dearth 

VII. 

Yet must I think less wildly: — I JtaDc thought 
Too long and darkly, till my brain became, 

In its own eddy boiling and o’erwrought, 

A whirling gulf of phantasy and flame : 

And thus, untaught in youth my heart to tame, 

My springs of life were poison’d. ’Tis too late ! 

Yet arn I changed ; though still enough the same 
In strength to bear what time ran not abate, 

And feed on bitter fruits without accusing Fate. 

VIII. 

Somefhing too much of tliis : — ^but now ’tis jjar-t, 

And the spell closes w’ith its silent seal. 

Long absent Harold reappears at last ; 

He of the breast which fain no more would f<*el, 
Wrung with the wounds which kill not, but ne’er heal ; 
Yet Time, who changes all, had alter’d him 
In soul and aspect as in age : years steal 
Fire from the mind as vigour from the limb; 

And life’s enchanted cup but sparkles near tlie brim. 

IX. 

His had been quaff’d too quickly, and he found 
The dregs were worinwotKl ; but he filfd again. 

And from a purer fount, on holier ground, 

And deem’d its spring perpetual ; but iii vain ! 

Still round him clung invisibly a chain 
Which gall’d for ever, fettering though unseen, 

And lieavy though it chmk'd not ; worn witli pain, 
Which pined although it spoke not, and grow keen, 
Entering with every steji he ttiok through many a scene, 

X. 

Secure in guarded coldness, he had mix’d 
Again in fancied safety with his kind, 

And deem’d his spirit now so firmly fix’d 
And shcatli’d with an invulnerable mind, 

That, if no joy, no sorrow lurk’d behind ; 

And he, os one, might inid.st the many stand 
Unheeded, searching through the crowd to find 
Fit speculation ; such as in strange land 
He found in wonder-works of God and Nature’s hand. 

XI. 

But who can view Uie ripen’d rose, nor seek 
To wear it? who can curiously behold 
The smoothness and the sheen of beauty’s cheek, 
Nor feel the heart can never all grow old ? 

Who can contemplate Fame through clouds unfold 
The star w’liich rises o’er her steep, nor climb ? 

• Harold, once more within tlie vortex, roll’d 
On with the giddy circle, chasing Time, 

Yet with a nobler aim than in his youth’s fond prime. 

XIX. 

But soon he knew himsolf tlie most unfit 
Of men to herd with Man ; with whom he held 
Little in common ; untaught to submit 
His tlkoughts to others, though his soul was quell’d 
In youth by his own tlioughts ; still uncompell’d, 

He would not yield dominion of his mind 
To spirits against whom lus own rebell’d ; 

Proud though in desolation ; which could find 
# A life within itself to breatlie without mankind. 


XXII. 

Whore rose the mountains, tliere to him were feiends , 
Where roll’d tlie ocean, thereon was his home ; 
Where a blue sky, and glowing dime, extends, 

He had the passion and the power to roam ; 

The desert, forest, cavern, breaker’s foam. 

Were unto him corapanionsliip ; they spake 
A mutual language, clearer than the tome 
Of his land’s tongue, which ho would ofl forsake 
For Nature’s (lages glass’d by sunbeams on the lake. 

XIV. 

Like the Chaldean, he could watch the stars, 

Till ho had }>eopled them with beings bright 
As their own beams ; 4nd earth, and earth-born jars, 
And human frailties, were forgotten quite r 
Could he have kept his spirit to that flight 
He had been happy ; but this clay will sink 
Ils spark iitirnortal, envying it the light 
To w hich it mounts, as if to break the link 
That keeps u.s from yon heaven wiuch woos us to its brink 

XV. 

But in Man’s dw(ilings he became a thing 
llestless and worn, and stern and wearisome, 

Droop’d as a wilil-bom falcon with dipt w’ing, 

To whom the bonndhiss air alone w'ere home: 

Then came his fil again, wiiidi to o’crcome, 

As eagerly the barr’d-up bird will lieat 
His breast and beak against his wiry dome 
Till Uie blood tinge his plumage, so the heat 
Of his impeded soul would tlirough his bosom eat. 

XVI. 

* 

SelC-e.\iled Harold wanders forth again, 

With nought of hope left, but with less of gloom ; 
The very knowledge tliat he lived in vain, 

I’lmt all was over on this side the tomb, 

Had made Dcsjiair a sinilingness assume, 

Which, though ’ twerc w ild, — as on the plunder’d wreck 
Wlicn mariners would madly meet tlieir doom 
AVith draughts intemperate on tlie sinldng deek,- 
Did yet inspire a cheer, w’hich he forbore to check. 

Stop ! — For thy tread is on an Empire’s dust ! 

An Earthquake’s spoil is sepulchred below! 

Is the s[K)t mark’d with no colossal bust ? 

Nor column lro{»hicd for triumphal show? 

None ; but the moral’s truth tells simpler so, 

As Uie ground was before, thus Ic'.l it be - 
How that red rain hatli made the harvest grow ! 

And is this all the world has gain’d by thee, 

Thou first and last of fields ! king-making Victory ? 

XVIII, 

And Harold stands upon this place of skulls, 

The gmve of France, the deadly Waterloo; 

How in an hour the f»ower which gave annuls 
Its gifts, tran.sforring fame as fleeting too! 

In “ pride of place” * here last the eagle flew, 

Then tore with bloody talon the rent plain, 

Pierced by the shaft of banded nations through ; 
Ambition’s life ami labours ail were vain ; 

He wears the shatter’d links of the world’s Woken chain 

XIX. 

Pit retribution I Gaul may champ the bit 
And foam in fetters but is Earth more free ? 

Did nations combat to make One submit ; 

Or league to teach ak kings true sovereignty? 

What ! shall reviving Thraldom again be 
The patcli’d-up idol of enlighten’d days ? 

Shall we, who struck the Lion down, shaU we 
Pay the Wolf homage ? proffering lowly gaze 
And servile knees to thrones? No ;prwc before ye praise! 
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ir not, oW one fallen despot boast no more ! 

In vain fair cheeks were furrow’d with hot tears 
For Europe’s flowers long rooted up before 
The trampler of her vineyards ; in vain years 
Of death, depopulation, bondage, fears, 

Have all been borne, and broltcn by the accord 
Of roused-up millions : all that most endears 
Glory, is when the myrtle wreathes a sword 
Such as Harmodius * drew cm Athens’ tyrant lord. 

XXI. 

There was a sound of revelry by night, 

And Belgium’s capital had gather’d then 
Her Beauty and her Chivalry, and bright 
The lamps shone o’er fair women and brave men ; 
A thousand hearts beat happily ; and when 
Music arose with its voluptuous swell, 

Soft eyes look’d love to eyes which spake again, 
And all went merry as a marriage-bell ; * 

But hushl harkl a deep sound strikes like a rising knell 

XXII. 

Did ye not hear it? — No; ’iwas but tlio wind. 

Or the emr rattling o’er the stony street ; 

On with the dance ! let joy be uncoiifinc'id ; 

No sleep till inont, when Youth aiul Pleasure meet 
To chase the glowing Hours with flying feet — 

But, hark ! — that heavy sound breaks in once more, 
As if the clouds its echo would repeat ; 

And nearer, clearer, deadlier than before ! 

Arm ! Arm ! it is — it is — the cannon’s opening roar ! 
XXIII. 

Within a window’d niche of that high hall 
Sate Brunswick’s fated chieftain ; he did hoar 
That sound the first amidst the festival, 

And caught its tone with Death’s prophetic ear: 

And when they smiled because he deem’d it near, 
His heart njore truly knew that peal too well 
Which stretch’d his father on a bloody bier, 

And roused tlic vengeance blood alone could quell: 
He rush’d into the fiel^ and, foremost fighting, fell. 

XXIV. 

Ah ! then and there was hurrying to and fro, 

And gathering tears, and tremblings of distress, 

And cheeks all pale, which but an hour ago 
Blush’d at the praise of their own loveliness ; 

And there were sudden partings, such as press 
The life from out young hearts, and choking sighs 
Which ne’er might Im repeated ; who could guess 
If ever more should meet tliosc mutual eyes, 

Since upon night so sweet such awful morn could rise ? 

XXV. 

And there was mounting in hot haste : the steed, 

The mustering squadron, and the clattering car, 

Went pouring forw'ard with impetuous speed, 

And swiftly forming in the ranks of war; 

And the deep thunder peal on i>cai afar ; 

And near, the beat of tlye alarming drum j 

Roused up tlie soldier ere the morning star; ' 

Wliile throng’d the citizens with terror dumb, 

Or whispering, with while Ups— “ The foe ! They come ! 
they come !” 

XXVI. 

And wild and high the ^Cameron’s gathering” rose! 
The war-note of Lodhiel, which Albyn’s hi^ 

Have heard, and heard, too, have her Saxon foes : — 
How in the noon of night that pibroch thrills, 

Savage and shrill ! But with the breath which fills 
Their monatain-{npe, so fill the mountaineers 
With the fierce native daring which instils 
The Stirling memory of a thousand years 

Evan’s, ^ Donald’s lamo rings in each dansman’s 
earsi 


xxni. 

And Ardennes ® waves above them her green leaven. 
Dewy witJi naiure’s tear-drops, as they {lass, 
Grieving, if aught inanimate e’er grieves, 

Over the unreturning brave, — alas ! 

Ere evening to be trodden like the grass 
Which now beneath them, but above shall grow 
In its next verdure, when this fiery mass 
Of living valour, rolling on the foe 
And burning with high hope, sludl moulder cold and low 

XXVIII. 

Last noon beheld them full of lusty life, 

Last eve in Beauty's circle proudly gay, 

The midnight brought the signal-sound of strife, 

The morn tJie mardialling in arms^the day 
Battle’s rnagnificently-stern array! 

The thmider-clouds close o’er it, which when rent 
The eartli is cover’d thick with other clay, 

Which her own clay shall cover, heap’d and pent, 
Rider and horse, — ^friend, foo, — ^in one red burial blent ! 

XXIX. 

Their praise is hynui’d by loftier harps than mine , 
Yet one I would select from that proud throng, 

Partly larcausc they blend me witli his line, 

And partly that 1 dul his sire some wrong, 

And partly that bright names will hallow song ; 

And liis was of the bravest, and when shower’d 
The death-holts deadliest the thinn’d files alongf 
Even where the lliickcst of war’s tempest lower’d, 
They reach’d no nobler breast than thine, young, gallant 
Howard ! 

XXX. 

There have been tears and breaking hearts lor thee, 
And mine were nothing, had I such to give; 

But when I sto<xl beneath the fresh green tree, 

Which living waves where thou didst cease to live, 
And saw around me the wide field revive 
With fruits and fertile promise, and the Spring 
Come forth her work of gladness to contrive, 

With all her reckless birds upon the wing 
turn’d from all she brought to those she could not bring.* 

XXXI. 

I turn’d to thee, to thousands, of whom each 
And one as all a gha.stly gap did make 
In ills own kind and kindred, whom to teach 
Forgetfuhiess were mercy for their sake ; 

The Archangel’s trump, not Glory’s, must awake 
Those whom they thirst for ; tliough the sound of Fame 
May for a moment sooth, it cannot slake 
The fever of vain longing, and the name 
*0 honour'd but assumes a stronger, bitterer claim. 

xxxii. 

They mourn, but smile at length; and, smiling, mourn 
The tree will wither long before it fall ; 

The hull drives on, though mast and sail be tom ; 

The roofotree sinks, but moulders on the hall 

In massy hoariness; tlie ruin’d wall 

Stands when its wind-worn battlements are gone ; 

The bars survive the captive they enthnd; 

The day drags through tho’ storms keep out the sun 
And thus the heart wdl break, yet brokenly live on : 

xxxiit. 

Even as a brolien mirror, which the glass 
In every fragment multiplies; and makes 
A thousand images of one that was, 

The same, and still the more, the more it hreaki ; 

And thus the heart wilt do which not ftnsidce^ 

Living in shatter’d guise, and still, and cold, 

Atid blcKxiless, with its ifleepless sorrow aches^ 

Yet witiiers on till all without is <dd, 

Showing no visible sign, for such things are untold. 
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xxxiv. 

There is a very life in our despair, 

Vitality of jioison, — a quitjk root 
Which feeds these deadly branches ; for it were 
As nothing did we die ; but Life will suit 
Itself to Sorrow-’s most detested fruit, 

Like to the apples on the ® Dead Sea’s shore, 

All ashes to the tastN.* Did man compute 
Existence by enjoyment, and count o’er 
Such hours ’gainst years of life, — say, would ho nam 
threescore ? 

The Psalmist number’d out the years of man : 

They arc enough ; and if thy tale be irwe. 

Thou, who didst grudge him even that fleeting span, 
More than enough, tliou fatal Waterloo! 

Millions of tongues record thee, and anew 
Their children’s lips shall echo them, and say — 
Here, where the sword united nations drew, 

“ Our countrymen were warring on that day !” 

And tliis is much, and all which will not pass away. 

XXXVI. 

There sunk the greatest, nor the worst of men, 
Whose spirit antithetically mixt 
One moment of the mightiest, and again 
On little objects with like firmness fixt. 

Extreme in all things ! hadst thou been betwLxt, 

Thy throne had still boon tliinc, or never been; 

For daring made thy rise as fall ; thou scek’st 
Even now to reassuino the imperial mien, 

And shake again the world, the Thunderer of tlie scene 

XXXVII. 

Conqueror and captive of the earth art thou ! 

She trembles at thee still, and thy wild name 
Was ne’er more bruited in men’s minds than now 
That thou art nothing, save the jest of Fame, 

Who woo’d thee once, thy vassal, and became 
The flatterer of thy fierceness, till thou wert 
A god unto thyself; nor less tlie same 
To the astounded kingdoms all inert. 

Who deem’d thee for a time whate’er thou didst assert. 

XXXVIII. 

Oh, more or loss than man — in high or low', 

Battling with nations, flying from the field ; 

Now making moiiarclis’ necks thy fjotstool, now 
More than thy meanest soldier taught to yield ; 

An empire thou could st crush, command, rebuild, 

But govern not tliy pettiest passion, nor, 

However deeply in men’s spirits skill’d, 

Look through thine own, nor curb the lust of war, 

Nor learn that tempted Fate will leave the loftiest star. 
XXXIX. 

Yet well thy soul hath brook’d the turning tide 
With that untaught innate philosophy, 

Which, be it wisdom, coldness, or deep pride, 

Is gall and wormwood to an enemy. 

When the whole host of hatred stood hard by, 

To watch and mock thee shrinking, thou hast smiled 

With a sedate and alLenduriiig eye 

When Fortune fled her sfioird and favourite child, 

He stood unbow’d beneath the ills upon him piled. 

XL. 

Sagef than in thy fortunes ; for in them 
Ambition steel’d thee on too far to show 
That just habitual scorn which could contemn 
Men and their thoughts ; ’twas wise to feel, not so 
To wear it over on thy lip and brow, 

And spurn the instruments thou wert to use 
Till they were turn’d unto thine overthrow : 

*Tis but a worthless world to win or lose ; 

So hath it proved to thee, and aU such lot who choose. 


XLI. 

If^ like a tov»rer upon a headlong rock, 

Thou hadst been made to stnnd or fall alone, 

Such scorn of man had help’d to brave the shock; 
But men’s tlioughts were the stops which paved thy 
JVicir admiration thy best weapon shone ; [throne, 
The part of Philip’s son was thine, not then 
(Unless aside thy purple had been thrown) 

Like stern Diogenes to mock at men ; 

For sceptred cynics earth w ere far too wide a den.* 

XLII. 

But quiet to quick bosoms is a hell, 

And tfiere hath been thy banc ; there is a fire 
j And motion of the soul which will not dwell 
In its own narrow being, but aspire 
Beyond the fitting medium of desire ; 

And, but once kindled, quenchless evermore, 

Preys upon high adventure, nor can tire 
Of aught but rest ; a fever at the core, 

Fatal to him who bears, to all who ever bore. 

I XLIII. 

This makes the madmen who have made men road 
By their contagion ; Conquerors and Kings, 

I Founders of sects and systems, to whom add 
Sophists, Bards, Statesmen, all unquiet things 
winch stir too strongly the soul ’s secret springs, 

And arc tliemselves the fools to those they fool; 
Envied, yet how un<‘nviable ! what stings 
Are theirs ! One breast laid open were a school 
Which would unteach mankind tlie lust to shine or rule ; 

, XLIV. 

Their breath is agitation, and their life 
A storm whereon they ride, to sink at last. 

And yet so nursed and bigoted to strife, 

That should their days, surviving perils past, 

Melt to calm twilight, they feel overcast 
With sorrow and sujiincness, and so die ; 

Even as a flame unlbd, which runs to waste 
With its own flickering, or a sword laid by 
iVhich eats into itself and rusts iiigloriously. 

He who ascends to mountain-tops, shall find 
The loftiest peaks most wrapt in clouds and snow , 

Ho who sur[>asses or subdues mankind, 

Must look down on the hate of those below. 

Though high above tlio sun of glory glow, 

And far beneath the cartli and ocean spread, 

R(ywnd him arc icy rocks, and loudly blow 

Contending tempests on his naked head, 

nd tlius reward tiic toils wliich to those summits led. 

XL VI. 

Away with these ! true Wisdom’s world will be 
Witliin its own creation, or in thine, 

Maternal Nature ! fur who teems like thee. 

Thus on the banks of thy majestic Rhine ? 

There Harold gazes on a work divine, 

A blending of all beauties ; streams and dells, 

Fruit, foliage, crag, wood, cornfield, mountain, vine. 
And chiefiess castles breathing stern farewells 
'rom gray but leafy walls, where Ruin greenly dwells 

XLVII. 

And there they stand, as stands a lofty mind, 

Worn, but unstooi>ing to the baser crowd, 

All tenantless, save to the crannying wind, 

Or holding dark communion with the cloud. 

There was a day when they were young and proud, 
Banners on high, and battles pass’d below ; 

But they who fought are in a bloody shroud, 

And those which waved are shredless dust ere now, 
!lnd the bleak battlements shall bear no future bbw. 
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Beneath these battlementS) within those walls, 

Power dwelt amidst her passions ; in proud state 
Each robber chief upheld his armed halls, 

Doing his evil will, nor less elate 
Than mightier heroes of a longer date. 

What want these outlaws conquerors should have? 
But History’s purchased page to call them great? 

A wider space, an ornamented grave ? 

Their hopes were not less warm, their souls were full 
as brave. 

XLIX. 

In their baronial feuds and single fields, 

What deeds of prowess unrecorded died ! 

And Love, which lent a blazon to their shields, 

With emblems well devised by amorous pride, 
Through all the mail of iron hearts would glide ; 

But still their flame was fierceness, and drew on 
Keen contest and destruction near allied, 

And many a tower for some fair mischief won. 

Saw the discolour’d Rhine beneath its ruin run. 

L. 

But Thou, exalting and abounding river ! 

Making tliy waves a blessing as they flow 
Throu^ banks whose beauty would endure for ever 
Could man but leave thy bright creation so. 

Nor its fair promise from the sur&cc mow 
With the sharp scythe of conflict,— then to see 
Thy valley of sweet waters, were to know 
Earth paved like Heaven ; and to seem such to me, 
Even now what wants thy stream ? — that it should Lethe 
be. I 

A thousand battles have assail ’d thy banks, 

But these and half tlieir fame have pass’d away. 

And Slaughter heap’d on high his weltering ranks ; 
Their very graves are gone, and what are they ? 

Thy tide wash’d down the blood of yesterday, 

And all was stainless, and on thy clear stream 
Glass’d with its dancing light the sunny ray; 

But o’er tlie blacken’d memory’s blighting dream 
Thy waves would vainly roll, all sweeping as they seem. 

LIT. 

Thus Harold inly said, and pass’d along. 

Yet not insensibly to ail which here 
Awoke the jocund birds to early song 
In glens which might have made even exile dear: 
Though on his brow were graven lines austere, 

And tranquil sternness which had ta’cn the place 
Of feelings fierier far but less severe, 

Joy was not always absent from his face, 

But o’er it in such scenes would steal with transient trace. 

Nor was all love ^ut fr<Hn him, though his days ' 
Of passion had consumed themselves to dust. 

It is in vain that we would coldly gaze 
On such as smUc upon us ; the heart must 
Leap kindly back to kindness, though disgust 
Hath wean’d it from all worldlings: tlius he felt, 

For there was sofl remembrance, and sweet trust 
In one fond breast, to which his own would melt, 

And in its tenderer hour on that his bosom dwelt. 

LTV. 

And be had loam’d to love, — I know not why, 

For this in such as him seems strange of mood,— 

The helpless looks of blooming mfancy, 

Even in its earliest nurture ; what subdued, 

To change like this, a mind so far imbued 
With scorn of man, it little boots to know ; 

But thus it was ; and though in solitude 
Small power the nipp’d affections have to grow, 

In him this glow’d when all beside had ceased to glow. 


And there was one sofl breast, as hath been said, 
Which unto his was bound by stronger ties 
Than the church links witlial ; and, though unwed, 
That love was pure, and, far above disguise. 

Had stood the test of mortal enmities 
Still undivided, and cemented more 
By peril, dreaded most in female eyes ; 

But this was firm, and fMan a foreign shore 
Well to that heart might his these absent greetings pour! 
1 . 

The castled crag of Drachenfels * * 

Frowns o’er the wide and winding Rhine, 

Whose breast of waters broadly swells 
Between the banks which bear the vine, 

And hills all rich with blossom’d trees. 

And fields which promise corn and wine. 

And scatter’d cities crowning these, 

Whose far white walls along them shine, 

Have strew’d a scene, which I .should see 
Willi double joy wert thou witli me. 

2 . 

And peasant girl.s, with deep blue eyes, 

And hands which offer early flowers, 

W alk smiling o’er this paradise ; 

Above, the frequent feudal towers 
Through green leaves lift their walls of gray, 

And many a rock which steeply lowers, 

Aiid noble arch in proud decay. 

Look o’er this vale of vintage-bowers ; 

But one thing want these banks of Rhine,— 

Thy gentle hand to clasp in mine ! 

3. 

I send the lilies given to me ; 

Though long before thy hand they touch, 

I know that they must wither’d be, 

But yet reject them not as such ; 

For 1 have cherish’d them as dear, 

Because they yet may meet thine eye, 

And guide thy soul to mine even here, 

When thou behold’st theni drooping nigh, 

And know’st them gather’d by the Rhine, 

And offer’d from rny heart to thine ! 

4. 

The river nobly foams and flows, 

Tlie charm of this enchanted ground, 

And all its thousand turns disclose 
Some fresher beauty varying round: 

The haughtiest breast its wish might boimd 
Through life to dwell delighted here ; 

Nor could on earth a spot be found 
To nature and to me so dear. 

Could thy dear eyes in following mine 
Still sweeten more these banks of Rhine ! 

LVI. 

By Coblentz, on a rise of gentle ground, 

There is a small and simple pyramid, 

Crowning the summit of the verdant mound , 

Beneath its base are heroes’ ashes hid, 

Our enemy’s— but let not that forbid 
Honour to Marccau ! o’er whoso early tomb 
Tears, big tears, gush’d from the rough soldier’s lid, 
Lamenting and yet envying such a doom, 

Falling for France, whose rights he battled to resume. 

LTIl. 

Brie^ brave, and glorious was his young career,— 
His mourners were two hosts, his friend and foes ; 
And fitly may the stranger lingering here 
Pray for his gallant spirit’s bright repose ; 

For he was Freedom’s champion, one of those, 

The few in number, who had not o’erstept 
The charter to chastise which she bestows 
On such as wield her weapons ; he had kept 
Tho whiteness of his soul, and thus men o’er him wept.** 
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LTKI. 

Here Ehronbreitstein/’ with her shatter’d wall 
Black with the miner’s blast, upon her height 
Yet shows of what she was, when shell and ball 
Rebounding idly on her strength did light : 

A tower of victory ! from whence the flight 
Of baflied foes was watch’d along the plain : 

But Peace destroy’d what War could never blight, 
And laid those proud roo& bare to Summer’s rain— 
On which the iron shower for years had pour’d in vain. 

LIX. 

Adieu to thee, fiiir Rhine ! How long delighted 
The stranger fain would linger on his way ! 

• Thine is a scene alike where souls united 
Or lonely Contemplation thus might stray; 

And could the ceaseless vultures cease to prey 
On 8elf>condemning bosoms, it were here, 

Where Nature, nor too sombre nor too gay, 

Wild but not rude, awful yet not austere. 

Is to the mellow Earth as Autumn to the year. 

I 

Adieu to thee again ! a vain adieu ! 

There can be no farewell to scene like thine ; 

The mind is colour’d by thy every hue ; 

And if reluctantly the eyes resign 

Their cherish’d gaze upon thee, lovely Rhine ! 

’7’is with the thankful glance of parting praise ; 

More mighty spots may rise — ^more glaring shine, 

But none unite in one attaching maze 
The brilliant, fair, and soll^the glories of old days. 

The negligently grand, the fruitful bloom 
Of coming ripeness, the white city’s sheen. 

The rolling stream, the precipice’s gloom, 

The forest’s growth, and Gothic walls between, 

The wild rocks shaped as they had turrets been 
In mockery of man’s art; and these withal 
A race of faces happy as the scene, 

Whose fertile bounties here extend to all, [fall. 

Still springing o’er thy banks, though Empires near them 

LXII. 

But these recede. Above me are the Alps, 

The palaces of Nature, whoso vast walls 
Have pinnacled in clouds their snowy scalps, 

And throned Eternity in icy halls 
Of cold sublimity, where forms and falls 
The avalanche— the thunderbolt of snow J 
All that exfiands the spirit, yet appals, 

Gather around these summits, as to show [below. 
How Earth may pierce to Heaven, yet leave vain man 

LXIII. 

But ero these matchless heights I dare to scan, 

There is a spot should not be pass’d in vain,— 

Moral ! the proud, the patriot field ! where man 
May gaze on ghastly trophies of the slain. 

Nor blush for those who conquer’d on that plsfin ; 

Hero Burgundy bequeath’d his tombless host, 

A bony heap, through ages to remain. 

Themselves their monument ; — ^tho Stygian coast 
Unscpulclired they roam’d, and shriek’d each wandering 
ghost.*^ 

LXIV. 

While Waterloo with Cannte’s carnage vies, 

Moral and Marathon twin names shall stand ; 

They were true Glory’s stainless victories, 

Won by the unambitious heart and hand 
Of a proud, brotherly, and civic band, 

All unbought champions in no princely cause 
Of vice-entail ’d Corruption ; they no land 
Doom’d to bewail the blasphemy of laws 
♦ Making kings’ rights divine, by some Draconic clause. 


LXV. 

By a lone wall a lonelier column rears 
A gray and grief-worn aspect of old days, 

’Tis the last remnant the wreck of years, 

And looks as with the wild-bcwilder’d 
Of one to stone converted by amaze, 

Yet still with consciousness; and there it stands 
Making a marvel that it not decays, 

When the coeval pride of human hands, 

Levell’d Aventicum, hath strew’d her subject lands. 

LXVI. 

And there— oh ! sweet and sacred be the name !— 
Julia — the daughter, the devoted — gave 
Her youth to Heaven ; her heart, beneath a claim 
Nearest to Heaven’s, broke o’er a fallier’s grave. 
Justice Ls sworn ’gainst tears, and hers would crave 
I'he life she lived in ; but the judge was just. 

And then she died on him she could not save. 

Their tomb was simple, and witliout a bust. 

And held within their urn one mind, one heart, one 
dust. “ 

But these are deeds which should not pass away, 
And names that must not wither, though the eaiih 
Forgets her empires witli a just decay, 

The enslavers and the enslaved, their death and birth ; 
The high, the mountain-majesty of worth 
Should be, and shall, survivor of its wo, 

And from its immortality look forth 
In the sun’s face, like yonder Alpine snow,** 
jlmperishably pure beyond all things below. 

Lake Lemon woos me with its crystal face, 

The mirror where the stars and mountains view 
The stillness of their aspect in each trace 
Its clear depth yields of their fair height and hue : 
There is too much of man here, to look through 
With a fit mind tlie might which ( behold ; 

But soon in me shall Loneliness renew 
Thoughts hid, but not less cherish’d than of old, 

Ere mingling with the herd had penn’d me in their fold. 

LXIX. 

To fly from, need not be to hate, mankind: 

All are not fit with them to stir and toil. 

Nor is it discontent to keep the mind 
Deep in its fountain, lest it overboil 
In tlie hoi throng, where we become the spoil 
Of our infection, till too late and long 
We may deplore and struggle with the coil, 

In wretched interchange of wrong for wrong 
I Midst a contentious world, striving whore none are strong. 

There, in a moment, we may plunge our years 
In fatal penitence, and in the blight 
Of our own soul turn all our bio^ to tears, 

And colour things to come with hues of Night; 

The race of life becomes a hopeless flight 
To those that walk in darkness : on the sea, 

The boldest steer but where their ports invite, 

But there are wanderers o’er Eternity 
Whose bark drives on and on, and anchor’d ne’er shall be. 

LXXJ. 

Is it not better, then, to be alone, 

And love Earth only for its earthly sake ? 

By the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone,** 

Or the |iure bosom of its nursing lake, 

Which feeds it as a mother who doth make 
A fair but froward infant her own care, 

Kissing its cries away as these awake; — 

Is it not better thus our lives to wear, 

Than join the crushing crowd, doom’d to inflict or bear? 
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X.XX1I. 

I lives not in rnyBeliJ but I become 
Portion of that around me : and to me 
High mountains are a deling, but the hum 
Of human citicR torture ; I can see 
Nothing to loathe in nature, save to be 
A link reluctant in a fleshly cliain, 

Class’d among creatures, vs'hen tlie soul can flee, 

And will) tile sky, the peak, tiie heaving plain 
Of ocean, or the stars, mingle, and not in vain. 

LXXIII. 

And thus I am absorb’d, and tliis is life ; 

I look upon the ]>eopled desert past, 

As on a place of agony and strife, 

Where, for some sin, to Sorrow 1 was cast, 

To act and suffer, b»it rtjmount at last 
With a fresh pinion ; which 1 feel to spring, 

Though young, yet waxing vigorous, as Uie blast 
Which it would co/hj with, on delighted wing^ 
Spurning the clay-cold bonds which round our being cling 

LXXlV. 

And when, gt length, the mind shall bo all free 
From what it hutea in this degraded form, 

Reft of its carnal life, savo what shall be 
Existent hap/iier in the fly and worm , — 

When elements to elements conform, 

And dust is as it should bo, shall I not 
Feel all I see, Jess dazzling, but more warm? 

The bodiless thought ? the Spirit of each spot ? 

Of which, oven now, 1 share at times the immortal lot ? 

Lxxr. ' 

Are not the mountains, waves, and skiei^ a part 
Of me and of my soul, as I of them ? 

Is not tlie love of these deep in my heart 
With a pure passion 1 should 1 not contemn 
All objects, if compared with tliese 1 and stem 
A tide of sufleriug, rather than forego 
Such feelings for tlie hard and worldly plilegm 
Of those whose eyes are only turn’d below', 

Gazing upon tiie ground, with tlioughts which dare not 
glow? 

LXXVI. 

But this is not my tlierae ; and I return 
To that which is immediate, and require 
Tliosc who And contemplation in the um, 

To look on One, whose dust was once all fire, 

A native of tlie land wliere I respire 
The clear air for a while — a passing guest. 

Where he became a being, — ^whose desiro 
Was to be glorious ; ’twas a foolisii quest, 

The which to gain and Keep, ho sacrificed all rest. 

LXXVII. 

Here the self-torturing sophist, wild Rousseau, 

The apostle of affliction, he who threw 
Enchantment over passion, and from wo 
Wrung overwhelming eloquence, first drew 
The breath which made him wretched ; yet ho knew 
How to make madness beautiful, and cast 
O’er erring deeds and thoughts a heavenly hue 
Of words, like sunbeams, dazzling as they past 
The eyes, wliich o’er tliera shed tears feelingly and fast 

LXXTIII. 

His love was passion’s essence — as a tree 
On lire by lightning ; with ethereal florae 
Kindled he was, and blasted ; for to be 
Thus, and enamour’d, were in him the same, 
was not the love of living dame, 
of the (h|p|jl n|rho nse upon our dreams, 
of ida||;ii|^ which became 
tn him And o’erflowing teems 

Along his b«liilM| page, distemper’d though it seems. 


LXXIX. 

This breathed itself to life in Julie, Ifus 
Invested her with all that’s wild and sweet; 

This hallow’d, too, the memorable kiss 
Which every mom his fever’d li)) w'ould greet, 

Prom hers, who but witli friendship his would meet , 
But to that gentle touch, through brain and breast 
Flash’d tho thrill’d spirit’s love-devouring heat; 

In that absorbing sigh perchance more blest, 

Than vulgar minds may be with all they seek pofisest.’* 
LXXX. 

His life was one long war with seli^sought foes, 

Or friends by him self-baiiish’d ; for iiis mind 
Had grown Suspicion’s sanctuary, and chose 
For its own cruel sacrifice, the kind 
’Gainst whom he raged with fury strange and blind. 
But he was phrensied,— wherefore, who may know? 
Since cause might, be which skill could never find * 
But he was phrensied by disease or wo, 

To that worst pitch of all, which wears a reasoning show, 
LXXXI. 

For then ho vi\as inspired, and from him came, 

As from the Pythian’s mystic cave of yore, 

Those oracles which set llie world in flame, 

Nor ceased to burn till kingdoms were no more ; 

Did he not Uiis Ibr France ? which lay before 
Bow’d to tho inborn tyranny of years? 

Broken and treiiibUiig to tlie yoke she bore, 

Till by the voice of him and his compeers 
Roused up to too much wrath, wliich follows o’ergrown 
fears? 

LXXXII. 

They made themselves a fearful monument! 

The wreck of old opinions->~things which grew, 
Breathed from Ukj birtli of time ; tlic veil Uiey rent, 
And what behind it lay all earth shall view. 

But good with ill they also overthrew, 

Leaving hut ruins, wliercwith to rebuild 
Upon tlie same foundation, and renew 
Dungeons and thrones, which the same hour re-fill’d, 
As heretofore, because ambition was self-will’d. 

LXXXIII. 

But this will not endure, nor be endured ! 

Mankind have felt their strength, and made it felt. 
They might have used it belter, but, allured 
By their new vigour, sternly have tliey dealt 
On one another ; jiity ceased to melt 
With her once natural charities. But tliey, 

Who in oppression’s darkness caved had dwelt, 

They were not eagles, nourish’d with the day ; 

What marvel then, at times, if they mistook their prt^y ? 

LXXXIV. 

What deep wounds ever closed without a scar? 

The heart’s bleed longest, and but heal to wear 
That which disfigures it ; and they who war 
With tJieir own hopes, and have been vanquish’d, bear 
Silence, but not submission : in his lair 
Fix’d Passion holds his breath, until the hour 
Which shall atone for years; none need despair: 

It came, it conieth, and will come, — ^the power 
To punish or forgive— in one we shdl be slower. 

LXXXV. 

Clear, placid Leman ! thy contrasted lake, 

Witli the wild world 1 dwelt in, is a thing 
Which warns me, witli its stillness, to forsake 
Earth’s troubled waters for a purer spring. 

This quiet sail is as a noiseless wing 
To wail me from distraction ; once I loved 
Torn ocean’s roar, but tliy soft murmuring 
Sounds sweet as if a sister’s voice reproved, 

That 1 with stem delights should e’er have been so moved. 
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It is the hush of night, and all between 
Thy margin and the mountains, dusk, yet clear, 
Mellow’d and mingling, yet distinctly seen, 

Save darken’d Jura, whose capt heights appear 
Precipitously steep ; and drawing near, 

There breatlies a living fragrance from the shore, 

Of flowers yet fresh with childliood ; on tlio ear 
Drojjs the light drip of the suspended oar, 

Or clur }>8 the grasshopper coie good-night carol more ; 

LXXXVII. 

ITe is an evening reveller, who makes 
His life an infancy, and sings his fill ; 

At intervals, some bird from out the brakes 
Starts into voice a moment, tlien is still. 

There seems a fkmting whisper on tlie hill. 

Hut that is fancy, for the starlight dow's 
All silently their tears of love instil, 

Weeping themselves away, till they infuse 
Deep into Nature’s breast the s^iirit of her hues. 

LXXXVIII. 

Ye stars ! wliich are the poetry of heaven ! 

If in your bright leaves we would read the fate 
Of men and empires, — ^’lU to he forgiven, 

That in our aspirations to be. great, 

Our destinies o’erlo.aj) their mortal state, 

A nd claim a kindred with you ; for ye are 
A beauty and a mystery, and cmato 
In us such love and reverence from afar, fa star 
That fortune, fume, power, life, have named tlicrnsclvcj 

LXXXiX. 

All heaven and earth are still— though not in sleep. 
But brcatliless, as we grow when ft^chng most ; 

And silent, as we stand in thoughts too deep 
All heaven and earth are still : From the high host 
Of stars, to the lull’d lake and mountain-coast, 

Ail is concenter’d in a life intense, 

Where not a beam, nor air, nor leaf is lost, 

But hath a part of being, and a sense 
Of that which is of all Creator and defence. 

xc. 

Then stirs the feeling infinite, so felt 
In solitude, where we are least alone ; 

A truth, which through our being then doth melt 
And purifies from self : it is a tone, 

The soul and source of music, which makes known 
Eternal harmony, and sheds a charm. 

Like to the fabled Cythcrea’s zone, 

Binding all tilings with beauty ; — ’t would disarm 
The spectre Dcafii, had he substantial power to harm. 

Not vainly did the early I’ersian make 
His altar the high places and the peak 
Of earth-o’ergazing mountains,®® and thus take 
A fit and unwoll’d temple, there to seek 
The Spirit, in whoso honour shrines are weak, 
ITprear’d of human hands. Come, and compare 
Coluimis and idol-dwellings, Goth or Greek, 

With Nature’s realms of worship, eortli and air, 

Nor fu on fond abodes to circumscribe tliy pray’r ! 

xcn. 

The sky is changed ! — and such a change ! Oh night,®* 
And storm, and darkness, ye are wondrous strong. 
Yet lovely in your strength, as is the light 
Of a dark eye in woman ! Far along, 

From peak to peak, tlie rattling crags among 
Leaps the live thunder ! Not from one lone cloud, 
But every mountain now hatli found a tongue, 

And Jura answers, through her misty shroud, 

Back to the joyous Alps, who call to her aloud ! 

D 


xcni. 

And tills is in the night:— Most glorious night! 

Thou wert not sent for slumber 1 let me be 
A sharer in thy fierce and far delight, — 

A portion of tlie tempest and of thee ! 

How the lit lake shines, a jdiosphoric sea, 

And tlHi big rain comes dancing to the earth ! 

And now again ’tis black, — and now, the glee 
Of tlie loud lulls siiakes witli its mountuin-mirtli. 

As if tlicy did rejoice o’er a young earthquake « birth. 

xciv. 

Now, where the swift Rhone cleaves his way between 
Heights which appear as lovers who have parted 
111 liate, whose mining deptlis so intervene, 

Thai tliey cun meet no more, though broken-hearted ! 
Tho’ in their souls, which thus each other thwarted, 
Love was tho very root of the fond rage 
Wliich blighted their life’s bloom, and tlien departed ; 
Itself e.vpired, but leaving them an ago 
Of years all winters, — ^^var within themselves to wage. 

xcv. 

Now, where the quick Rhone thus hath cleft hi.s way 
The mightiest of the .storms hath la’en his stand : 

For here, not oncf, hut many, make their play, 

And fling their thunder-bolts from hand to hand, 
F\;osU‘mg and cast around : of all the, band, 

The brightest through these parted hills hath fork’d 
His lightnings, — as if he. did understand, 

That, in such gaps as desolation work’d, 

There tho hot shaft should blast whatever therein lurk’d. 

xcvi. 

Sky, mountains, river, winds, lake, lightnuigs ! ye ! 
With night, and clouds, and thunder, and a soul 
To make these felt and feeling, well may be 
Things that have made me watchful ; tho far roll 
Of your departing voices, is the knoll 
Of what in me is sloeples.s, — if I rest. 

But where of ye, oh tempests ! is tho goal ? 

Are yc like those within the human breast ? 

Or do yc find, at length, like eagles, some high nest ? 

xcvii. 

Could I embody and unbosom now 
Tliat which is most within me, — could X wreak 
My thoughts upon expression, and thus throw 
Soul, heart, miiul, passions, feelings, strong or weak, 
All that I would have sought, and all I seek, 

Bear, know, feel, and yet breathe — into otie word, 
And that one word were Lightning, I would speak, 
But as it is, T live and die unheard, 

Witli a mo:.t voiceless thought, sheathing it os a sword. 

xcviir. 

TIic mom is up again, the dewy mom, 

With breath all incense, and with cheek all bloom, 
Laughing the clouds away with playful scorn, 

And living as if earth contsun’d no tomb, — 

And glowing into day : we may resume 
The. march of our existence : and thus I, 

Still on thy shores, fair Leman I may find room 
And food for meditation, nor pass by 
Much, that may give us jiause, if ponder’d fittingly. 

xcix. 

Clarens ! sweet Clarens, birth-place of deep Love 
Thine air is the young breath of passionate thought ; 
Thy trees take root in Love ; the snows above 
The very Glaciers have his colours caught, 

And sunset into rose hues sees them wrought ** 

By rays whicli sleep there lovingly : the rocks, 

The permanent crags, tell here of hove, who sought 
In them a refuge from the worldly shocks, [mocks. 
Which stir and sting the soul witli hope that woos, then 
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Chtreiui! hy heavenly jeet thy i»athi are trod,— 
TJndying Love^ who here ascends a throne 
To whii^ the atejM are mountains ; where the god 
Is a pervading life and light,— eo shown 
Not on those summits solely, nor alone 
In the still cave and forest; o’er the dower 
His eye is sparkling, and his breath hath blown, 

His 8^ and summer breath, whose tender {lower 
Passes the strength of storms in their most desolate hour, 
ci. 

All things are here oi him; from the black pines. 
Which are his shade on high, and the loud roar 
Of torrents, where he listeneth, to the vines 
Which slope his green path downward to the shore, 
Where the bow’d waters meet him, and adore, 
Kissing his foet with murmurs ; and the wood, 

The covert of old trees, with trunks all hoar, 

But light leaves, young as joy, stands where it stood, 
Oifering to him, and his, a populous solitude, 
cii. 

A populous solitude of bees and birds, 

And iairy-form’d and many-colour’d tilings, 

Who worship him with notes more sweet tlian word« 
And imiocently open tlieir glad wings, 

Fearless and full of life : the gush of springs, 

And fall of lofty fountains, and Uie bend 
Of stirring branches, and llie bud wliich brings 
The swiftest thought of beauty, here extend, 

Mingling, and made by Love, unto one mighty end. 
cm. 

He who hath loved not, here would learn that lore, 
And make lus heart a spirit ; ho who knows 
That tender mystery, will love tlie more, 

For this is Love’s recess, where vain men’s woes. 
And tlie world ’s waste, have driven him far from those, 
For ’tis his nature to advance or die ; 

He stands not still, but or decays, or grows 
Into a boundless blessing, which may vie 
With tlie immortal lights, in its eternity ! 

CIV. ' 

’Twas not for fiction chose Rousseau this spot, 
Peopling it with affections ; but he found 
It was the scene which passion must allot 
To the mind’s purified beings ; ’twas the ground 
Where early Love his Psyche’s zone imbound, 

And hallow’d it with loveliness; ’tis. lone, 

And wonderful, and deep, and hath a sound, 

And sense, and sight of sweetness ; here Uie Rhone 
Hath spread himself a couch, the Alps have rear’d a 
tlirone. 

cv. 

Lausanne ! and Ferney ! ye have been the abodes ** 
Of names which unto you bequeath’d a name; 
Mortals, who sought and found, by dangerous roads, 
A path to perpetuity of fame; 

They were gigantic minds, and their steep aim 
Was, Titan-like, on daring doubts to pile [fiame 
Thoughts which should call down thunder, and the 
Of Heaven, again assail’d, if Heaven the while 
On man and man’s research could deign do more than 
smile. 

cvi. 

The one was fire and fickleness, a child, 

Most mutable in wishes, but in mind, 

A wit as various,— gay, grave, sage, or wild,— 
Historian, bard, ^iiosopher, combined ; 

He multipUed himself among mankind, 

The Proteus of their talents: But his own 
Breathed most in ridicule,— which, as tlie wind. 

Blew where it listed, laying all things prone,— 

Now to Verthrow a fool, and now to i^ake a throne. 


evil. 

The other, deep and slow, exhausting thought. 

And hiving wisdom with each studious yoar^ 

In meditation dwelt, with learning wrought, 

And shaped his weapon with an edge severe, 
Sapping a solemn creed with solemn sneer ; 

The lord of irony that master-spell, 

Which stung his foes to wratli, which grew from fear 
And doom’d him to the zealot’s ready Hell, 

Which answers to all doubts so eloquently well* 
evin. 

Yet, peace be with their ashes,— for by them, 

If merited, the penalty is paid ; 

It is not ours to judge,— far less condemn ; 

The hour must come when such things shall be made 
Known unto all, — or hope and dread allay’d 
By slumber, on one pillowy— in the dust, 

Which, thus much we are sure, must lie decay’d ; 
And when it shall revive, as is our trust, 

’Twill be to be forgiven, or suffor what is just. 

cix. 

But let mo quit man’s works, again to read 
His Maker’s, spread around me, and suspend 
This page, which from my reveries I feed, 

Until it seems prolonging without end. 

The clouds above me to tlie white Alps tend, 

And I must pierce them, and survey whate’er 
May be permitted, as my steps I bend 
To their most great and growing region, where 
The eartli to her embrace compels the powers of air. 

cx. 

Italia I too, Italia ! looking on thee, 

Full flashes on the soul tlie light of ages, 

Since the fierce Carthaginian almost won thee, 

To the last halo of the chiefs and sages, 

Who glorify thy consecrated pages ; 

Thou wert the throne and grave of empires ; still, 
The fount at which tlic panting mind assuages 
Her thirst of knowledge, quaffing there her fill, 

^ Flows from tlie eternal source of Romo’s imperial liilL 

CXI. 

Thus far have I proceeded in a tliome 
Renew’d witli no kind auspices:— to feel 
We are not what we have been, and to deem 
We are not what we sliould bop-andto steel 
The heart against itself; and to conceal, 

With a proud caution, love, or hate, or augbty— 
Passion or feeling, purpose, grief, or zealy— 

WhicJi is tlie tyrant spirit of our thought, 

Is a stern task of soul:— No matter,— it is taught. 

CXII. 

And for these words, thus woven into song, 

It may be that they arc a harmless wile, — 

The colouring of the scenes which fleet along, 

Which I would seize, in passings Co beguile 
My breast, or that of others, for a while. 

Fame is the thirst of youth,— hut 1 am not 
So young as to regard men’s frown or smile, 

As loss or guerdon of a glorious lot; 
stood and stand alone,— remember’d or forgot. 

CXIIl, 

1 have not loved the world, nor the world me i 
1 have not flatter’d its rank breath, nor bow’d 
To its idolatries a patient knee,— 

Nor coin’d my cheek to smilesf— nor cried aloud 
In worship of an echo ; in the crowd 
They could not deem mo one of such; I stood 
Among them, but not of them ; in a shroud [could 
Of thoughts which were not their thoughts, ai^ still 
Had 1 not fiied^^ my mind, which thus itself subdued. 
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CXtT. 

I have not loved the world, nor tlie world me, — 

But let us part fair foes ; I do believe 
Though I have found them not, that there may be 
Words which are things, — hopes which will not deceive, 
And virtues which are merciful, nor weave 
Snares fur the failing; I would also deem 
O’er others’ giie& tliat some sincerely grieve 
That two, or one, are almost what they seem, — 
That goodness is no name, and happiness no dream, 
cxv. 

My daughter ! with diy name this song begun — 

My daughter ! with thy name llius much shall end — 
1 see thee not, — hear thee not, — but none 
Can be so wrapt in thee ; thou art the friend 
To whom the shadows of far years extend ; 

Albeit my brow thou never should’st. behold, 

My voice shall with thy future visions bleni 
And roach into thy heart, — when mine is cold,— 

A token and a tone, even from liiy father’s mould. 

CXVI. 

To aid thy mind’s development, — to watch 
Thy dawn of little joys, — to sit and see 
Almost thy very growth, — to view thee catch 
Knowledge of objects, — wonders yet to thee ! 

'I’o hold thee lightly on a gentle knee, 

And print on thy soft cheek a parent’s kiss,— 

This, it should seem, was not reserved for me ; 

Yet this was in my nature : — as it is, 

I know not what is there, yet something like to this. 
cxriT. 

Yet, though dull hate as duly should be taught, 

I know that thou wilt love me ; though my name 
Should be shut from thee, as a sjiell still fraught 
With desolation, — and a broken claim ; 

Though the grave closed between us, ’twere the same— - 
I know tliat thou wilt love me ; though to drain 
My blood from out thy being, were an aim, 

And an attainment,— all would Ikj in vain, — 

Still thou would’st love me, still tliat more than life retain. 

CXVIII. 

The child of love, — though born in bitlemoss, 

And nurtured in convulsion. Of thy sire 
These were the elements, — and thine no less. 

As yet such are around thee, — but thy fire 
Shall be more tomjior’d, and thy hope far higher. 
Sweet b«j thy cradled slumbers ! O’er the sea, 

And from the mountains where I now respire, 

Fain would I waft such blessing upon tlie^, 

As, with a sigh, 1 deem thou niight’st have been to me ! 

CANTO IV. 

Vilto ho Toicuna, Lombnnlia, Romagna, 

(iuel Monte che divide, o quel die serra 
Italia, e un mare e 1’ aitro, che la bagna. 

Ariotto, Sntira ill. 

Venice^ January 2, 1818. 

TO 

JOHN HOBHOUSE, ESQ. A.M. F.R.S. 

4"c. 1^0. ^e. 

MT DEAR HOBHOUSE, 

After an interval of eight years between tlie 
composition of the first and last cantos of Childe Harold, 
the conclusion of the poem is about to be submitted to 
the public. In parting with so old a friend it is not ex-, 
traordinary that 1 should recur to one still older and 
bettor, — to one who has behold the birth and death of 
the other, and to whom I am far more indebted for the i 
social advantages of an enlightened friendship, than — 
though not ungrateful— I can, or could be, to Childe 
Harold, fur any public favour reflected through tlie poem 
on the poet, — to one, whom 1 have known long, and 
accompanied far, whom I have found wakeful over my 
sickness, and kind in my sorrow, glad in my prosperity, 


and firm in my adversity, true in counsel, and trusty in 
peril— to a friend often tried and never fotmd wanting t 
—to yourself. 

In so doing, I recur from fiction to truth, and in 
dedicating to you in its complete, or at least concluded 
state, a poetical work which is the longest, the most 
thouglitful and comprehensive of my compositions, I 
wish to do honour to myself by the record of many 
years’ intimacy with a man of learning, of talent, of 
steadiness, and of honour. It is not for minds like ours 
to give or to receive flattery ; yet the praises of sincerity 
have ever been permitted to the voice of friendship ; and 
it is not for you, nor even for others, but to relieve a 
heart which has not elsewhere, or lately, been so much 
accustomed to the encounter of good-will as to with- 
stand the shock firmly, tliat 1 thus attempt to comm€»- 
morale your good qualities, or rather the advantages , 
which I have derived from their exertion. Even the 
recurrence of the date of this letter, the anniversary of ; 
the most unfortunate day of my past existence, but 
which cannot poison my future, while I retain the re- 
source of your friond.ship, and of my own faculties, will 
henceforth have a more agreeable recollection for both, 
inasmuch as it will remind us of this my attempt to 
thank you for an indefatigable regard, such as few men : 
have experienced, and no one could experience, without 
thinking better of his species and of himself. 

It has been our fortune to traverse together, at various 
periods, tlio countries of chivalry, history, and fable— 
Spain, Greece, Asia Minor, and Italy: and what 
Athens and Constantinople were to us a few years ago, 
Venice and Rome have been more recently. The 
poem also, or the pilgrim, or botli, have accompanied me 
from first to last ; and perhaps it may be a pardonable 
vanity which induces mo to reflect with complacency on 
a composition which in some degree connects me with 
the spot where it was produced, and the object, it would 
fain describe ; and however unworthy it may be deemed ; 
of those magical and memorable abodes, however short 
it may fall of our distant conceptions and immediate im- 
pressions, yet as a mark of respect for what is venerable^ 
and of feeling for what is glorious^ it has been to me a 
source of pleasure in the production, and I part with it , 
with a kind of regret, which I hardly suspected that 
3veiils could have left, me for imaginary objects. ' 

With regard to the conduct of the last canto, there . 
will be found less of the pilgrim than in any of the pre- 
ceding, and tliat little slightly, if at all, separated from the 
author speaking in his own person. The fact is, that I 
had become weary of drawing a line which every one ; 
seemed determined not to perceive ; like the Chinese in 
Goldsmith’s ‘‘Citizen of the World,” whom nobody 
would believe to be a Chinese, it was in vain that I as- 
serted, and imagined that I had drawn, a distinction be- 
tween the author and the pilgrim ; and the very anxiety . 
to preserve this difference, and disappointment at finding ' 
it unavailing, so far crushed my efforts in the com)K>si- 
tion, that 1 determined to abandon it altogether — and , 
have done «o. The opinions which have been, or may 
be, formed on that subject, arc now a matter of indiffer- ' 
ence ; the work is to depend on itself, and not on the ; 
writer ; and the author, who has no resources in his own ! 
mind beyond the reputation, transient or pennanent| ; 
which is to arise from his literary efforts, deserves the 
fate of authors. \ 

In the course of the following canto it was my inten- J 
tion, either in the text or in the notes, to have touched ■ 
upon tlie present state of Italian literature, and perhaps ; 
of manners. But the text, within the limits I proposed| j 
I soon found hardly sufficient for the labyrinth of external 
objects and the consequent reflections ; and for the 
whole of the notes, excepting a few of the shortest, I am v 
indebted to yonrseHJ and these were necessarily limited . 
to the elucidation of the text. j 

It is also a delicate, and no very grateful task, to di»> : 
sort upon the literature and manners of a nation so dm- 
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inmilar; and requires an attention and impartiality 
which would induce us,-— though perhaps no inattentive 
observers, nor ignorant of the language or customs of 
the people amongst whom we have recently abode, — to 
distrust, or at least defer our judgment, and more nar- 
rowly examine our information. The state of literary, 
as well as political party, appears to run, or to have run, 
so high, that for a stranger to steer impartially between 
them is next to impossible. It may be enough then, at 
least for my purpose, to quote from their own beautiful 
language—" Mi pare cho in un paese tutto poetico, che 
vanta la lingua la piti nobile ed tnsiome la piu dolce, 
mtte tutte la vie diverse si possono tentare, e che sinche 
(a patha di Aliiori e di Monti non ha perduto I* antico 
valore, in tutte essa dovrebbe (issore la prima.*’ Italy 
has great names still — Canova, Monti, (Jgo Foscolo, 
Pindemonte, Visconti, Morelli, Gicognara, Albrizzi, 
Mezzophanti, Mai, Musloxidi, AgUetti, and Vacca, will 
secure to the present generation an honourable place in 
most of the departments of Art, Science, and Belles 
Lettres ; and in some the very highest ; — Europe — ^thc 
World— has but one Canova. 

It has been somewhere said by Alfieri, that “La 
planta uomo nasce piCi robusta in Italia che in qua- 
iunque altra terra — e chc gli stessi atroci delitti cho vi 
si commettono nc sono una prova.” Without .subscrib- 
ing to the latter part of his proposition, a dangerous 
doctrine, the truth of which may be disputed on better 
grounds, namely, that the Italians are in no respect more 
ferocious than tlieir neighbours, that man must bo wil- 
fully blind, or ignorantly heedless, who is not struck with 
the extraordinary capacity of this people, or, if such a 
word be admissible, their capahilities^ the facility of their 
acquisitions, the rapidity of their conce|>tjons, the fire of 
their genius, their sense of beauty, and amidst all the 
disadvantages of repeated revolutions, the desolation of 
battles and the despair of ages, their still unquenched 
longing after immortality,” — the immortality of inde- 
pendence. And when we ourselves, in riding round the 
walls of Rome, heard the simple lament of the labourers’ 
chorus, “ Roma ! Roma! Roma! Roma non ^ piCt come 
era prima,” it was dilHcult not to contrast this melan- 
choly dirge with the bacchanal roar of the songs of ex- 
ultation still yelled from the London taverns, over the 
carnage of Mont St, Jean, and the betrayal of Genoa, of 
Italy, of Franco, and of the world, by men whoso con- 
duct you yourself have exposed in a work worthy of the 
better days of our history. For me, 

“ Non movero mai cortta 

Ove la turbu di sue cianco amorda.” 

What Italy has gained by the late transfer of nations, 
It wore useless for Englishmen to inquire, till it becomes 
ascertained that England has acquired something more 
than a permanent army and a suspended Habeas Cor- 
pus ; it is enough for them to look at home. For what 
they have done abroad, and especially in the South, 
Verily they will have their reward,” and at no very dis- 
tant period. 

Wishing you, my dear Hobhouse, a safe and agree- 
able return to that country whose real welfare can be 
dearer to none than to yourself I dedicate to you this 
poem in its completed state ; and repeat once more how 
truly 1 am ever 

Tour obliged and affectionate friend, 
BYRON. 

1 , 

1 STOOD in Venice, on the Bridge of sighs 
A palace and a prison on each hand : 

I saw from out the wave her structures rise 
As from the stroke of the enchanter’s wand: 

A ^lousand years their cloudy wings expand 
^ AdiiRBd mo, and a dying glory smiles 

the far times, when many a sulject land 
v Stock’d to the winged Lion’s marble piles, 

IVliere Venice sate in throned on her hundred isles ! 


She looks a sea-Cybelc, fresh from ocean,* 

Rising with her tiara of proud towers 
At airy distance, with majestic motion, 

A ruler of the waters and their fxiwers 
And such she was ; — her daughters had their dowers 
Prom spoils of nations, and the exhaustless East 
Pour’d in her lap all gems in sparkling showers. 

In purfile was she robed, and of her feast 
Monarchs partook, and deem’d their dignity increased. 

III. 

In Venice Tasso’s echoes are no more,* 

And silent rows the songlcss gondolier; 

Her palaces are crumbling to the shore, 

And music meets not always now the ear : 

Those days are gone — but beauty still is here. 

States fall, arts fade — but Nature doth not die: 

Nor yet forget how Venice once was dear, 

The pleasant place of all festivity. 

The revel of the earth, the masque of Italy ! 

IV. 

But unto us she hath a spell beyond 
Hct name in story, and her long array 
Of mighty shadows, whose dim forms despond 
Above the dogcless city’s vanish’d sway ; 

Ours is a trophy which will not decay 
With the Rialto ; Shylock and the Moor, 

And Pierre, cannot bo swept or worn away — 

The keystones of the arch ! though all were o’er. 

For us ropeopled were tlie solitary shore. 

V. 

The beings of the mind are not of clay ; 

Essentially immortal, they create 

And multiply in us a brighter ray 

And more beloved existence : that which fate 

Prohibits to dull life, in this our stale 

Of mortal bondage, by Uiese spirits supplied 

First exiles, tlien replaces what wo hale; 

Watering the heart whose early flowers have died, 
And witli a fresher growth replenisliing the void. 

VI. 

Such is the refuge of our youth and age, 

Tlic first from Ilope, the last from Vacancy; 

And this worn feeling peoples many a page, 

An<l, may her, that which grows beneath mine eye; 
Yet there are things whose strong reality 
Outshines our fairy-land ; in shape and hues 
More beautiful than our fantastic .sky, 

And the strange constellations which the Muse 
O’er her wild universe is skilful to diffuse : 

VII. 

I saw or dream’d of such, — but let them go— 

They came like truth, and disappear’d like dreams; 
And whatsoe’er lliey were— are now but so: 

1 could replace them if 1 would ; still teems 
My mind with many a form which aptly seems 
Such as I sought for, and at moments found ; 

Let these too go — for waking reason deems 
Such overweening phantasies unsound. 

A nd other voices speak, and other sights surround. 

VIII. 

Pvc taught me ofoer tongues — and in str^e eyes 
Have made me not a stranger ; to the mind 
Which is itself, no changtjs bring surprise; 

Nor is it harsh to make, nor hard to find 
A country with — ay, or without mankind ; 

Yet was I bom where men are proud to be, 

Not without cause ; and should 1 leave behind 
The inviolate island of the sage and free, 

And seek me out a home by a remoter sea, 
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Perhaps 1 loved it well ; and should 1 lay 
My ashes in a soil which is not mine, 

My spirit shall resume it— if w© may 
Unbodied choose a sanctuary. I twine 
My hopes of being rememlwr’d in my line 
With my land’s language : if too fond and far 
These aspirations in their scope incline, — 

If my fame should be, as my fortunes are, 

Of hasty growth and blight, and dull Oblivion bar 

X. 

My name &om out tlie temple where Uie dead 
Are honour’d by the nations — let it be— 

And light the laurels on a loftier head ! 

And be tlie Spartan’s epitaph on me— 

“ Sparta hath many a worthier son tlian he.” * 
Meantime I seek no sympathies, nor need ; 

The thorns which 1 have reap’d arc of tlie tree 
1 planted, — ^they have torn me, — and I bleed : 

I should have known what fruit w'ould spring from sue! 
a seed. 

XI. 

The spoiiselcss Adriatic mourns her lord ; 

And, annual marriage now no mcjre renew’d, 

The Bucentaur lies rotting unrestored, 

Neglected garment of her widowhood ! 
ftf. Mark yet sees his lion where he stoo<P 
Stand, but in mockery of his wither’d power. 

Over the proud Place where an EmjHiror sued, 

And monnrehs gazed and envied in the hour 
Wh(5n Venice was a quetm with an unequall’d dower. 

xir. ' 

The Suabian Rue<l, and now the Atistrian reigns — ^ 
All Emperor tramples where an Emperor knelt; 
Ivingiloms are shrunk to provinces, and chains 
(/lank over scefitred cities; nations melt 
From power’s high pinnacle, when they have felt 
The sunshine for a while, and downward go 
I.ike lauwinc loosen’d from the mountain’s belt ; 

Oh for one hour of blind old Dandolo ! ’ 

Th’ octogenarian chief, Byzantium’s conquering foe. 

xiri. 

Before St. Mark still glow his steeds of brass, 

Their gilded collars glittering in the sun ; 

But is not Doria’s mcmacc come to pass ? ® 

Are they not bridled? — Venice, lost and won, 

Her tliirteen hundred years of freedom done, 

Sinks, like a sea-weed, into whence she rose ! 

Better be whelm’d beneath the waves, and shun. 

Even in destruction’s do})th, her foreign foes, 

From whom submission wrings an infamous repose. 

In youtli she was all glory, — a new T}Te,— 

Her very by-word sprung from victory. 

The “Planter of tlie Lion,”® which Uirough fire 
And blood she bore o’er subject earth and sea ; 
Though making many slaves, herself still free, 

And Europe’s bulwark ’gainst the Ottomite ; 

Witness Troy’s rival, Candia! Vouch it, ye 
Immortal waves that saw liepanto’s fight! 

For ye are names no time nor tyranny can blight. 

XV. 

Statues of glass — all sliivor’d — ^the long file 
Of her dead Doges are declined to dust ; 

But where they dwelt, the vast and sumptuous pile 
Bespeaks tlie pageant of their splendid trust ; 

Their sceptre broken, and their sword in rust, 

Have yielded to the stranger : empty halls, 

Thin streets, and foreign aspects, st^ as must 
Too oft remind her who and what enthrals,^® 

Have ftung a desolate cloud o’er Venice’ lov^y walls. 


XVI. 

When Athens’ armies fell at S 3 rracuse, 

And fetter’d thousands bore the yoke of war, 
Redemption rt>se up in the Attic Muse," 

Her voice their only ransom from afar : 

See ! as they chant the tragic hymn, tlie car 
Of the o’ermasler’d victor stops, tlie reins 
Fall from his hands — ^liis idle scimitar 
Starts from its belt— he rends his captive’s chains, 
And bids him tliank the bard for freedom and his strains. 

XVII. 

Thus, Venice, if no stronger claim were tliine, 

Were all thy proud historic deeds forgot, 

Thy choral memory of the Bard divine. 

Thy love of Tasso, should have cut the knot 
Which ties thee to thy tyrants ; and thy lot 
Is shameful to the nations, — ^most of all, 

Albion ! to thoe : the Ocean queen should not 
Abandon Ocean’s children ; in the fall 
Of Venice think of tliine, despite thy watery wall. 

I XVIII. 

I loved her from my boyhood — she to mo 
Was as a fairy city of the heart, 

Rising like water-columns from the sea, 

Of joy the sojourn, and of wealth the mart; 

And Otway, RadclifTc, Schiller, Shakspeare’s art,** 
Had stam[)’d her image in me, and even so, 

Although I found her thus, we did not part, 
PiTchance even dearer in her day of wo, 

Than when she was a boast, a marvel, and a show. 

I XIX. 

I can repcojile with the past — and of 
The present there is still for eye an<l thought, 

And meditation chasten’d down, enough ; 

And more, it may be, than I hoped or sought ; 

And of the happiest moments which were wrouglit 
Within the weh of iny exist cnctq some 
From thee, fair Venice! have their colours caught: 
There arc some feelings Time cannot benumb. 

Nor Torture shake, or mine would now bo cold and dumb. 

XX. 

But from their nature will the tannen grow 
I.oftiest on loftiest and least shelter’d rocks, 

RcKited in barrenness, where nought below 
Of soil sup{>orts them ’gainst the Alpine shocks 
Of eddying storms ; yet springs the trunk, and mocks 
The liowhng leiupest, till its height and frame 
Are worthy of the mountains from whoso blocks 
Of bleaJq gray granite into life it came, 

And grew a giant tree ; — tlie mind may grow the same. 

XXI. 

Existence may be borne, and the deep root 
Of life and sufferance make its firm abode 
In bare and desolated bosoms: mute 
The camel labours with the heaviest load, 

And the wolf dies in silence, — not bestow’d 
In vain should such example be ; if they, 

Things of ignoble or of savage mood, 

Endure and shrink not, we of nobler clay 
May temper it to bear,— it is but ibr a day. 

^ XXII. 

All suffering dotli destroy, or is destroy’d. 

Even by the sufferer ; and, in each event, 

Ends :-^ome, with hope replenish’d and rebuoy’d, 
Return to whence they came — with like intent^ 

And weave their web again ; some, bow’d and bent 
Wax gray and ghastly, withering ere their time, 

And poiii^ with the reed on which they leant; 

Some seek devotion, toil, war, good or crime, 
ccording as their souls were Ibim’d to sink or climb : 
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But ever and anon of griefs subdued 
There comes a token like a scorpion’s sting, 

Scarce seen, but witli fresh bitterness imbued ; 

And slight withal may be the things which bring 
Back on the heart the weight which it would flhig 
Aside for ever : it may be a sound— 

A tone of music— summer’s eve— or spring— 

A flower — the wind— the ocean— which shall woimd, 
Striking the electric chain wherewith we are darkly bound ; 

XXIV. 

And how and why wo know not, nor can trace 
Home to its cloud this lightning of the mind, 

But feel the shock renew’d, nor can efface 
The blight and blackening which it leaves behind, 
Which out of thmgs familiar, undesign’d, 

When least we deem of such, calls up to view 
The spectres whom no exorcism can bind. 

The cold — ^the changed— perchance the dead — anew, 
The mourn’d, the loved, the lost — ^too many ! — ^yet how 
few! 

XXV. 

But my soul wanders ; 1 demand it back 
To meditate amongst decay, and stand 
A ruin amidst ruins ; tliere to track 
Fall’n states and buried greatness, o’er a land 
Which WOK the mightiest in its old command, 

And in the loveliest, and must ever be 
The master-mould of Nature’s heavenly hand, 
Wherein were cast the heroic and the free, 

The beautiful, tlie brave — ^the lords of earth and sea, 

XXVI. 

Tlic commonwealth of kings, the men of Rome ! 

And even since, and now, fair Italy ! 

Thou art die garden of the world, the home 
Of all Art yields, and Nature can decree ; 

Even in thy desert, what, is like to thee? 

Thy very weeds are beautiful, thy waste 
More rich than other climes’ fertility ; 

Thy wreck a glory, and tiiy ruin graced 
Will) an immaculate charm '^hich cannot be defaced. 

XXVJI. 

The Moon is up, and yet it is not nighw 
Sunset divides the sky with her — a sea 
Of glory streams along tlie Alpine height 
Of blue Friuli’s mountains ; Heaven is free 
From clouds, but of all colours seems to bo 
Melted to one vast Iris of the West, 

Where the Day joins the past Eternity ; 

While, on the other hand, meek Dian’s crest 
Floats tlirough the azure air— an island of the blest ! 

XXVI II. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
With her o’er half the lovely heaven ; but still ** 

Yon sunny sea heaves brightly, and remains 
Roll’d o’er the peak of the far Rhictian hill. 

As Day and Night contending were, until 
Nature reclaim’d her order:— gently flows 
The deep-dyed Brenta, where their hues instil 
The odorous purple of a new-born rose, TrIows, 
Which streams upon her stream, and glass’d withm it 

XXIX. 

Fill’d with the face of heaven, which, from afar, 
Comes down upon the waters ; all its hues. 

From the rich sunset to the rising star, 

Their magical variety diffuse : 

And now they change ; a paler shadow strews 
Its NMntle o’er the mountains ; parting day 
Diss like ^ dolphin, whom each pang imbues 
l^h a ii^'^>lour as it gi^ps away, 

TliA last still loveliest, tiU— ’tis gone— and all is gray. 


XXX. 

There is a tomb in Arqua rear’d in Atr, 

Pillar’d in their sarcophagus, repose 
The bones of Laura’s lover : here repair 
Many familiar witii his well-sung woes, 

The pilgrims of his genius. He arose 
To raise a languagii, and his land reclaun 
From the dull yoke of her barbaric foes: 

Watering the tree which bears his lady’s name 
With his melodious tears, he gave himself to fame. 

XXXI. 

They keep his dust in Arqua, where he died ; *• 

The mountain-village where his latter days 
Went down the vale of years; and ’tis their prid^ 
An honest pride — and let it be their praise, 

To offer to the passing stranger’s gaze 
His mansion and his sepulchre ; botli plain 
And venerably simple, such as raise 
A feeling more accordant witli his strain 
Than if a pyramid form’d his monumental lane. 

XXXIl. 

And the soft quiet hamlet where he dwelt 
Is one of that complexion which seems made 
For those who their mortality have felt, 

And sought a r(‘fuge from their hopes decay’d 
In the deep umbrage of a green hill’s sliade. 

Which shows a distant prospect for away 
Of busy cities, now in vain display’d. 

For they can lure no further ; and the ray 
Of a bright sun can make sufficient holiday, 

XXXIII. 

Developing the mountains, leaves, and flowers, 

And shining in the brawling brook, where-by, 

Clear os its current, glide tlic sauntering hours 
With a calm languor, which, though to the eye 
Idlesse it seem, hatli its morality. 

If from society we learn to live, 

’Tis soHtudo should teach us how to die ; 

It hatii no flatterers ; vanity can give 
No hollow aid; alone — man with his God must strive: 

Or, it may be, with demons, who impair 
The strength of better thoughts, and seek tlieir prey 
In melanciioly bosoms, such as were 
Of moody texture from their earliest day, 

And loved to dwell in darkness and dismay, 

Deeming tlieinsclves predestined to a doom 
Which is not of the pangs that pass away ; 

Making the sun like blood, the earth a tomb, 

The tomb a hell, and hell itself a murkier gloom. 

XXXV. 

Ferrara! in tliy wide and grass-grown streets, 
Whose symmetry was not for solitude, 

There seems as ’ twere a curse upon the seats 
Of former sovereigns, and the antique brood 
Of Este, which for many an age made good 
Its strength within thy walls, and was of yore 
Patron or tyrant, as the changing mood 
Of petty power impell’d, of those who wore 
The wreath which Dante’s brow alone had worn before. 

XXXVI. 

And Tasso is their glory and their shame. 

Hark to his strain ! and then survey his cell ! 

And see how d«»arly earn’d Torquato’s feme, 

And where Alfonso bade his poet dwell : 

The miserable despot could not quell 
The insulted mind he sought to quench, and blend 
With the surrounding maniacs, in the hell 
Where he had plun^ it. Glory without end 
Scatter’d the clou^ away— and on that name attend 
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xxxvir. 

The tears and praises of all time ; while tliine 
Would rot in its oblivion — ^ui the sink 
Of worthless dust, which from thy boasted line 
Is shaken into nothing ; but the link 
Thou formest in his fortunes bids us think 
Of thy poor malice, naming thee with scom~ 
Alfonso ! how thy ducal pageants shrink 
From thee ! if in another station born, 

Scarce fit to be the slave of him thou mad’st to mourn: 

XXXVIII. 

Tlwu I form'd to eat, and be despised, and die, 

Even as the beasts that perisli, save that thou 
Hadst a more splendid trough and wider sty : 

He ! with a glory round his furrow’d brow, 

Which emanated then, and dazzles now, 

In face of all his fiies, the Cruscan quire, 

And Boileau, whose rash envy could allow 
No strain which shamed his country’s creaking lyre. 
That whetstone of the teeth— monotony in wire ! 

XXXIX. 

Peace to Torquato’s injured shade ! ’ twas his 
In life and death to be the mark where Wrong 
Aim’d with her poison’d arrows, but to miss. 

Oh, victor unsurjiass’d in modem song! 

Each year brings forth its millions ; but how long 
The tide of generations shall roll on, 

And not the whole combined and countless throng 
Compose a mind like thine? tliough all in one 
Condensed their scatter’d rays, they would not form a 
sun. 

XL. 

Great as thou art, yet parallel’d by those, 

Thy countrymen, before thee bom to shine. 

The Bards of Hell and Chivalry : first rose 
The Tuscan father’s comedy divine ; 

Then not unequal to the Florentine, 

The southern Scott, the minstrel who call’d fbrtli 
A new creation with his magic line. 

And, like the Ariosto of the North, 

Sang ladye-lovc and war, romance and knightly wortli. 

XLX. 

The lightning rent from Ariosto’s bust 
The iron crown of laurel’s mimic’d leaves ; 

Nor was the ominous element unjust. 

For the true laurel-wreath which Glory weaves 
Is of tlie tree no bolt of thunder cleaves. 

And the false semblance but disgraced his brow ; 

Yet still, if fondly Superstition grieves. 

Know, that the Ughtning sanctifies below 
Whate’er it strikes yon head is doubly sacred now. 
XLII. 

Italia! oh Italia! thou who hast^^ 

The fatal gift of beauty, which became 
A funeral dower of present woes and past, 

On thy sweet brow is sorrow plough’d by shame, 

And annals graved in characters of flame. 

Oh Qod ! that thou wert in thy nakedness 
Less lovely or more powerful, and couldst claim 
Thy right, and awe ^e robbers back, who press 
To shed thy blood, and drink the tears of thy distress ; 

XLIII. 

Then might’s! thou more appal ; or, less desired, 

Be homely and be peacefiil, undeplored 

For thy destructive charms ; then, still untired, 

Would not be seen the armed torrents pour’d 

Down the deep Alps ; nor would the hostile horde 

Of many-nation’d spoilers from the Po 

CtuaiT blood and water ; nor the stranger’s sword 

Be thy sad weapon of defence, and so, 

Victor or vanquish’d^ thou the slave of (Hend or foe* 


Wandering in youth, I traced the path of him,** 

The Roman friend of Rome’s least-mortal 
The friend of Tuliy : as my bark did skim 
The bright blue waters with a fimning wind, 

Came Mogara before me, and behind 
.dSgina lay, Pirmus on the right, 

And Corinth on the left ; I lay reclined 
Along tlie prow, and saw all these unite 
In ruin, oven as be hud seen the desolate sight ; 

XLV. 

For Time hath not rebuilt them, but uprear’d 
Barbaric dwellings on their shatter'd site. 

Which only make more mourn’d and more endear’d 
The few last rays of tlieir far-scatter’d light, 

And the crush’d relics of their vanish’d might 
The Roman saw these tombs in lus own age, 

These sepulchres of citi<;s, which excite 
Sad wonder, and his yet surviving page 
The moral lesson bears, drawn from such pilgrimage. 
XLVI. 

That page is now before mo, and on mine 
Hie country’s ruin added to tlie mass 
Of perish’d states he mourn’d in tlicir decline, 

And I in desolation ; all that was 
Of tlien destruction ; and now, alas ! 

Rome — ^Rome imperial, bows her to tl\e storm, 

In the same dust and blackness, and we pass 
The skeleton of her Titanic form,®* 

Wrecks of another world, whose ashes still aro warm. 
XLVII. 

Yet, Italy! through every oilier land 
Thy wrongs should ring, and shall, from side to side ; 
Motlior of Arts ! as once of arms ; tliy hand 
Was tlien our guardian, and is still our guide ; 

Parent of our Religion! whom the wide 
Nations have knelt to for tlie keys of heaven ! 

Europe, repentant of her ])arricide, 

Shall yet redeem thee, and, all backward driven, 

Roll the barbarian tide, and sue to bo forgiven. 

XLVIII. 

But Arno wins us to the fair white walls, 

Whore the Etrurian Athens claims and keeps 
A softer feeling for her fairy halls. 

Girt by her tliealro of hills, she reaps 
Her com, and wine, and oil, and Plenty leaps 
To laughing life, with her redundant horn. 

Along die l^iks where smiling Amo sweeps | 

Was modem Luxury of Commerce bora, f 

And buried Leammg rose, redeem’d to a new mom. ^ 

XLIX. » 

There, too, the Goddess loves in stone, and fills** | 
The air around vfith beauty ; we inhale f 

The ambrosial asnept, which, beheld, instils 4 

Part of its immoimtity ; the veil ^ 

Of heaven is half undrawn ; within the pale i 

We stand, and in that form and face behold 
What mind can make, when Nature’s self would fitil ; 
And to die fend idolaters of old 
Envy the innate flash which such a soul could mould : 
h. 

We gaze and turn away, and know not where, 

Dazzled and drunk widi beauty, till the heart 
Reels widi its fulness ; there — ^for ever there— 

Chain’d to the chariot of triumphal Art, 

We stand as captives, and would not depart. 

Away !— there need no words, nor terms precise^ 

The paltry jargon of the marble mart, 

Where Pediuntry gulls Folly— we have eyes; 

Blood— ^ulse— and breast, confinxi the Dardaa ISttiep- 
herd’s prize. 
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1 . 1 . 

Appear’tbt thou not to Paris in this guise? 

Or to more deeply blest Anchises? or, 

In all thy perfe^ goddess-ship, when lies 
Before thee thy own vanquish’d Lord of War? 

And gazing in thy face as toward a star, 

Laid on tliy lap, his eyes to thee upturn, 

Feeding on thy sweet cheek ! “ while thy lips are 
With lava kisses melting while they burn, 

Shower’d on his eyelids, brow, and mouth, as from an 
uml 

LIl. 

Glowing, and circumfused in speechless love. 

Their full divinity inadequate 
That feeling to eaqjress, or to improve, 

The gods bocomo as mortals, and man’s fate 
Has moments like their brightest ; but the weight 
Of earth recoils upon us let it go ! 

We can recall such visions, and create, 

Prom what has been, or might be, tilings which grow 
Into thy statue’s form, and look like gods below. 

Lin. 

I leave to learned fingers, and wise hands. 

The artist and his apo, to teach and tell 
How well bis connoisseurship understands 
The graceful bend, and the voluptuous swell: 
l.et these describe the undescribable : 

I would not their vile breath should crisp the stream 
Wherein tliat image shall for ever dwell ; 

The unruffled mirror of the loveliest dream 
That ever left the sky on the deep soul to beam. 

LIV. 

In Santa Croce’s holy precincts 
Ashes which make it holier, dust whicli is 
Even in itself an immortality, 

Though there were notliing save the past, and tliis, 
The particle of those sublimities 
Which have relapsed to chaos; — here repos© 
Angelo’s, AlBeri’s bones, and his,®'* 

The starry Galileo, with his woes; 

Here Machiavolli’s earth return’d to whence it rose.®® 


These are four minds, which, like the elements, 
Might furnish forth creation Italy ! [rents 

Time, which hath wrong’d thee witli ten thousand 
Of thine imperial garment, shall deny, 

And hath denied, to every other sky, 

Spirits which soar from ruin : — thy decay 
Is still impregnate with divinity, 

Which gilds it with revivifying ray ; 

Such as the great of yore, Canova is to-day. 

But where repose the all Etruscan thr< 

Dante, and Petrarch, and, scarce less than they, 

The Bard of Prose, creative spirit ! he 
Of the Hundred Tales of love— where did they lay 
Their bones, distinguish’d from our common clay 
In death as life? Are they resolved to dust, 

And have their country’s marbles nought to say? 
Could not her quarries furnish forth one bust? 

Did they not to her breast their filial earth intrust ? 

LTU. 

Ungrateiul Florence! Dante sleeps afar,®° 

Like Scipio, buried by the upbraiding shore ; ** 

Tby factions, in their worse than civil war, 
Proscribed the bard whose name for evermore 
Their children’s children would in vain adore 
With the remorse of ages ; and the crown*® 

Which Petrarch’s laureate brow supremely wore, 
Ppeu a &r and foreign soil had grown, 

His life, his fame, his grave, though rifted— not thine own. 


Boccaccio to bs parent earth bequeath’d®* 

His dust, — and lies it not her Great among, 

With many a sweet and solemn requiem lathed 
O’er him who form’d the Tuscan’s siren tongue? 
That music in itself whose sounds are song, 

The poetry of speech? No even bs tomb 
Uptorn, must bear the hyaena bigot’s wrong, 

No more amidst the meaner de^ find room, 

Nor claim a passing sigh, because it told for whom! 
LIX. 

And Santa Croce wants tlieir mighty dust; 

Yet for this want more noted, as of yore 
The Caesar’s pageant, shorn of Brutus’ bust, 

Did but of Rome’s best Son remmd her more : 
Happier Ravenna! on thy hoary shore, 

Fortress of falling empire ! honour’d sleeps 
The immortai exile ; — ^Arqua, too, her store 
Of tuneful relics proudly claims and keeps, 

While Florence vaiby begs her banish’d dead and weepa. 

LX. 

What is her pyramid of precious stones ? 

Of porphyry, jasper, agate, and all hues 
Of gem and marble, to encrust the bones 
Of rnerchant-dukos ? the momentary devv^ 

Wliich, sparkling to the twilight stars, infuse 
Freshness in the green turf that wraps the dead, 
Whose names are mausoleums of the Muse, 

Are gently prest with far more reverent tread 
Than over paced the slab wbch paves the princely head. 

LXI. 

There be more things to greet the heart and eyes 
In Amo’s dome of Art’s most princely shrine, 

Where &k;ulpture witli her rainbow sister vies ; 

There be more marvels yet— but not for mine ; 

For I have been accustom’d to entwine 
My thoughts witli Nature rather m the fields, 

Than Art in galleries : thougli a work divine 
Calls for my spirit’s homage, yet it yields 
Less than it tools, liecause the weapon wbch it wields 

LXII. 

Is of another temper, and I roam 
By Thrasimene’s lake, in the defiles 
Fatal to Roman rashness, more at home ; 

For there the Carthaginian’s warlike wiles 
Como back before me, as his skill beguiles 
The host between the mountains and tlio shore, 
Where Courage falls in her despairing files, 

And torrents, swoln to rivers witli their gore, 

Reek through the sultry plain, with legions scatter’d o’er, 

LXIII. 

Like to a forest fell’d by. mountain winds; 

And such the storm of battle on this day, 

And such the frenzy, whose convulsion blinds 
To all save carnage, that, beneath the fray, 

An earthquake reel’d unheedodly away ! 

None felt stem Nature rocking at his feet, 

And yawning fortli a grave for those who lay 
Upon their bpcklors for a winding sheet ; 

Such is the absorbing hate when warrmg nations meet! 

LXXV. 

The Earth to tliem was as a rolling bark 
Which bore tliem to Eternity ; they saw 
The Ocean round, but had no time to mark 
The motions of tlieir vessel ; Nature’s law, 

In them suspended, reck’d not of the awe 
Wbch reigns when mountains tremble, and tlie birds 
Plunge m the clouds ft>r refuge and wi^draw 
From their down-toppling nests ; and bellowing herds 
Stumbling o’er heaving plains, and man’s dread Mth no 
words. 
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Far other Hoene is Thrasimene now ; 

Her lake a sheet of silver, and her plain 
Rent by no ravage save the gentle plough; 

Her aged trees rise thick as once the bUiin 

Lay where their roots are ; but a brook hath ta'en — 

A little rill of scanty stream and bed — 

A name of blood irotii that day’s sanguine rain ; 

And Sanguinetto tells ye where the dead 
Made the earth wet, and turn’d the unwilling waters red. 

LXVI. 

But thou, Clitunmus ! in thy sweetest wave 
Of the most living crystal that was e’er 
* I'hc haunt of river nymph, to gaze and lave 

Her limbs where nothing hi<l them, thou dost rear 
Thy grassy banks whereon the milk-white steer 
Grazes ; the purest god of gentle waters I 
And most serene of aspect, and most clear ; 

Surely that stream was unprofaned by slaughters — 
A mirror and a bath for Beauty’s youngest daughters ! 

IaXVII. 

And on tliy happy shore a temple still. 

Of small and delicate proportion, keeps, 

UjMn a mild declivity of hill. 

Its memory of thee; beneath it sweeps 
Thy current’s calmness ; oft from out it lcaj>s 
The finny darter with the glittering scales, 

Who dwells and revels in thy glassy deej)s ; 

While, chance, some scatter’d water-lily sails [tales. 
Down where the shallower wave siill tells its bubbling 

LXVIII. 

Pass not unblest the Genius of the place ! 

If tlirough the air a zephyr more serene 
Win to tlio brow, ’lis his ; and if ye trace 
Along his margin a more elo(]uent green, 

If on the heart the freshness of the scene 
Sprinkle its coolness, and from the dry dust 
Of weary life a moment lave it clean 
With Nature’s baptism, — ’tis to him ye must 
Pay orisons for this suspension of disgust. 

LXIX. 

The roar of waters ! — from the headlong height 
Velino cleaves tlie wave- worn precipice ; 

The fall of waters! rapid as the light 
The flashing mass foams shaking the abyss ; 

The hell of waters ! where they howl and hiss, 

And boil ill endless torture ; while the sweat 
Of their great agony, wrung out from tliis 
Tneir Phlegethon, curl* round the rocks of jot 
That gird the gulf around, in pitiless horror set, 

LXX. 

And mounts in spray the skies, and thence again 
Hoturns in an unceasing shower, which round, 

With its unemptied cloud of gentle rain, 

Is an eternal April to the ground. 

Making it all one emerald : — how profound 
The gulf! and how the giant element 
From rock to rock leaps with delirious bound, 
Crusliing the clifl^, which, downward worn and rent 
With his fierce footsteps, yield in cliasms a fearful vent 

To the broad column which rolls on, and shows 
More like the fiamtain of an infant sea 
Tom from the womb of mountains by the throes 
Of a new world, tlian only tlius to be 
Parent of rivers, which flow gushingly, 

With many windings, through the vale : — ^Look back ! 
Lo ! where it comes like an eternity, 

As if to sweep down ail things in its track, 

Charming the eye with dread.— a matchless cataract, 


Horribly beautiful ! but on the verge, 

From side to side, beneath the glitteiing fnon\ 

An Iris sits, amidst the infernal surge,** 

Like Hope ufK>n a deatli-bed, and, unworn 
Its steady dyes, while all around is tom 
By the distracted waters, bears serene 
Its brilliant hues with all their beams unidiom : 
Resembling, ’mid tlie torture of the scene, 

Love watching Madness with unalterable mien. 

XXXIII. 

Once more upon the woody Apenninc, 

The infant Alps, which — ^had I not before 
Gazed on their mightier parents, where the pine 
Sits on more shaggy summits, and wiiere roar 
The tliuiidering lauWine — might be worshipp’d more ; * 
But I have scon the soaring Jungfrau rear 
Her never-trodden snow, and seen the hoar 
Glacu'rs of bleak Mount-Blanc both far and near, 
And in Chimari heard the thunder-hills of fear, 

LXXIV. 

Th’ Acroceraunian mountains of old name ; 

And on Parnassus seen the eagles fly 
Like s[>irit8 of tlie spot, as ’ twero for fame, 

For still tlwy soar’d unutterably high ; 

I ’vo look’d on Ida with a Trojan’s eye ; 

Athos, Olympus, A2tna, Atlas, made 
These hilb seem things of lesser dignity. 

All, save the lone Soracte’s heights display’d 
Not now in snow, which asks tlie lyric Roman’s aJS 

LXXV. 

For our remembrance, and from out the plain 
Heaves like a long-swept wave about to break, 

And on tlie curl hangs pausing : not in vain 
May he, who will, his recollections rake 
And quote in classic raptures, and awake 
The hills with Latian echoes ; I abhorr’d 
Too much, to conquer fer the poet’s sake, 

The drill’d dull lesson, fiircod down word by word 
In iny repugnant youth, with pleasure to record 

LXXVI. 

Aught that recalls the daily drug which turn’d 
My sickening memory ; and, though Time hath tau^t 
My mind to meditate what Uien it leam’d, 

Yet such Uie fix’d inveteracy wrought 
By the impatience of my early thought. 

That, with the freshness wearing out before 
My mind could relish what it might have sought, 

If free to clioose, I cannot now restore 
ts health ; but what it tlicn detested, still abhor. 

LXXVIl. 

Then farewell, Horace ; whom 1 hated so^ 

Not for thy faults, but mine; it is a curse 
To understand, not feel thy lyric flow, 

To comprehend, but never love thy verse, 

Although no deejicr Moralist rehearse 
Our little lift:, nor Bard prescribe his art, 

Nor livelier Satirist the conscience pierce. 

Awakening without wounding the touch’d heart, 
fet fiure thee well— upon Soracte’s ridge we part. 

LXXVXJl. 

Oh Rome ! my country ! city of the soul ! 

The orphans of the heart must turn to thee, 

Lone mother of dead empires ! and control 
In their shut breasts their petty misery. 

What are our woes and suflerance? Como and see 
The cypress, hear the owl, and plod your way 
O’er steps of broken thrones and temples, To ! 

Whoso agonies are evils of a day— 
world is at our feet as fiagilc as our day. 
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LXXIX. 

The Niobe of nations! there she stands 
Childless and crownless, in her voiceless wo , 

An empty urn within her witlier^d hands, 

Whose holy dust was scatter’d long ago ; 

The Scipios* tomb contains no ashes now 
The very sepulchres lie tenantless 
Of their heroic dwellers : dost thou flow, 

Old Tiber I through a marble wilderness ? 

Rise, with thy yellow waves, and mantle her distress. 

LXXX. 

The Goth, the Christian, Time, War, Flood, and Fire, 
Have dealt upon tlie sevon-hill’d city’s pride ; 

She saw her glories star by star expire, 

And up the sleep barbarian monarch’s ride, 

Where the car clirob’d the capitol ; far and wide 
Temple and tower went down, nor left a site : — 
Chaos of rums ! who shall trace the void. 

O’er the dim fragments cast a lunar light, 

And say, “here was, or is,” where aU is doubly night? 

LXXXI. 

The double night of ages, and of her, 

Night’s daughter, Ignorance, hath wrapt and wrap 
All round us ; we but feel our way to err : 

The ocean hath his chart, the stars their map, 

And Knowledge spreads them on her ample lap ; 

But Rome is as the desert, where we steer 
Stumbling o’er recollections ; now we clap 
Our hands, and cry * Eureka !” it is clear — 

When but some false mirage of ruin rises near. 

LXXXII. 

Alas ! the lofty city ! and alas ! 

The trebly hundred triumphs ! ** and the day 
When Bnitus made the dagger’s edge surpass 
The conquero’rs sword in bearing fame away ! 

Alas, for Tully’s voice, and Virgil’s lay, 

And Livy’s pictured page ! — ^but these shall bo 
Her resurrection ; all beside — decay. 

Alas, for Earth, for never shall we see 
That brightness in her eye she bore when Rome was free ! 

LXXXIII. 

Oh thou, whose chariot roll’d on Fortune’s wheel,^’ 
Triumphant Sylla ! Thou, who didst subdue 
Thy country’s foes ere thou wouldst y»ause to fool 
The wrath of thy own wrongs, or reap the duo 
Of hoarded vengeance till thine eagles flew 
O’er prostrate Asia ; — ^thou, who with thy frown 
Annihilated senates — Roman, too, 

With all thy vices, for thou didst lay down 
With an atoning smile a more than earthly crown — 

LXXXIV. 

The dictatorial wreath,— couldst thou divine 
To what would one day dwindle that which made 
Thee more tlian mortal ? and that so supine 
By aught than Romans Rome should thus be laid? 
She who was named Eternal, and array’d 
Her warriors but to conquer — she who veil’d 
Earth witli her haughty shadow, and display’d, 

Until the o’er-canopied horizon fail’d, 

Her rushing wings— Oh! she who was Almighty h^’d ! 

LXXXT. 

Sylla was first of victors ; but our own 
The sagest of usurpers, Cromwell ; he 
Too swept off senates while he hew’d the throne 
Down to a block— immortal rebel 1 See 
What crimes it costa to be a moment free 
And famous through all ages ! but beneath 
Hb fate the moral luiks of destiny ; 

His day of double victory and death 
Beheld hun win two realms, and, happier, yield his breath. 


The third of the same moon whose former course 
Had all but crown’d him, on the selframe day 
Deposed him gently from his throne of force, 

And laid him with the earth’s preceding clay.** 

And show’d not Fortune thus how lame and sway 

And all we deem delightful, and consume 

Our souls to compass through each arduous way, 

Are in her eyes less happy than the tomb? 

Were they but so in man’s, how different were his doom I 

LXXXVII. 

And thou, dread statue ! yet existent in** 

The austerest form of naked majesty, 

Thou who beheld’st, ’mid the assassins’ din, 

At thy bathed base the bloody Caesar lie, 

Folding his robe in dying dignity, 

An oflering to thine altar from the queen 
Of gf)ds and men, great Nemesis! did he die. 

And thou, too, perish, Pornpey ? have ye been 
Victors of countless kings, or puppets of a scene ? 

LXXXVIIl. 

And thou, the thunder-stricken nurse of Rome *• 
She-wolf ! whose brazen-imaged dugs impart 
The milk of conquest yet within tlie dome 
Where, as a monument of antique art, 

Tliou staridest : — ^Mother of the mighty heart, 

Which the great founder suck’d from thy wild teat, 
Scorch’d by the Roman Jove’s etherial dart, 

And thy limbs black with lightning— dost thou yet 
Guard thine immortal cubs, nor thy fond charge forget? 

LXXXIX. 

Thou dost ; — ^but all thy foster-babes arc dead— 

Tho men of iron ; and the world hath rear’d 
Cities from out their sepulchres ; men bled 
In imitation of the things they fear’d, 

And fought and conquer’d, and the same course steer’d, 
At apish distimce ; but as yet none have, 

Nor could, tho same supremacy have near’d, 

Save one vain man, who is not in the grave, 

But, vanquish’d by himselfj to his own slaves a slavf^ 

xc. 

The fool of false dominion — and a kind 
Of bastard Ccesar, following him of old 
With steps unequal ; for the Roman’s mind 
Was modell’d in a loss terrestrial mould,*’’ 

With passions fiercer, yet a judgment cold, 

And an immortal instinct which redeem’d 
Tho frailties of a heart so soft, yet bold, 

Alcidcs with the distaff now he seem’d 
At Cleopatra’s feet, — and now himself he beam’d, 

xci. 

And came— and saw — and conquer’d ! But the man 
Who would have tamed liis eagles down to flee, 

Like a train’d falcon, in the Gallic van. 

Which he, in sooth, long led to victory, 

With a deaf heart which never seem’d to bo 
A listener to itself was strangely framed ; 

W^ith but one weakest weakness— vanity, 

Coquettish in ambition — still he aim’d— 

At what? can he avouch— or answer what he claim’d? 


And would be all or nothing — nor could wait 
For the sure grave to level him ; few years 
Had fix’d him with the Caesars in his fate, 

On whom we tread : For this the conqueror rears 
The arch of triumph ! and for this the tears 
And blood of earth flow on as they have flow’d. 
An universal deluge, which appears 
Without an ark for wretched man’s abode, 

And ebbs but to reflow !— Renew thy rainbow, God! 
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What from tins barren being do we reap ? 

Our senses narrow, and our reason frail, 

Life short, and tru^ a gem which loves the deep, 
And all things weigh’d in custom’s falsest scale ; 
Opinion and omnipotence, — ^whose veil 
Mantles the earth with darkness, until right 
And wrong are accidents, and men grow pale 
Lest tlieir own judgments should become too bright, 
And their free thoughts be crimes, and earth have too 
much light. 

xciv. 

And thus they plod in sluggish misery, 

Rotting from sire to son, and age to age. 

Proud of their trampled nature, and so dio. 
Bequeathing their hereditary rage 
To the new race of inborn slaves, who wage 
War for their chains, and rather than be free, 

Bleed gladiator-liko, and still engage 
Within the same arena where they see 
Their fellows fall before, like leaves of the same tree, 
xcv. 

I speak not of men’s creedrs — they rest between 
Man and his Maker — ^but of things allow’d, 

Averr’d and known, — and daily, hourly seen— - 
The yoke that is upon us doubly bow’d, 

And tlie intent of tyranny avow’d, 

The edict of Earth’s rulers, who arc grown 
The apes of him who humbled once the proud, 

And shook them from their slumbers on the throne ; 
Too glorious, were tliia all his mighty arm had done. 

XCVI. 

Can tyrants but by tyrants conquer’d be. 

And Freedom find no champion and no child 
Such as Columbia saw arise when she 
Sprung forth a Pallas, arm’d and uridefiled ? 

Or must such minds be nourish’d in the wild. 

Deep in the unpruned forest, ’midst the roar 
Of cataracts, where nursing Nature smiled 
On infant Washington? Has Earth no more 
Such seeds within her breast, or Europe no such shore? 

XCVII. 

But Franco got drunk with blood to vomit crime, 

And fatal have her Saturnalia been 
To Freedom’s cause, in every ago and clime ; 
Because the deadly days which we have seen, 

And vile Ambition, that built up between 
Man and his hopes an adamantine wall, 

And the base pageant last upon the scene. 

Are grown the pretext for the eternal thrall 
Wliich nips life’s tree, and dooms man’s worst — his 
second fall. 

XCYIII. 

Yet, Freedom! yet thy banner, tom, but flying. 
Streams like tlie thunder-storm against the wind ; 
Thy trumpet voice, though broken now and dying, 
The loudest still the tempest leaves behind ; 

Thy tree hatli lost its blossoms, and the rind, 

Chopp’d by the axe, looks rough and little worth, 

But the sap lasts,— and still the seed we find 
Sown deep, even in the bosom of the North ; 

So shall a better spring less bitter fruit bring forth, 
xcix. 

There is a stem round tower of other days,^ 

Firm as a fortress, with its fence of stone, 

Such as an army’s baffled strength delays, 

Standing with half its battlements alone. 

And with two thousand years of ivy grown, 

The garland of eternity, where wave 
The green leaves over all by time o’erfiirown ; — 
What was this tower of strength ? within its cave 
What treasure lay fto lock’d, so hid ?— A woman’s grave. 


c. 

But who was she, the lady of the dead, 

Tomb’d in a palace ? Was she cJiaste and fair? 
Worthy a king’s — or more — a Roman’s bed ? 

What race of chiefs and heroes did she bear? 

What daughter of her beauties was the heir ? 

How lived — ^how loved — ^how died she ? Was she not 
So honour’d — and conspicuously there. 

Where meaner relics must not dare to rot, 

Placed to commemorate a more than mortal lot ? 
ci. 

Was she as those who love their lords, or they 
Who love the lords of others ? such have been 
Even in the olden time, Rome’s annals say. 

Was she a matron of Cornelia’s mien. 

Or the light air of Egypt’s graceful queen, 

Profuse of joy— or ’gainst it did she war, 

Inveterate in virtue? Did she lean 
To the soft side of (he heart, or wisely bar 
Love from amongst her griefs? — ^for such the affectionc 
are. 

CII. 

Perchance she died in youth : it may he, bow’d 
With wo(?s far heavier than the ponderous tomb 
That weigh'd upon her gentle dust, a cloud 
Might gather o\'r her beauty, and a gloom 
In her dark eye, prophetic of the doom 
Heaven gives its favourites — early death ; yet shed 
A sunset charm around her, and illume 
With hectic light, the Hospenis of the dead. 

Of her consuming cheek the autumnal leafrtike red. 
CJII, 

Perchance she died in age — surviving all, 

Charms, kindred, children— with the silver gray 
On her long tresses, which might yet recall, 

It may be, still a something of the day 
When they were braided, and her proud array 
And lovely form were envied, praised, and eyed 

By Rome But whither would Conjecture stray? 

Thus much alone wc know— Motolla died, 

The w’calthiesl Roman’s wife ; Behold his love or pride ! 

CIV. 

I know' not why — ^but standing thus by ihoo 
It seems as if I had thine inmate known. 

Thou tomb ! and other days come back on me 
With recollected music, though the tone 
Is changed and solemn, like the cloudy groan 
Of dying thunder on the distant wind ; 

Yet could I seat me by this ivied stone 
Till T had bodied firth the heated mind 
Forms from the floating wreck which Ruin leaves behind ; 
cv. 

And from the planks, far shatter’d o’er the rocks, 

Built me a little bark of hope, once more 
To battle with the ocean and the shocks 
Of the loud breakers, and the ceaseless roar 
Which rushes on llie solitary shore 
Where all lies founder’d that was ever dear: 

But could I gather from tlie wave-worn store 
Enough for my rude boat, where should 1 steer ? 
There woos no home, nor hope, nor life, save what is 
here. 

cvi. 

Then let the winds howl on! their harmony 
Shall henceforth be my music, and the night 
The sound shall temper with the owlets’ cry, 

As 1 now hear them, in the fading light 
Dim o’er the bird of darkness’ native sito^ 

Answering each other on the Palatine, 

With their large eyes, all gtistening gray and bright, 
And sailing pinions. — ^Upon such a fdirine 
What are our petty griefit ?— let me not number mine. 



s& 


CHILDE HAROLD’S HLORIMAOE. 


CAimi IV. 


CXIV. 

Cypress and ivy, weed and wallflower grown Then turn we to her latest tribune’s name, 

Matted and mass’d together, liitlocks heap’d From her ten thousand tyrants turn to thee, 

On what were chambers, arcli crush’d, ccdumn strown Redeemer of dark centuries of shame— 

In fragments, choked up vaults, and frescos steep’d The friend of Petrarch— hoj)e of Italy— 

In subterranean damps, where the owl peep’d, Rienzi ! last of Romans ! While the tree •• 

Deeming it midnight : — Temples, baths, or halls ? Of freedom’s wither’d trunk puts forth a lea^ 

Pronounce who can ; for all that Learning reap’d Even for thy tomb a garland let it bo— 

From her research hath l)een, (hat these are walls — The forum’s champion, and the pile’s chief— 
Behold the Imperial Mount 1 ’tis thus the mighty foils/ Her new-born Numa thou— with reign, alas! too brief. 


CVIII. 

There is the moral of all human tales 
’Tis but the same rehearsal of tlie past, 

First Freedom, and then Glory — when tJiat fails, 
Wealth, vice, corruption, — barbarism at last. 

And History, with aU her volumes vast, 

Hath but one page, — ^’tis better written here, 

Where gorgeous Tyranny had thus amass’d 
All treasures, all delights, that eye or ear. 

Heart, soul could seek, tongue ask— Away with words 
draw near, 

cix. 

Admire, exult — despise— laugh, weep, — ^for here 
There is such matter for all feeling : — ^Man ! 

Thou jienduluin betwixt a smile and tear, 

Ages and realms are crowded in this span, 

This mountain, whose obliterated plan 
The pyramid of empires pinnacled, 

Of Glory’s gewgaws shining in the van 
Till the sun’s rays with added flame were fill’d! 
Where ore its golden roofo? where those who dared to 
build? 

cx. 

Tully was not so eloquent as thou, 

Thou nameless column with the buried base ! 

What arc the laurels of the Caesar’s brow? 

Crown me with ivy from his dwelling-place. 

Whose arch or pillar meets me in the face, 

Titus or Trajan’s? No — ’tis that of Time: 

Triumph, arch, pillar, all he doth displace 
Scoffing; and apostolic statues climb 
To crush the imperial urn, whose ashes slept sublime,^^ 
CXI. 

Buried in air, tlie deeji blue, sky of Romo, 

And looking to the stars : they had contain’d 
A spirit which with these would find a home, 

The last of those who o’er tlie whole eartli reign’d, 
The Roman globe, for after none sustain’d. 

But yielded back lu.«j conquests : — he was more 
Than a mere Alexander, and, unstain’d 
With household blootl and wine, serenely wore 
His sovereign virtues — still we Trajan’s name adore.^^ 
CXII. 

Where is the rodk of Triumph, the high place 
Where Rome embraced her heroes? where the steep 
Tarpeian ? fittest goal of Treason’s race, 

The promontory whence the Traitor’s Leap 
Cured all ambition. Did the conquerors heap 
Their spoils here? Yes; and in yon field below, 

A tlioiisand years of silenced factions sleep— 

The Forum, where the immortal accents glow, 

And still the eloquent air breathes — bums with Cicero ! 

CXZX2. 

The field of freedom, faction, fame, and blood: 

Here a proud people’s passion’s were exhaled, 

From the first hour of empire in the bud 
To that when further worlds to conquer fail’d; 

But long before had Freedom’s j&ce been veil’d, 
Anarchy assumed her attributes ; 
every lawless soldier who assail’d 
Trod on the trembling senate’s slavish mutes. 

Or raised the venal voice of baser prostitutes. 


cxv. 

Egeria! sweet creation of some heart *• 

Which found no mortal resting-place so foxr 
As thine ideal breast ; wliate’er thou art 
Or wert, — a young Aurora of the air, 

The nympholepsy of some fond despair; 

Or, it miglit be, a beauty of the earth, 

Who found a more than common votary there 
Too much adoring ; whatsoe’er thy birffi, 

Thou wert a beautiful thought, and sofUy bodied forth. 

' The mosses of thy fountain still are sprinkled 
With thine Elysian water-drops ; the fece 
Of thy cave-guarded spring, with years unwrinkled, 
Reflects the meek-eyed genius of the place. 

Whose green, wild margin now no more erase 
Art’s works ; nor must the delicate waters sleep, 
Prison’d in marble, bubbling from the base 
Of tlie cleft statue, with a gentle leap 
The rill runs o’er, and round, fern, flowers, and ivy, creep 

cxvii. 

Fantastically tangled; the green hills 
Are clothed with early blossoms, through the grass 
The quick-eyed lizard rustles, and the bills 
Of summer-birds sing welcome as ye pass ; 

Flowers fresh in hue, and many in their class. 

Implore the pausing step, and with tlieir dyes 
Dance in the soft breeze in a fairy mass; 

The sweetness of Uie violet’s deep blue eyes, 

Kiss’d by the breath of heaven, seems colour’d by its 
skies. 

CXVXII. 

Here didst thou dwell, in this enchanted cover, 
Egeria! thy all heavenly bosom beating 
For the far footsteps of thy mortal lover ; 

The purple Midnight veil’d that mystic meeting 
With her most starry canopy, and seating 
Thyself by thine adorer, wliat befell ? 

This cave was surely shaped out for the greeting 
Of an enamoured Goddess, and the cell 
launtcd by holy Love— tlie earliest oracle I 

cxix. 

And didst tliou not, thy breast to his replying, 

Blend a celestial with a human heart ; 

And Love, which dies as it was bom, in sighing, 

Share with immortal transports ? could thine art 
Make them indeed immortal, and impart 
The purity of heaven to earthly joys, 

Expel the venom and not blunt the dart— 

The dull satiety which all destroys— 

nd root from out the soul the deadly weed which cloys? 

cxx. 

Alas! our young aftections run to waste, 

Or water hut the desert ; whence arise 
But weeds of dark luxuriance, tares of haste, 

Rank at the core, though tempting to the eye% 
Flowers whose vi^d odours breathe but agonie^ 

And trees whose gums are poison ; such the pfoxitB 
Which spring beneath her steps as Passieii foes 
O’er the world’s wilderness, and vainly pants 
'or some celestial fruit forbi^en to our wants. 
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Oh Love ! no habitant of earth thou art— 

An unseen seraph, we believe in thee, 

A faith whose martyrs are the broken heart, 

But never yet hath seen, nor e’er shall see 
The naked eye, thy form, as it should be ; 

The mind hath m^e thee, as it peopled heaven, 
Even with its own desiring phantasy. 

And to a tliought such shape and image given, 

As haunts the unquenchM soul— parch’d— wearied — 
wrung — and riven. 

CKXll 

Of its own beauty is the mind diseased. 

And fevers into false creation : — where, 

Where are the forms the sculptor’s soul hath seized ? 
In him alone. Can Nature show so fair? 

Where arc the charms and virtues which we dare 
Conceive in boyhood and pursue as men. 

The unrcach’d Paradise of our despair. 

Which o’er-infbrms the pencil and tlie pen, 

And oveqjowers the page whore it would bloom again? 


Arches on arches ! as it were that Home, 

Collecting the chief trophies of her line, 

Would build up all her triumphs in one dome, 

Her Coliseum stands ; the moonbeams shine 
As ’twere its natural torches, for divine 
Should be the light which streams here, to illume 
This long-explored but still exhaustless mine 
Of contemplation ; and the azure gloom 
Of an Italian night, where the deep skies assume 

, cxxix. 

Hues which have words, and speak to ye of heaven, 
Floats o’er tliis vast and wondrous monument, 

And shadows forth its glory. There is given 
Unto Uie things of earth, whicii Time hath bent, 

I A spirit’s feeling, and where he hath leant 
His hand, but broke his scythe, there is a power 
And magic in tlic ruin’d battlement, 

For which the palace of the present hour 
Must yield its pump, and wait tili ages are its dower* 

exxx. 


CXXlil. 

Who loves, raves — ’tis youth’s frenzy — ^but the cure 
Is Inttercsr still ; as charm by charm unwinds 
Which robed our idols, and we see too sure 
Nor worth nor beauty dwells from out tlie mind’s 
Ideal shape of such ; yet still it binds 
The fatal spell, and still it draws us on, 

Reaping the whirlwind from the ofi-sown winds ; 

The stubborn heart, its alchemy begun, 

Seems ever near the prize — ^wealthiest when most undone. 


Oh 'I’ime ! the beautiher of the dead, 

Adorner of the ruin, comforter 

And only healer when the heart hath bled— 

Time ! tlie corrector where our judgments err, 

The test of truth, love, — sole philosopher, 

For all beside are sophists, from thy thrifr. 

Which never loses though it doth defer— 

Time, the avenger ! unto thee I lift 
My hands, and eyes, and heart, and crave of thee a gift; 


exxiv. 

We wither from our youth, we gasp away— 

Sick — sick ; unfound the boon — unslaked the tiiirst, 
Though to tlie last, in verge of our decay. 

Some phantom lures, such as we sought at first— 
But all too late,— so are wo doubly curst, 
liove, fame, ambition, avarice — ’tis the same, 

Each idle— and all ill— and none the worst— 

For all are meteors with a different name, 

\nd Death tlie sable smoke where vanishes tlie flame. 


' Amidst this wreck, where thou hast made a shrine 
And temple more divinely desolate. 

Among thy mightier offerings here are mine, 

Ruias of years— though few, yet full of fate 
If thou hast ever seen me loo elate, 

Hear me not ; but if calmly I have borne 
(jiood, and reserved my pride against llie hate 
Wliich shall not whelm me, let me not have worn 
This iron in my soul in vain — shall they not mourn? 


exxv. 

Few— none— find what they love or could have loved, 
Though accident, blind contact, and the strong 
Necessity of loving, have removed 
Antijmthies — ^but to recur, ore long, 

Envenom’d with irrevocable wTong; 

And Circumstance, that unspiritual god 
And miscrcator, makes and helps along 
Our coming evils with a crutch-like rod, [trod. 

Vhese touch turns Hope to dust, — the dust we all have 

CXXVJ. 

Our lifo is a false nature— ’tis not in 
The harmony of things, — this hard decree, 

This uneradicable taint of sin, 

Tliis boundless upa.s, this all-blasting tree, 

Whose root is earth, whose leaves and branches be 
The skies which rain their plagues on men like dew— 
Disease, death, bondage— all the woes wo see— 

And worse, the woes we see not— which throb through 
'he immedicable soul, with heart-aches ever new. 

CXXVII. 

Yet let us ponder boldly — ^’tis a base ** 

Abandonment of reason to resign 

Our right of thought— our last and only place 

Of refuge; this, at least, shall still be mine; 

Though from our birth the faculty divine 
Is chain’d and tortured— cabin’d, cribb’d, confined, 

And bred in darkness, lest the truth should shine 
Too brightly on the unprepared mii^ 

*116 beam pours in, for time and skill will couch the blind. 


* And thou, who never yet of human wrong 
Left tlie unbalanced scale, great Nemesis ! 

Here, where the ancient paid tliee homage long— 
Thou who didst call ihe Furies from the abyss, 

And round Orestes bade them howl and hiss, 

For that unnatural retribution— Just, 

Had it but been from hands less near— in this 
Thy former realm, I call tliee from the dust! 

Dost thou not hear my heart ?— Awake ! thou shall, and 
must. 

CXXXIII. 

It is not that I may not have incurr’d 
For my ancestral faults or mine the wound 
I bleed witlial, and, had it been conferr’d 
With a just weapon, it hod flow’d unbound ; 

But now my blood shall not sink in tlie ground ; 

To thee 1 do devote it— Thou shall take 

The vengeance, which shall yet be sought and found, 

Which if / have not taken for the sake — 

But let that pass — 1 sleep, but tliou shall yet awake. 
CXXXIV. 

And if my voice break forth, ’tis not that now 
1 shrink from what is suffer’d : let him apeak 
Who hath beheld decline upon my brow, 

Or seen my mind’s convulsion leave it weak; 

But in this page a record will I seek. 

Not in the air shall these my words dtsperae, 

Though I be ashes; a &r hour shall wreak 
The deep prophetic ftdness of this veiae, 

And pile on hiunan heada tha mountain of my eorao! 
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oxxxr* 

That curse shall be Forgiveness.*— Have I not— 
Hear me, my mother Earth ! behold it, Heaven!— 
Have I not Fiad to wrestle with my lot ? 

Have I not suffer’d things to be forgiven ? 

Have 1 not liad my brain sear’d, my heart riven, 
Hopes sapp’d, name blighted, Life’s life lied away? 
And only not to desperation driven, 

Because not altogether of such clay 
As rots into the souls of tliose whom X survey. 

From mighty wrongs to petty perfidy 
Have I not seen what human things could do 7 
From the loud roar of foaming calumny 
To the small w’hiaper of the as paltry few, 

And subtler venom of the reptile crew, 

The Janus glance of whose significant eye. 

Learning to lie with silence, would seem true, 

And without utterance, save the shrug or sigh. 

Deal round to happy fools its speocliless obloquy. 

cxxxvrr. 

But I have lived, and have not lived in vain: 

My mind may lose its force, my blood its fire. 

And my frame perish even in conquering pain ; 

But there is that within me which shall tiro 
Torture and Time, and breathe when I expire ; 
Something unearthly, which they deem not o^ 

Like the remember’d tone of a mute lyre. 

Shall on their soften’d spirits sink, and move 
In hearts all rocky now the late remorse of love. 

CXXXVIII. 

The seal is set.— Now welcome, thou dread power ! 
Nameless, yet thus omnipotent, wliich here 
Walk’st in the shadow of the midnight hour 
With a deep awe, yet all distinct from fear; 

Thy haunts are ever where the dead walls rear 
Their ivy mantles, and the solemn scene 
Derives from thee a sense so deep and clear 
That we become a part of what has been, 

And grow unto the spot, ail-seeing but unseen. 

CXXXIX. 

And here the buzz of eager nations ran, 

In murmur’d pity, or loud-roar’d applause, 

As man was slaughter’d by his fellow man. 

And wherefore slaughter’d 7 wherefore, but because 
Such were the bloody Circus’ genial laws, 

And the imperial pleasure. — ^Wherefore not? 

What matters where we fail to hit the maws 
Of worms— on battle-plains or listed spot ? 

Both are but theatres where the cliief actors rot. 

CXL. 

I see before me the Gladiator lie: 

He leans upon his hand— his manly brow 
Consents to death, but conquers agony, 

And his droop’d head sinks gradually low— 

And through his side the last drops, ebbing slow 
From the red gash, fall heavy, one by one, 

Like the first ^ a thunder'shower; and now 
The arena swims around him— he is gone, 

Ere ceased the inhuman shout which hail’d the wretch 
who won. 

CXLI. 

He heard it, but he heeded nob— his eyes 
Were with his heart, and that was far away. 

He reck’d not of the life he lost nor prize, 

But where his rude hut by the Danube lay, 

There were his young barbiiiiNli all at play, 

There was tMr their sire, 

Butciier’id4«'«sake holiday—^® 

All this nisl^ with ii».|)||ood— ShaU he expire 
And unavenged ?— Arise Goths, and glut your ire ! 


CXLJZ. 

But here, where Murder breatlied her bloody steam 
And here, where buzzing nations choked tlie wayi^ 
And roar’d or murmur’d like a mountain stream 
Dashing or winding as its torrent strays ; 

Here, where the Roman million’s blame or praise 
Was death or life, the playtlungs of a crowd,®* 

My voice sounds muok— and fsdl tiie stars’ faint rays . 
On the arena void — seats crush’d— walls bow’d— 

And galleries, where my steps seem echoes strangely loud. 

cxLiir. 

A min — ^yet what ruin ! from its mass 
Walls, palaces, half-cities, have been rear’d | 

Yet oft the enormous skeleton ye pass, ' 

And marvel where the spoil could have appear’d. 

Hath it indeed been j>lunder’d, or but clear’d ? 

Alas ! developed, opens the decay, 

When the colossal fabric’s form is near’d : 

It will not bear the brightness of the day, [away. 
Which streams too much on all years, man, have reft 

CXLIV. 

But when the rising moon begins to climb 
Its topmost arch, and gently pauses there ; 

When the stars twinkle through the loops of time, 

And ihe low night-breeze waves along the air 
The garland-for<5st, w'hich the gray walls wear, 

Like, laurels on the bald tirst Cmsar’s head 
When the light shines serene but dotli not glare, 

Then in tliis magic circle raise the dead : 

Heroes have trod this spot — 'tis on their dust ye tread, 

CXLV. 

“ While stands the Coliseum, Rome shall stand ; ®* 
“When falls the Coliseum, Rome shall fall; [land 
“And when Rome falls — the World.” From our own 
Thus spake the pilgrims o’er tliis mighty wall 
In Saxon times, which we are wont to call 
Ancient ; and these three mortal things are still 
On tlieir foundations, and unalter’d all ; 

Rome and her Ruin past Redemption’s skill, [will. 

'he World, tlie same wide den — of thieves, or what ye 

CXLVl, 

Simple, erect, severe, austere, sublime— 

Shrino of all saints and temple of all gods, 

From, Jove to Jesus — spared and blest by time ;•* 
Looking tranquillity, while falls or nods 
Arch, empire, each thing round thee, and man plods 
His way through thorns to ashes — glorious dome ! 

Shalt thou not last ? Time’s scythe and tyrants’ rods 
Shiver upon thee — sanctuary and home 
)f art and piety — ^Pantlieon ! — ^pride of Rome ! 

CXLVII. 

Relic of nobler days, and noblest arts ! 

Despoil’d yet perfect, witli thy circle spreads 
A holiness appealing to all hearts— 

To art a model ; and to him who treads 
Rome for tlie sake of ages, Glory sheds 
Her light through thy sole aperture ; to those 
Who worship, here ore altars for tlieir beads ; 

And tliey who feel for genius may repose 
'heir eyes on honour’d forms, whose busts around them 
close.®® 

CXLVIII. 

There is a dungeon, in whose dim drear light •• 

What do I gaze on? Nothing; Look agun! 

Two forms are slowly shadow’d on my sight— 

Two insulated phantoms of the brain ; 

It is not so ; 1 see them full and plain— 

An old man, and a female young and fair, 

Fresh as a nursing mother, in whose vein 
The blood is nectar : — but what doth she there^ 
iYitb her unmantled neck, and bosom white and bare? 
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CXLXX. 

Fill! swells the deep pure iountain of young life, 
Where on the heart and from the heart we took 
Our first and sweetest nurture, when the wife, 

Blest into mother, in the innocent look. 

Or even the piping cry of U[)s that brook 
. No pain and small suspense, a joy perceives 
Man knows not, when from out its cradled nook 
She sees her little bud put forth its leaves — [Eve’ 
What may the fruit be yet ? — I know not~-Cain wa 
CL. 

But here youth offers to old age tlie food, 

The milk of his own gift : — it is her sire 
• To whom she renders back the debt of blood 
Born with her birth. No ; he shall not expire 
While in those warm and lovely veins the fire 
Of health and holy feeling can provide 
Great Nature’s Nile, whose deep stream rises highei 
Than Egypt’s river : — ^from that gentle side 
Drink, drink and live, old man ! Heaven’s realm holdi 
no such tide. 

CLI. 

The starry fable of the milky way 
Has not thy story’s purity ; it is 
A constellation of a sweeter ray, 

And sacred Nature triumphs more in this 
Reverse of her decree, than in the abyss 
Where sparkle distant worlds : — Oh, holiest nurse I 
No drop of that clear stream its way shall miss 
To thy sire’s heart, replenishing its source 
With life, as our freed souls rejoin the universe. 

CLIl. 

Turn to the Mole which Hadrian rear’d on high,®^ 
Imperial mimic of old Egypt’s piles, 

Colossal copyist of deformity, 

Whose travell’d phantasy from the far Nile’s 
Enormous model, doom’d the artist’s toils 
To build for giants, and fur his vain earth, 

His shrunken ashes, raise this dome : How smiles 
The gazer’s eye witli philosophic mirth, 

To view the huge design which sprung from such a birth 

CLIII. 

But lo ! the dome — ^the vast and wondrous dome,®® 

To which Diana’s marvel was a cell— 

Christ’s mighty shrine above lus martyr’s tomb ! 

I have beheld tlie Ephesian’s miracle — 

Its columns strew the wilderness, and dwell 
The hyrona and the jackall in their shade ; 

1 have beheld Sophia’s bright roofs swell 
Their glittering mass i’ the sun, and have survey’d 
Its sanctuary the wliile the usurping Moslem pray’d ; 

CUV. 

But thou, of temples old, or altars new, 

Standest alone— with nothing like to tliee— 

Worthiest of God, the holy and the true. 

Since Zion’s desolation, when that He 
Forsook his former city, what could be, 

Of earthly structures, in his honour pil^, 

Of a sublimer aspect ? Majesty, 

Power, Glory, Strength, and Beauty, all are aisled 
In this eternal ark of worship undefiled. 

CLV. 

Enter: its grandeur overwhelms thee not; 

And why? it is not lessen’d; but thy mind, 

Expanded by the genius of the spot, 

Has grown colossal, and can only find 
A fit abode wherein appear enshrined 
Thy hopes of immortality ; and thou 
Shalt one day, if found worthy, so defined, 

^ See thy God &ce to face, as thou dost now 
His Holy of Holies, nor bo blasted by his brow. 


CLVI. 

Thou movest— but increasing with the advance, 

Like climbing some great Alp, which still doth rise, 
Deceived by its gigantic elegance ; 

Vastness which grows— but grows to harmonize— 
All musical in its immensities ; 

Rich marbles — ^richer painting — shrines where flame 
The lamps of gold — and haughty dome which vies 
In air with Earth’s chief structures, though their frame 
. Sits on the firm-set ground— and this the clouds must 
claim. 

CLVII. 

Thou seest not all ; but piecemeal thou must break, 
To separate contemplation, the great whole; 

And as the ocean many bays will make. 

That ask the eye— so here condense thy soul 
To more immediate objects, and control 
, Thy thoughts until thy mind hath got by heart 
Its eloquent proportions, and unroll 
In mighty graduations, part by part. 

The glory which at once ujxin thee did not dart, 

cLviir. 

Not by its fault — but thine ; Our outward sense 
Is but of gradual grasp — and as it is 
That what we have of feeling most intense 
Outstrips our faint expression ; even so this 
Outshining and o’crwhelming edifice 
Fools our fond gaze, and greatest of the great 
Defies at first our Nature’s littleness, 

Till, growing with its growth, wo thus dilate 
Our spirits to tlie size of that they contemplate. 

CLIX. 

Then pause, and be enlighten’d ; there is more 
In such a survey than the sating gaze 
Of wonder pleased, or awe which would adore 
The worship of the place, or the mere praise 
Of art and its great masters, who could raise 
What former time, nor skill, nor thought could plan ; 
The fountain of sublimity displays 
Its depth, and thence may draw the mind of man 
Is golden sands, and learn what great conceptions can* 

CLX. 

Or, turning to the Vatican, go see 
Laocoon’s torture dignifying pain — 

A father’s love and mortal’s agony 
With an immortal’s patience blending: — Vain 
Tho struggle ; vain, against the coiling strain 
And gripe, and deepening of Uie dragon’s grasp, 

The old man’s clench ; the long envenom’d chain 
Rivets Uie living links, — the enormous asp 
Enforces pang on pang, and stifles gasp on gasp. 

CLXI. 

Or view tho Lord of the unerring bow, 

I'he God of life, and poesy, and light— 

The Sun in human limbs array’d, and brow 
All radiant from his triumph in the fight ; 

Tho shaft hath just been shot— the arrow bn|^t 
With an immortal’s vengeance ; in his eye 
And nostril beautiful disdain, and might 
And majesty, flash tlieir full lightnings by, 

;)eveloping in that one glance the Deity. 

CLXZl. 

But in his delicate ft>rm— a dream of Love, 

Shaped by some solitary nymph, whose breast 
Long’d for a deathless lover from above, 

And madden’d in that vision — are exprest 

All that ideal beauty ever bless’d 

The mind with in its most unearthly mood. 

When each conception was a heavenly guest— 

A ray of immortality — and stood, 

Itarlike, around, until they gather’d to a god! 
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And if it be Prometheus stole from Heaven 
The fire which we endure, it was repaid 
By him to whom the energy was given 
Which this poetic marble hath arrayM 
With an eternal glory— which, if made 
By human hands, is not of human thought; 

And Time himself hath hallowed it, nor laid 
One ringlet in the dust— nor hath it caught 
A tinge of years, but breathes the dame with which ^twas 
wrought. 

CLXIV. 

But where is he, the Pilgrim of my song, 

The being who upheld it through die past? 

Methinks he cometh late and tarries long. 

He is no more— these breathings are his last ; 

His wanderings done, his visions ebbing fast, 

And he himself as notliing; — ^if he was 
Aught but a phantasy, and could be class’d 
With forms which live and suffer— let that pass— 

His shadow fades away into Destruction’s mass, 

CLXV. 

Which gathers shadow, substance, life, and all 
That we inherit in its mortal shroud. 

And spreads the dim and universal pal) [cloud 

Through which all things grow phantoms ; and the 
Between us smks and ail wliich ever glow’d, 

Till Glory’s self is twilight, and displays 
A melancholy halo scarce allow’d 
To hover on the verge of darkness ; rays 
Sadder than saddest night, for they distract the gaze, 

CLXVI. 

And send us prying into the abyss, 

To gather what we shall be when the firame 
Shall be resolved to something less than this 
Its wretched essence ; and to dream of lame, 

And wipe the dust from ofi* the idle name 
We never more shall hear, — ^but never more, 

Oh, happier tliought! can wo be made tlie same: 

It is enough in sooth that once we bore 
These fardels of the heart— the heart whose sweat was 
gore. I 

CLXVII. 

Hark ! forth from the abyss a voice proceeds, 

A long low distant murmur of dread soimd, 

Such as arises when a nation bleeds 
With some deep and immedicable wound ; [ground, 
Through storm and darkness yawns the rending 
The gulf is tliick with phantoms, but the chief 
Seems royal still, though witli her head discrown’d, 
And pale, but lovely, with maternal grief 
She clasps a babe, to whom her breast yields no relief. 

CLXTIIX. 

Scion of chiefs and monarchs, where art thou ? 

Fond hope of many nations, art thou dead ? 

Could not the grave forget thee, and lay low 
Some less majestic, loss beloved head ? 

In the sad m^night, while thy heart still bled, 

The mother of a moment, o’er tliy boy, 

Death hush’d that pang for ever : with thee fled 
The present happiness and promised joy 
Which fill’d the imperial isles so full it seem’d to cloy. 

CLXXX. 

Peasants bring forth in safety. — Can it be, 

Oh thou that wert so happy, so adored ! 

Those who weep not for kings shall weep for thee, 
And Freedom’s heart, grown heavy, cease to hoard 
Her many griefs for One ; for she had pour’d 
Her oriaups for thee, and o’er thy head 
Beheld Iris.— Thou, too, lonely lord, 

And di^pBUite consort— vainly wert thou wed ! 

The husbimd of a year ! the ^er of the dead! 


c^xx. 

Of sackcloth was tliy weddi^ garment made ; 

Thy bridal’s fruit is ashes: in the dust 
The fiuF-hair’d Daughter of the Isles is laid, 

The love of millions ! How we did intrust 
Futurity to her ! and, tliough it must 
Darken above our Wmes, yet fondly deem’d 
Our children should obey her child, and bless’d 
Her and her hoped*for seed, whose promise seem’d 
Like stars to shepherds^ eyes^-*lwas but a meteor 
beam’d. 

CLXXI. 

Wo unto US, not her ; for she sleeps well: 

The fickle reek of popular breath, the tongue 
Of hollow counsel, the false oracle, 

Which from the birth of monarchy hath rung 
Its knell in princely cars, till the o’erstung 
Nations have arm’d in madness, the strange fate** 
Which tumbles mightiest sovereigns, and hath flung 
Against Uioir blind omnipotence a weight 
ATithin the opposmg scale, which crushes soon or late, — 

CXiXXll. 

Those might liave been her destiny ; but no, 

Our hearts deny it: and so young, so fair, 

Good without effort, great without a foe ; 

But now a bride and mother — and now there! 

How many tics did that stern moment tear ! 

From thy Sire’s to his humblest subject’s breast 
Is link’d the electric chain of tliat despair, 

Whose shock was as an eartlnjuake’s, and opprest 
'he land wliich loved thee so that none could love thee 
best. 

CLXXIII. 

^^Lo, Nomi! navell’d in the woody hills 
So far, that the uprooting wind which tears 
The oak from his foundation, and which spills 
I'he ocean o’er its Iwjundary, and bears 
Its foam against tiie skies, reluctant spares 
The oval mirror of tliy glassy lake ; 

And, calm as cherisli’d hale, its surface wears 
A deep cold settled aspect nought can shake, 

All coil’d into itself and round, as sleeps the snake. 

CLXXIV. 

And near Albano’s scarce dividtri waves 
Shine from a sister valley ; — and afar 
Tlie Tiber winds, and tht: broad ocean laves 
The Latian coast whore sprang the Epic war, 

“Arms and the Man,” whose re-asconding star 
Rose o’er an empire : — but beneath tliy right 
Tully reposed from Rome ; — and where yon bar 
Of girdling mountains intercepts the sight 
I’he Sabine farm was till’d, the weary bard’s delight.'’* 
CLXXV. 

But I forget. — ^My Pilgrim’s shrine is won, 

And he and I must part, — so let it be, — 

His task and mine alike ore nimrly done ; 

Yet once more let us look ujion the sea ; 

The midland ocean breaks on him and me, 

And from the Alban Mount wc now belioid 
Our friend of youth, that ocean, which when w© 

Beheld it last by Calpe’s rock unfold 
Those waves, we follow’d on till the dark Euxine roll’d 

Upon tlie blue Symplegades : long years — 

Long, though not very many, since have done 
Their work on both ; some suffering and some tears 
Have lefl us nearly where we had begun : 

Yet not in vain our mortal race hath run, 

We have had our reward— and it is here ; 

That we can yet feel gladden’d by the sun, 

And reap from earth, sea, joy almost as dear 
As if there were no man to troifele whal is clear. 
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Oh ! th»t the Deeert were ray dwelling-placej 
With one fair Spirit for my minister, 

That 1 might all forget tlie human race, 

And, hating no one, love but only her ! 

Ye Elements ! — in whoso ennobUng stir 
I feel myself exalted— Can ye not 
Accord me such a being 1 Do 1 err 
In deeming such inhabit many a spot? 

Though with them to converse can rarely be our lot. 

CLXXVIII. 

There is a pleasure in the pathless woods, 

There is a rapture on tlie lonely shore. 

There is society, where none intrudes, 

By the deep Sea, and music in its roar: 

I love not Man the less, but Nature more. 

From these our interviews, in which 1 steal 
From all I may be, or have been before. 

To mingle with the Universe, and feel 
Wliat I can n«;’cr express, yet cannot all conceal- 

CLXXIX. 

Roll on, thoti deep and dark blue ocean — ^roll ! 

Ten thousand fleets sweep over thee in vain ; 

Man marks the earth with ruin — liLs control 
Stops with tlie shore upon tlie watery plain 
The wrecks are all thy deed, nor dotli remain 
A shadow of man’s ravage, save his own, 

Wlien, for a moment, iik(i a drop of rain, 

He sinks into tliy depths with bubbling groan, 
Witliout a grave, unknell’d, uncoflin’d, and unlmown. 

CLXXX. 

His steps are not ufwm thy paths, — tliy fields 
Are not a sfKiil for him,— thou dost arise 
And shake him from thee ; the vile strength ho wields 
For earth’s destruction thou dost all des[jifie, 

Spuming him from thy bosom t.o the skies, 

And send’st liim, shivering in thy playful spray 
And howling, to his Gods, whore haply lies 
His petty hope in some near port or bay, 

And dashes! him again to eartli; — there let him lay. 

(ILXXXI. 

The amiaments which thunderstrike the walls 
Of rock-built cities, bidding nations quake. 

And monarchs tremble in their capitals. 

The oak leviatlians, whose huge ribs make 
Their clay creator the vain title talce 
Of lord of thee, and arbiter of war ; 

These are thy toys, and, as the snowy flake, 

They melt into thy yeast of waves, which mar 
Alike the Armada’s pride, or spoils oS Trafalgar. 

P 


CLXXXIX. 

Thy shores are empires, changed in all save thee— 
Assyria, Greece, Rome, Carthage, what are they ? 
Thy waters wasted tliem while they were free, 

And many a tyrant since ; their shores obey 
The stranger, slave, or savage ; their decay 
Has dried up realms to deserts not so tliou, 
Unchangeable save to thy wild waves’ play— 

Time writes no wrinkle on thine azure brow — 

Such as creation’s dawn behold, thou rollest now. 

CLXXXIII. 

Thou glorious mirror, where the Almighty’s form 
Glasses itself in tempesm ; in all 
Calm or convulsed — in breeze, or gale, or storm, 
Icing tlie pole, or in the torrid I'litne 
Dark-heaving ; — boundless, endless, and sublime — 
The image of Eternity— the throne 
Of the Invisible ; even from out thy slime 
The monsters of the deep arc made ; each zone 
Obeys tlice ; thou goest forth, dread, fathomless, alone. 

CLXXXIV. 

And I have loved thee, Ocean ! and iny joy 
Of youthful sports was on thy breast to he 
Borne, like thy bubbles, onward : from a boy 
I wanton’d with thy breakers — they to me 
Were a delight; and if tlie freshening sea 
Made them a terror — ^’twas a pleasing fear, 

For 1 was as it were a child of thee, 

And trustfid to thy billows far arul m;ar, 

And laid my hand upon thy mant — as I do here. 

CLXXXV 

My task is done— my song hath ceased — my theme 
Has died into an echo ; it is fit 
The spell should break of this prolracfed dream. 
The torch shall be extinguish’d which hath lit 
My midnight lamp— and what is writ, is writ, — 

W oiild it were worthier ! but 1 am not now 
That which I have been — and my visions flit 
palpably before imv-and the glow 
Which in my spirit dwelt is fluttering, faint, and low. 

CLXXXVI. 

Farew'ell ! a word that must be, and hath been — 

A sound which makes us linger ; — yet — farewell ! 

Yo ! who have traced tlie Pilgrim to the scene 
Which is his last, if in your memories dwell 
A tliought which once was his, if on ye swell 
A single recollection, not in vain 
He wore his sandal-shoon, and scallop-shell; 
Farewell ! with /mu alone may rest tlie pain, 

If such there wore— with you, the moral of Ins strain ! 
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1 . 

Yet ! ngh'd oV DdphPs long deserted ehrine. 

Stanza i. line 6. 

Thx little village of Castri stands partly on the site 
of Delphi. Along the path of the mountain, from 
Chrysso, are the remains of sepulchres hewn in and 
from the rock. “One” said the guide, “of a king who 
broke his neck hunting.” His majesty had certainly 
chosen the fittest spot tor such an achievement. 

A little above Castri is a cave, supposed the Pythian, 
of immense depth } the upper part of it is paved, and 
now a cow-house. 

On the other side of Castri stands a Greek monas- 
tery ; some way above which is the cleft in the rock, 
with a range of caverns difficult of ascent, and appa- 
rently leading to the interior of the mountain ; probably 
to theCorycian Cavern mentioned by Pausanias. Prom 
this part descend the fountain and the “Dews of 
Castalic.” 

2 . 

And rest ye at our ^Lady's house of too.” 

Stanza xx. line 4. 

The Convent of “Our Lady of Pvmishment,” Nossa 
Benora de Pma*y on the summit of the rock. Below, 
at some distance, is the Cork Convent, where St. 
Honorius dug his den, over which is his epitaph. From 
tlic hUls, iho sea adds to tlic beauty of the view. 

3. 

Througfiout this purple Urndt where law secures not life. 
Stanza xxi. line last. 

It is a well known fact, that in the year 18^ the 
assassinations in the streets of Lisbon and its vicinity 
were not confined by the Portuguese to their country- 
men ; but that Englishmen were daily butchered : and 
80 far from redress being obtained, we were reouested 
not to interfere if we perceived any compatriot defend- 
ing himself against his allies. I was once stopped in 
the way to the theatre at eight o?clock in the evening, 
when trie streets were not more empty than they gene- 
rally are at that hour, opposite to an open shop and in 
a carriage with a friend ; had we not fortunately been 
armed, f have not tlie least doubt that we should have, 
adorned a tale instead of telli^ one. The crime of 
assassination is not confined to Portugal : in Sicily and 
Malta we are knocked on the head at a handsome 
average nightly, and not a Sicilian or Maltese is ever 
punished ! 

Behold the hall where chiefs were late convened ! 

Stanza xxiv. line 1. 

The Convention of Cintra was signed in the palace 
of the Marchesc Marialva. The late exploits of Lord 
Wellington have effaced the follies of C'mtra. He has, 
indeed, done wonders; he has perhaps changed the 
cliaracter of a nation, reconciled rival superstitions, 
and baffled an enemy who never retreated before his 
predecessors. ^ 

Yet Mcfra shall <me moment claim delay. 

Stanza xxix. line 1. 


The extent of Mafra is prodimous ; it contains a 
palace, convent, and most superb church. The six 
organs are the most beautiful 1 ever beheld, in point of 
decoration ; we did not hear them, but were told that 
their tones were correspondent to their splendour* 
I Mafra is termed the Escurial of Portugal. 

6 . 

fVell doth the Sparush hind the d^tsrmse know 

'Twixt him and Jjusian slavey the lowest of the low. 
Stanza xxxiii. lines 8 and 9. 

As I found the Portuguese, so I have characterized 
them. That they are since improved, at least in cou- 
rage, is evident. 

7. 

TVhen Cava's traitor^sire first caWdthe band 

That dyed thy mountain streams with Gothic gore. 
Stanza xxxv. lines 3 and 4. 

Count Julian’s daughter, the Helen of Spain. Pelar 
gius preserved his independence in the fastnesses oi 
the Asturias, and the descendants of his followers, after 
some centuries, completed their struggle by the con* 

I quest of Grenada. 

8 . 

JVo ! as he speeds^ he chantSy “ Vivd el Rey P* 

Stanza xlviii. lino 5. 

“ VivA el Rey Fernando !” Long live King Ferdinand! 
is the chorus of most of the Spanish patriotic son^ : 
they arc chiefly in dispraise of the old king Charts, 
the Queen, and the Prince of Peace. I have heard 
many of them ; some of the airs are beautiful. Godoy, 
the Principe de la Paz, was horn at Badajoz, on the 
frontiers of Porti^al, and was originally in the ranks 
of the Spanish Guards, till his person attracted the 

S ueen’s eyes, and raised him to the dukedom of Alcudia, 
cc. &c. It is to this man that the Spaniards univer- 
sally impute the ruin of their countiy. 

9. 

Bears in his cap the badge of crimson hue^ 

Which tells you whom to shun and whom to greet. 

Stanza I. lines 2 and $. 

The red cockade, with “Fernando Septimo” in the 
centre. 

10 . 

The ball-piled pyramidy the everddazing match. 

Stanza li. lino last. 

All who have seen a battery will recollect the pyra- 
midal form in which shot and shells are piled. The 
Sierra Morena was fortified in every defile through 
which 1 passed in my way to Seville. 

11 . 

FoiPd ly a womarCs handy before a hattedd wall. 
Stanza Ivi. line last. 

Such were the exploits of the Maid of Saragoza. 
When the author was at Seville she walked daily on 
the Prado, decorated with medals and orders, by com- 
mand of the Junta. 

12 . 

The seal Lovers dimpling finger hath impressed 
Denotes how soft that chin which bears his touch. 
Stanza Iviii. fines 1 and 2. 

“ Sigilla in mento impressa Amoris digitulo 
Vestigio demonstrantmollitudinem.” AituGcl. 


since ihc publication of thie poem, I hate been informed of the 
misapprebemion of the term JVoeta Senora da Pena. It wae owing to 
the want of the ri/de, or marii over the n, which altars the signtScationj 
of the word : with it, Pern signifies a rodr; without it, Pena has the 
sense 1 adopted. I do not tbmk it neoessart to alter the passage, ae 
tlMn^h the common acceptation affixed to li is Our Lady of the Rock,' 
f may well aMunw Uts otiwr sense from the ifterities practised there. 


IS. 

Ohy thou Parnassus! 

Stanza lx. line 1. 

These stanzas were written in Castri, (Delpboi,) at 
the foot of Parnassus, now called Ataxvpfi^laakura. 
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tt pmtd SevUJk ; let her country boast 
Her strength^ her weeith^ her site of ancient days. 

Stanza Ixv. lines 1 and 2. 

Seville was the Hispalis of the Romans. 

16. 

ye^ Bcsf^km shades I the reason why ? 

Stanza Ixx. line 5. 

This WM written at Thebes, and conscaueritly in th 
best situation for asking and answering sucn a question 
not as the birtholace of Pindar, but as the capital o; 
Boeotia, where me first riddle was propounded an< 
solved. 

16, 

Some bitter o*er the flowers its bubbling venom flings, 

' Stanza Ixxxii. line lost. 

Medio de fonte leporum 

Surgit amari aliquid quod in ipsis fioribus angat.” 

Luc 

17 . 

A traitor onlyfdl beneath the feud. 

Stanza Ixxxv. lino 7. 

Alluding to the conduct and death of Solano, the 
Governor of Cadiz, 

18 . 

* War even to the knife 

Stanza Ixxxvi. line last. 

“ W ar to the knife.” Palafox’s ansv-xr to the Frencli 
general at the siege of Saragoza, 

19 , 

And thouj my frientl I ^ 

Stanza xci. line 1. 

The Honourable I*. W**. of tlie Guards, who died 
of a fever at Coimbra. I had known him ten years, 
the better half of his life, and tlie happiest part of mine. 

In the short space of on© month I havt-i lost her who 
gave me being, and most of those who had made that 
being tolerablo. To me the lines of Young are no 
fiction : . 

“ Insatiate archer ! could not one suffice ? 

Thy shaft flew thrice, and Uirice my peace was slain. 

And thrice ere thrice yon moon had fill’d her horn.*' 

1 should have ventured a verse to the memory of the 
late Charles Skinner Matthews, Fellow of Downing 
College, Cambridge, were he not too much above au 
praise of mine. His powers of mind, shown in the 
attainment of peater nonours, against the ablest can- 
didates, than tho.se of any graduate on record at Cam- 
bridge, have sufficiently established his fame on the 
spot where it was acquired ; while his softer qualities 
hve in the recollection of friends who loved him too 
well to envy his superiority. 


what Athens was, and the certainty of what she now 
is. This theatre of contention between mighty factions, 
of the struggles of orators, the exaltation and depoai* 


British nobility and gentry. *‘The wild foxes, the owls 
and serpents in the ruins of Babylon,*’ were surely less 
dt'grading than such inhabitants. The Turks have the 
plea of conquest for their tyranny, and the Greeks have 
only suffered the fortune of war, incidental to the 
bravest; but how are the mighty fallet^ when two 
painters contest the privilege of plundering the Par- 
thenon, and triumph in turn, according to the tenor of 
each succeeding firman! Sylla could but punish, 
Philip subdue, and Xerxes bum Athens; but it re- 
mained for the paltry antiquarian, and his despicable 
agents, to render her contemptible as himself and his 
pursuits. 

The Parthenon, before its destruction in part, by fire 
during the Venetian siege, had been a temple, a church, 
and a mosque. In each point of view it is on object of 
regard : it changed its worshippers ; but still it was a 
place of worship thrice sacred to devotion : its viola 
tion is a triple sacrilege. But 

“Man, vain man, 

Drest in a little brief authority, 

Plays such fantastic tricks before high licavcii 
As make the angels weep.” 

3. 

Far on tlie solitary shore he sleeps. 

I Stanza v. line 2. 

It was not always the custom of the Greeks to burn 
heir dead ; the greater Ajax, in particular, was interred 
ntire. Almost ail the chiefs became gods after their 
decease; and he was indeed neglected, who had not 
annual games near his tomb, or festivals in honour of 
his memory by his countrymen, as Achilles, Brasidas, 
&c. and at last even Antinous, whose death was as he- 
roic as his life was infamous. 

4. 

JHerc, son of Saturn t urns fhy favorite throne. 

Stanza x. line S. 

The temple of Jupiter Olympius, of which sixteen 
lolumns, entirely of marble, yet survive: originally 
.here were 150. Those columns, however, are by 
many supposed to belong to the Pantheon. 

5 . 

And bear these altars der the long-reluctant brine. 
Stanza xi. line last. 

The ship was wrecked in the Archipelago. 

6 . 

To rive what Gothf and Turk^ and Time hath spared. 
Stanza xii. line 2. 


CANTO n. 


1 . 

— despite of war and wasting fire — 

Stanza i. line 4. 

Part of the Acropolis was de.stroyed by the explo- 
sion of a magazine during Uie Venetian siege. 

2 . 

Bid worse than sted and flame, and ages slow, 

Is the drmd sceptre and dominion dire 

Of men vho never flit the sacred glow 
That thoughts of diee and thine on polisKd hreeMs bestow. 

Stanza i. line 6. 

Wo can all feel, or imamne, the regret with which 
the mins of cities, once the capitals of empires, are 
beheld ; the reflections suggested by such objects are 
too trite to require recapitulation. But never did the 
littleness of man, and the vanity of his very best virtues 
of patriotism to exalt, and of valour to defmd Ws coun- 1 
try, appear more conspicuous than in the record ofj 


At this moment, (Janua^ 3, 1809,) besides what has 
•een already deposited in London, an Hydriot vessel is 
II the PyrflBUs to receive every portable relic. Thus, 
as I heard a young Greek observe, in common with 
nany of his countrymen — for, lost as tliey are, they 
xt jfeel on this occasion — thus may Lord Elgin boast 
>f having ruined Athens. An Italian painter of the 
irst eminence, named Lusieri, is the agent of devasta- 
ion ; and like the Greek of Verres in Sicily, who 
bliowed the same profession, he has proved the able 
nstrument of plunder. Between this artist and the 
'rerich Consul Fauvel, who wishes to rescue the re- 
aains for his own government, there is now a violent 
ispute concerning a car employed in their conveyance, 
he wheel of which — ^I wish Uiey were both broken 
ipon it — has been locked up by the Consul, and Lusieri 
las laid his complaint before the Waywode. Lord 
~'.lgin has been extremely happy is his choice of Signor 
lUsieri. During a residence of ten years in Athens, 
3 never had the curiosity to proceed as far as Sunium,* 

* Now Cape Colonna. In all Attica, if we except Athena Itself and 
[arathon, there ia noeeene more IntereatlnfthAnCttiJei’nlomia. To 
> antiquary and artlat, sixteen cotiimna are an inexiinustiblc aource of 
lenfatioo and deelgn ; to the phUoaopher, the auppoeed scene of eome 
Plalo’a eonreraationa will not be nnweleome ; aitd tite imvelter will ba 
trudr with the beauty of the proancct over hlex that crnvm tht JSgifm 
detp:** but for an EncHehman, Colonna hae yet an addiilnnai inlereet, 
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till he Accompanied us in our second excursion. How- 
ever^ his works, as far as they go, are most beautiful ; 
but they are almost all unfinished. While he and bis 
patrons confine themselves to tasting medals, apprecia- 
ting cameos, sketching columns, and cheapening gems, 
tbeir little aosurdities are as harmless as insect or fox- 
huniing, maiden speechifying, barouche-driving, or any 
kuch pastime : but when they carry away three or four 
shiploads of the most valuable and massy relics that 
time and harbruism have left to the most injured and 
most celoorated of cities ; when they destroy, in a vain 
attempt to t^ar down, those works wnich have been the 
admiration of ages, I know no motive which can excuse, 
no name which can designate, the perpetrators of this 
dastardly devastation. It was not the least of the crimes { 
laid to the charge of Verres^ that he had plundered Si- 
cily, in the manner since imitated at Athens. The 
most unblushing impudence could hardly go farther tliau 
to affix the name of its plunderer to the walls of the 
Acropolis ; while the wanton and useless defacement 
of the whole range of the basso-relievos, in one com- 
partment of the temple, will never permit that name to 
be pronounced by an observer without execration. 

On this occasion 1 speak impartially : I am not a col- 
lector or admirer, of collections, corisemicntly no rival ; 
but 1 have some early prepossession in favour of Greece, 
and do not think the honour of England advanced by 
plunder, whether of India or Attica. 

Another noble Lord has done better, because he has 
done less : but some others, more or less noble, yet “ all 
honourable men,'* have done best, because, after a deal 
of excavation and execration, bribery to the Way wtjdc, 
mining and countermining, they have done nothing at 
all. We had such ink-shed, and wine-shed, which al- 
most ended in bloodshed! Lord E.’s “prig” — see Jona- 
than Wylde for the definition of ** priggism" — quarrelled 
with another, Gropiti$* by name, (a very good name 
too for his business,! and muttered somothiiig about sa- 
tisfaction, in a verbal answer to a note of the poor Prus- 
sian : this was stated at table to Gropius, who laughed, 
but could eat no dinner afterwards. The rivals were 
not reconciled when 1 left Greece. I have reason to 
r(^meruher their squabble, for they wanted to make me 
their arbitrator. 

7. 

Her earn too weftk the eacred thrine to guards 
Yet feU 9ome portion of their mother^s pains, 

Siaiuca xii. lines 7 and 6. 

I cannot resist availing myself of the permission of 
my friend Dr. Clarke, whose iianrie requires no com- 
ment with the public, but whoso sanction will add ten- 
fold weight to my testimony, to insert the following ex- 
tract from a very obliging letter of his to me, as a note 
to the above lines. 

“ When the last of the Metopes was taken from the | 

•K ih« (tclutl tixK vf Paicofier’a Sbipwreck. Paliaa aud Pklo are fur- 
foiten, In the rrcoHecUon of Falconer amt Campbell : 

“ Here In Die dead of niRht by Lonna'i rteep, 

'I’be eeamau'ii cry waa heard alotip the deep.** 

Ttiw t(*niplc of Miuoi va may be aften al aea from a (treat dletance. In 
two joiirncyi wbicti I made, and one voyage to C’ape Coloima, the view 
from ettlier tide, by land, wat l«n ttrikliiR than the ap|iroach from the 
itlet. til nm- tecoud land excurtiou, wc hud a narrow escape from a 
jiarly of Maimites, concealed in the caverua lipuealh. yV'e were hdd I 
aficrwante, by one of iheir iiriminers tubsequently ranaomed, tlmt they 
were ilfterml from allarkiiiR ua by the appCHnuice of my two Albauiana : I 
conjecturing very anenctoiMiy, but fultely, that wo bad n complete guard 
of itieae Arnaoiita a( hand, they remained atationary, and thna saved oor 
(Kirly, which was louaninll Ui have oppoaed any effectual reaiatauce. 

Colonna ia no leas a resort of ^niiitera titan uf pirates ; there 
“ The hireling artist phuila hw paltry (leak, 

And makes degraded nature picturesque.*’ 

(fi«e Hodgaan’a l,ady Jane Qrey, 4«.) 

Rut thei*e Nature, with the aid of Art, has done that for lieraelf. I was 
fortunate enough to engage a very suiittrior German artist ; and ht^ to 
renew my acquaintance wiUi this and many other Levantine scenes, by 
qw juTlval of his perfurmaores. 

feiyNHs Sr. Gropius was employed by a noble Lord for the sole pnrpoee 
4r Hmfccbing, In whicli he excels ; but I am sorry to say, that he has, 
lIlkMigh the abused sanction of that most respectable name, been tread- 
)M|iai htmihle distance In Uie Hte)Mi of Hr. Lusieri. A shipfut of his tro> 
|MMe wastletained, and I believe conHscated, at Cunstantinople, in IBIO. 
Tim most happy to be now enabled to state, that “ this was not in h>s 
bund that ne whs ein|iloyed solely as a painter, and that bu noble pa- 
tt'oii disavows all connexion with him, except as au artist. If the error 
in the first ki.( 1 second edition of this poem lias given the noble Lord a mo- 
ment's pam 1 air. very sorry for it : Sr. Qroptusbas assumed for years 
III) na.ns of ins r j;ent ; hmi though 1 cannot tnuch condemn myself for 
tharini la tlik mistake of so many, I am Itappy In Iteiug one of the first to 
be uiufecetesd. Indeed, f b««s m much pleasure in coatradicUaf Uds as 
t fell refrel in statlag it. 


Parthenon, and, in moving of it, great part of the super- 
structure with one of the triply phs was thrown down by 
the workmen whom Lord Elgin employed, the Disdar, 
who beheld the miscliief done to the building, took his 
pipe from his mouth, dropped a tear, and, in a supplica- 
ting tone of voice, said to Lusieri, TiXog !— *1 was pre 
sent.” 

The Disdar alluded to was the father of the present 
Disdar. 

8 . 

fFhere was thine JHgis^ Pallas ! that appaWd 
Stem Akaric and Havoc on their wc^ ? 

Stanza xiv. lines 1 and 2. 

According to Zosimus, Minerva and Achilles frighU 
enod Alaric from the Acropolis ; but others relate that 
the Gothic king was nearly as mischievous as the Scot- 
tish peer.— See Chanplkr. 

9 . 

— — — the netted amopy. 

Stanza .xviii. line 2. 

The netting to prevent blocks or splinters from falling 
on deck during action. 

Bat not in silence pass Calypso' s isles. 

Stanza x.\ix. line 1. 

Goza is said to have been the island of Calypso. 

Ijmd of Albania ! let me betid mine 
On thee.^ thou rugged nurse of saiHigc men ! 

Stanza xxxviii. lines 5 and 6. 

Albania comprises part of Macedonia, Illyria, Ohao- 
nia, and Epirus. Iskander is the Turkish word for Alex- 
ander ; and the celebrated Scanderberg (Lord Alexan- 
der) is alluded to in the third and fourth lines of the 
thirty-eighth stanza. I do not know whether 1 am cor- 
rect in making Scanderberg the countryman of Alexan- 
der, who was bom at Pella in Macedon, but Mr. Gil>- 
bon terms him so, and adds Pyrrhus to the li.st, in 
speaking of his exploits. 

Of Albania Gibbon remarks, that a country within 
sight of Italy is less known than the interior <if Ameri- 
ca.” Circumstances, of little consequence to menlion, 
led Mr. Hohhouse and myself into that country before 
we visited any other part of the Ottoman dothinions ; 
and wiili the exception of Major Leake, tJien officially 
resident at Joanmna, no other Englishmen have ever 
advanced beyond the ca]>ilal into tlie interior, as that 
gentleman very lately assured me. Ali Pacha was 
at that lime (October, 1809) carrying on war against 
ibraium Pacha, whom he liad driven to Berat, a strong 
fortress which he was tlien besieging : on our arrival at 
Joannina we were invited to Tepaleni, his higlmess’s 
birthplace, and favourite Serai, only one day’s distance 
from Herat; at this juncture the Vizier had made it 
[his headquarters. 

After some stay in the capital, we accordingly fid- 
lowed ; but though furnished with every accommoda- 
tion, and escorted by one of the Vizier’s secretaries, we 
were nine day.s (on account of the rains) in accomplish- 
ing a journey which, on our return, barely occupied four. 

On our route wo passed two cities, Argyrocastro and 
Libochabo, apparently little inferior to Yanina in size 
I and m> pencil or pen can ever do justice to the scenery 
in the vicinity of Zitza and Delvinachi, the frontier 
village of Epirus and Albania Proper. 

On Albania and its inhabitants I am unwilling to 
rlcscant, because this will be done so much better by 
my fellow-traveller, in a work which may probably pre- 
cede this in publication, that I as little wisn to follow as 
1 would to anticipate him. But some few observations 
are n©ce.s3ary to the text. 

The Arnaouts, or Albanese, struck me forcibly by 
heir resemblance to the Highlanders of Scotland, in 
dress, figure, and manner of living. Their very moun- 
tains seemed Caledonian, with a kinder climate. The 
kilt, thou|^ white ; the spare, active form ; their dialect. 
Celtic in its soimd, and their hardy habits, all carried 
me back to Morven. No nation are so detested and 
dreaded by their neighbours as Uie Albanese ; the 
Greeks hardly regard Uiem as Christians, or the Turks 
as Moslems ; and in fact they are a mixture of both, and 
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■ometimes neither. Their habits are predatory— all ar4 
armed ; and the red'shawled Arnaouts, the Montene- 
grins, Chimariots, and Gegdes, are treacherous; th< 
others differ somewhat in garb, and essentially in cha- 
racter, As far as my own experience goes, I can speaf 
favourably. I was attended by two, an Infidel and i 
Mussuimaii, to Constantinople and every other part o 
Turkey which came within my ohservation ; ana mort 
faithful in peril, or indefatigable in service are rarely 
to be found. The Infidel was named Basilius, the Mos- 
lem, Dervish Tahiri ; the former a man of middle age, 
and the latter about my own. Basili was strictly 
charged by Ali Pacha in person to attend us ; and Der- 
vish was one of fitly who accompanied us through tin 
forests of Arcanania to the banks of Acholous, and on- 
ward to Messalonghi in .^tolia. There I took him into 
my own service, and never had occasion to repent i 
till the moment of my departure. 

When in 1810, after the departure of my friend Mr. 
H. for England, I was seized with a severe fever in 
the Morea, these men saved my life by frightening 
away my physician, whose throat they threatened to 
cut if I was not cured within a given time. To this 
consolatory assurance of f)osthuriiou8 retribution, and 
a resolute refusal of Dr. llomanelli’s prescriptions, I 
attributed my recovery. I had lefi my last reniainiiig 
English servant at Athens ; my dragoman was as ill 
as myself, and my poor Arnaouts nursed me with an 
attention W'hich would have d<me honour to civilization. 

They ha<l a variety of adventures; for the Moslem. 
Dervish, being a remarkably handsome man, was always 
squabbling with the husbands of Athens; insomuch that 
four of the pririripal Turks paid me a visit of rcmoii- 
stranee at the Convent, on llie subject of his having 
taken a woman from the Imth — whom he had lawfully 
bought however — a thing quite contrary to etiquette. 

Basili also was extremely gallant among his own 
persuasion, and had the greatest veneration for the 
church, mixed with the highest contempt of churchmen, 
whom he cuffed upon occasion in a most heterodox 
manner. Yet he never passed a church without cross- 
ing himself; and I remember the risk lie ran in entering 
St. Sophia, in Stamhol, because it had once been a 
place of his worship. On remonstrating with him on 
(lis inconsistent proceedings, he invariably answered, 

“ our church is hoK', our priests are thieves and then 
he cro.ssed himself as usual, and boxed the ears of the 
first “papas” who refused to as.sist in any required ope- 
ration, as was always found to be iiecessaiy where a 
priest had any influence with the Cogia Bashi of his 
village. Indeed a more abandoned race of miscreants 
cannot exist than the lower orders of the Greek clergy. 

When preparation.s were made for my return, my 
Albanians were summoned to receive their pay. Ba- 
sili took his with an awkward show of re<rret at my in- 
tended departure, and marched away to his quarters 
with his bag of piastres. I sent for Dervish, but for 
some time he was not to be found ; at last he entered, 
just as Signor Logothefi, father to the ci-devant Anglo- 
consul of Athens, and some other of my Greek acipiaint- 
ances, paid me a visit. Dervish took the money, hut 
on a sudden dashed it to the ground ; and clasping his 
hands, which ho raised to his forehead, rushed out of | 
the room, weeping bitterly. From that moment to the 
hour of my embarkation, he continued his lamentations, 
and all our efforts to console him only produced this an- 
swer, “ Md “ He leaves me.” Signor Logotheti, 

who never wept before for any thing less than the 
loss of a para*, melted ; the padre of the convent, my 
attendants, my visitors— and 1 verily believe that even 
Sterne’s “ foolish fat scullion” would have left her “fish- 
kettle,” to sympathize with the unaffected and unex- 
pected sorrow of this barbarian. 

For my own part, when I remembered that, a short 
time before my departure from England, a noble and 
most intimate associate had excused himself from tak- 
ing leave of me because he had to attend a relation “ to 
a milliner’s,” I felt no less surprised than humiliated by 
th^resent occurrence and the past recollection. 

Tiiat Dervish would leave me with some regret was 


4S 

to be expected : when master and man have been scram* 
bling over tl»e mountains of a dozen provinces together, 
tliey are unwilling to separate ; but his present feelings, 
contrasted witli his native ferocity, improved my opinion 
of the human heart. 1 believe this almost feudal fide- 
lity is frequent among them. One day, on our journey 
over Parnassus, an Englishman in my service gave him 
a push in some dispute about the baggage, which he 
unluckily mistook for a blow; he spoke not, but sat 
down leaning his head upon his hands. Foreseeing the 
consequences, we endeavoured to explain away the aJP- 
front, which produced the following answer “ I have 
been a robber ; I am a soldier ; no captain ever struck 
me ; you are my master, I have eaten your bread, but 
by that bread ! (an usual oath) had it been otherwise, 
1 would have stabbed the dog your servant, and gone to 
the mountains.” So the affair ended, but from that 
day forward he never thoroughly forgave the thought- 
less fellow who insulted him. 

Dervish excelled in the dance of his country, conjec- 
tured to be a remnant of the ancient Pyrrhic : be that 
as it may, it is manly, and requires wonderful agility. 
It is very di.stinct from the stupid Romaika, the dull 
round-about of the Greeks, oi which our Athenian 
party had so many specimens. 

Tiie Albanians in general (I do not mean the culti- 
ators of the earth in the provinces, who have also that 
app»dlation, but the mountaineers] have a fine cast of 
L'ounlenanoo; and llie, most beautiful women I everbe- 
leld, in stature and in features, wc saw levelling the 
road broken down by the. torrents between Delvinachi 
and Libochabo. Their manner of walking is truly the- 
atrical; but this strut is probably the effect of Inc ca- 
;»ote, or cloak, depending from one shoulder. Their 
ongbair reminds yon of the Spartans, and their courage 
in desultory warfare is unquestionable. Though they 
mve some cavalry uinougsi the Gegdes, I never saw a 
good Arnaout horseman ; my own preferred the Eng- 
lish saddles, which, however, they could never keep. 
Hut on foot (hey are not to be subdued by fatigue. 

12. 

■ and passed the barren 

ffhere xad Penelope oWlookW the wave. 

Stanza xxxix. lines 1 and 2. 

Ithaca. 

13. 

AcHunij IjpantOj fatal Trafalgar. 

Stanza xl. line 5. 

Actium and Trafalgar need no further mention. Tlie 
lattle of Lepanto, equally bloody and considerable, but 
es.s known, was fought in the Gulf of Patras. Here 
he author of Don Quixote lost his left hand, 

14. 

And haiVd the lust resort of fruitless love. 

Stanza xli. line 3. 

Leucadia, now' Santa Maura, From the promon- 
)ry (the Lover’s Leap) Sappho is said to have thrown 
erself. 

15. 

— many a Roman chief and Asian king. 

Stanza xlv. line 4. 

It is said, that on the day previous to the battle of Ac- 
lum, Anthony had thirteen kings at his levee, 

16* 

Look where the second C<ES(Kds trophies rose ! 

Stanza xlv. line 6. 

NicopoUs, whose ruins arc most extensive, is at some 
istance from Actium, whore the wall of the Hippodrome 
lurvives in a few fragments. 

17. 

- AcherusWs lake. 

Stanza xlvii. line 1. 

According to Pouqtieville the lake of Yanina ; but Pou- 
lueville is mways out. 

18. 

To greet Albania's cJiief. 

Stanza xlvii. line 4. 

The celebrated AU Pacha. Of this extraordinary 
man there is an incorrect account in Pouquevillc’s Tra- 
vels. 


* Para, about itM fourth of a (krthiag. 



46 


NOTES TO CmLDE EA.i01\y. 


Cakto 11. 


Yet here and iftere eame daring jnountain band men or women ind 

I)iadcdn his power^ and from their rorJky hold merely a kind of cl 

Hurl thdr defiance far^ nor yidd^ unless to gold. 

Stanza xlvii. lines 7, 8, and 9. 1 . 

Five thousand Suliotes, among the rocks and in th< Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
castle of Suit, withstood 30,000 Albanians for eighteei Naciarura, popuso. 
years ; the castle at last was taken by bribery. In this 2. 

contest there were several acts performed not unwor* Jifaciarura na civin 
thy of the better days of Greece. Ha penderini ti hin. 

fW. 3. 

Monastic Zitzoy 4‘C, Ha pe uderi escroti 

Stanza xlviii. line 1. Ti vin ti mar serve 
The convent and village of Zitza are four hours’ jour- 
ney from Joannina, or Y anina, the capital of the Pacha- 4. 

lick. In the valley of the river Kalamas (once tlte Caliriote me surme 


ral songs, which are generally chanted in dancing by 
men or women indiscriminately. The first words are 
merely a kind of chorus without meaning, like some in 
our own and all other languages. 


lick. In the valley of the river Kalamas (once tlm Caliriote me surme 
Acheron) flows, and not far from Zitza forms a fine £a ha pc pse dua tive. 
cataract. The situation is perhaps the finest in Greece, 
though the approach to Deivinacni and parts of Aear- 5. 

nania and iEtolia may contest the palm. Delphi, Par* Buo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, 
nassus, and, in Attica, even Cape Colonna and Port Gi egem spirta esimiro. 
Raphti, arc very inferior ; as also every scene in Ionia, " 6. 

or the Troad : i am almost inclined to add the approach Caliriote vu le funde 
to Constantinople ; but from the different features of Ede vete tunde tunde. 
the last, a comparison can hardly be made. 

Here dwells the caloyer. me surme 

Stanza xlix. line 6. 

The Greek monks are so called. , 


Natures volcanic amphitheatre. 

Stanza li. line 2. 


The Chimariot mountains appear to have been vol- ^adalo 


came. 

23. 

- behold black Acheron ! 

Stanza li. line 6. 

Now called Kalamas. 

24. 

- in his white capote. 

Stanza lii. line 7. 

Albanese cloak. 

25. 

7%e sun had sunk behind vast Tomerit. 

Stanza Iv. lino 1. 

Anciently Mount Tomarus. 

26. 

And tms wide and fierce came roaring by. 

Stanza Iv. line 2. 


Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Lo, Lo, I come, I come ; be 
Naciarura, popuso. thou silent. 

* 2 . 2 . 

Naciarura na civin I come, I run ; open the door 

Ha penderini ti hin. that I may enter. 

3. 3. 

Ha pe uderi escrotini Open the door by halves, 
Ti vin ti mar servetini. that 1 may take my tur- 
ban. 

4. 4. 

» Caliriote me surme Caliriotes'*‘ with the dark 

‘ £a ha pc pse dua tive. eyes, open the gate that 1 
may enter. 

5. 5. 

Buo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Bo, Lo, Lo, I hoar thee, my soul, 

t Gi egem spirta esimiro. 

, 6 . 6 . 

I Caliriote vu le funde An Arnaout girl, in costly 
r Ede vete tunde tunde. gm*b, walks with graceful 
pride. 

7. 7. 

Caliriote me surme Caliriot maid of the dark 

Ti mi put c poi mi le. eyes, give me a kiss. 

I Se ti puta citi mora If I have kissed thee, what 
Si mi ri ni veti udo gia. hast thou gained ? My 
soul is consumed with fire. 

9. 9. 

Va le ni il che cadalo Dance lightly, more gently, 
Celo more, more colo. and gently still. 

10 . 10 . 

Plu hari ti tireto Make not so much dust to 

Plu huron cia pra seti. destroy your embroidered 
hose. 

The last stanza would puzzle a commentator ; the 
men have certainly buskins of the most beautiful texture, 
but the ladies (to whom the above is supposed to be 
j addressed) have nofhing under their little yellow boots 
'and slippers but a well-turned and somelimcs very 
white ankle. The Arnaout girls are much handsomer 
than the Greeks, and their dress is far more picturesque. 
They preserve their shape much longer also, from be- 
ing always in the open air. It is to he observed, that 
the Arnaout is not a written language ; the words of 
this song, therefore, as well as the one which follows, 


I Se ti puta citi mora 
Si mi ri ni veti udo gia. 


Celo more, more colo. 

10 . 

Plu hari ti tireto 
Plu huron cia pra seti. 


The river Laos was full at the time the author passed are spelt according lo their pronunciation. They are 
it ; and, immediately above Tepalen, was to tne eve copied by one who speaks and understands the dialect 
as wide as tho Thames at Westminster ; at least in the nerfectly, and who is a native of Athens. 

. • • „ 1 /•_ii . nyr- ri-i. ^ ' 


opinion of the author and his fellow-traveller, Mr. Hob- - 

house. In the summer it must be much narrower. It V , 

certainly is the finest river in the Levant ; neither Ache- Nd» sefda tmde ulavossa 
lous, Alpheus, Acheron, Schamander, nor Cayster, ap- 
proaclieu it in breadth or beauty. ^ 

. , . „ ^ Ah vaisisso mi privi lofse 

AndfeUow-countrymen have stood aloof. g- 

Stanza Ixvi. line 8. 

Alluding to the wreckers of Cornwall. 3. 

^6. Uti tasa roba stua 

— -the red wine circUng fast. Sitti eve tulati dua. 

Stanza Ixxi. line 2. 

The Albanian Mussulmans do not abstain from wine, 4. 

and indeed very few of tho others. Roba stinori ssidua 

29. Qu mi sini vetti dua. 

Each Palikar his sabre from him cast. 5. 

Stanza Ixxi. line 7. Qunnini dua ciyileni 

Palikar, shortened when addressed to a single person, Roba ti siarmi tildi eni. 
from IlaAtKapt, a general name for a soldier amongst 
die Greeks ana Albanese who speak Romaic — ^ii means „ . . 

properly “a lad.” P«® vaisisso mo 

30 simi rin ti hapti 

Mmethuin Concert, it. EU mi hire » pute si gui 

Stanza IxxU. lino last. dendroi tiltaU. 

.. Al,* ‘*** AlbaiuM or Am«>ut dialect of , Ttasib..*, pTUmtarty ti. 

the Illyrt%|liM% msert two of their most popular cho- -ussb j" for what reaMu i inquii 


Ndi sefda tinde ulavossa I am wounded by thv love, 
Vettimi upri vi lofsa. and have loved but to 

scorch myself. 

2 . 

Ah vaisisso mi privi lofse Thou hast consumed me ! 
Si mi rini mi la vossc. Ah, maid ! thou hast 


Roba stinori ssidua 
Qu mi sini vetti dua. 
6. 

Qunnini dua civileni 


Utara pisa vaisisso mo 
simi rin ti hapti 
£ti mi hire a piste si gui 
dendroi tiltati. 


Ah, maid ! thou hast 
struck me to the heart. 

3. 

I have said I wish no dowry, 
but thine eyes and eye- 
lashes. 

4. 

The accursed dowry I want 
not, but tliee only. 

5. 

Give me thy charms, and 
let the portion feed the 
flames. 

6 . 

1 have loved thee, maid, 
with a sincere soul, but 
thou hast left me like a 
withered tree. 


y TheilIbaneie.partic«larlythewoine«i,a«f«q.iint!7i«i^ «CaJl. 

msert two of their most popular cho- ^qUi •/* for what reaMU I inquired in vain. 
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7 . 7 . 

U<ii viira iidorini udiri cl* If I have placed my hand oi 

cova cilti mora th;^ bosom, what have 

Udorini talti hollna u ede eained? my hand is with< 

caimonimora. drawn, but retains th< 

flame. 

I believe the two last stanzas, as they are in a difler* 
ent measure, ou^ht to belong to another ballad. Ai 
idea Bomethins similar to the thought in the last linei 
was expressed by Socrates, whoso arm having come in 
contact with one of his “ iiroKo\irioi” Critobulus o: 
Cleobulus, the philosopher complained of a shooiinj 
pain as far as his shoulder for some days after, an< 
therefore very properly resolved to teach lus disciples ii 
future without touching them. 

31. 

Tambourgi ! Tambourgi ! thy *larum afar^ 

Song, Stanza i. line 1. 

These Stanzas are partly taken from difFercnt Alba* 
nese songs, as far as 1 was able to make them out b} 
the exposition of the Albaneso in Romaic and Italian. 

32. 

Ranember the moment when Previsa fell. 

Song, Stanza viii. line 1. 

It was taken by storm from the French. 

33. 

Pair Greece ! sad relic of departed worthy ^c. 

Stanza kxiii. line 1. 

Some thoughts on this subject will be found in the 
subjoined papers. 

34. 

Spin/ of freedom ! when on Phyle^s brow 

Thou so£st with Thraoybulus and his train. 

Stanza Ixxiv. lines 1 and 2. 

Phyle, which commands a beautiful view of Athens, 
has still considerable remains : it was seized by Thra- 
sybulus previous to the expulsion of the Thirty. 

35. 

Receive the fiery Franky her former guest. 

Stanza Ixxvii. line 4. 

When taken by the Latins, and retained for several 
years. — See Gibbon, 

36. 

The prophets tomb of aU its pious spoil. 

Stanza Ixxvii. lino 6. 

Mecca and Medina wore taken some time ago by the 
Wahabees, a sect yearly increasing. 

37. 

Thy vales of ever-greeny thy hills of snow — 

Stanza Ixxxv. line 3. 

On many of the mountains, particularly Liakura, the 
snow never is entirely melted, notwithstanding the in- 
tense heat of the summer ; but I never saw It lie on 
the plains, even in winter. 

38. 

Save where some solitary column mourns 

Above its prostrate brethren of the cave. 

Stanza Ixxxvi. lines 1 and 2. 

Of Mount Pentelicus, from whence Uie marble was 
dug that constructed the public edifices of Athens. — 
The modem name is Mount Mendeli. An immense 
cave formed by the quarries still remains, and will till 
the end of time. 

39. 

Pfhen Marathon became a magic word. 

Stanza Ixxxix. line 7. 

*^Si8te Viator— heroa calcas!” was the epitaph on 
Ae famous count Merci ; — ^what then must be our feel- 
ii^ when standing on the tumulus of the two hundred 
(weeks) who felfon Marathon ? The principal bar- 
row has recently been opened by Pauvcl ; few or no 
relics, as vases, &c. were found by the excavator. The 
plain of Marathon was ofiered to me for sale at the sum 
of sixteen thousand piastres, about nine hundred 
pounds ! Ala s Ezpendo— quot Ubrens in duce sum- 
mo— invenies !” — was the dust of Miltiades worth no 
more ? It could scarcely have fetched less if sold by 
^ght. 


PAPEKS REFERKED TO BY NOTE S3. 

I. 

Before I say any thing about a city of which every 
body, traveller or not, has thoi^ht it necessary to say 
something, 1 will request Miss Owenson, when she next 
borrows an Athenian heroine for her four volumes, to 
have the goodness to marry her to somebody more of 
a gentleman than a “ Disdar Ago,” (who by the by is 
not an Aga,) tlic most impolite of petty officers, tho 
neatest patron of larceny Atliens ever saw, (except 
Lord E.) and the unworthy occupant of the Acropolis, 
on a handsome annual stipend of 150 piastres, (eight 
pounds sterling,) out of which he has only to pay his 
garrison, the most ill-regulated corps in the ill-regulated 
Ottoman Empire. I speak it tenderly, seeing 1 was 
once the cause of tho husband of “Ida of Athens” 
nearly suffering the bastinado ; and because the said 
“ Disdar” is a turbulent husband and beats his wife ; so 
that I exhort and be^secch Miss Owenson to sue for a 
separate maintenance in behalf of “ Ida.” Having pre- 
mised thus much, on a matter of such import to the 
readers of romances, I may now leave Ida, to mention 
her birthplace. 

Setting aside the magic of the name, and all those 
associations which it would be pedantic and superfluous 
to recapitulate, the very situation of Athens would ren- 
der it the favourite of all w'ho have eyes for art or na- 
ture. The climate, to me at least, appeared a perpe- 
tual spring ; during eight months 1 never passed a day 
without being as many hours on horseback : rain is ex- 
tremely rare, snow never lies in the plains, and a cloudy 
day is an agreeable rarity. In Spain, Portugal, and 
every part of the East which I visited, except Ionia 
and Attica, I perceived no such superiority of climato 
to our own ; and at Constantinople, where I passed 
May, June, and part of July, (1810,) you might “damn 
the climate, and complain of spleen,*’ five Jays out of 
leven. 

The air of the Morca is heavy and unwholesome, but 
he moment you pass the isthmus in the direction of 
Megara the change is strikingly perceptible. But I 
oar’ Hesiod will still be found correct in W description 
>f a Boeotian winter. 

We found at Livadia an “ esprit fort” in a Greek 
•ishop, of all free thinkers ! This worthy hypocrite ral- 
ed his own religion with great intrepidity, (but not bo- 
bre his flock,) and talked of a mass as a ** coglioneria.” 
t was impossible to think better of him for this ; but, 
or a Boeotian, he was brisk with all bis absurdity.— 
Tliis phenomenon (with the exception indeed of Thebes, 
♦he remains of Chaeronea, the plain of Platea, Orcho- 
nenus, Livadia, and its nominal cave of Trophonius) 
vas the only remarkable thing we saw before wc passed 
VIount Citha?ron. 

The fountain of Dirce turns a mill : at least my com- 
tanioii (who, resolving to be at once cleanly and das- 
ical, bathed in it) pronounced it to be the fountain of 
Dirce, and any body who thinks it worth while may con- 
:radict him. At Castri we drank of half a dozen streani- 
ets, some not of the purest, before we decided to our 
latisfaction which was the true Castalian, and even that 
lad a villanous twang, probably from the snow, though 
t did not throw us into an epic fever, like poor Dr. 
^handler. 

From Fort Phyle, of which large remams still exist, 
he Plain of Atlicns, Pentebcus, Hymettus, the ABgean, 
and the Acropolis, burst upon the eye at once ; in mjr 
>pinion, a more glorious prospect than even Cintra or 
Btambol. Not the view from the Troad, with Ida, the 
Hellespont, and the more distant Mount Athos, can 
iqual It, though so superior in extent. 

1 heard much of the beauty of Arcadia, but excepting 
he view frorn the monastery of Megaspelion, (which is 
nferior to Zitza in a command of country,) and the 
lescent from the mountains on the way from Tripolitza 
Argos, Arcadia has little to recommend it beyond the 

“ Stemitur, et dvlces morions reminiscitur Argos.” 
irgil could have put this into the mouth of none but an 
4.rgive, and (with reverence bo it spoken) it does not 
'eserve the epithet. And if the Polynices of Statius, 
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In meiiiif tiudit duo litora campiS)” did actunlly hear 
both shores in crossing the isthmus of Corinth, he had 
better ears than have ever been worn in such a journey 
since. 

Athens,” says a celebrated top^apher, ‘*is still 
the most polish^ city of Greece.” Perhaps it may of 
Oreeee, but not of the Cheeks ; for Joannina in Epirus 
is universally allowed, among themselves, to be supe- 
rior in the wealth, re/inement, learning, and dialect of 
its inhabitants. The Athenians are remarkable for their 
cunning ; and the lower orders are not improperly cha- 
racterised in that proverb, which classes them with "the 
Jews of Salonica, and the Turks of the Negropont.” 

Among the various foroi^ers resident in Athens, 
French, Italians, Germans, Ragusans, &c. there was 
never a ditferenco of opinion in their estimate of the 
^oek character, thougn on all other topics they dis- 
puted with great acrimony. 

Mr. Fauveljthe French consul, who has passed thirty 
years principally at Athens, and to whose talents as an 
artist and manners as a gendeman none who have known . 
him can refuse their testimony, has frequently declared 
in my hearing, that the Greeks do not deserve to be | 
emancipated ; reasoning on tlie grounds of their “ na- j 
tional and individual depravity while he forgot that , 
such depravity is to be attributed to causes which can 
only be removed by the measure he reprobates. : 

Mr. Roque, a French merchant of respectability long 
settled in Athens, asserted with the most amusing 
gravity, “ Sir, they arc the same canailU that existed 
tn the days of TTieniistodea !” an alarming remark to 
the " Laudator temporis acti.” The ancients banished ! 
Themistocles ; the moderns cheat Monsieur Roque: 
thus great men have ever been treated ! 

In short, all the Franks who are fixtures, and most 
of the Englishmen, Germans, Danes, &c. of passage, 
came over by degrees to their opinion, on much me 
same grounds that a Turk in England would condemn 
the nation by wholesale, because he was wronged by 
his lacquey, and overcharged by his washerwoman. 

Certainly it was not a little staggering when the 
Sieurs Fauvel and Lusieri, the two greatest uemage^ues 
of the day, who divide betwee.n them the power of Peri- 
cles and the popularity of Cleon, and puzzle the poor 
Waywode witn perpetual differences, agreed in the utter 
condemnation, "nulla virtute redomptum,” of the Greeks 
in general, and of the Athenians in particular. 

For ray own humble opinion, I am loth to hazard it, 
knowing, as I do, that there be now in MS. no less than 
five tours of the first magnitude and of the most threat- 
ening aspect, all in typograpliical array, by persons of 
wit, and honour, and regular common-place books ; but, 
if I may say this without offence, it seems to me rather 
hard to declare so positively and pertinaciously, as al- 
most every body has declared, that the Greeks, because 
th^ are very bad, will never be better. 

Eton and Sonnint have led us astray by their pane- 
gyrics and projects ; but, on the other hand, De Pauw 
and Thornton have debased the Greeks beyond their 
demerits. 

The Greeks will never be independent; they will 
never be sovereigns as heretofore, and God forbia they 
ever should ! but they may be subjects without being 
■laves. Our colonies are not independent, but they are 
free and industrious, and such may Greece be hereafter. 

At present, like the Catholics of Ireland and the 
Jews throughout dbie world, and such other cudgelled 
and heterodox people, they suffer all the moral and phy- 
sical ills that can afflict humanity. Their life is a 
struggle against truth; they are vicious in their own de- 
fence. They are so unusea to kindness, that when thej 
occasionally meet with it they look upon it with suspi- 
cion, as a dog offen beaten snaps at your fingers if you 
attempt to caress him. ** They are ungrateful, notori- 
ously, abominably ungrateful !” — this is the general cry. 
Now, in the name of Nemesis ! for what are they to be 
grateful ? Where is the human being that ever con- 
ferred a benefit on Greek or Greeks ? They are to be 
grateful to the Turks for their fetters, and to the Franks 
tor thmr broken promises and lying counsels. They 
aro|iWi|grateful to the artist who engraves their ruins, 
aivi^iirilhe antiquary who carries them away ; to the 


traveller whose janissary flogs them, and to the scribbler 
whose tournaJ abuses them ! This is the amount ojf 
their ooligations to foreigners. 

11 . 

JFrafidscan Convent, Athens^ January 23,1811. 

Among the remnants of the barbarous policy of the 
earlier ages, are the traces of bondage which yet exist 
in different countries; whose inh^itants, however 
divided in religion and manners, almost all agree In 
oppression. 

Tlie English have at last compassionated their Ne- 
groes, and under a less bigoted government, may proba- 
bly one day release their Catholic brethren : but the in- 
terposition of foreigners alone can emancipate the 
Greeks, who, otherwise, appear to have as small a 
chance of redemption from tne Turks, as the Jews liave 
fi-om mankind in general. 

Of the ancient Greeks we know more than enough ; 
at least the younger men of Etirope devote much of 
their time to the study of the Greek writers and history, 
which would be more usefully spent in mastering their 
own. Of the modems, we arc perhaps more nej^ectful 
tlmn they deserve ; and while every man of any pre- 
tensions to learning is tiring out his youth, and often 
his age, in the study of the language and of the ha- 
rangues of the Athenian clemagogues in favour of free- 
dom, the real or supposed descendants of these sturdy 
republicans are left to the actual tyranny of their masters, 
although a very slight effort is required to strike ofl' 
their ctiains. 

To talk, as the Greeks themselves do, of their rising 
again to thoir pristine siijK'riority, would be ridiculous ; 
as the rest of the worlci must resume its barbarism, 
after reasserting the sovereignty of Greece : but them 
seems to be no very great obstacle, except in the apa- 
thy of tho Franks, to their becoming an useful depen- 
dency, or even a free state with a proper guarantee 
under correction, howtsver, bo it spoken, for many and 
well-informed men doubt Uie practicability oven of 
this. 

The Greeks have never lost their hop<^, though they 
are now more divided in opinion on the subject of their 
probable deliverers. Religion recommends the Rus- 
sians ; but they have twice been deceived and aban- 
doned by tliat ])ower, and the dreadful lesson they re- 
ceived after the Muscovite desertion in the Morea has 
never been forgotten. The Fremch they dislike ; al- 
though the subjugation of the rest of Europe will, pro- 
bably, be attended by the deliverance of continental 
Greece. The islanders look to the English for succour, 
as tliey have ve^' lately possessed tliemselves of the 
Ionian republic, Corfu excepted. But whoever appear 
with arms in their hands will be welcome ; and when 
that day arrives. Heaven have mercy on the Ottomans, 
th^ cannot expect it from the Giaours. 

But. instead of considering what they have been, and 
speculating on what they may be, lot us look at thorn 
as they are. 

And here it is impossible to reconcile the contrariety 
of oi>mions : some, particularly the merchants, decrying 
the Greeks in the strongest language ; others, gene- 
rally travellers, turning periods in their eulogy, and 
publishing very curious speculations grafted on their 
former state, which can have no more effect on their 

{ iresent lot, than the existence of the Incas on the future 
brtunesof Peru. 

One vejy ingenious person terms them the "natural 
allies of Englishmen f another, no less ingenious, will 
not allow them to be tho allies of any body, and denies 
their very descent from the ancients ; a third| more in^ 
genious man eitlier, builds a Greek empire on a Russian 
foundation, and realizes (on paper) all the chimeras of 
Catherine II. As to the auestion of their descent 
what can it import whether the Mainotes are the lineal 
Laconians or not ? or the present Athenians as indi- 
genous as the bees of Hymottus, or as the grasshop^rs, 
to which they once likened themselves ? What Eng- 
lishman cares if he be of a Unni^ Saxon, Norman, or 
Trojan blood ? or who, except a Welshman, is affliicM 
with a desire of being descended from Caractacus? 
The poor Greeks do not so much abound in the good 
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things of this world, as to render even their claims h policy, have been amply punished by three centuries and 
anility an object of envy ; it is very cruel, then, in a half of captivity. 

Mr. Thornton to disturb them in the possession of all ttj 

that time has left them ; viz. their pedigree, of which . , n- • 

they are the more tenacious, as it is ail they can ca’ Athens, Franctacan Convent^ M€ar, 17, 1811. 

their own. It would bo worth while t^ublish togethei , “ ^ talk with thU learned Theban.** 

and conmare, the works of Messrs. Tniornton and De Some time after my return from Constantinoide to 
Pauw, Eton and Sonnini ; paradox on one side, and city, 1 received the thirty-first number of the £dm«- 
Pteiudice on the other. Mr. Thornton conceives him- hurgb Review as a great favour, and certainly at this 
swT to have claims to public confidence from a fourteen distarice an acc^table one, from the captain of an 
years’ residence at Pera; perJtaps he may on the sub- Englisii frigate on Salamis. In that number. Art, 3. 
lect of the Turks, but this can give him no more insight containing the review of a French trauslalioii of Strabo, 
into the real state of Greece and her inhabitants, than 'l^ere are introduced some remarks on the modem 


as many years spent in Wapping into that of the West- 
ern Highlands. 

The Greeks of Constantinople live in Fanal ; and if 
Mr. Thornton did not oftener cross the Golden Horn 
than his brother merchants are accustomed to do, 1 
should place no great reliance on his information. I 
actually heard one of these gentlemen boast of their 
little general intercourse with the city, and assert of 
himsmf, with an air of triumph, that he had been but 
four times at Constantinople in as many years. 

As to Mr. Thornton’s voyages in the Black Sea with 
Greek vessels, they gave him the same idea of Greece 
AS a cruise to Berwick in a Scotch smack would of 
Johnny Grot’s house. Upon what grounds then does 
he arrogate the right of condemning by wholesale a 
body of men, of whom he can know little ? It is rather 
a curious circumstance that Mr. Thornton, who so 
lavishly dispraises Pouqueville on every occasion of 
mentioning the Turks, has yet recourse to him as 
authority on the Greeks, and terms him an impartial ob- 
server. Now Dr. Pouqueville is as little entitled to 
that appellation, as Mr. Thornton to confer it on him. 

The fact is, we arc d^lorahly in want of information 
on the subject of the Greeks, and in particular their 
literature, nor is there any probability of our being bel- 
ter acquainted, till our intercourse becomes more inti- 
mate, or their independence confirmed : the relations of 
passing travellers are as little to be depended on as the 
invectives of angry factors ; but till something more 
can be attained, we must be content with the little to 
be acquired from similar sources.* 

However defective these may be, they are preferable 
to the paradoxes of men who have read superficially of 
the ancients, and seen nothing of the modems, such as 
De Pauw ; who, when he asserts that the British breed 
of horses is ruined by Newmarket, and that the Spar- 
tans were cowards in the field, l>etray8 an equal know- 
ledge of English horses and Spartan men. His “ phi- 
losopliical observations” have a much better claim to 
the title of “ poetical.” It could not be expected that 
he who so liberally condemns some of the most cele- 
brated institutions of the ancient, should have mercy on 
the modern Greeks ; and it fortunately happens, that 
the absurdity of his hypothesis on their forefathers re- 
futes his sentence on themselves. 

Let us trust, then, that in spite of the prophecies of 
De Pauw, and the doubts of Mr. Thornton, there is a 
reasonable hope of the redemption of a race of men, 
who, whatever may be the errors of their religion and 

• A word, en ptx^sanf, with Mr. Thomtoa and Dr. Ponqtierille, who 
have been guilty between them of nadly rlippinx the Siiltan’e Turkieh. 

Dr, Pouqueville telle e long etory of a MoHletn who ewallowetl forroeive 
Bublimate in euth qtiantitiee that he acquired llte name of ** Sulryman 
yiryen,” 1. e. quoth the Doctor, “ Snhymtm, tht mter of eorronvr tub- 
IhmUe.** “ Aha.*’ thinke Mr. Thornton, (angry with the Doctor for the 
fiftieth time,) “ have t caught you ?’*•— 'i'lien, in a note twice Uie ihlr.k- 
neaaof the Doctor’s anecdote, he questions the Doctor’s proficiency in the 
Turkish tongue, and his veracity in his own. — •’ For,” observes Mr. 
Thornton, (efter inflicting on us the tough participle of a Turkish verb,) 
** it means nothing more than Sui«yman th* eater , and quite cashiers 
the supplementary “ eublimate,'*' Now both are right, and both are 
'Wrong. If Mr, Thornton, when he next resides “ fourteen years in the 
factory,’* will consult his Turitlih dictionary, or ask any of his Stambo' 
line acquaintance, he will discover thst “ Suleitma'n put to- 

getber oisereetly, mean tlie ** SwaUoteer of eulilimaie,** without any 

Suleyman'* in the case : slipsuifying “ ronoeire eublu 

hMIe,*’ and not being a proper name on this occasion, although it be an 
orthodog name enou^ with the addition of n. After Mr. Thornton’s 
frequent Jiinta of profouikl Orientalism, be might have found this out be- 
fore he sang such paans over Dr. Pouqueville, 

After this, 1 think *’ Travellers versus Factors” shall be our motfo. 
though the above Mr. Thomtou has condemned ‘‘ hoc genus onnie,” for 
ttlsiake and misrepresentation. ** Ne Suior ultra ereuidam,* ‘ No 
<mltaat beyond hla bales.” N. B. For the benefit of Mr. Thornton, 
** Biiter** to not a proper nemo. 

G 


jrreeks and their literature, with a short account of 
Coray, a co-translator in the French version. On 
those remarks I mean to ground a few observations, 
and the spot where I now write will I hope be sufticient 
excuse for introducing them in a work in some degree 
connected with the subject. Coray, the most cele- 
brated of living Greeks, at least among the Franks, waft 
born at Scio, (in the Review Smyrna is stated, I have 
'cason to think, incorrect ly,) and, besides the transla- 
ion of Beccaria and other works mentioned by the 
Reviewer, has ptihlislicd a lexicon in Romaic and 
French, if I may trust the assurance of some Danish 
ravellers lately arrived from Paris; But the latest we 
lavc seen here in French and Greek is that of Gregory 
Zolikogloou.* Coray has recently been involved in 
an unpleasant eonirover.sy wiili M. Cail,! a Parisian 
[•ommeiitotor and editor of some translations from the 
eek poets, in eoiisequenee of the Institute having 
awarded him the prize for his version of Hippocrates 
Uep) vStfruv,” &e. to the disparagement, and conse- 
uently displeasure, of the said Gail. To his exertions 
Itcrary and patriotic great praise is undoubtedly due, 
:)ut a part of that praise ouglit not to be withlield from 
ihe two brothers Zosiniado, (merchants settled in Leg- 
lorn,) who sent him to Paris, and maintained him lor 
he express purpose of elucidating the ancient, and 
uUling to the modern, researches of his country men. 
JJoray, however, is not considered by Ids countrymen 
‘qual to some who lived in the two last centuries; more 
►articularly Dorotheus of Mitylene, whose Hellenic 
rritings are so much esteemed by the Greeks that 
Vfeletius terms him, “ Mcrd rdp Kat "Bivo- 

biovra apttrrog (P. 224. Ecclesiastical His- 

ory, %’ol. iv.) 

Panagioles Kodrikas, the translator of Fontenelle, 
and Kamarase.s, who translated Ocellus Lucarius on 
he Universe info Freneli, Chrisfodouhis, and more 
tarlicularly Psalida, whom I have conversed with in 
lanidna, arc also in high repute among their literati, 
'he last-mentioned has piihlished in Romaic and Latin 
work on “ TVue Happiness,’’ dedicated to Catherine 
I. But Polyzois, who is stated by the Reviewer to 
)e the only modern except Coray who has distin- 
guished himself by a knowledge of Hellenic, if he be 
*he Polyzois Lampanitziotes of Yanina, who has puli- 
ished a number of editions in Romaic, was neither 
nore nor less than an itinerant vender of books ; with 
he contents of which he had no concern beyond his 
tame on the title-page, jdaced there to secure his pro- 
>erty in the publication ; and he was, moreover, a man 
itterly destitute of scholastic acquirements. As the 
lamej however, is not uncommon, some other Polyzois 
have edited the Epistles of Aristinnetus. 
tt is to be regreltea that the system of conlinenlal 
blockade has closed the few channels through which 
he Greeks received their publications, particularly Vc- 
lice and Trieste, Even the common grammars for 
hildren are become too dear for the Tower orders. 
Amongst their original works the Geography of Melc- 
ius, Archbishop o? Athens, and a multitude of theolo- 
ical quartos and poetical pamphlets, are to be met 

* 1 have in my possession an excellent I.fxifon ” TptyA<u<rvov,” which 
received in exchange from S.G— , Esq. for a small gem : my antiqua- 
ian friends have never forgotten it, or forgiven me. 

t In Gall’s pamphlet against Cursy , he talks of throwing the insolent 
Hallenisle out of the windows.” On this a French critic exclnims, ‘‘Ah, 
my God! throw au Helleniste out of the window! whatsacrilrK t” It 
certainly would be a eerlous bnsiness for those authors who dwell in the 
attics ; but I have quoted the passage merely to prove the similarity of 
style among the controversialists of all pollshtfd countrise ; l^tmdMk or 
ralnburf h could hartlly parallel tliia Parian ebulUtiou. 
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with{ tbeir grammars aiid lexicons of two, threa and | expressions, as the whole Attic race are barbarouf io a 
four languages, are numerous and excellent. Their proverb : 

Doetry is in rhyme. The most singular piece I have * Q AOvm rporri xwpa 

lately seen is a satire in dialogue between a Russian, Ti yaiSapovs rpeijms 

English, and French traveller, and the Waywode of In Gibbon, vol. x. p. 16l, is the following sentence:—- 
Walachia, (or Blackbey, as they term him,) an arch- “The vulgar dialect of the city was gross and barbarous, 
bishop, a merchant, and Gogia Bachi, (or primate,) in though the compositions of the church and palace some- 
succession ; to all of whom under the Turks the writer times aJfected to copy the purity of the Attic models.” 
attributes their present degeneracy. Their songs are Whatever may be asserted on tne subject, it is difficult 
sometimes pretty and pathetic, but their tunes generally to conceive that the “ladies of Constantinople,” in #ie 
unpleasing to the oar of a Frank : the best is the famous reign of the last Caesar, spoke a purer dialect than Anna 
* rdv by tlie unfortunate Riga. Comnena wrote three centuries Wfore : and those royal 

But from a catalogue of more than sixty authors, now pages are not esteemed the best models of composition, 
before mo, only fifteen can be found who have touched aiinough the princess yXwrrav AKPJBRl Amxi- 
on any theme except theology. ^vaav. In tne Fanai, and in Yanina, the best Greek 

I am intrusted with a commission by a Greek of is spoken : in the latter there is a flourishing school 
Athens, named Marmarotouri,to make arrangements, if under the direction of Psalida. ' 


: : . " * London a translation of Barthe- There is now in Athens a pupil of Psalida^s, who is 

iemi’s Anacliarsis in Romaic, as he has no other oppor- making a tour of observation through Greece : he is 

. —i L.. j ...1 Mcj tr; I ii...... i ii 


tunity, unless he despatches the MS. to Vienna by the intelligent, and better educated than a fellow-commoner 
Black Sea and Danube. of niost colleges. I mention this as a proof that the 

The Reviewer mentions a school established at spirit of inquiry is not dormant among the Greeks. 
Hecatonesi, and suppressed at the instigation ofSebas- The Reviewer mentions Mr. Wright, the author of 
tiani : he moans C idonies, or, in Turkish, Haivali ; a town the beautiful poem “ Hortc lonica:,” as qualified to give 
on the continent, where that institution for a hundred details ofthese nominal Romans and degenerate Greeks, 
students and three professors still exists. It is true and also of their language : but Mr. Wright, though a 
that this establishment wa.s disturbed by the Porte, good poet and an able man, has made a mistake where 
under the ridiculous pretext that the Greeks were con- he stales the Albanian dialect of the Romaic to approxi- 
structing a fortress instead of a college : hut on inves- mate nearest to the Hellenic ; for the Albanians speak 
tigation, and the payment of some purses to the Divan, a Romaic as notoriously corrupt as the Scotch of Aber- 
it nas been permuted to continue. The principal pro- deenshire, or the Italian of Naples. Yanina, (where, 
fessor, named Ueniamin,(i.c. Benjamin,) IS stated to he next to the Fanai, the Greek is purest,) although 
a man of talent, but a freethinker. He was born in the capital of Ali Paclia’s dominions, is not in Albania 
Lesbos, studied in Italy, and is master of Hellenic, Latin, but Epirus ; and beyond Delvinachi in Albania Proper, 
and some Frank languages ; besides a smattering of the up to Argyrocastro and Tepaleen, (beyond which I did 
sciences. not advance,) they speak worse Greek than even the 

Though it is not my intention to enter farther on (his Athenians. I was attended for a year and a half by two 
topic than may allude to tlie article in question, I cannot of these singular mountaineers, whose mother tongue is 
but observe that the Reviewer’s lamentation over tlie Illyric, and I never heard them or their countrymen 
fall of the Greeks appears singular, when he closes it (whom I have seen, not only at home, but to the amount 
with these words: “T/te change is to be aitrihuted io of twenty thousand in the army of Vely Pacha) praised 
tAcir misfortune rather than to any * 'physical degrada^ for their Greek, but often laughed at for tlieir provincial 
/ion.* ** It may be true that the Greeks are not physi- barbarisms. 

cally degenerated^ and that Constantinople contained, I have in my possession about twenty-five letters, 
on the day when it changed masters, as many men of among which some from the Bey of Corinth, written 


to preserve a state in vigour and independence ; and the able specimens of their epistolary style. I also received 
Greeks, in particular, are a melancholy example of the mme at Constantinople from private persons, written 
near connexion between moral degradation and national n a most hyperbolical style, but in me true antique 
decay. I character. 

The Reviewer mentions a plan we believe'^ by The Reviewer proceeds, after some remarks on the 
Potemkin for the purification of the Romaic, and I have tongue in its past and present state, to a paradox (page 
endeavoured in vain to procure any tidings or traces of 69) on the great mischief the knowledge of his own 
its existence. There was an academy in Si. Peters- language has done to Corny, who, it seems, is less 
burgh for the Greeks; but it was suppressed by Paul, likely to understand the ancient Greek, because he is per- 
and has not been revived by his successor. feet master of the modem ! This observation follows a 

There is a slip of the pen, and it can only be a slip paragrmih, recommending, in explicit terms, the study 
of the pen, in p. 58, No. 3l, of the Edinburgh Review, of the Romaic, as “a powerful auxiliary,” not only to 
where these words occur ; — W e are told that when the the traveller and foreign merchant, but also to the clas- 
capital of the East yielded to So/ymon” — Itmaybepre- sical scholar; in short, to every body except the only 
sumed that this last word will, in a future caitton, b«; person who can be thoroughly acquainted with its uses; 
altered to Mahomet II.* The “ ladies of Constantinople,” and by a parity of reasoning, our old language is 
it seems, at that period spoke a dialect, “ which would tured to be probably more attainable by “ foreigners,* 
not have disgraced the lips of an Athenian.” I do not than by ourselves ! Now I am inclined to think, that a 
know how that might be, but am sorry to say the ladies Dutch Tyro in our tongue (albeit himself of Saxon 
in general, and the Athenians in particular, are muck ' blood) would be sadly perplexed with “Sir Tristrem,” 
altered ; being far from choice either in their dialect or or any other given “ Auchinleck MS.’* with or without 

a grammar or glossary ; and to most apprehensions it 
In * former mimb«r of tb« &iinbur«h Reviaw 1808, it i»oi»firred geems evident that none buC a native Can acquire a 
h.« competent, far )e» complete, knowledge of our oiaolete 

meant nMdie. a»i«ry,— Waa It In Scntianti that theyounR gantiumei] idioms. We may give the critic Credit for his ingenuHv, 
of the Fkiinboreh Review Immed that Solymeu^ meana Mahtmet JI, eiiy u,,* i, j fimnllpft’n I.itamaL 

more than criUcitm rocana infaiiihiiitv i~but thiia It la, peiieye nim man we do »moiieit s i^tsmop 

Offidimua Inqne vicem prebemua cram aagittia.** hagn, who maintains that the purest English IS spoken 

TheiiiiBtakea«ertHsd8ocomjiletelyalapaeoftliopen(frbnithegmtaf»«’- iu £^dinblir£h. That Corav mav err 18 VerV DOSsible t 
larityof the two worda, and the total abttnee of error from the former , ,, ^ , . ‘ f.* tlvln 

page? of the liierary leviathan) that I ahould have paaaed it over at in the hUt it he QOes, th© lauit IS in the man rather than in hlS 
text, had I not perceived in the Edinburgh Review much faeetloue «ul- mother tongue, which is, 08 it ought tO be, of the greatest 

Ulion 00 all euehdetectkwie.partlcularty a recent one, where word# end -j , iHa notivA AtnilAn* W«rA tKa 1lAvinw«r nivw 

■yllahlea ere aubjectaof dtaquiaUionnim trantpoaition ; and the above- native Stu^nl. Were the lieviewer pro- 


mentioned parallel paaaagelo ray own eaae irredatibly’j^peUed me to Ceeds tO business OD Strobo’s translators, aXld here 1 
hint how ipucheuier it la to becriUcal than correct. The gen/iemw, remarks. 

CSSind, Mr. HanuItcB, Lord Ab.rd.on, 




Cahto II. 


NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


Dr. Clarke, Captain Leake, Mr. Cell, Mr. Walpo!. 
and many othtn now in Eni^land, have all the requisite 
to furnish details of this fallen people. The fewobsei 
vations I have offered I shoulci have left where I mac 
them, had not the article in question, and above all th 
spot where I read it., induced me to advert to thoi 
paj^es, which the advantage of my present situatic 
enabled me to clear, or at least to make the attempt. 

1 have endeavoured to wave the personal feelingi 
which rise in despite of me in touching upon any pai 
of the Edinburgh Review ; not from a wish to concilia! 
the favour of its writers, or to cancel the remembranc 
of a syllaUe I have formerly published, but simply frori 
a sense of the impropriety of mixing up private resent 
ments with a disquisition of the present kind, and mor 
I particularly at this distance of time and place. 

ADDITIONAL NOTE, ON THE TURKS. 

The difficullies of travelling in Turkey have bee: 
much exaggerated, or rather have considerably dimi 
nished of late years. The Mussulmans have bee 
beaten into a kind of sullen civility, very comfortable 
voyagers. 

It IS hazardous to say much on the subject of Turk 
and Turkey; since it is possible to live among thei 
twenty years without acquiring information, at leai 
from themselves. As far as my own slight experienc 
carried me I have no complaint to make ; but am in 
debted for many civilities, (I might almost say fo 
friendship,) and much hospitality, to Ali Pacha, his soi 
Veli Paclia of the Morea, and several others of higi 
rank in the provinces. Suleyman Aga, late Governo 
of Athens, and now of Thebes, was a hon vivaniy and as 
social a being as ever sat cross-legged at a tray or 
table. During the carnival, when our English part 
were masquerading, both himself and his successor wer" 
more happy to “ receive masks” than any dowager i 
Grosvenor- square. 

On one occasion of his supping at the convent, hii 
friend and visitor, the Cadi of Thebes, was carriet 
from table perfectly qualified for any club in Christen- 
dom; while the worthy Way wode himself triumphed 
in his fall. 

In all money transactions with the Moslems, I evei 
found the strictest honour, the highest disinterestedness 
In transacting business with them, there are none of 
those dirty peculations, under the name of interest 
difference of exchange, commission, &c. &c. uniforml} 
found in applying to a Greek consul to cash bills, ev< 
on the first houses in Pera. 

With regard to presents, an established custom in 
the East, you will rarely find yourself a loser ; as one 
worth acceptance is generally returned by another of 
similar value — a horse, or a shawl. 

In the capital and at court the citizens and courtiers 
are formed in the same school with those of Christiani- 
ty ; but there does not exist a more honourable, friendly, 
and high-spirited character than the true Turkish pro- 
vincial Aga, or Moslem country gentleman. It is not 
meant here to designate the governors of towns, bui 
those Agas who, by a kind of feudal tenure, possess 
lands and houses, of more or less extent, in Greece and 
Asia Minor. 

The lower orders are in as tolerable discipline as the 
rabble in countries with greater pretensions to civiliza- 
tion. A Moslem, in walking the streets of our country- 
towns, would be more incommoded in En^and than a 
Frank in a similar situation in Turkey. Regimentals 
are the best travelling dress. 

The best accounts of the religion, and different sects 
of Islamism, may be found in D’OIlison’s French ; of 
their manners, &c. perhaps in Thornton’s English. The 
Ottomans, with all their defects, are not a people to be 
despised. Equal, at least, to the Spaniards, they are 
superior to the Portuguese. If it be difficult to pro- 
nounce what they are, we can at least say what they 
are not ; tliey are nol treacherous^ they are not cowardly, 
they do not burn heretics, they are not assassins, nor 
hw an enemy advanced to t/unr capital. They are 
faithful to their sultan till he becomes unfit to govern, 
and devout to their God without an inquisition. Were i 



they driven from St. Sophia to-morrow, and the Frencli' ? 
or Russians enthroned in their stead, it would becon^f 
a question, whether Europe would gain by the exchange f 'fC 
England would certainly be the loser. 

With regard to that ignorance of which they are 
generally, and sometimes justly accused, it may be 
doubted, always excepting France and England, in 
what useful points of knowledge they are excelled by * 
other nations. Is it in the common arts of life ? In U 
their manufactures ? Is a Turkish sabre inferior to a ’ ^ 
Toledo ? or is a Turk worse clothed or lodged, or fed 
and taught, than a Spaniard ’/ Are their Pachas worse 
educated than a Grandee ? or an Effendi Uian a V 

of St. Jago ? I think not. 

1 remember Mahmout, the grandson of Ali Pachii 
asking whether my fellow-traveller and myself werem' ^ 
the upper or lower House of Parliament. Now thli 
question from a boy of ton years old proved that hit 
education had not been neglected. It may bo doubted 5 
if an English at that age knows the difference of the 'f 
Divan from a College of Dervises ; but I am very sure 4' 
a Spaniard does not. How little Mahmout, surrounded. % 
as he had been, entirely by his Turkish tutors, haa 
learned that there was such a thing as a Parliament it 
were useless fo conjecture, unless we suppose that hit V 
Instructors did not confine his studies to the Koran* (' 

In ali the mosques there are schools established, 
which are very regularly attended ; and the poor are 
aught without the church of Turkey being put into 
>eril. I believe tlie system is not yet printed ; f though v, 
here is such a thing as a I'lirkish press, and books 
iriiiied on the late military institution of the Nizam T 
Gedidd nor have I heard whether the Mufli and the ■[ 
Mollas nave subscribed, or the Caimacam and the 
Tefterdar taken the alarm, ft>r fear the ingenious youth 
)f the turban should be taught not to “pray to God 
.heir way.” The Greeks also — a kind of Eastern Irish 
papists — have a college of their own at Maynooth>-no, 
at Haivali; where the heterodox receive much tlie 
same kind of countenance from the Ottoman as the 
Catholic college from the English legislature. Who 
shall then affirm that the Turks are ignorant bigots, j 
when they thus evince the exact proportion of Christian J 

harity which is tolerated in the most prosperous and 
•rthodox of all possible kingdoms? But, though they / 
allow all this, they will not suffer the Greeks to nartici* . 
»ate in their privileges ; no, let them fight their battles, 
nd pay thoir haratch, (taxes,) be drubbed in this world, 

.nd damned in the next. And shall we then eman- 
lipate our Irish Helots ? Mahomet forbid ! We should 
hen be bad Mussulmans, and worso Christians ; at 
irosent we unite the best of both— jesuitical faith, and 
:omething not much inferior to Turkish toleration. 


APPENDIX. 

Among an enslaved people, obliged to hare re- 
ourse to foreign presses even for their books of reli- 
gion, it is less to be wondered at that we find so few 
Publications on general subjects than that we find any 
.t ail. The whole number of the Greeks, scattered 
Ip and down the Turkish empire and elsewhere, may 
.mount, at most, to three millions; and yet, for so 
canty a number, it is impossible to discover any nation 
dth so great a proportion of books and their authors, 
s the Grreeks of tlie present century. “ Ay,” but say 
le generous advocates of oppression, who, while they 
ssert the ignorance of the Greeks, wish to prevent 
lem from dispelling it, “ ay, but these are mostly, if not 
11, ecclesiastical tracts, and consequently gooa for no- 
ling.” W ell, and pray what else can they write about ? 
is pleasant enough to hear a Frank, particularly an 
nglishman, who may abuse the government of his own 
juntry ; or a Frenchman, who may abuse every govem- 
lent except his own, and who may range at will over 
rery philosophical, religious, scientific, skeptical, or 
oral subject, sneering at the Greek legends. A Greek 



^ mrm ^o tmum mmiB. 


ptst iKit wrHe on politic«i and cannot touch on science 
hr want of instruction ; if he doubts, he is excommu- 
ncated and danuked ; ihereibre his countrymen are not 
msbned iivith modern philosophy ; and as to morals, 
itanks to the Turks ! there are no such things. What 
shen is left him, if he has a turn for scribbling 7 Reli- 
don, and holy biography : and it is natural enough that 
^ose who have so little in this life should look to the 
next. It is no great wonder then that in a catalogue 
sow before roe of fifty-five Greek writers, many of| 
rrhom were lately living, not above fifteen should have 
touched on any tiling but religion. The catalogue al- 
luded to is contained in the twenty-sixth chapter of the 
Sourth volume of Meletius’s Ecclesiastical History. 
F^rom this I subjoin an extract of those who have writ- 
Ili0n on ^neral subjects ; which willl be followed by 
some specimens of tlie Romaic. 

LIST or ROMAIC AUTHORS.^ 

Neophitus, Diakonos (the deacon) of the Morea, has 
published an extensive grammar, and also some polity 
cal regulations, which last were left unfinished at his 
death. 

Prokopius, of -Mosconolis, (a town in Epirus,) has 
written and publishea a catalogue of the learned 
Greeks. 

Seraphin, of Perlclca, is the author of many works 
in the Turkish language, but Greek character ; for the 
Christ ians of Caramania, wlio do not speak Romaic, but 
read the character. 

Eustathius Psalidas, of Bucharest, a physician, made 
the tour of England for the purpose of study (xdp(» 
fiaB^ffoos ) : but though his name is enumerated, it is 
not state^l that he has written any thing. 

Katiinikus Torgeraus, Patriarch of Constantinople: 
many poems of his are extant, and also prose tracts, 
and a catalogue of patriarchs since the last taking ojf| 
Constantinople. 

Anastasias Macedon, of Naxos, member of the royal 
academy of Warsaw. A church biographer. 

Demetrius Pamperes, a Moscopolite, has written 
many works, particularly “A Commentary on Hesiod’s 
Shield of Hercules,” and tw'o hundred tales, (of what is 
not specified,) and has published his correspondence 
with the celebrated George of Trebizond, his cotem- 
porary. 

Meletius, a celebrated geographer ; and author of the 
book from whence these notices are taken. 

Dorotheus, of Mitylcne, an Aristotelian philosopher; 
his Hellenic works are in great repute, and he is es- 
teemed by the moderns (I quote the words of Meletius) 
ml rbv QovKvSldrjv Kai "S-tvo^iavra apitrroi *EXX^vwv. 

add further, on the authority of a well-informed 
Greek, that, he was so famous among his countrymen, 
that they were accustomed to say, if Tliucydides and 
Xenophon were wanting, he was capable of repairing 
the loss. 

Marinus Count Tharboures, of Ceuhalonia, profes- 
sor of chemistry in the academy of Padua, and member 
of that academy, and those of Stockholm and Upsal. 
He has published, at Venice, an account of some ma- 
rine animal, and a treatise on the properties of iron. 

Marcus, brother to the former, famous in mechanics. 
He removed to St. Petersburg the immense rock on 
which the statue of Peter the Great was fixed in 1769. 
See the dissertation which he published in Paris, 1777. 

George Constantine has published a four-tongued 
lexicon. 

George Ventote; a lexicon in French, Italian, and 
Romaic. 

There exist several other dictionaries in Latin and 
Romaic, French, &c. besides grammars in every mo- 
dern language, except English. 

Among the living authors the following are most 
celebrated : — f 

Athanasius Parios has written a treatise on rhetoric 
in Hellenic. 

* Tt i« to be obeerTod, thet the neinee (tee net in chronolcfie*} 
order, bat eomiet of eome eelerte.1 el a venture from araonK thoee vho 
tbe taking of Conipilinople to the time of Meletioa. 

l^ljiliilSinTnet are pot takeo iVoiiiWil!i publieatioiu 


Christodouh>§, an Acarnanian, has published, in Vi- 
enna, some physical treatises in Hellenic. 

Panagiotes Kodrikas, an Athenian, the Romaic trans- 
lator of Fontenelle’s** Plurality of Worlds,” (afavourite 
work amongst the Greeks,) is stated to be a teacher of 
the Hellenic and Arabic languages in Paris j in botli 
of which he is an adept. 

Athanasius, the Parian, author of a treatise on rhe- 
ric. 

Vicenzo Damodos, of Cephalonia, has wiitten*^cls 
rb utaoBd^a^ov^ on logic and physics. 

John Kamarases, a Byzantine, has translated mto 
French Ocellus on the Universe. He is said to be an 
excellent Hellenist, and Latin scholar.^ 

Gregorio Demetrius published, in Vienna, a geogra- 
nhica) work : he has also translated several Italian au- 
:hors, and printed his versions at Venice, 

Of Coray and Psalida some account has been already 
given. 


GREEK WAR SONG.* 

1 . 

AET'TE, rwv 'EXXiJvaiv* 
6 Katpo( rtjs 66(m 
<Pavu)fji£v d^toi iKeivtov 
irov pdi 6w<rav rrjv 
““As irarifiaontv dvSpdwf 
t6v ^vydv rns rvpavplSog, 
''EicdiK^autfiCV rrarpidos 
KU0* dvcidog 
Td birXa at Xd^cu/icv 
vuiSes ^EXX)7I/iuv iytpiiv * 
Korafttiuiv dufta 

ds hnb iroSiiv. 

2 . 

^OBev e7a6e tQv *EXX^vwv 

KbKKoXa dvbpsiofiivai 
nvcdfiaTa eo-xopyiorpeva, 
rdipa \d6trt irvoriv ; 

*ffr*riv <l>tji>v^v Trig imXtriXxdf fiov , 
evvaxBr/Te SXa 6pov * 
rfiv irrr^otpov ^lyrcTre, 

Kal VI tear e irpd iravrov, 

Td drXa Sg XdSat/teVf &C. 

S. 

Sirdpra, Sirdpro, r( KctftStrBt 
Svvov Xf/Bapyov fiaBdv , 
fwTrvi/ow rpa|c *KBdvag 
cBfifiaxov itavTOTCivdVm 
^KvBvftetOvTC AeovvMov 
fipctiof rov ^oKoffroVf 
ro\j avSpbg irraivcpivov 
^Bepod Kai rpoficpod* 

Td StrXa Sg Xd^oipcv, Ac. 

4. 

'O trov dg rdg 6ep/jtotdtXag 
yrdXeftov abrbg xporri, 

Kai Tovg II/pffa$ d^avf^st 
Kai air^v Kurd Kparct * 
yiiTpiaKoalovg dvSpag 
dg rb kevtoov TrpdxwfMEi, 
xal dtg Xiutv Bvfobfievogf 
tig rb aJfta rutv 0ovret, 

Td fttrXa Xd^ui/uicv, dte. 


ROMAIC EXTRACTS. 

Pweevf, *AyxXs;, «al TdXXog Kdptvovrtg riht KtptBynviK 
t^g ^EXXdbog, xai 0XhrovTtg ritv dBXfav ripf xard^ 
OTociVi dpiirnaav Karapydg ha Tpaidht ^iXtXXnva 
bid vd iidBovv rbv alrtav, per* aitrbv ha porpo- 
noXtrtfVi dra ha jSXdxpirecv, heira ha vpayfta^ 
revrht ha irpo£(rr&ra, 

• AtituBifaitioaar ttowog vis bt found smsif tbs MsslkrFaeiBt, la 
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XM fMf i ^XA>9M, irSc ^fyuf rifr gkkaSIttr 
iea2 rifv iifa^yopiirav r&v ToipKtav rvpawtav ; 
ir&s TUit (vAaif ical ISptfffiovf koI ctfinpoietriAlav 
wlSutVf frapSfvutPy yvvancup iv^xovarov ^dopeiav ; 

eTier^ai huf arroyovoi eKtivtav rtuv 'EXX^/vuv 
rOv iXevOipuv xai ffotpCiv xal r&v ^iXoiraTplStav • 
Kal vSti ixelvoi Si'xlBvriaKov iid rr)v iXcvdepiapy 
Kti Tiipa sciis bvovKCitrQai sh Tirotav rvpavviavi 
«a2 noiov yivoi ictis IterdBn ^(ariapivov 
elf rqv Hvapriv, th k‘ 8Xa ^aKovapivcv * 

irwf vvv txaraffr/iffare r^v <PiiiTivt}v 'EXXaJa. 

PaBa ! <!)f h>a trKiXcBpov, u>g axorttviiv XapirdSav ! 
*0;ilXet, ^Xrart Fpaue, tlni pag riiv airiav: 
uii Kfbimis rlvortif avoplav* 


*0 WAE'AAHNOS. 

'Pwvtr-ayuXo-yaXXoi, 'EXXaf, kcH Bxi &XXotf 
iiroVi (Lf Xire, rdaov peydXijj 
vVv 6i iOXiat xai dva^la 
d<p* <pov h apaBla, 

5<rr’ fipvopovcav pB Tijv ^vvv^cnj 
roCr* cif rd x^^pov rtiv hiijyouai 
alrfl ffrtvd^a rd rixva Kp^ei, 
ard va irpoxdirrovp 8Xa Trpocrd^ci 
xat t6tc fXirl^ei Brt KCpXt^ci. 
ehptiv, birov \ei vvp riiv tpXoyl^ti 
Ma* Berts ToXp^arj va rflv ^vwijetf 
Tcdyti arhv &Si^v x^P^S Ttva xpietv. 

The above is the commencement of a long ramati* 
latire on the Greek priesthood, princes, and gentry ; 
is contemptible as a composition, but perhaps curiou 
as a specimen of their rhyme ; I have the whole ii 
MS. but this extract will be found sufficient. The 
Romaic in this composition is so easy as to render a 
version an insult to a scholar ; but those who do not 
understand the original will excuse the following bad 
translation of what is in itself indifferent. 


which is in fact the present herene couplet of tbo 
Romaic. 

SCENE FROM '0 KA9SNSS. 

TRANSLATED FROM THE ITALIAN OF COLDONI, 
By SPERIDION VLANTI. 

SKHNH Kr. 

HAATZIAA c/f rt^v eBprav roB p^avioB, xal ol 

HA A. il Oef! dnd rd irapaBBpi pod l<pdvfi vd 
r^v <lMap9lP rov dpBpdg pov • av avrdg civat fd(i, e00aea ol 
Kaijibv pd rdv (evrpoirtdeto. [Eiyalvti evag SodXos duB 
rdfpyaer^pt,] IlaXtKdptn/s pov e( rrapaxaXu troidf live*, 
ixsi eU fKthovs rovg dprdSes ; 

AOYA. Tpeif xpi^eipoi dvSpts. ''Evas b Kop Eiyivtoff 
S dXXos b Kvp lAdprtos NavoXirdvoSt xal b rptros o Adp 
Kdvrs Aiavopos 'Ap6ivrris> 

. PA A. ('Avdpeea els airous Sev el vat h d/Xaptpios^ Biv 
IBpus 6iv dXXa^ev Bvopa.) 

AEA. JNd ^ xaXd rBxV’^oB xdp Eiyevlov, fll/* 
vtavras-] 

, OAOI. Nd ^,7, vd ^ 

IIAA. (Avrds clvai h avSpas pov x^ph i^XXo.) KeX^ 
dvOputvE xdpt pov ri)V x^tplv vu pi cvvrpo^c^er/s dtrtMi 
els avrovs rovs d^evrddeS) bead ^iXu vd rods trat^to ptav* 
[npdf rov douAov ] 

AOT. 'Opiepds eas* [QvvrjBiapivov d0^f«ciov rfis 
6ovXevru)v.) [7‘//p Ipird^ei deb rd ipyaer^pt rod mtyvt" 
d(oB.] 

FIA. Kapdid, xapStd, xdpere KaXilv xapdidi/, iiv tfpas 
rleoreS’ fllpdf r>)i/ Birrdpjav.] 

BIT. ‘Eyd) alaBdvopai iroif deeBalvot * [SvvdpxsTttl 
els Tdv lavrdv r^f.J 

[*Aed rd 7rcipd0upa rtH/v dvrdSuv dalvovrat SXpi^ 
Irrrod erjKdvoivrai ded rd rpaefQ avyxivpivot^ 
did rdv ^a(pvtepdv rod Aedvdpov (iXifrmraf 
rijv nXdrfida, xal Siarl airds Betxvu r&f 
SfXei vd r^v ^ovebeff.] 

ETF. *Oxh eraBr}re> 


TRANSLATION. 

A Russian, Englishman, and Frenchman making the 
tour of Greece, and observing the miserable state of 
the country, interrogate, in turn, a Greek Patriot, to 
learn the cause; aflerwards an Archbishop, then 
a yiackbey,’*' a Merchant, and Cogia Bachi or 
Primate. 

Thou friend of thy countiw ! to strangers record 
Why bear ye the yoke of the Ottoman Lord ? 

Why bear ye these fetters thus tamely display’d, 
The wrongs of the matron, the stripling, and maid ? 
The descendants of Hellas’s race are not ye ! 

The patriot sons of the sage and the free. 

Thus sprung from the blood of the noble and brave, 
To vilely exm as the Mussulman slave ! 

Not such were the fathers your annals can boast, 
Who conquer’d and died for the freedom you lost! 
Not such was your land in her earlier hour. 

The day-star of nations in wisdom and power ! 

And still will you thus unresisting increase. 

Oh shameful dishonour ! the darkness of Greece ? 

Then Tell us, beloved Achman ! reveal 

The cause of the woes which you cannot conceal. 

The reply of the Philellenist I have not translated, 
as it is no better than the question of the travelling tri> 
umvirate ; and the above will sufficiently show with 
what kind of composition the Greeks are now satished. 

I trust 1 have not much injured the original in the few 
lines given as faithfully, and as near the 

•*0h. Min Btilejr! unfortunate Min Bailejr!’* 


!MAP. Kdpvere. . . 

AEA. £tV(i), ^dyt dv* idiL, 

IIAA. HoijBtiat ^o^Octa. \<Pt{tvei ditd riJv exdXap, t 
Afavhpos SfXet vd r^v dKoXovBfiOfi pt rd enaBtj teal h Siry. 
~dv ^aera.] 

TPA. [Ml Bva ittdro pe (f>ayt eh plav eer^ira xtfSf 
iird rd itapa^vptf xal ^cByei eh rdv xa^evl.] 

IIAA. [Ei^yafvKt dird rd Ipyaen/pi rod xatyptStoB 
’plx<^vraSf xat ^evyet ch rd ;t;dvi.J 

ETF. [Ml dppara eh rd x^p* irp^J Sia^lvrevetv ffjs 
iXdr^i^ay, ivavriov toB Aeavdpov^ beu rijv ir«rarp/Y«.] 

MAP. [Eiyalvct xnt adrdg atyd etyd dird rd /pya- 
eHjpt, KOI ^edyet Xlywvrag J Rumorcs uige. ['Povpdptc 
^ovye,] * 

Ol AodXoi, [’Aird rd ipyaer^pt dircpvovv eh rd 
:al xXetovv rijv irdprav.] 

BIT. [Mlvet eh rdv Ka<pcvi fioijBtjpivij dird rdv *P|* 
dX^ov.J 

AEA. ASaere r6nov‘ SeXiapivd epBo) vd UpBta tlf 
mvo rd ydt't. [Ml rd anraOi clg rd xl‘ ivavriov rc9 
tvyevlov.j 

ETF. *'Oxh pd yivotro irori cleat Bvag eXtjpSxapSog 
mvriov rfjg yvvatxdg aov, xat lyo) ^(Xu r/jv hta^evrsAem 
fS £h rd ierepov atpa. 

AEA. Eod Kdpvoi Spxov xdg $lXei rd ptravottttejis, 
Eivriyq. rdv Eivfvtov pe rd eeaBI.] 

EYF. Aev ee ^oBoTipat. [Kararpixet rdv AiavdpeVf 
al rdv Pid^et vd evpBfj dvleta rdeoVj bxoV ebi^exuvras 
ivotKrbv rd enijri rijs ipBalvet eh adrd, teal 

J/verat.] 

TRANSLATION. 


measure of the Romaic, as I could make them. Almost the Door of the Hotel, and the Olhen. 

all their pieces, above a song, which aspire to the name Oh God ! from the window it seemed that I 

of poetry, contain exactly the quantity of feet of ,eard my husband’s voice. If he is here, I have arrived 

••A capteia bold of Haiilkx, who Ured in country qoartera,” time to make him ashamed. [A Servant enterefrom 


Tlacktoy, PrtaM of Walkdila. 


Adyus UrmedSt dsoS Uhtvd dnfj* r«rs edYXfoeg* 



TO cHiu>E HAHa^ j. 


Si 

i/hop.] Boy, teU me, pnty, who are in those 
chambers. 

Serv. Three gentlemen: one, Signor Eugenio; the 
other, Signor Martio, the Neapolitan; and the third, 
my l^r^ the Count Leander Ardenti. 

Pia, Flaminto is not among these, unless he has 
changed his name. 

JbSmder. [fViihin drinking J] Long live the good 
fortune of Signor Eugenio. 

[The whole Company ^ Long live, &c.] (Literally, 

itnout doubt that is my husband. [To the 
My good man, do me the favour to accompany 

above to those gentlemen ; I have some business. 

Bom, At your commands. [Aside.] The old ofhce 
Cf us waiters. [He goee out of the Gaming- House,] 
RUdolpho, [To Victoria on another petrl of the stage,] 
Courage, courage, be of good cheer, it is nothing. 
P^ietoria, I feel as if about to die. [Leaning on him 
■ os if fainting,] 

[jFVom the windows above all within are seen rising 
from table in confusion : Leander starts at the 
right of Platzida, and appears by hie gestures to 
threaten her life, 

Eugenio, No, stop 

Martio. Don’t attempt 
Leander. Away, fly from hence ! 
jPta. Help! Help! [F/ies doom the stairs, Leander 
(attending to follow with his sword^ Eugenio hinders 

[Trappola with a plate of meat leaps over the balcony 
from the window, and runs into the Coffee-House.] 

[Platzida runs out of the Gaming-House, and takes 
shelter in the Hotel.] 

[Martio steals softly out of the Gaming-House, and 
goes qfff, exclaiming “Rumores fu^.** The Servants 
from the Gaming-House enter the Hotel, and shut the 
door,] 

[Victoria remcdns in the Cqffee-House assisted by 
Ridolpho.] 

[Leander stoord in hand opposite Eugenio exclaims. 
Give way — I will enter that hotel.] 

Eugenio. No, that shall never be. You are a scoun- 
drel to your wife, and I will defend her to the last drop 
of my blood. 

Leander, I will give you cause to repent this. [Me- 
nacing icith his sword.] 

Eugenio, 1 fear you not. [He attacks Leander, and 
makes him give back so much, thatfrnding the door of the 
dancing girts house open, Leander escajpes through, and 
sojiniriies,] * 


AIA'AOrOI OrKIAKOI. Famihab Dialoouks. 

To ash for any thing. 

I pray you, give me if you 
please. 

Bring me. 

Lena me. 

Go to seek. 

Now directly. 

My dear Sir, do me this 
favour. 

I entreat you. 

I conjure you. 

1 ask it of you as a favour. 
Oblige me so much. 


Aid vd ivTliojjs Uva irpHypa, 

Sdr irapaKakia, i6osri pe ir 
hpt^ers, 

^ipai pc. 
tMveloerl pc, 
llriyaivtrt vd ^tiTijotrt, 
Tiipa ebdbf, 

AnptSi pov Kvpit, Kdperi 
pc abrilv r^v x«P<v« 

*1&Y^ oSs irapasaXQ. 

*Eyu eSs Ifopsl^ti}. 

*Ey<0 oat ri ^t^rui Std 

'Ytroxptdatri pc cIs t 6 oov. 


* £wvirai->“ ftulslMt’*— awkwardly tnough, but it i« the literal trana* 
latlon of the Romaic. The original of thla eomedy of (ioldonl't 1 never 
read, but it doee not appear one of hte beet. ** 11 Buglardo” ia one of the 

moet lively ; but I do not think it bee been tranalated into Romaic : It ie 
much more amuelng thati ot»r own “ Uar,' ' by Foote . The character of 
Leiio ie better drawn than YoungWiidinf . Goldoni 'a coinediea amount 
lo Afty ; aome nerhapa the beat in Europe, and othcra the worat. Hia life 
la alao one of the beat apeeimena Of autobiography, an^ aa Gibbon has 
ebaerved, ** more dramatic than any of hia piaya.*’ The above acene 
waaeeleeied aa containing some of the moat familiar Ronude idioms, not 
for any wit which it di^aya, since there b more dune than eaid, the 
freater part eonsbiing ef ttage directions. The original b one of the few 
by OoMonI which b without the buffoonery of the apeaklng 


Adyta ipunsd, if AydmfS, 
Zielf pov, 

*Aicpi6ij pov xpvxb* 

*Ayait*iri pov, ixpiSl pov. 
KapSlr^a pov, 

'Ay dor) pov. 

Atd vd vd Ka"- 

prjt irepiirolrjoes, Kol 
sais dciltoocs, 

*£yu> o&s c(%ap{irrG. 

£df yvapl^ui xdpiv, 
las Mxpeos sard 

irokkd. 

*Eyiia ^cA(t> rd xdpci perd 

Xafids. 

Me dXifV pov rbv xapdiap. 

Me xaXbv pov KapSlav, 

Ids clpai vvdxptos. 

EJpai BXos idlxog oaS» 

Kjpai dot/Aof cas* 
TavcivdraTos doSXof. 

EJare sard noXXd IvyevtKbs- 
IloXXtt ireipd^caBe. 

Tb exof Bid ;^apdv pov va 
rds SoXeboo). 

Elare cvycviKbs icat eiirpoob^ 
yopos. 

Airb clvai npiirov. 

T< 3/Xerc ; ri opt^ere / 

Sa; TrapaxaXS) vd pe pera- 
Xeipl^eoOc iXtvBcpa. 

XnipiS ncpiirolvocs. 

Xds dyavib i( bXrjS pov xap- 
Sias. 

Kal lydi bpdtuts, 

Tipt'/ecrc pi rats vpooayais 
oas, 

E^crc rlirores vd pc irpoo- 
rd^tTc ; 

npoard^CTC rhv SoVXov oas- 
npo<r/<fv«o rds npooayds oas- 
Ml xdpvcre peydXrjv ripffv. 
^Bdvovv b neptrrolrjocs oas 
oapaKaXa. 

TlpooKVvt'iocre ixpipovs pov 
rdv dpxovra, If rbv kOdiov. 
BeSaiwacrc rdv iru>s rdv ivBv- 
povpai. 

BeSanbocrc rdv irOs rdv 
dyairdf. 

Acp SfXa Xclipct va rov rd 
cinS. 

npooxvv^para hs r^v dp- 
XBvriooav, 

Unyalvcre iprrpooBd Kal o&s 
aKoXovBSi. 

'Hlcbpio xaXd rd xpfor pov, 
*H|edp(s rd clvai pov. 

Ml tcdpvcTc vd ivTpimepat 
pi rats rdoais ^tXo^poob^ 
vais oas- 

OeXsre Xotrrdv vd ndpie ptav 
ipXclervra / 

*Yirdyii> iprrpooBd Sid vd o&s 
boaKodotv. 

Aid vd Kdpto rbv opooraydv 
oas- 

Aiv dyarrw rdoais vtpurohf 
oes- 

Aiv cJpai rrtXtleeg irtpivel- 
nriKQS, 

Ahrd iivai rd KaXlrepov, 
Tdoov rd KaXlrepov, 

’'Extre XdyoVflx^reSlKaiov, 

Aid vd ffcBauioijSy vd dpvnBbS 
vd ovyKaratevotiSi ^al rf. 

Elvai dXrjBivdv, eJvai iXtjBi- 
* orarov. 


Jkfikeriiomdis eaepteseums , . 
life. 

My dear soul. 

My dear. 

My heart. 

My love. 

To thank, pe^ oompHmmts, 
and testify regtsrd, 

I thank you. 

I return you thanks. 

I am much obliged to you, 

I will do it with pleasure. 

With all my heart. 

Most cordially. 

1 am obliged to you. 

I am wholly yours. 

1 am your servant. 

Your most humble servant. 

You are too obliging. 

You take too much trouble. 

1 have a pleasure in serv* 
ing you. 

You are obliging and kind. 

That is right. 

What is your pleasure ? 

What are your commands? 

I beg you will treat me 
freely. 

Without ceremony. 

I love you with all my heart. 

And I the same. 

Honour me with your com* 
mands. 

Have you any commands 
for me ? 

Command your servant. 

1 wait your commands. 

You do me great honour. 

Not so much ceremony I 
beg. 

Present my respects to the 
gentleman, or his lordship. 

Assure him of my remem- 
brance. 

Assure him of my friend- 
ship. 

I will not fail to tell him of 
it. 

My compliments to her 
ladyship. 

Go before, and I will follow 
you. 

I well know my duty, 

I know my situation. 

You confound me with so 
much civility. 

Would you have ine then 
be guilty of an incivility ? 

I go before to obey you. 

To comply with your com- 
mand. 

I do not like so much coio- 
mony. 

I am not at all ceremonkiiiai 

This is better. 

So much the better. 

You are in the right. 

To effirm, deny, oonmaif 

It is tni6| it is veiy true. 



CAHT* II 


NOTES TO CmLDfi HAROU). 


SB 


To tell jrou the truth. 

Ovrat, Mn eW- “ “l 

neief ; Who doubts it 1 

Aiv e7vai voctQs i^nifuSoXia* There is no doubt. 

Td irio-reiiw, 6h rd mm6m. I believe it, 1 do not believe 
it. 

A^vfc) rd val, I »ay yes. 

A/yu) rd «xi. I »ay no, 

BdAXw vtixm^a Bn ilvai. J wager it is. 

BdXAui arlxntia Bn 6h $7vai I wager it is not so. 

Nai, /id T^i/ vtcrriv ftov. Yes, by my faith. 

E/j rfiv vvvtlBftinv fiov. In conscience. 

Md TrfV ^(a^v /aov. ^ *ny hfe. 

Nai, fraf » «s» I swear it to you. 

Yas 6fivibi &(rap r€/*i 7 /i/vof I swear to you as an honest 
» ivdpuiiro;. man. 

rSj dftv^tp hdvta tls rilvl swear to you on my 
Tiyt^v (Aov^ honour. 

XlKrrcverETc fie. Believe me. 

’H/iiroowvaffdf rd/3fi«ai(5ew. I can assure you of it. 
•'Hd/Xo j3aX|7 ffrlxwa, Bn I would lay what bet you 
^iXere 6id rovro. please on this. 

Ml) rvxn dirr«/i;£ed« Your jest by chance? 

(xoparefiere ;) i • i o 

'0/siXcir£ fit rd afXa <raf ; Do you speak seriously ? 
’Eyw ffds hfiiXQ fie rd fiXa I speak seriously to you. 
fiovy KOI eAs X/y« rffv and tell you tlie truth. 

dXifdeiar. 


*Ey(^ vas rd PeBanavta. 
Td inpotprireOctcre. 

Td ircirevxere, 

2df ‘itiareita. 

Uperrei vd <rfij iriOTcDVui. 
Aifrd 6ev tlvai ABhvarov. 


I assure you of it. 

You have guessed it. 
You have hit upon it. 

I believe you. 

I must believe you. 
This is not impossible. 


Td Xoiirdv dff e7vai ut «aX^v Then it is very well. 

&pav. 

KaXd, ifrtXd. Well, well. 

Afv efvat dXi/dirdv. It is not true. 

Ehat \lf£v6h. Ijis M®®* . . ^ 

Aiv elvai rlftorei dwd ahrh. There is nothing of this. 
El^vai tva \l/evSof fiia Aitdrti. It is a falsehood, an impos- 
ture, 

*Ey<X Aaret^ofiovv (^xo| 9 d- I was in joke. 

T£ua.) 

’Eyw TO elrra BiA vd ysXdorw. I said it to laugh. 

Td d)<nBe[q. Indeed. 

Mr dpicti Kara rroWA* It pleases me much. 

y^vyKarapeOu) eU rovro. I agree with you. 

Aiouf rffv xp^ifiov fiov. I my assent. 

Ah dvrioreKOfiai tlf rovro. I do not oppose this. 

Eifiai adft^vivoSi Ik avp^di- 1 agree. 
vov. 

*Eyw dh 3/Xio. I will not. 

*Eyu> ivavruavojiat els rovro. I object to this. 

AtA V A ovfiBovXevdHs^vAaro- To consult, consider, or re- 
XocBJiSt ^ vd diro^aolerns. solve. 

Ti irphru vd Kdawfiev ; What ought we to do ? 

Tl 3A Kdfiuifiev ; What shall we do ? 

T/ fil avpBovXeBere vd Kdfuo; What do you advise me to 
do? 

*Oiroiov rpdirov 3iXofiev fie- What part shall we take . 
raxeipioOrf fffiets! , , 

Kdfiiofitv ir^tf. De.t ns do this, 

E7voi KaXircpov v d ■■■■■ It is better that I— 

SraOdre dX/yov. Wait a litUe. 

Ah ^dtXev eTvai KaXlrepov Would it not be better 
vd— that— 

*Ey<d dyairoSra KaXlre^. I wish it were better. 
Qikert Kdfiet KoXlrepa ov— You will do better u— 
'A^ffatrl fie. Let me go. 

’‘Av ^^ovv ds rdv r&sov oas B" I were in your place I- 


E7vai rd IBiov. 


It is the same. 


The reader hy the specimens below will he enabled to com- 
pwre the modem with the ancient tongue. 

parallel PASfAOES FROM ST. JOHlf’s GOSPEL. 
Nfov. XhOevriKbv. 

KsAdX. d. KeipdX. d. 

1. EIS t5» afx)t» in. i 1. ’ER ifX» J*’ I 


Xdyos’ Kal 6 X6yos nrov fierA 
6coD* Kal 0co; ^rov & Xdyos. 

2. Eroi^rof ^rov els r^v 
Apxhv fierA Beov. 

3. 'OXa [rd rrpdypara] 
did fitcov rod [Xdyov] iyivtf- 
Kav, Kal ;^ci>pf£ ahrdv Sh 
iyive Kaviva etn eyive. 

4. Elf airbv tfrov 

Kal ff ^(otf Ijrov rd 0(5f r«v 
dvdpidvbiv. 

6. Kal rd 0i5f els rffv 
OKorelav ^iyyei, Kal b 
rela Bh rd KardXaSe. 

6. “Eyivcv ?vaf dvdpoiirof 
avearaXfiivos And rdv Bedv, 
rd Svopd rov Tuidwi/f. 


ical b Xdyos Bs vpdf rdv 6fldv« 
Kal Beds Bv 6 Xdyos. 

2. Oiros Bv iv ipy(fi lepdf 
rdv Bedv. 

3. ndvra dl abroB tyi» 
vero * d« xoiplf adrod iyivero 
ohSe ?v, 8 yiyovev. 

4. 'Ev ahrip Bv, sal 
b Bv rd pws ruiv dvOptb- 
vuv. 

5. Ka2 rd ^us h rff eKoria 
f^atvei, Be b OKorta abrd ov 
KartXaSev. 

6. 'EyfVcro avBpunros Ant- 
araXfiivos irapd 6eoS, Bvopa 
abrip Tuidvvi/f. 


THE INSCRIPTIONS AT ORCHOMENUS, 
FROM MELETIUS. 

’OPXOMENO'S, KoivSis TcpiiroS, IldXif irori wXov» 
enordrt] Kal laxvpfvrdrrji, rrpdrcpov KoXovpevn BouariKal 
'kBbvai, els rdv hiroiav B^ov b Nodf rdv Xaplnav, els vdv 
birotov hXbpipvov reXrj ol BrjBatoi, obnvos rd BBa^os 
dv£eKd<f>de irori hitd ruv *A.anaXdyKtav. *Krravitybpt^ov 
els ttbrfiv rdv IldXiv rd p^apirjjtria, rod bnolov 'Ayedvof 
eBpov iiriypapds h arrjXats hBov rod KrtoBivros Naod iff* 
Bvdpani TVS BtordKov. vnd rov nputroerraBupiov AiovroSf 
hi rtidv BaaiXiiav BaciXeiov, Aiovrof, Kal iLiovaravrlvov 
ixpdeas odrwf. ’Ev fih rjj fiiq Koivtos. 

“ BiBt hlKiov rdv ay&va rwv 
XaXirierflS. 

Mijvif ’AiroXXwvlow ’Avriop^ttif dird Maidvdpov* 

ZfbiXos ZuiiXov Udpios. 

*Fa\pu)Bds. 

Novp^viof JHovprjvtov *A.Btivatos» 

Tloirjrbi hQv. 

'Kfirjvlas ArjpoKXiovs BtfBaeos. 

AbXijrbS' 

'hiroXXddoTos * hiroXXoBdrov Kpbs- 
AbXuBds. 

^Pddi'irirof *PoBhvov ^Apyijos. 

KtOapi<rrns. 

Pavlas ^AnoXXoBdrov rov Pavlov AloXeds and Kvp^ 
KiBapioBds. 

A.Ijpb'^P^Of HoppeviaKov KaXxvidvtos. 

TpaywSds. 

'InTTOKpdrrjS 'Aptoropivovs Tddiof. 

Kcopw^df. 

KaXXlerparos ’K(a<fVrov Br/Batos. 

UoitjrriS 'Zarbpiov. 

*Aprtvtas AvpoKXiovs BrfSaios. 

'TiroKpirfjS- 

AtapdBeos AuipoOiov Tapavrivdf. 

IToii/rdf Tparwiitdv* 

XoipoKXbS Zo<poKXiovs ABtTvatos- 
^XnoKptrds. 

KaSlpix^S BeoBwpov OrfBalos. 

Tlotr}Tris Ku)p<odtuh>. 

'AXi^avBpos ^Apiarutvos ’AOijvoiof. 

*XnoKptrbs. 

^ArraXos 'ArrdXov ^ABtjvalos. 

OtBe hUfov rdv vbynrov aydva rCbv buoBums. 

natBas abXt/eras. 

AiOKXJjS KaXXtpbbov BtjBaios. 

Ilacdaf by^Bvag. 

Xrparlvos EIvIkov Btfiaios. 

*AvBpas AbXtiras. 

AiokXBs KaXXipbBov BtfBatos. 

‘'Avdpof by^pBvas. 

^FdBiinros *FoBhirov ’Apyceof. 

Tpayon^df. 

^IvnoKpdrrjs * Apieropfvovs *PdBios. 

KotptoBds. 

KaXXlarparos IS^faKtorov BfjBalos* 

Td hivUia. 

K<op(aBi&v Ilotrjrbs. ^ „ 

*AX/|'avipof *Apiertu>vos 'ABt/vatos* 



IMS 


KIKr.iAj. 


*Ky ^ rjH hti4 

Spx^^ ^ywvo&r/wn»f riv 
XopinlmoPf v^rrmif Sf rwtit hucAmit ri 

Xupirdna, 

SaXrivrr^. 
tCKi¥9t ^i\(m 

Kdpovf, 

BiptHaf X»icpdri9g BtiSetof^ 
n»eiTuf, 

M^(rra>p M^ciapof ^«Mtaicdf. 

'Pa\faei>^C. 

Kpdroiy KXiofvos OifSaof, 

AiXetrSt, 

ncptycvfits 'HpaicXcf^ao Koii^tici7i^. 

AitXaevids. 

Aaftifveros rXav/cu ''Apytog. 

KtOaptirrdf. 

Adparpog *ApaXiaw AloXcvg ivb Movplvag, 

Tpayaevibg. 

*AcKXairi 66 iapog 11ov$edo Tapaifrtvbs* 

KiapaevSdg. 

JSiKdarparof <PtXo(rrpdru OefSeios- 
Td ivipUeia KuipaevSdg. 

Eit/apx^i *Hpobdr<a Kopojvevg” 

'fiv dXXfp AiBtp* 

}A 6 ptxos HoXvKpdrovs ^laptivvpog btoytrtavos dvbpttreri 
XOpayticavTtg viKdaavrtf Siovitoox) aviOriKav rl^vog 
SpXOVTog aiXlovTOg icXiog qSovrog dXtctffdivios,^ 

*Ev hiptp Aidtp. 

** Svpdpx<a apxovrog, ptivbg ^ttXovBlta^ apx* • • • Ei»- 

$faXi ipxcbdpu) 0it)iC£ia og iiriiiaKa dith rdg 

aovyypaipili viba ruv voXcpdpx^v icb r&v Karoirrdtiip 
dvtXSucvos rds eovyypaxpZg rag iciphag irdp (i^pova, 

Kb 6 io(av Kb ira oikXc^v Kb ripdptiiov ^KElag^ 

oaporiXeiv Xva^duiii^ Kb Sloviaov Kadnroi<a<a x*7p6>*'«« 

KotT rb tpatpiffpa r& hapot. 

MW-^Tr>[n 

3vvapX<<> dpxovrog, pctvbf iXaXKopevita F ipvShfj rroX^- 
ifXctoj Tapias dnrcduiKC eSBotXv dpx«<5d/iw ^utKcli inb rag 
trovyypa^w rb KaraXvKov Kdr rb xj/d^iapa r« idpu, 
dp€\ 6 p€vog rag aovyypatf^Cbg rdg Kiptvag rrdp <rw^tXov, Kb 
ei^pova 0(i»K/af. Ki) irdp bnavbaiov Kadnaoitafna xnP^via, 
Kb XvaiSapov bauoriXiog iriba rm voXgpdpx^v^ Kb rihf 
KaroKrdiiiv> 

mE>ErEI>WllOH 

‘'Apxavrog Iv ipxoptvb Svvdpx^i ptvbg ’AXaXiropa-fw, iv , 
bi F iXarlt} Mevoirao 'Apx^Xdui pttvbg irpdrtd. ^OpoXoya \ 
Et/fiwXw F (Xaririy o Kb rfj irdXi /px.<'P£v/w*». ’E7r£id^ i 
KtKoploTtf E^^uiXo;: irdp rfjg irdXiog rb bdvuov &irav Kdr j 
rdg hpoXoyiag rug rtBiaag ^vvdpx*^ dpxovrogf peivbg 
3aXov0{<jjj Kt) oir b^giXfrtf ahrui In olBlv trap rdv irdAit', 
dXX* dirix* ^dvra -trtpi navrbg, Kb dirobebbapOi rf/ irdXi rb 
ixovrcg rdg SpoXoyiag, el ph irorl icUpivov 
Eti^wXv irri voplag r m dirtrrapa (ioievffi aovv tvirvg Sta 
Karim Ft Kan irpoSdrvg aodp byvg X«<X/j7f dpxi t& 
b iptavrbg b perd Sivapyop dpxapra ipxopeplvg iiroypa^ 
(peaOv 6 i Eu6u)Xov irar tpiavrbp tKaarop irdp rbp rapiap 
Kb rbp vdpiav Xp rdre KaUpara rtav irpoSdnpv^ ab rvv 
byS>Py Kb Ttap fiov&v, Kb r&p iTtrrwVf ab Kartva daapaiiav 
^Kf! rb irXciSos pti dTToypd^ttfo iSe rrXiopa ruiv yeypap- 

pivtav tp rfi aovyxpipii^fi ^ SeKurig tf rb hvdptov 

KMuiXop dtptiXet Xtg rdp Ipxppevltap Apygvfdta 

TerrapdKopra Ev^idXv koQ* tKavrop ivtavrbPf 

Kb rSxov Repina bpaxpdg rag ppdg hdarag 

Kurd petva rov xb iprrpaKrog itma rbv ipYO" 

pivtop Ka2 rd l^bg-^ 

’Ev dXXot^ AiBoig* 

**^Avob 6 pa Hv(J>opov NOKYEI. *KaXXhtrov 

dpipdptxog) Kal dXXai,^ *Ev ohit pitf 'Eircypa^Jlf Uop 
t 6 v 0 v^ ij Kvtvpa^ S ii hv^tig bvoy^^ptVt ol iraXaiol 
wpociypa^ov. Kal rd i^bg* 


The followiiig is the fsrospectus of a translatKm of 
Anacharsie into Eomak:, by my Eamate maitefi Mart 
marotouri, who wished to publish it tn filigiiiid. 

KIAH'SIE TTnorPAWKH'. 
npdr rei); ip ^iXoyeveig Kal ^iXiXXtfpas* 

Os 01 elg PtSXia Travroiaird hrpv^&atv^ h^edpow 
v6vop that rb laropiag, it* abi^g ydp 

i^ivpiffKtrai 17 jrXiov ptpaKpvirpivf} iraXatbrifgf Kal Sew 
poSpratdg ip Kardirrfiti) b^Vy vpd^eig Kal iiotkbattg troXXiav 
sat dta^dpuv ^KOp&p kuI TevHp wp rbv pvbpnv bttadiaarg 
Kal biaamatt b ^ItfroptKti Atbyn^f^S tlgaJQva rbv avavra. 

Via Ttrota ^Emcrbpv e^vai ehardKrnrogt koI iv ravrtji 
to^iXtptf, b Kptirrov ehciv dvayKafa * btarl Xoitrbv bpng 
p6vot vd T»>v harepobpeOa^ pb b^^fKwreg oBre rdg ipxdg 
rwv ripoydvwv pag^ rrdOev irdre Kal irwg eipi&rjffav elg rdj’ 
rarplhag pag, oiire rd b^ny vd KoropOdpara Kal rbv biol 
K'poiv rwv ; *Av ipwrbcwpcv roig ‘AXAoycvcij, b^^^povv 
vd pdg bwffovv dxtpbvov laroptKwg rbv dp^b^ Kal rbv 
npdobov rwv rpoy^'wv pag, dXXd Kal roiroypapiKWg pdg 
Seixvovv rdg Biaeig r&v TlarpiSwv pas, Kal olovtl 
ywyoi yivdpevoi pe rovg yewypatpiKobs rwv TlivaKag^ pdg 
AiyovVf ibw chat al ’A^^vat, i6w b Irdprif, Utt a\ Bb^aif 
rdffa ardSia b plXta dirixei b *Eifapxia dirb rbv 
dXXtfv. ToT>ros tpKohbpifat rbv ptav irbXtVi Uelvog rbv 
dAXi7v, Kal rf. Ilpoff^rt dv tpwrrjvwptv avrovg rovg pb 
*£XAr;vac xcipaywyovg pag, irbOev iirapaKtvbBtjvav vd 
i^cpcvpbtrovv apx^g rdaov raXaidg^ dvvtroarSXwg itdg 
dtoKpivovrai pe ahrovg rovg Xdyovg- KaOur 0 ix Dxv , 
Bias Avdxapatg, dv 6 fv hcpttipxtro rd navev^pdavva 
ixeiva KXipara rbg 'EXAddof, dV biv iudopetro rd d^iw~ 
paras rd pBrj Kal rovg TSdpovg rwv 'EAajJvwv, bBede pelvn 
'ZKiBtfg Kcl rb ovopa Kal rb rrpaypa * ovrw Kal b bp^repog 
* arpbg^ av 6ev ipdvBave rd rov ^IrrvoKpdrovg, dev iSiivaro 
vd irpoxvipbf^f] elg rbv rixvtjv rov. ’'Av b iv bptv Nopo- 
Birtig btv i^iTat^e rd rov '!^6Xwvog,AvKobpYOV. Kal TJtrraKoS, 
bev iSbvaro vd fivBpbap Kal vd KaXtepybfffi bBff rwv 
*Opoytvwv rov * dv h *Pr/rwp Up drtrjvBlI^eTo rdf eb^paSetag 
sat rovg xo^ptevnapovg rov AripoaBivovgj dev ivepyoboev 
elg rdg \pvxdg rwv dKpoartav rov' ''Av b N^of 'Avd- 
Xapvtgy 6 Kbpiog ^ABSdg BapBuXopatog bev dveyivwffKe ui 
peydXnv impovtiv Kal ffxi^ptv rovg nXiov iyKoirovg £vy- 
yptt^ciy rwv 'EXAiJvwv, i^epevvwv alrovg Kurd 3dBog ewl 
rpluKovra bi>w Enj, bev bi^iXev i^vtftdvji roirrjv rbv vepl 
j^EXXjJvwv 'tcrropfav rov, b^ig Tlepibyrivtg rob Nfov 
I * Avax.dpffewg nap' airob rrpoffwvopucBtis sat elg SXag rdg 
El/pwna'iKdg AtaXeKrovg pcTtyXwrrlffOi]-^ Kat iv ivt 
Xdytp, o\ Newrepot, dv bev fircpvav dta bbijyovg rov; 
Upoydvovf pags bBeXav tawg scpi^/pwvrot paraiwg pixpt 
rov vDv. Aird ^tv etvat Adyta ^v9v<rta(rp/vov bid rb 
tbtXoyevtg VpaiKov, elvai bi tptXuXbBovg Feppavovs Seng 
eptrd^paae rbv N/ov 'Avdxapvtv dso rov FaXAtsov elg rb 
TtppavtKbv. 

*kv Xotnbv Kal i^pei? ^iXopev vd peBi^wpev rbs yv&etwg 
rwv Xapirpwv KaropBwpdrwv bvov ixapav ol ^avpaarol 
isttvoi llpoTraropeg ^pwv, dv intdvpwpev vd pdOwptv rbv 
npdobov Kal ab^rjaiv rwv elg rdg Tf'xvos sat 'Entorbpag 
Kal elg KdSe dXXo elbog pa6f,otewgs dv exwpev neptipyttav 
vd yvwpiawptv nbBev saraydpefla, kuI hnoiovg Bavpatrrobg 
Kal peydXovg dvbpags el kuI irpoydvovg ^pwv, 0cv, ijfpcts 
d^v yvwpl^opevs elsKutpev birob ol 'AXXoyevctg BavpdCovatv 
ahrohSs kuI wg iraripag itavToiaaovv paObaews oioovratj 
ds ovvbpdpwpev anavres itpoBbpwg elg rbv CKboctv ro5 
^avpaaiov rovrov vvyypdpparos rob N/ov ’Avaxdpetwj. 

'Hpets o5v o\ hrroycypappivot ^eXopev liereXieei irpoBb* 
pwg rbv perd^paatv rov BiSXiov pe rbv sard rd bvvarbv 
bpiv KoXbv (f>pdaiv rbg vbv kuB' ^pd$ bpiXiagf xal iKbdvreg 
rovro elg rdirov, ^iXoptv rb KuXXwirleet pi ravs Ttwypa- 
ftKovs nivaxag pe dvXdg ^Pwpatxds A/fetr iyKexapaypi^ 
vovs els ibiKdpas ypdppara, npoerriBevres Sn iXXs 
^pdatpov Kal dppdbtov els rbv 'loropl^av* 

'OAov rd ffbyypappa ^iXei yivei els Tbpovs btibsKt 
rard pipriatv rbg 'IraXts^y iKbbaewg. *H npb dXov 
Evyypdpparog ehai ^top/vta bcKaifri rbs Btivvijs bid rb, 
vpoaSbKtjv rwv yewypa^iKwv stvdswv. *OjbtXoyevbs S: 
Xvvbpoptjrbs npirrei va irXtjpdap els xdBe Tdpov ^lopiv 
tva Kal Kapavravia stKoet ris Btlwiff, Kal roCro xtopl 
Kapptav irpddoetv, dXA* ebBbs brob SiXtt iH trapaba^ 
Tbpos rviriapivos xal bepivos* 
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I ^etifLWtt ^to^ttipirc *£XA>^pwv 

* Tiis ipitripas dydTtjs ifuprrjttivot 

*lwdv%fris NlappapoTO^ptfs* 
Arjp^rpios hcvUpr/^, 
"^Ttvoibiav llpediros. 

'£i> Tpi&nriutf rrpdr^ *OKrmploVf 1799. 


THE LORD’S PRAYER IK ROMAIC. 

R nATK'PA MAS 6 troJJ eJttai els rovg oipavovsj ds 
bytatrOtl rd dvofid ffov. ''As cXBrj ^ ^aciXUa <row. ‘"Aj 
■y6vi] rb SiXrjpd <rou, KaBias ets rdif oiipuvdv^ er^rj Kai eis 
rt)v y»/v. Td ^l/iafilpas rd KaOijpcpivdv^, bds pas rh aijpcpov. 
Ka'i Gvyxdiprivt pas rd xpi// pas^ KnO»hs *:ai fyu?s <r«yx«- 
povpev Tovs Kp£ 0 (f>eiXeras pas. Kat p{\v pas (ftipeig els 
rreipacrpdp^ dXXd iXsvBipufar/ pas drrd rdv notni^p. "On 
ibiKtfffov eivai ^ (SaaiXela^ Si ^ S^vapiSy nai {j els tovs 
uiuivas- *Ap^v» 

IN GREEK. 

IIA'TKP ^p&v b IV Tois ohpavuts, dyiaa6ii}T(t) rh Svopd 
fTuv. ^b'XBiro) ^ fiuciXela crow * yctniBijru) rd ^tXtipd crow, 
(OS Sv owpav^f Kai irri Tijs yns- Tdv dprov bptov rbv 
iVcowcrioi/ f/ptv <rf)pepov. Kai d<l>es vptv ru d<paXr}paTa 
fipCivy u)S Kai hpiis dMtptv rots 0(ptiXhats l]p^v. Kai 
pn datvlyKps bpds els irctpaffpdv, ciAXa pvaai ffpds dvh 
rob TTovrjpob. "On aov earlv ^ ^aaiXela, Kai ^ Sivapis, 
Kai fi Sd^Ui els robs alQvas- ' kpr^v 

CANTO III. 

In, “jfwifitf of here tout the eagle Jleu>. 

Stanza xviii. line 5. 

“ Phii>e place” is a term c»f falconry, and means 
the highest pitch of flight.— See Macbeth, itc. 

“An Ku"k towel-lug in hia prule of pUce 
Was by u tuouaiug Owi iiuwked »t auil kiUod.** 

2 . 

Such as Harmodiua drew on Athens' tyraivt lord. 

Stanza xx. lino 9. 

See the famous song on Ilariiiodivis and Aristogiion. 
—The best English translation is in Bland’s Anthology, 
by Mr. Denman. 

** With myrtle my sword will 1 wreetbe,” &c. 

3. 

And all V)eni merry as a 7 narriag€-beU. 

Stanza .xxi. line 8. 

On the night previous to the action, it is said that a 
ball was given at Brussels. 

4, 5. 

And Evan's^ DonalcTsfarne rings in each dansmaiCs ears. 

Stanza xxvi. line 9. 

Sir Evan Cameron, and his descendant Donald, the 
“ gentle Lochiel” of the “forty-five.” 

And Ardennes waves above, them her green leaves. 

Stanza xxvii. line 1. 

The wood of Soignios is supposed to be a remnant 
of the “forest of Ardennes,” taraous in Boiardo’s Or- 
lando, and immortal in Shakspeare’s “ As yott like it,” 

It is also celeWated in Tacitus as being the spot of suc- 
cessful defence by the Germans against the Roman 
encroachments. — 1 have ventured to adopt tlie name 
connected with nobler associations than those of mere 
slaughter. 

I turtCd from aU she brought to those she could not bring. 

Stanza xxx. line 9. 

My guide from Mont St. Jean over the field seemed 
intelligent and accurate. The place where Major 
Howard fell was not far from two tall and solitary trees 
(there was a third cut down, or shivered in the battle) 
which stand a few yards from each other at a pathw^ s 
side. — Beneath these he died and was buried. The 
body has since been removed to England. A small 
hollow for the present marks where it lay, but will pro- 
bably soon be etTocc^ ; the plough has been upon it, 
^d tile grain 


After pointing out fhe difl’erent spots where Pictoii 
and other gallant men had perished, tlio guide saidi, 
“here Major Howard lay.* 1 was near him when wound* 
eel.” I told him my relationship, and he seemeil then 
still more aiurious to point out the particular spot and 
circumstances. The place is one of the most marked 
in tht^ field from the peculiarity of ilie two trees above 
mentioned. 

I went on horseback twice over the field, comparing 
it with my recollection of similar scenes. As a plain, 
Waterloo seems marked out for the scene of some great 
action, though (his may be mere imagination : I have 
viewed with attention those of Piatea, Troy, Mantinea, 
Leuctr^ Cha;ronea, and Murat.hi)n ; and the field around 
Mont St. Jean and Hougoumont app»-ars to want little 
but a belter cause, and that uiidefinable but impressive 
halo wliich the lapse of ages throws around a celebrated 
-spot, to vie ill interest with any or all of these, except 
[ iK-rhaps the last meniioncd. 

8 . 

Like to the apples on the Dr ml Sea's shore. 

Stanza xxxiv. lino 6. 

The (fabled) apples on the brink (»f the lake Asphallss 
were said to be fair without, and within ashes.— Vide 
Tacitus, Histor. 1. 6, 7. 

9. 

For sceptred cynics earth were foer too wide a den. 

Stanza xli. line last. 

The great error of Napoleon, “if we have writ our 
annals true,” was a continued obtrusion on mankind 
of his want of all community of feeling for or with them ; 
perhaps more oflensive to luimaii vanity than the active 
cruelty of more trembling and suspicious tyranny. 

Such were his speeches to jHiblie assemblies as well 
as individuals ; and the single expression which ho is 
said to have used on returning to Paris after the Rus- 
sian winter had destroyed his army, rubbing bis hands 
over a fire, “This is pleasanter than M(/srow,” would 
probably alienate rnor«‘ favour from his cause than the 
destnictiun and reverses ^Nhich led to the remark. 

10. 

IV hat want these outlaws conquerors should have. 

Stanza xlviii. line 6. 

“ Whal wanlB limt knave 
That B king uhmiltl have ?” 

was King James’s ijueslion on meeting Johnny Arm- 
strong and his follow ers in full accoutrements.— See tlio 
Ballad. 

i 11 . 

The castled crag of Drachenfeht. 

Page 22, verse 1. 

The castle of Drachcnfels stands on the highest 
summit of “the Seven Mountains,” over the Rhine 
banks : it is in ruins, and connected w ith some singu- 
lar traditions : if is the first in view on the road from 
Bonn, but on the opposite side of the river; on this 
bank, nearly facing it, arc the remains of another, called 
the Jew’s castle, and a large cross commemorative of 
the murder of a chief bv his brother: the number of 
castles and cities along t\ie course of the Rhine on both 
sides is very great, and their situations remarkably 
beautiful. 

12 . 

Tlw whiteness of his souly and thus mm o'er him wept. 
Stanza Ivii. line last. 

The monument of the young and lamented General 
Marceau (killed by a rifle-ball at Allerkirchon on the 
last day of the fourth year of the French republic) still 
remains as described. 

The in.scriptions on his monument are ratlier too 
long, and not required : his name was enough ; France 
adored, and her enemies admired ; both wept over him. 

— ^His funeral was attended by the generals and detach- 
ments from both armies. In the same grave General 
Hoche is interred, a gallant man also in every sense of 
the word ; but though he distinguished himself greatly 
in battle, he had not the good fortune to die there : his 
death was attended by suspicions of poison. , , . 

A separate monument (not over his body, which 
buried oy Marccau’s) is raised for him near Andertiacli, 
opposite to wliicli one of his most memorable exploits 
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was performed, in tibrowing a bridge to an island on die 
Rhine. The idiape and style are different from that 
of lif arceau*8, and the inscription more simple and 
pleasing* 

^ The Army of the Sambre and Meuse 
** to its Commander in Chief 
“Hoche." 

This is all, and as it should be. Hoche was esteemed 
among the first of France^s earlier generals before 
Buonaparte monopolized her triumphs. He was the 
destined commander of the invading army of Ireland. 

13. 

Hen Ekrenbrekstem^ with her ehatUr^d wall^ 

Stanza Iviii. Ime 1. 

Ehrenbreitstein, i. e. ** the broad stone of Honour,' 
one of the strongest fortresses in Europe, was dis- 
mantled and blown up by the French at the truce of 
Leoben. — had been and could only be reduced by 
fiimine or treachery. It yielded to the former, aided 
surprise. After having seen the fortifications of 
Gibraltar and Malta, it did not much strike by compari- 
son, but the situation is commanding. General Marceau 
besieged it in vain for some time, and I slept in a room 
where I was shown a window at which he is said to 
have been standing observing the progress of the siege 
by moonlight, when a ball struck immediately below it. 

14. 

Une^mlchred they roam'd^ and shrieked each wandering 
ghost. 

Stanza Ixiii. line last. 

The chapel is destroyed, and the pyramid of bones 
diminished to a small number by the Burgundian legion 
in the service of Franco, who anxiously effaced this 
record of their ancestors’ less successful invasions. A 
few still remain, notwithstanding the pains taken by 
the Burgundians for ages, (all who passed that way 
removing a hone to their own country,) and die less 
justifiable larcenies of the Swiss postillions, who carried 
them off to sell for knife-handles, a purpose for which 
the whiteness imbibed by the bleaching of years had 
rendered them in groat request. Of these relics I 
ventured to bring away as much as may have made a 
uarter of a hero, for which the sole excuse is, that if 
had not, the next passer by might have perverted 
them to worse uses than the careful preservation which 
I intend for them. 

15. 

LeveWd AvenUcum hath slrew'd her mlfjeat lands. 

Stanza Ixv. line last. 

Aventicura (near Moral) was tlie Roman capital of 
Helvetia, where Avenches now stands. 

16. 

And held within their um one mind, one heart, one dust. 

Stanza Ixvi. line last. 

Julia Alpinulo, a young Aventian priestess, died soon 
tiler a vain endeavour to save her father, condemned 
to death as a traitor by Aulus Ca:!cina. Her epitaph 
was discovered many years ago ; — it is thus— 

Julia Aipinula 
Hie jaceo 

Infelicis patris, infelix proles 
Dos; Aventiee Sacerdos ; 

Exorare patris neccm non potui 
Male mori in fatis iilc erat. 

Vixi annos xxiii. 

1 know of no human composition so affecting as this, 
nor a history of deeper interest. These are the names 
and actions wliich ought not to perish, and to which wo 
turn with a true and healthy tenderness, from the 
wretched and glittering detail of a confused mass of 
conquests and battles, with which the mind is roused 
for a time to a false and feverish sympathy, fi^m whence 
It recurs at length with all the nausea consequent on 
such intoxication. 

17 - 

In the maCeface^ like yonder Alpine enow. 

Stanza kvii. line 8. 

This is wfmni In the eye of Mont Blanc, (June 8d, 
1816,) which evi^ at this distance dazzles mine. 

(July SOth.) I this day observed for some time the 


distinct reflection of Mont Blanc and Mont Argentiere 
in the calm of the lake, which I was crossmg m my 
boat ; the distance of these mountains from their mirror 
is 60 miles. 

18. 

J3y the blue rushing of the arrowy Rhone, 

Stanza Ixad. line 8. 

The colour of the Rhone at Genova is Uue, to a 
depth of tint which I have never seen equalled in water, 
saU or fresh, except in the Mediterranean and Archi* 
pelago. 

Than vulgar nUnde may be with all they eeAt poesesl. 
Stanza Ixxix. line last. 

This refers to the account in his ** Confessions’^ of 
his passion for the Comtesse d’Houdetot, (the mistress 
of St. Lambert,) and his long walk every morning for 
the sake of the single kiss which was the common salu- 
tation of French acquaintance. — Rousseau’s description 
of his feelings on this occasion may be considered as 
the most passionate, yet not impure description and 
expression of love that ever kindle into words ; which 
after all must be felt, from their very force, to be inade- 
quate to the delineation— a painting can give no sufll- 
cieiit idea of the ocean. 

20 . 

Of earth^Wgazing mountains. 

Stanza xci. line 8. 

It is to be recollected, that the most beautiful and 
impressive doctrines of the divine Founder of Chris- 
Lianity were delivered, not in the Temple, but on the 
Mount. 

To wave the question of devotion, and turn to human 
•loqucnce, — th<^ most effectual and splended specimens 
were not pronounced within walls. Demosthenes ad- 
dressed the public and popular assemblies. Cicero 
spoke in the forum. That this added to their effect on 
tne mind of both orator and hearers, may be con- 
ceived from the difference between what we read of 
he emotions then and there produced, and those we 
ourselves experience in the perusal in the closet. It 
‘.s on<^ thing to read the Iliad at Sigamm and on the 
lumuli, or by the springs with Mount Ida above, and 
the plain and rivers end Archipelago around you ; and 
anolner to trim your taper over it in a snug library — 
this I know. 

Were the early and rapid progress of what is called 
Metiiodism to be attributed to any cause beyond the 
enthusiasm excited by its vehement faith and doctrines 
(the truth or error of which I presume neither to canvass 
aor to question) I should venture to ascribe it to the prac- 
tice of preaching in Wxe. fields, and the unstudied and 
extemporaneous effusions of its tcaclters, 

Thu Mussulmans, whose erroneous devotion (at least 
n the lower orders) is most sincere, and therefore im- 
pressive, are accustomed to repeat their prescribed 
orisons and prayers wherever they may be at the stated 
:iours — of course frequently in the open air, kneeling 
upon a light mat, (which they carry for the purpose of* 
a bed or cushion as required :) the ceremony lasts some 
minutes, during which they are totally absorbed, and 
only living in their supplication: nothing can disturb 
them. On me the simple and entire sincerity of these 
men, and the spirit which appeared to be within and 
upon them, made a far greater impression than any 
general rite which was ever performed in places of 
worship^ of which I have seen those of almost every 
persuasion under the sun ; including most of our own 
soctarie.s, and the Greek, the Catholic, the Armenian, the 
Lutheran, the Jewish, and the Mahometan. Many of 
the negroes, of whom there are numbers in the Turkish 
empire, are idolaters, and have free exercise of their 
belief and its rites : some of these I had a distant view 
of at Patras, and from what I could make out of them, 
they appeared to be of a truly Pagan description, and 
not very agreeable to a spectator* 

21 . 

Ute eky ie changed/— and eueh a change! Ok night, 
Stanxa xcii. line 1. 

The thunder-storms to which these lines refer oc- 
curred on the ISth of Juno, 1816) at mkimglit* 1 have 



Canto IV. 


seen among the Aeroceraunian mountains Chimari 
•ererai more terrible, but none more beautiful. 


And sunset into rose-hues sees them wrought, I 
Stanza xcix. line 5. | 

Roumeau*8 Hebise, Lettre 17, part 4, note. "Ces 
montagnes sont si hautes qu’une demi-heure apr^s le 
soleil couche, lours sotnmets sont encore dclairds de 
ses rayons ; dont le rouge forme sur ces cimes blanches 
une betle couleur de rose qubn apper^oit de fort loin.” 

This applies more particularly to the heights over 
Meillerie. 


lauxmml mdPenuyl 

, Stanza cv. line 1. 

Voltaire and Gibbon. 

U, 

Had I not Jiled my mind^ which thus iisdf subdued. 

Stanza cxiii. line last, 

" """ ' ' ** If it be Uiuk, 

c ur fianquu*! issue iiuv« l^ed my niiud.' 


O’er odiers^ gru^s that sotm smeerdy grieve. 

Stanza cxiv. line 7. 


“ J’aUBi k Vevay loger h la Clef, et pendant deux *'}[ Rochcfoucault that “ Acte U alwa^ 

joura que j’y restai tans voir personne, je prig pour cette •« the misfortunes of men s best friend, not 

ville un amour qui m’a suivi dans tous mes voyages, et *"®P'®8****K lo them. 

3 ui m’y a fait etablir enfin les beros de mon roman. 
e dirois volontiers h ceux qui ont du goAt et qui sont NOTES TO CANTO IV. 


Je dirois volontiers h ceux qui ont du goAt et qui sont NOTES TO CANTO IV. 

sensibles; allez h Vevai — visitez le pays, exarninez les 1 . 

sites, promenez-vous sur le lac, et dites si la Nature o’a j stood in Venice an oie Bridge of Sighs: 

fait ce beau pays pour une Julie, pour uno Claire ^ ^ ^ ^ ^ 

et pour un St. Preux : mais ne Ics y chesrehez pas.‘ ^ ^ „„ • « 

Les Confessions, Hvre iv. page 306, Lyons ed. 1796. u * ** i » *’ j 

In July, 1816, ’l made a\Syage’round tl.e Lake of !>.•»“ ««d 

Genevaf and ag far as my own^bgorvations bare led T , T ti ^ f gloomy bnds-c or covered , 

me, in a not uninleregted nor inattentive survey of all f “*3’ Tc I? The 
AegceDeg mogtceb-brated byKousseauinhig*^ called « pogzi,” orVll^ were simk in Ac thick 

1 frn.n smtmiv isnv. thnt in fhiQ la nn ^vn crnt^rfllmn * 


me, in a not uninterested nor inattentive survey of all A ji* 

Aeaceneg mogteeb-brated byKousseau inhig “^loise,” „ H o^^welK were simk in Ac thick wills rf 


can safely sa^ Aat m this Acre is no cxapration. j lakcn out to die wa. 

it conducted across the Rollery to the oAcr side, and 

around It, Vevay, Chillon, IMvereh &t. G.ngo, MciUene, i,,en led back into the other compartment, oi cell, 

Eivm, and the entrances of the Rhone )w,Ao it being „pon' the bridge, was Aero strangled. The low portal 
forcibly struck with Its neculiar adaptation to the per- ,, criminal was taken into Ais cell is 

sons and events with which it l-as been peopled But „ but the passage is still open, and is Stitt , 

Ais IS notall : the deling wKh which all around Clarens, . the ndme of the Bridge of Sighs! xlie imzzi are ; 

and the opposite rocks of Meillcrie, is invested is of a ^bambtr at the foot of Ac bridge, 

still higher and more comprehensive order than the mere formerly twelve, but on the first arrival of ^ 

sympathy wi h individual p^sion ; it is a sense of Ac the Venetians hasjily blocked or broke up Ao 

existence of love in its most extended and sublime ca- ’„f u.ese dungeons. You may still, however, 

pacity, and of our own participation of ils goial and of , a Irap-door, and crawl down through holeaV 

itsglory: it is the great principc of the universe, which balWiokcd by rubbish, to the depth of two stories ’ 
IS there more condensed, but not less manifested; i, f„8^ range. Jf you are I'n want of consola- 
pd of wAicli, though knowing ourselves a part, wo Ac extinctfon of pilriciaii power, perhaps youi 

our individuality, and mingle m the beauty of the j, there; scarcely a ray of light gfimmere into; 

t- 1 !• 1 .1 narrow callery which loads to llie colls, and th» ‘ 

If Rousseau had never written, nor ivcd, the same confinement themselves are totally dark. A 

assocmuonswouldnotlessliavebelongcaiosuchscencs. bob ,ho wall a.liiiittcd the damp air of tho 

He has added 10 Ihe interest ofhis works by llieiradop- and served for the introduction of the pri- 

tion ; he has shown his sense <il (heir hcatily by the ^ raised a foot from Ae 

selection; hut lliey have done lliat for him winch no j „,c only furniture. The conductors tett 

humaii being could do for them. ,, you that a light was not allowed. The cells are about 

I had the fortune (good or evi as it might, he) to sad b,„g,h, two and a half in width, and seven 

from Meillcrie ( where we landed ior some time) to St. b-,., bejel, i. They arc directly honeaA one another, 
Oingo during a lake storm, which added to the magmfi- j respiration is somewhat difficult in the lower holes, 
pence ofall around, although occasionally accompiuiiBd „„e prisoner was Cmnd when the republicans 

by danger to the boat, which was small atid overloaded. jesMiidcd into these, hideous recesses, and he is said 


It was over tilts veg parlof the lake that Rousseau has bave. been confined sixteen years. Rut the inmaA. 
m u" i Pr"*' M-ulame Wolmar to „p,bo dungeons beneath had left traces of their repent. 

Mcrllerie for shelter during a tempest. anee, or oAlieir despair, which arc still visible, and may 

On gaming the shore at St. Gingo, I found that the p„rbaps owe. something to recent ingenuity. Some it 
wind had been sufficiently strong to blow down some [be detained appear to have offended against, and otheia 
fine old chestnut-trees on Ao lower part of Ae moim- bave belonged to, the sacred body, not only from 

s 1 . • Ua rrni la rni signal urtis, hut. from the churches and belfriei 

On the opposite height of Clarons is a chateau. The have scratched upon the walls. The reader 

hills are covered with vineyards and interspersed with -^^hject to sec a specimen of the records 

some small but beautiful woods ; one of these was prompted by so terrific a solitude. As nearly as they 
named the ‘ Bosquet de Julie ” and it is remarkable {.^uld |>e copied by more than one pencil, three of them; 
that, though long ago cut down by the brutal selfishness fnllnwe • 

of the monks of Si. Bernard, (to whom the land apper- * ^ 

tmned,) that the ground might he enclosed into a „„„ alcuho pewsa e TACt 

vineyard for the miserable drones of on execrable ibsimb e tAcor 

superstition, the mriabitanls of Clarens still point out the pentirtt pewtirti nulla oiova 

spot where ils trees stood, calling it by the name which j,A ben di valor tuo la vera prova 
consecrated and survived them. 1607. adi 2. oenaro. rui ns* 

Rousseau has not been particularly fortunate in the txnto p’ la bestiemma p’ aver dato 

preservation of the ‘‘local habitations” he has given to da many. a r a un morto 

" airy nothings.” The Prior of Great St. Bernard has iacomo . oritti . scRXtifiy 

cut down some of his woods for the sake of a few casks 2. 

of wine, and Buonaparte has levelled part of the rocks uiv parlar pocho ct 

of Meiiierie in improving the road to the Simplon. The negare pronto et 

rood is an excellent one, but I cannot quite agree with un pensar al fine puo pars la vita { 

a remark which 1 heard made, that “La route vaul. a hoi altri meschini 

mieiix que les souvenirs.” I 


are as follows : 

1. 

NON TI riDAR AD ALCUNO PENSA 0 TACI 
SE FUGIR VUOI DE SFIONI JNSIDIE 6 LACCI 
IL PENTIRTT PENTIRTI NULLA OIOVA 
MA BEN DI VALOR TUO LA VERA PROVA 

1607. ADI 2. OENARO. FUI US* 
TXNTO P’ LA BESTIEMMA p’ AVER DATO 
DA MANY. A R A UN MORTO 

IACOMO . ORITTI . SCRXtiSy 

2 . 

UN PARLAR POCHO Ct 
NEGARE PRONTO et 

UN PENSAR AL FINE PUO DARE LA VITA { 

A HOI ALTRI MESCHINI 



XQO fOHSr BAFTlgTA AD 

BCCABSIAM CQATSE.LARID9. 

3. 

DK CHI Ml FIDO OUAHDAMl DIO 
DS CBt HON MI FIDO MI OUARDAAO 10 
A 

TA H A HA 
T . LA S . C . S . R . 

The copyist has followed, not corrected the solecisms 
some of which are however not quite so decided, since 
the letters were evidently scratched in the dark, t 
only need he observed, that bestemmia and mangiar may 
he read in the first inscription, which was probably 
written by a prisoner confined for some act of impiety 
committed at a funeral ; that Ctfrlellarnis is the name 
of a parish on terra firma, near the sea; and that the 
last initials evidently are put for Viva la aanta Chiesa 
Kattolica Rommia* 

2 . 

She lodke a nea Cylid^fre^i from ocearij 
JRmng with her tiara of proud towers. 

Stanza ii. lines 1 and 2. i 

An old writer, describing the appearance of Venice, j 
has made use of the above image, wluch would not be 
poetical were it not true. 

“ Quo fit uiqui sujieme urhem eoiiienijdebwr^ turntam idlu-- 
fin iauigitunn medio Oceatwjigiaratani sepuUi in^nccref* 

3, 

In Venice Tateoh echoes are no more. 

Stanza iii. line 1. 

The well-known song of the gondoliers, of alternate 
stanzas from Tasso’s Jerusalem, has died with the 
independence of Venice. Editions of the poem, with 
the original on one column, and the Venetian variations 
on the other, as sung by the boatmen, were once com- 
mon, and arc still to be found. The following extract 
will serve to show the difference between the Tuscan 
epic and the “ Canta alia Barcariola.” 

ORIGINAL. 

Canto 1’ arme piotose, e ’1 capitano 
Che ’Igran Sepolcro ILbcri) di Cristo. 

Molto egli <^rb col senno, o con la mono 
Molto sofiri nel gloriuso acquisto ; 

E in van 1’ Inferno a lui s’ oppose, e in vano 
S’ armb d’ Asia, c di Libia il popol inisto, 

Che il Ciel gli du> favore, e sotto a i Santi 
Segni ridiisse i suoi coni]>agDi erranti. 

TBNETIAN. 

L* arme piotose de cantar gho vogia, 

E de Goffredo la immortal braura 
Che al fin 1’ ha libera co strassia, e dogia 
Del nostro boon Gesd la S<5poltura 
De mezo mondo unito, e de quel Bogia 
Missier Pluton non r ha bu mai paiira: 

Dio 1’ ha agiutd, e i compagni sparnagnai 
Tutti ’1 gh’ i ha messi insieme i di del Dai, 

Some of the elder gondoliers will, however, take up 
And cx>ntinue a stanza of iheir once familiar bard. 

On the 7th of last January, the author of Childe 
Harold, and anotbt^r Englishman, the writer of this 
notice, rowed to the Lido with two singers, one of whom 
was a carpenter, and the other a gondolier. The former 
laced himself at the prow, the latter at the stern of the 
oat. A little after leaving the quav of the Piazzetta, 
they began to sing, and continued their exercise until 
We arrived at the island. They pve us, amongst other 
essays, the death of Clorind^ and the palace of Armida; 
and did not sing the Venetian, but the Tuscan verses. 
The carpenter, however, who was tlm clevorer of the 
two, and was frequently obliged to prompt his compa- 
mon, toid us that be could tranelate the original. He 
.add^, that he could sing almost three hundred stanzas, 
but had not spirits (moroin was the word he used) to. 
learn any miurc, or to sing what he already knew : a 
man mu#t have idle time on his hands to acquire, or to 
repeat, and, said the poor fellow, <*look at my clothes 
aim at me ; I am starving.^’ This speech was more 

^Jilsrei Aat(»BM,Aibelii dc VeiwUi Urbia situ luiirstio, edit. Taurin. 


affecting than his ^rformance, which habit alona can 
make attractive. The recitative was sltfill, acreaming, 
and monotonous, and the gondolier behind assisted his 
voice by holditig his hand to one side of his mouth. 
The carpenter used a quiet action, which he evidently 
endeavoured to resUain ; but was too much interested 
in his subject altogether to repress. From these men 
we learnt that singing is not confined to the gondoliers, 
and that, although the chant is seldom, if over, voluntary, 
there are still several amongst the lower classes who 
are acquainted with a few stanzas. 

It does not appear that it is usual for the performers 
to row and sing at the same time. Although the verses 
of the Jerusalem are no longer casually heard, there is 

et much music upon the Venetian canals; and upon 

olydays, those strangers who are not near or informed 
enough to distinguish the words, may fancy that many 
of the gondolas still resound with the strains of Tasso. 
The writer of some remarks which appeared in the 
Curiosities of Literature must excuse his being twice 
quoted ; for, with the exception of some phrases a little 
too ambitious and extravagant, he has furnished a very 
I exact, as well as agreeable, description. 

“In Venice tlie gondoliers know by heart long pas- 
sages from Ariosto and Tasso, and often chant tnem 
with a peculiar melody. But this talent seems at pre- 
sent on the decline at least, after taking some jiains, 
I could find no more than two persons who delivered 
to me in this way a passage from Tasso. I must add, 
that the late Mr. Berry once chanted to me a passage 
in Tasso in the manner, as he assured me, of the 
gondoliers. 

“ There are always two concerned, who alternately 
sing the strophes. VVe know the melody eventually by 
Rousseau, to whose songs it is printed ; it has properly 
no melodious movement, and is a sort of medium be- 
tween the canto ferrno and the canto figurato ; it ap- 
proaches to the former by rccilativical declamation, and 
to the latter by passages and course, by which one 
syllable is detained and cmliellishcd. 

“ I entered a gondola by moonlight ; one singer placed 
himself forwards, and the other aft, and thus proceedc'd 
to St. Georgio, One began the song: when he hud 
ended his strophe, the other took up the lay, and so 
continued the song alternately. Throughout the whole 
of it, the same notes invariably returiKHl,buf, according 
to the subject matter of the strophe, they laid a greater 
or a smaller stress, sometimes on one, and sometimes 
on another note, and indeed changed the enunciation of 
ho whole strophe as the object of the poem altered. 

“On the whole, however, the sounds were hoarse and 
screaming : (hey seemed, in llic manner of all rude un- 
civilized men, to make the excellency of iheir singing in 
the force of their voice : one seemed desirous <»! con- 
quering the other by the strength of his lungs; and so 
far from receiving delight from this scene (shut up as I 
was in the box oithe g<>ndola,) J found myself in a very 
unpleasant situation. 

“My conifKimon, to whom I communicated this cir- 
cumstance, being very desirous to keep up the credit of 
bis countrymen, assured me tliat this singing W’as very 
delightful when heard at a distance. Accordingly wo 
got out upon the shore, leaving one of the singers in the 
ondola, while the other went to the distance of some 
undred paces. They now began to sing against one 
another, and I kept walking up and down betv/een them 
both, so as always to leave him who was to begin bis 
part. I frequently stood still and hearkened to tbe one 
and to the other. 

“Here the scene was properly introduced. The 
strong declamatory, and, as it were, shrieking sound, met 
the ear from far, and called forth the attention; the 
quickly succeeding transitions, which necessarily re- 
quired to be sung m a lower tonc^ seemed like plaintive 
strains succeeding the vociferations of emotion or of 
ain. The other, who listened at ten tiv^ely, immediately 
egan where the former left off, answering him in milder 
or more vehement notes, according as uie purport of 
he strophe required. The sleepy canals, the lofty 
luUdings, tlie splendour of the moon, tlie deep shadows 
of the few gonoolas that moved like spirits nither and 
.hither, increased the striking peculiarity of the scene *, 



and amidst ail these circumstatices it was easy to con> 
fess the character of this wonderful harmony. 

I « It suits perfectly well with an idl|t solitary marine) 
lying at length in his vessel at rest on one of thest. 
canals, waiting for his company, or for a fare, the tire- 
someness of which situation is somewhat alleviated by 
the songs and poetical stories he has in memory. He 
often raist^s his voice as loud as he can, which extends 
itself to a vast distance over the tranquil mirror, and as 
all is still around, he is, as it were, in a solitude in the 
midst of a largo and populous town. Here is no rattling 
of carriages, no noise of foot passengers; a silent gon- 
dola glides now and tlien by him, of which the splashings 
of the oars are scarcely to be heard. 

“At a distance he hoars another, perhaps utterly 
unknown to him. Melody and verse immediately attach 
the two strangers : he becomes the responsive echo to 
the former, and exerts himself to be heard as he had 
Reard the other. By a tacit convention tliey alternate 
verse for verse ; though the song should last the whole 
night through, they entertain themselves without fatigue: 
the hearers, who are passing between the two, take 
part in the amusement. 

“ This vocal performance sounds best, at a great dis- 
tance, and is then inexpressibly charming, as it only 
fulfils its design in the sentiment of remoteness. It is 
plaintive, but not dismal in its sound, and at times it is 
scarcely possible to refrain from tears. My companion, 
who otherwise was not a very delicately organized 
person, said quite unexpectedly : e singolare come qui l 
canto intenerisce, e molto pid quando lo cantano megiio. 

“ I was told tliat the women of Libo, the long row of 
Lslands that divides tlie Adriatic from the Lagouns,* 
particularly the women of tlie (ixtreme districts of Ma- 
lamocco and Palestrina, sing in like manner the works 
of Tasso to these and similar tunes. 

“They have the custom, when their husbands are 
fishing out at sea, to sit along the shores in the evenings 
and vociferate these songs, and continue to do so will 
great violence, till each of them can distinguish llu 
re^onsos of her own husband at u distance.”f 

The love of music and of poetry distinguishes all 
classes of Venetians, vviin amongst the tuneful sons of 
Italy. The city itself can occasionally furiii.‘<h respect- 
able audiences for two and even three opera-hous<i.s at 
a time ; and there are few events in private life that do 
not call forth a printed and circulated sonnet. Docs a 
physician or a law^ycr take his degree, or a clergyman 
preacli his maiden sermon, has a surgeon performed an 
operation, would a harlequin announce his departure or 
his benefit, are you to he congratulated on a marriage, 
or a birth, or a lawsuit, the Muses are invoked lo furnish 
the same number of syllahles, and the individual 
triumphs blaze a,broad in virgin wliiti* or party-coloured 
placards on half the corners of the cai>ital. The last 
courtesy of a favourite “ prima donna” brings down a 
shower of these poetical tributes from those upper re- 
gions, from which, in our theatres, nothing but cupids 
and snow-storms are accustomed to de.scend. There 
is a poetry in the very life of a Venetian, which, in it.s 
common course, is varied with those surprises and 
changes so recommendable to fiction, but so diflerent 
from the sober monotony of northern existencre ; amuse- 
ments are raised into duties, duties arc softened into 
amusements, and every object being considered as 
equally making a part of the business of life, is an- 
nounced and performed with the same earnest indiffer- 
ence and gay assiduity. The V cnetian gazette constantly 
closes its columns with the following triple advertise- 
ment. 

Charade 

^Exposition of the most Holy Sacrament in the church 

Theatres, 

St. Moses, opera. 

. . Th« vHtcr nvant Udo, which \» not a long row of Utand*. bata tong 
laland: tha ahora. . . . 

t Curloaitlea of Lltaratura, rol. tl, p. 163, adtt. 1807 ; and Appendix 
sxix. to BUck'a Ufa of Taaao. 


m: 

St. Benedict, a comedy of characters. 

St. Luke, repose. 

men it is rMoIlected what the Catholics believe 
their consecrated wafer to be, wc may perhaps think it 
worthy of a more respectable niche than between poetry 
and the play-house. 

4. 

Sparta hath many a worthier son than he. 

Stanza x. line 5. 

The answer of the mother of Bra.sidas to the stran- 
gers who praised the memory of her son. 

5. 

St. Mark yet sees tds lion whore he stood 

Standj 

Stanza xi. line 5. 

The lion has lost nothing by his journey lo the Inva- 
lides but. the gospel which supported the paw that is 
now on a level with the other foot. The horses also 
are. returned to the ill-chosen spot whence they set out, 
and are, as before, half hidden under tlie porch of St. 
Mark’s church. 

Their history, after a desperate struggle, has been 
satisfactorily explored. The decisions and doubts of 
Erizzo and Zanetti, and lastly, of the Count Leopold 
Cicognara, would have given them a Roman extraction, 
and a pedigree not more ancient tliaii the reign of Nero. 

But M. do Schlegel stepped in to teach the Venetians 
the value of their own treasures, and a Greek vindi- 
cated, at last and for ever, the pretension of his coun- 
trymen to this noble production.* Mr. Mustoxidi has 
not liecn left without a reply ; but, as yet, he has re- 
ceived no answer. It should seem tliat the horses are 
irrevocably Chian, and were transferred to Constan- 
tinople by Theodosius. Lapidary writing is a favourite 
play of the Italians, and has conferred reputation on 
more than one of their literary cliaracters. One of the 
best specimens of Bodoni's typography is a respectable 
volume of inscriptions, all written by his frienil Pacci- 
aiidi. Several %vcrc prefiared for the recovered horses. 

It is to be hoped the best was not selected, when the ' 
following worths were ranged in gold letters above the 
cathedral porch. 

QUATUOll • iiqiJORUM ' SIUNA * A ‘ VKNETIS ' BV- 
ZANTIO * CAPTA * AD * TEMP ' D * MAK ’ A ‘ H * S ’ MCCIV * 
POStTA * qua: * ItOSTJLIS ‘ ClJPIDITAft ‘ A ' MDCt'lllC * 
ABSTUl.ERAT * FRANC * I ' IMP ' PACIS ' ORBl ’ DATA: ' 
TROPHACUM ■ A ' MDCCCXV * VICTOR ' REDUXIT. 

Nothing shall be said of thi^ Latin, but it may he 
jermitted to observe, that the injuslice of the Venetians ! 

transporting tlie horses fioin Constantinople was at 
least equal to that of the French in carrying them to 
Paris, and that it would have been mon.*- prudent to 
have avoided all allusions to cither robbery. An npos- 
lolic prince should, perliaps, have objected lo affixing 
over the priiieipal entrance of a metropolitan church an 
Tiscription having a referene.e lo any other triumphs 
.hail those of religion. Nothing less than the pacifica- 
ion of the world can excu.se such a solecism. 1 

6 . 

77if? Sual)ian .sued, ami now the Austrian rdgns^ 

An Emperor tramples where an Emperor knelt. 

Stanza xii. lines 1 and 2. 

After many vain efforts on the part of the Italians ; 
entirely to throw off the yoke of Frederic Barbarossa, 
and as fruitless attempts of the emperor to make himself ? 
absolute master throughout the whole of his Cisalpine 
dominions, the bloody struggles of four and twenty 
years were happily brought to a close in the city of 
Venice. The articles of a treaty had been previously 
agreed upon between Pope Alexander III. and Barba- 
rossa, and the former having received a safe conduct, 
had already arrived at V enice from F errara, in company 
with the ambas-sadors of the king of Sicily and the con- 
suls of the Lombard league. There still remained, 
lowever, many points to adjust, and for several days 
,ho peace was Vielieved to be impracticable. At this 

• Rut Qiiattro cavalli d^llii Baalllca di S, Marco In Venraia. 
indrex Mustoxidi Corcirete. Phdtia, i>«r Raitwi • compa* 1816 



NOTES TO 


juactore it was middealy reported that the Emperor had 
arrived at Chioza, a town hfleen miles from the capital, 
l^e Venetians rose tumultuously, and insisted upcm 
the city. The Lombards 
took the alarm, and departed towards Treviso. The 
Pope himself was apprehensive of some disaster if; 
Frederic should suddenly advance upon him, but was 
reassured W the prudence and address of Sebastian 
Ziani, the Ooge. Several embassies passed between 
Chioza and the capital^ until, at last, the Emperor re- 
laxii^ somewhat of his pretensions, ^‘laid aside his 
leonine ferocity, and put on the mildness of the lamb.”'*‘ 
On Saturday the 23d of July, in the year 1177, six 
Venetian galleys tranferred Frederic, in great pomp, 
from Chioza to the island of Lido, a mile ^om Venice. 
Early the next morning the Pope, accompanied by the 
Sicilian ambassadors, and by the envoys of Lombardy, 
whom he had recalled from the main land, together with 
a great concourse of people, repaired from tlie patriar- 
chal palace to St. Markus church, and solemnly absolved 
the Kmperor and his partisans from the excommunica- 
tion pronounced against liim. The Chancellor of tlie 
Empire, on the part of his master, renounced the anti- 
popes and their schismatic adherents. Immediately the 
boge, with a great suite both of the clergy and laity, 

f ot on board the galleys, and waiting on Frederic, rowed 
tm in mighty state from the Lido to the capital. The 
Emperor descended from the galley at the quay of Uie 
Piazzotta. The Doge, the patriarch, his bishops and 
clergy, and the people of Venice with their crosses and 
their standards, marched in solemn procession before 
him to tlie church of Saint Mark. Alexander was seated 
before the vestibule of the basilica, attended by his 
bishops and cardinals, by the patriarch of AquiUya, by 
the archbishops and bishops of Lombardy, alt of llietn 
in state, and clothed in tlieir churdi robes. Frederic 
approached— “ moved by the Holy Spirit, venerating 
the Almighty in the person^of Alexanuer, laying aside 
his imperial dignity, and throwing off his mantle, he 
prostrated himself at full length at the feet of tlie Pope. 
Alexander, with tears in his eyes, raised hint benig- 
nantly from the ground, kissed him, blessed him ; and 
immediately the Geniiatis of the train sang, with a loud 
voice, ‘ We praise ihoe, O Lord.’ The Emperor tlien 
taking the Pope by the right hand, led him to the 
church, and having recoivt'd his benediction, returned 
to the ducal palace.”t The ccromony of humiliatioi 
was repeated the next day. The Pope himself, at tin 
request of Fredoricy said mass at St. Mark’s. Tlie Em- 
)H‘ror again laid aside his inquTial rnaiitlo, and, taking 
a wand in his hand, officiated as verger, driving the 
laily from the choir, and pr4*ceding the jM>mifl' tt> thi 
altar. Alexander, after reciting the gospel, preached tc 
the. people. The Kmperur put himself close to tin 
pulpit in the attitude of listening; and the pontiff^ 
<oucln*d by this mark of his attention, for he knew thai 
Frederic dul not understand a word he said, commanded 
the patriarch of Aijuileja to translate the Latin diseourst 
into the German tougvie. Thu creed was then chanted 
Kredijric made his oblation and kissed the Pope’s feci, 
and, mass Vniing over, led him by the hand to his ivliite 
/torse, lie heki the sfirriip, and would liai'e led the 
horse’s rein to the water side, had not the Pope ac- 
cepted of t))o inclination for the p(*rformance, and affec- 
t tonal ely dismiRsed him with his ben**dietion. Such if 

the substance of the account left by the archbishop of 
SaUrnt^ who was present at the ceveinony, and wbos- 
story is contiriued by every Kufi.seqaent narration, i. 
would bo not worth so mmulc a record^ were it not the 
triumph of liberty as mdJ as ofsupersthhn. The Biatea 
of Lombardy owed to it tbc confirmation of their privi- 
leges ; and Alexander had reason to thank tlie Alnughty, 

who had embled an inhrm, unarmed old man^ to subdue 
a terrible and potent aovoreign.J 


* “ Aiilbiii audith. fmpemtor, opennte m, qui corda prlncipum Micut 
iiK ft quandn vuH hnrnilitar inctinal, leoniaa /rritata deposita. oviirun 
mAnaiiatudinem mditU.” Koraimldi Salcrniiaiii Chronlcou. apud Script. 
Her.lul.Tom. Vll.u.“ * 

tibld. P.23L 

t Ihe above etted Romuald of .‘tftlerno, Tn a aacond termon whicti 
Alexander ureaclwd, on tlui flnt da^r of Ausuel, before the Kmperor, he 
comjtared Predei ic lu the prodigal eon, awl himself to the forgiTing &Uier . 


7 . 

^ on« Aoto* ^ otd 

7ft* octog^enarian c/d^f ByzoaUxum^a conqusrmgfle. 

Stanza xii. lines 8 and 81 

The reader will recollect the exclamation of the 
highlander, Oh for one hour of Dundtt ! Henry Dan- 
dolo, when elected Doge, in 1 192, was eighty-five years 
if age. When he commanded the Venetians at the 
:aking of Constantinople, he was consequently ninety- 
seven years old. At this age he annexed the fouith 
and a half of the whole empire of Romania,’^ for so the 
Roman empire was then called, to the title and to the 
terrilories of the Venetian Doge. The three-eigh^ of 
this empire were preserved in the diplomas until the 
dukedom of Giovanni Dolfino, who made use of the 
above designation in the year 1357*1 

Danclolo led the attack on Constantinople in person: 
.wo ships, the Paradise and the Pilgrim, were tied to- 
gether, and a drawbridge or ladder let down from their 
higher yards to the walls. The Doge was one of the 
first to rush into the city. Then was completed, said 
the Venetians, the prophecy of the Erythraean sibyl, 
“ A gathering together of the powerful shall be made 
amidst the waves of the Adriatic, under a blind leader ; 
they shall beset the goat — they shall profane Byzantium 
— they shall blacken her buildings — her spoils shall be 
dispersed ; a new goat shall bleat until they have mea- 
sured out and run over fifty-four feet, nine uiches, and a 
half.”! 

Dandolo died on the first day of June, 1206, having 
reigned thirteen years, six months, and five days, and 
W’as buried in the church of St. Sophia, at Constanti- 
nople. Strangely enough it must sound, that the name 
of tho rebel apothecary who received the Doge’s sword, 
and annihilated the ancient government, in 1TO6-7, was 
Dandolo. 

8 . 

Bui is not Darids menace come to pats? 

Are tiuy rvd t^idied / 

Stanza xiii. lines 3 and 4. 

After the los.<i of the battle of Pola, and the taking of 
Chioza on the 16th of August, 1379, by the united 
armament of the Genoese and Francesco da Carrara, 
Signor of Padua, the Venetians were reduced to the 
utmost despair. An embassy was sent to the conquerors 
with a blank .sheet of paper, praying them to prescribe 
what terms they pleased, and leave to Venice only her 
independence. The Prince of Padua w'us inclined to 
li.sten to tlic.se proposals, but the Genoese, who after 
the victory at Pola, had shouted ^‘to Venice, to Venice, 
and long live Si. George,” determined to annihilate their 
rival, and Peter Dofia, their commander in chielj re- 
turned this answer to the suppliant.s; “On God’s faith, 
geiiUeraen of Venice, ye shall have no peace from the 
Signor of Padua, nor from our commune of Genoa, until 
we have first put a rein upon tho.se unbridled horses of 
yours, that are upon the porch of your evangelist St. 
Mark. When we have brid)«“d them, we shall keep you 
quid. And this is t\u*. pleasure of us and of your com- 
mune. As for these my brothers of Genoa, that you 
have brought wiih you to give up to us, I will not have 
them : take them back ; for, in a few diyya hence, I shall 
come and let them out of jirison myself^ both these and 
all tlio others. In fact, the Genoese did advance aa 

* Mr. Gibbon W otniltrd Ike important a, xnd h&s written RoiMLai 

iaaleukl of Rornunlce. Ucctiiie and rwU, cau. lai. note 0. BulUiaUU* 
Hcqiiiri'd hy Tinndulo nina Uiua in th« cbmriicirorbianaiDMake. 

Andrew Dandolo. Oucali titulo (tddidit, Quartce imriit si tUmidla 
totiui imperii Romamtu.'^ Ani\. Dam), t 'bronicoii, cap. iii. p»r« xxxrd. 

up. Script. Kcr. ll&i tom. xii. (tage 031. Anti the Roroani* i» obwjrvpd 

in Utu Buijaaqtirnt ucU of tbr huki'd the COUtinCQUl ^XWMHtOni 

of ibe ilrerk empire \u F.nn>|>*! were tbei» Kcneraily known by ilie nam* 
orRomnnia, ancl lUal appellatiou i« aUll aecu in the maiw t£ Turkey oe 
applied to Thrace. 

i Bee the rontinuation of Dandolo ’a Chronicle, ibid, page 468. Mr. 
(iibbon eppeura not to include Dolfino, followlnf' Hanudo, whoeaye. *' U 

S uai titob si uso'fin al Doge Qiowmni Dolfino. Rue Vite de^ Duehl 
i Venexia. ap. Script. Her. Ital. tom. xxii. 5%. 641. 



rxxiT. I 

$ Altafidi Dio, Signori Vensxiani, non haverstemaifmesdsUSig^ 
lore di Padoua,nidnltu>stro caimmms di Geruma, eeprimisramsnte 
non mettsmo Is brigHs a qusUi vostr% cnwlii tfrsnaii, chs sono •» la 
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&r as MalamoccO) within five miles of tlie capital ; but 
their own danger and the pride of their enemies gave 
courage to the Venetians^ who made prodigious ettorts, 
and many individual sacrifices^ ail of &em carefully re- 
corded by their historians. Vettor Pisani was put at 
the head of thirty-four galleys. The Genoese broke up 
from Majamoccoy and retired to Chioza in October; 
but they i^ain threatened Venice, which was reduced 
to ratremities. At this time, the Ist of January, 1380, 
arrived Carlo Zeno, who had been cruisii^ on the 
Genoese coast with fourteen galleys. The Venetians 
were now strong enough to besiege the Genoese. Doria 
was kiUed on the 22d of January by a stone bullet 195 
pounds weight, discharged from a bombard called the 
Trev^n. Chioza was then closely invested: 5000 
auxiliaries, among whom were some Englisn Condot- 
tieri, (^mmandoa W one Captain Ceceno, joined the 
Venetians. The Genoese, in their turn, prayed for 
conditions, but none were granted, until, at last, they 
surrendered at discretion; and, on the 24t}i of June, 
1380, the Doge Contarini made his triumphal entry into 
Chioza. Four thousand prisoners, nineteen galleys, 
many smaller vessels and barks, with all the ammuni- 
tion and arms, and outfit of the expedition, fell into the 
hands of the conquerors, who, had it not been for Uie 
inexorable answer of Doria, would have gladly reduced 
their dominion to tlie city of Venice. An account of 
these transactions is found in a work called Uic War 
of Chioza, written by Daniel Chiiiazzo, who was in 
Venice at tlie time.* 

9. 

r/ic “ Planter of the IJuan^ 

Stanza xiv. line 3. 

Plant the IJon — ^Ihat is, the Lion of St. Mark, the 
standard of the republic, which is the origin of tlie word 
Pantaloon— Piantaleonc, Panlaleon, Pantaloon. 

10 . 

Thin street^ and foreign cu^cctfty mich as must 

Too oft remind her wlto and what enthrals. 

Stanza xv. linos 7 and 8. | 

The population of Venice at the end of the seventeenth 
century amounted to nearly two hundred thuusand 
souls. At the last census, taken two years ago, it was 
no more than about one hundred and three thousand, 
and it diminishes daily. The commerce and the ofBciai 
eniployments, which were to be the unexhausted source 
of Venetian grandeur, have botli ex]iired.t Most of the 
patrician mansions ore deserted, and would gradually 
disappear, had not the govcriunoiit, alarmed by the 
demolition of seventy-two, during the last two years, 
expressly forbidden this sad resource of povi*rty. Many 
remnants of the Venetian nobility are now scattered 
and confounded with the wealthier Jews upon thn banks 
of tlie Brenta, whose pailadian palaces have sunk, or 
are sinking in the general decay. Of the “ gontiluomo 
Veneto,” the name is still known, and that is all. He is 
but the shadow of his former self, but. lu; is polite and 
kind. It surely may lie pardoned to him if he is queru- 
lous, Whatever may have been the vices of the repub- 
lic^ and although the natural term of its existence may 
be thought by foreigners to have arrived in the duo 
course of mortality, only one sentiment can be expected 
from the Venetians themselves. At no time were tlio 

subjects of the republic so unanimous in their resolution 
to rally round tVie standard of Mark, as when it was 
for the last time unfurled ; and tho cowardice and the 
treachery of the few patricians who recommended the 
fatal neutrality were con&ied to the persons of the 
tndtors themselves. The present race cannot be 
thought to regret the loss of their aristocratical forms, 


JlsMa dst Foifro BvtmgelUta 8. Marco, Jmbrenati ehc gH havrmo, 
ai fortno ttare in buonapoc*. £ quwta c ta in(«nzto?i« nottra, e dci 
Notiro eorniwfie. (4fusti miti frattlli Oenovtti che hoiette menai 
CM soi jMf donord, non li voglio ; rinumetegli in dtetro perehe i 
vUendo dafuio vocM gUmd nenirgli a rUevoter, dalle voetre pH- 
ftoni, « loro c glialtri.^ 

* " C^ronaen Mia guerra di QilOBa/’ &e. Script. Rer. Italic. tom. xv. 
pp.SIStoSM. 

t " Noomillonim d nobUtatc baiMni* sunt opec, ndeo ul vlx mtitnar' 
powiat : id quod tiitai d rebus oritur, pardmonis, eommercio, atque iii 
•motmnentfe, qua, s R«pub. perciplunt, quat banc ob causam diutuma 
fare credttiir.**— Sc* do mneipotibue ItaUn, Tractatuc edit. 1681 . 
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and too despotic government ; they think only on thsir 
- anished independence. They pme away at tho w- 
lembrance, and on this subject suspend for a moment 
leir gay cot>d humour. Venice may be said in the 
ords of the Scripture, “ to die daily and so general 
and so apparent is the decline, as to beconio painful to 
stranger, not reconciled to the sight of a whole nation 
xpiring as it were before his eyes. So artificial a 
ireation, having lost that principle which called it into 
ife and supported its existence, must fall to pieces at 
3nce, and sink more rapidly tlian it rose. The abhor- 
•ence of slavery which drove the Venetians to the sea, 
las, since their disaster, forced them to the land,wheio 
hey may be at least overlooked amonpt the crowd of 
dependents, and not present the humiliating spectacle 
af a wliole nation loaded with recent chains. Their 
liveliness, their aflability, and that hapiiy indifference 
which constitution alone can give, for philosopliy aspires 
to it in vain, have not sunk under circumstances ; but 
many peculiarities of rosturne and manner have by 
degrees been lost, and the nobles, with a pride common 
-o all Italians who have been masters, have not been 
jcrsuaded to parade their insignificance. That splen- 
dour which was a proof and a portion of their power, 
*hey would not degrade into the trappings of their sub- 
leclion. They retired from tho space which they had 
>ccupied in the eyes of their follow-citizens ; their 
iontimiance in which would have boon a symptom 
acquiescence, and an insult to those w ho suffered by the 
common misfortune. Those who remained in the de- 
graded capital might be said rather to haunt the scenes 
>f tlieir departed power, than to live in them. The 
•cflection, “who and what enthrals,” will hardly bear a 
;omnienL from one who is, nationally, tho friend and 
Uie ally of the con<]ueror. It may, however, be allowed 
,o say thus much, that to those who wish to recover 
heir independence, any masters must be an object of 
lcte.station ; and it may bo safely foretold that this 
iimrofitablc aversion will not have been corrected 
•efore Venice shall have sunk into the slime of her 
iioked canals. 

11 . 

Redemption rose up in the Attic Muse. 

Stanza xvi. line 3. 

The story is told in Plutarch’s life ofNicias. 

12 , 

And Otway ^ Raxidiffe^ Schiller^ Shakspeare^s art. 

Stanza xviii, line 6. 

Venice Preserved ; Mysteries of Udolpho ; the Ghost- 
jer, or Armenian ; the jVlercliant of Venice ; Othello* 

13. 

Rut from their nature vdl the tanum grow 
Laftiest on Uftiest and hast shelUr'U rocks. 

Stanza xx. lines 1 and 2. 

Tannen is the plural of tanne, a species of fir peculiar 
o the Alps, which only thrives in very rocky parts, 
where. Bcarcely soil sufficient for its nounshmeni can be 
oumi. On these spots it grows to a greater height 
:han any other mountain tree. 

14. 

A single star is at her side, and reigns 
H^ith her o'er half the Uwdy heaven. 

Stanza xxviii. lines 1 and 2. 

The ahovo deHcripiion may seem fanlostiieal or ex- 
aggerated to those who have never seen an Oriental or 
an Italian sky, yet it is but a literal and hardly sufficient 

lelineation of an August evening (the eighteenth) as 

contemplated in one of many rides along tlie banks of 
the Brenta near lia Mira. 

15. 

Watering the tree which bears his lady's name 

With bis melodious Usarsfw goMs hxrnseif to fimte. 

Stanza xxx. linos 8 and 9. 

Thanks to the critical acumen of a S<;otchman, we 
now know as little of Laura as ever.* The discoveries 
of the Abb4 de Sade, his triumphs, his sneers, can no 

* tSee on HUtorlcal and Critical Emy on th* Ufa and Cborocttr of 
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toik|^ ieuitruct or amuBe.’*' We muat not, however, 
that these memoirs are as much a romance as 
Beltsarius or the Incas, although we are told so by Dr 
Beattie, a great name, but a little authority 4 His 
“labour” has not been in vain, notwithstanding his 
“ love” has, like most other passions, made him ndicu- 
lous4 The hypothesis which overpowered the strug- 
gling Italians, and carried along less interested critics 
ui its current, is run out. We mve another proof that 
we can be never sure that the paradox, the most singular, 
and therefore having the most agreeable and authentic 
air, will not give place to the re>esiablished ancieni 
prejudice. 

It seems, then, first, that Laura was born, lived, died 
and was buried, not in Avignon, but in tbe country 
The fountains of tlie Sorga, the thickets of Cabrieres, 
may resume their pretensions, and the explcxled de la 
Baatie again be heard with complacency. The hypo- 
thesis of the Abbe had no strongcjr props than the 
parchment sonnet and medal found on the skeleton ol 
tlie wife of Hugo de Sade, and tiio manusc.Ttpt note tc 
the Virgil of Tetrarch, now in the Ambrosian library 
if these proofs were' both incontestable, the poetry was 
written, the modal composed, cast, and deposited 
within the space jof twelve hours: and these deliberate 
duties were performed round the carcass of one wh< 
died of the plague, and was hurried to the grave on the 
day of her eJoath. These documents, therefore, are loo 
decisive: they prove not the fact, but the forge^ry. 
Either the sonnet or the Virgilian note must be a falsi- 
fication. The Abb^ cites both as incontestably true ; 
the conscjouent deduction is inevitable— they are both 
evidently false.^ 

Secondly, Laura was never married, and was a 
huiighty virgin rathcir than that tender and prudent wife 
who honoured Avignon liy making that town the theatre 
of an honest Frcncli passion, and played off for one and 
twenty years her liUtle inachintry of alternate favours 
and refusals II upon tlie first poet of the agcj. It was, 
indeed, rather too unfair that a female should be made 
respoiwible for eleven children upon the faith of a mis- 
interpreted abbreviation, and the decision of a librarian.1l 
It is, liowever, satisfactory to think that the love of| 
Fetrarch was not platonic. The happiness which he 
prayed to possess but once and for a moment was surely 
not of the mind,*+ and something so very real as a 
marriage project, with one who has been idly called a 
shadowy nymph, may bo, perhjms, detected in at least six 
places of his own sonnets, jj The love of Petrarch was | 
neither platonic nor poetical ; and if in one passage of! 
his works he calls it “ ainoro veementoissimo ma unico ' 
cd onesto,” he confesses, in a letter to a friend, that it 
was guilty and perverse, that it absorbed him quite and 
mastereil his heart4| 

Pfttrarcli ; and a DlsMertAtian on mi HidUtrical fiypoth«als of the Ahb6dc 
Sttde : the Aral apprnred about the war 17S4 ; the other ie lni«rt«>ttiri tin* 
fourth volnmo of tlie I'niiwaf tion» of the Royal Society of FAlit>hiirgh,aiHl 
both have been incorporated into a work, puhliahcd, under the drat title, 
liy llallMiityue in ISIO. 

• Mkmoin»» pour la Vie di Phtrarque. 
t Mfe of Ileattie, by Sir W, Forhea, 1. li. ». 106. 

:} Mr. Gllihon culled hi» Memoirs “ a laoour of Iwe,*' (aec Decline 
«u<l Fall, rap. Ixx. note 1.) aud folluwiHl luin with cnufltlcnce and deliKhi. 
'I'iie compiler of »i very voluiiiiuoufi work m««t take imirh crilicimn upon 
triiat ; Mr. CiiUhou luu done so, thuufb not as readily as some otlier 
authors. 

6 The sonnet had hefure awakened the suspicioiu of Mr. Horace Wal- 
fiole. Sve Ills letter to Wharton in 1763. 

II “ Par ce fietit maakge, cetto attenitttive de fareurs el de rigtieurs bieu 
une femme tenrire el sage amuse, pendant vinet ot tin sns, le 
plus grand poMe de sou il6cle, saus falre la moindre hreche & son Ikmi- 
neur?* Mem. pour la Vie de Phtrarnuc, Preface aux Franoois. Tlie 
ttaiian editor of di« London edition of Petrarch, who has translated Lord 
Woodhousclee, reiuders the “ femme tendre et sage," rajtnata eivetta.** 
Kidesslonl intornoa madonna Laura, p. 231, voi. ui. ed. ISIL 
H In a dialogue with Bt, Augustin, Pelmrch has described Laura as 
Davhig a body exhausted wlUt reiieated^miAe. The old editors read and 

G 'lilted nertiur6a1ioniAu» ; hot Mr. Canpvronier, librarian to the French 
ng in 1782, who saw the MS, in the l^uis library, made an attestation 
that on lU ttqu'on doit itre, pttrtubwt exhauettm.*' De Sade joined 
the names of MeMrs, Boudot and Bejot with Mr. Caijperonler, and in 
the whole diecuesion on this phtbe, showed himself a downrhtht literary 
rogue. See Riflcssioid, Sc. p. 9S1. Thomas Aquinas is called in to 
mtlie whether Petrarch’s mistress was a chaste maid or a contftient wife. 


In this case, however, he was perhaps alarmed for s 
the culpability of his wishes ; for the Abbd de Sade • 

: himself, who certainly would not have been scrupulously 
i delicate if he could have proved his descent wm Pe- 
trarch as well as Laura, is forced into a stout defence 
of his virtuous grandmother. As far as relates to the 
poet, we have no security for the innocenoo, except 
perhaps in the constancy of his pursuit. He assures us 
In his epistle to posterity, that, when arrived at his for- 
tieth year, he not only had in horror, but had lost all 
recollection and image of any “ irregularity.”* But the 
birth of his natural daughter cannot be assigned earlier 
than his thirty-ninth year ; and cither the memory or 
the morality of the poet must have failed him, when he 
forgot or was guilty of this slip.1i The weakest argu- ^ 
mcht for the piirii^ of this love has been drawn from the 
permanence of effects, which survived the obiect of hip 
passion. The reflection of Mr. de la Bastie, mat virtue 
alone is capable of making impressions which death 
cannot efface, is one of those which every body aji- 
plauds, and every body finds not to be true, the moment 
lie examines hi.s own breast or tlie records of human 
feeling.} Such apophthegms can do nothing for Pe- 
trarch or for the cause of morality, except with the very 
weak and the very young. He that has made even a 
little progress beyond ignorance and pupilage cannot be 
edified with any thing but truth. Wnat is called vindi- 
cating tbe honour oi an individual or a nation, is the 
most futile, tedious, and uninstructive of all writing; 
although it will always meet with more applause than 
that sober criticism, which is attributed to the malicious 
desire of reducing a great man to the common standard 
of humanity. It is, after all, not unlikely, that our his- 
torian was right in retaining his favourite hypothetic 
salvo, which secure.s the author, although it scarcely 
saves the honour of the still unknown mistress of Pe- 
trarch. § 

16 . 

They keep his dust in Artpia, where he died. 

Stanza xxxi. line 1. 

Petrarch retired to Arquk immediately on his return 
from the unsuccessful attempt to visit Urban V. at 
Rome, in the year 1370, and, witli the exception of his 
celebrated visit to Venice, in company with Francesco 
Novello da Carrara, he appears to have passed the four 
last years of his life between that charming solitude and 
Padua. For four month.s previous to hi.s death he was 
in a state of continual languor, and in the morning of 
July the 19th, in the year 1.374, was found dead in his 
library chair with his h<*ad re.^ting upon a hook. The 
chair is still show n among the precious relics of ArquK, 
which, from the uninterrupted veneration that has been 
attached to every thing relative to ibis great man from 
tlte moment of his death to the present hour, have, it 
may be hoped, a belter chance of authenticity than the 
Shakspcriati memorials of Stratford upon Avon. 

Arquk (for the lost syllable is accented in pronuncia- 
tion, although the analogy of the English language has 
been observed in the verse) is twelve miles from Padua, 
and about three miles on the right of the high road to Ro- 
vigo, in the bosom of the Eugancan hills. After a walk of 
twenty minutes across a flat w'dbwooded meadow, you 
i^omo to a little blue lake, clear, but fathomless, and to 
the fool of a succession of acclivities and hills, clothed 
with vineyards and orchards, rich with fir and pome- 
ranate trees, and every suimy fruit shrub. Prom the 
anks of the lake the road winds into the hills, and the 
church of Arquk is soon seen between a cleft where 
two ridges sl(^ towards each other, and nearly enclose 
the village. The houses are scattered at intervals on 
the steep sides of these summits ; and that of the poet 
is on the edge of a little knoll overlooking two descents, 


* Axion diehonseta are bia worda. 

t '* A queata confesaiooc coal alucera diede Torae occaaione un« nuova 
;iiduU ch’ el fece.’ ’ Tiratxwcbi, Storia, Oc, tom. r. Ub. It. par. fi. pag. 


Pixmalion, quanto lodar U <lid 492. 

1>«I1 ’ imaxuw tua, ae udUe toU# % nn'^ a gas la oerfu settle gui soit cOjpahle de /aire dm ^ 

N' ateatl quel «h' I* aol uiia Torrel.’^ eions gue m mort tCsffacs pas,^* M. tie Bimanl, Baroo de la BatlM, tn 

Bonetin 8B, otMWwto givame a Simon V alto concetto, tbe Mwaetrea de I'AcadAmIe dea Inacri^iom «i IleUM Ltvirea for 1740 
Le Rimst «c. par . L. ua«. ISU, edit. Yea. 1756. and 1751 . See alao RMtaatoni, &c. p. iS». 
tl See Rtfleaaioiil, Be. p. 291. § “ And If the rirtue orprudenca of Laura waa iaaxarabla, baenjm^ 

U tlueila raa t perrarn pMaioae olw aolo lotto mi oaeupara « mi and lioaat of enjorms* the nymph of p^try.” Deci^ and FaU, 
refnara n#l euora.*' cap. Ixx. p. 9B7. toI. alt. ocl. Farnapathe i/ ia hart taaaol foraltAoMfl. 
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aitd a view mit only of the atowing gardens 

in the dales iminediately beneath, but of the wide plains 
above whose low woods of mulberry and willow, thick- 
ened into a dark mass by festoons of vines, tall singh 
cypresseS} and the spires of towns, are seen in the dis- 
tance, which stretches to the moullis of the Po and th< 
sliores of, the Adriatic. The climate of these volcank 
hills is warmer, and the vintage begins a week soone: 
than in the plains of Padua. Peiranii is laid, for Iv 
cannot be said to be buried} in a sarcophagus of re> 
marble, raised on four pilasters on an elevated base 
and preserved from an assiKiation with meaner tombs 
It stands conspicuously alone, but will be soon over 
shadowed by four lately planted laurels. Petrarch’ 
Fountain, for here every tiling is Petrarch’s, spring: 
and expand.9 itsoli' beneath an arlilicial arch, a litth 
below the church, and abounds plentifully, in the dries 
Reason, with that soft water whieli was the anciei 
wealth of the Eugaiican hills. It would be more attrac 
t|ve, were it not, in some .sea-sons, beset with hornet 
and wasps. JNo other coincidenee could assimilate th( 
tombs Of Petrarch and Archilochus. The revolution: 
of centuries have spared these sequestered valleys, 
and the only violence which has been offered to the 
ashes of Petrarch was prompted, not by hale, but vene 
ration. An attempt was made to rob the sarcophagu: 
of its treasure, and one of the arms was stolen i. 
Florentine through a rent vvliirh is still visible. The 
injury is not forgotten, but has served to identify lh( 
poet with the country where he was horn, but when 
nc would not live. A peasant hoy of Arquu being asked 
who Petrarch was, replied, “that the people of tlie par- 
sonage knew all about him, but that he only knew thai 
he was a Florentine.” 

Mr. Forsyth* was not (juite correct in saying tha 
Petrarch never returned to Tuscany after he had onct 
quitted it when a boy. It appears he did pa.ss tlirougli 
Florence on his way from 1‘arrna to Pome, and on hi.s 
return in the year UloO, and rernainrd there long 
enough to form some aequaiiitanee with its most ilislin- 
guished inhabitants. A Florentine gentleman, asliatiiei' 
of the aversion of the poet for his native country, was 
eager to point out this trivial error in our aecoinplishet 
traveller, w'hom he knew and respected for an extraor- 
dinary capacity, extensive erudition, and refined taste, 
joined to that engaging situplieity of mariners whieh lia."- 
beeii so frequently recognised as the surest, though it i? 
certainly not an iiirlispcnsable, trait of superior genius. 

Every footstep of Laura’s lover has been anxiously 
traced and recorded. The liouse in whieh he Imlged i: 
shown in Venice. The inhahitanls of Arezzo, in ordei 
to decide the ancient controversy between their city and 
the neighbouring Anci.sa, where P(‘lrareli was e,arried 
when seven months old, and remained until his seventh 
year, have designated by a long inscription the spot 
where their great fellow-citizen was born. A tablet 
has been raised to him at Parma, in the cliapel of Si. 
Agatha, at the cathedral,! because he was archdeacon 
of that society, and was only snatched from his intended 
Bcpiiituru in their church by vi forei^^n death. Another 
tablet with a bust has been erected to him at Pavia, on 
account of his having passed the autumn of 1368 in that 
city, with his son-in-law Brossano. The political con- 
dition which has for ages precluded the Italians from 


the criticism of the living, has concentrated 
lion to tho illuMintion of W dead. 

17. 

Or, U may 6 c, with demoM, 

_ Stama xxxiv. line 1. 

The struggle is to the full as likely to be with demons 
as with our belter thoughts. Satan chose the wilder* 
ness for the temptation of our Saviour. And our 
unsullied John I.ocke preferred the presence of a child 
to complete solitude. 

18. 

In face of aU Jiift /oes, ttte Cruscan quire ; 

And Boikauy whose rwdi e/wy, &c. 

Stanza .xxxviii. lines 6 and 7. 

Perhaps the couplet in which Boileau depreciates 
Tasso, may serve as well as any other specimen to 
jiistiiy the opinion given of the harmony ofFrench verse. 
A Malerhe » Uuchii, pr6t'fir<.‘ ThtMiphite, 

£t le cliitquHul du Tiism; a loul I’cr dt- Viri^ile. 

8at, ix. Ten. ITS. 

The biographer Serassi,* out of tenderness to the 
reputation cither of the Italian or the French poet, is 
eager to oFserve that the satirist recaiiterl or explained 
away this censure, and subseipieiitly allowed the author 
of the Jerusalem to he a “ genius, sublime, vast, and 
happily born for tiie higher tlighls of poetry.” To this 
we will a«ld, lliaf the re<-anisilioii is far from satisfactory, 
when we cxaniim* the whole, anecdote as reported by 
Olivet. ■! The sentence pronounced against him by 
Bohoui-sj is recorded only to llie confusion of the critic, 
whose palinodta the Italian makes no eflbrl to discover, 
and would in)t perhaps accept. As to the opposition 
wiiich the Jerusalem encountered from the Criiscan 
academy, who degraded Tasso from all competition 
with Ariosto, below Bojardo and Pulci, the disgrace of 
such opposition must also in some measure be laid to 
ilie charge of Alfonso, and the court of Ferrara. For 
Leonard Sul vial i, the principal and nearly the sole 
irigin of this attack, w'as, there can be no (Joiil)t,6 in- 
Fienced by a hope to acquire the favour of the House 
)f Este; on object which he thought atluinabie by 
exalting the reputation of a native poet at flic expense of 
a rival, then a pristmer of sUite. The hopes and efforts 
of Salviati must serve to show’ the eoteniptvrary opinion 
as to the nature of the poet’s imprisonment; and will 
fill up the measure of our indignation at the tyrant 
jailer.jJ In fact, the antagonist of Tasso was not dis- 
appointed in the reception given to his criticism j h© 
w as called to the court of Ferrara, where having endea- 
voured to heighten his clairns to favour, by panegyrics 
ui the family of liis sovereign, IT he was in turn 
abandoned, urid expiri’d in rieglei‘1ed poverty. The 
■pposition of the Cruseans w as brought to a close in six 
ear.s affer the conimenreunent of the controv<‘rsy ; and 
if the aca<lemy ow€*d its first renown to having almost 
^peiiod with such a parodox,** it is probable that, on 
Uie other hand, (he care of his reputation alleviated 
•ather than aggravated the imprisonment of the injured 
•oot. The defence of his father and of himself, for both 
rcre involved in the censure of Salviati, found employ- 
ment for many of his solitary hours, and the r^iptive 
;oiild have been but little embarrassed to reply to ac- 


Remarkc, &c. an lulv, p. tS.noU'.ftl «(ltl. 

t n.o. M. 

Fmiiciwo PffO’«rcbj< 

PlirinanaS Archidinrono. 

Parmlibun prnrlnrU i>nii«rf prrnnliijtio 
KUticM Chri»tiun» scripinri eixmio 
RomaiMB lingucF rt>«lituton 
Klniacie principi 

Africag oh carmen hftc in urhi- pf-rarttim regibua acdlo 
H. P. CL. R. taiirea lionatB. 

Tanl! Viri 

Jiivi-nilhim (uveiti* neiiilliim wjiex 
RtndiontiMiimiM 

CfMXHW NlcoliiU* (JanonicuB Ciro|Kuann 
Mtirmorra firoxinta ara exctiaia. 

Tbtqnc cotirlito 

Div« Janiinriie cmaiio corpora 
H. M. P. 
auflectum 

8ed infra mariuim Franciacl oetHitr-liro 
Somnw hac in ada rflrrrt mandantis 
Si farmat tTCCtimlwrat 
Exlcra moru hrn nobiaerepti. 


* I.a Tita del Tano, lib. iii. p. 284. tom. ii. adit, fiartamo, 1780. 

t llistwre dc I’Acadimic- Praiio»iM, clopuia I(i52]uaqu"l700, (>ar I'liMia 
’Olivet, u. lOr, edit. Amatmlam, J780, “Mala, eaauita, vanani A 
uaaffc qu^iia fait de tal«tiB, Tauroia moiitri que le boo Mrisii'e«i paa 
tou jounce qui domine ch«z lul,’ ’ p. 182. RoUcaumaid ha had not ebangad 
'-‘■opinion : " J*en ai ■! fwu chaiigi, dlt-il,” p. IBl, 

I La manidrr de him (Mmaer dune iee oiiTiageedr I ’esprit, mc. dial. p. 
39, idit. 1692 Fhiiaiuhce ie for TaMo, and aaye, in the outeet , ** de (one 
lei beaux eapriti que IMtaJie a r>orl9«, le Taaae eel peut-dtre celui qm 
penic le plui nublt-ment." But Bolmure eecme to apeak In Kudoxus, 
who clo«i-i will; the alaurd compariaott : ” Kaitee valuire leTaiae uu»t 
[jo’il voue piaira, !je m’en Uena pmir m«t d Virffile,” Ac. thkl. u, 102. 

§ La Vita, He. fib. ill. p. 90, tom. ii. The Knsluh reader mejr eee an 
.crouiit of ihe o|.>po«iUoti of the Crueca to 'ramo, in Dr. Black, l^Uc, &«. 
:ap. *vH. vol, il. 

fl For further, and, »t U hofNid, der.ieive proof, that Taeao wae neither 
lore nor teB« thait aprtg^jner of etote, the reader b referred to “ Hif- 
fricaJ Itluatraiion$ of the Jvth Ca$uo of thitde Jffaroid,'^ pag. 6, 
imI foilowine. 

KOraxionr ftinebri . . .delli todi di Pon I.uifi r'ardinal d’JBeta . . , 
deile loth <h Donno Ajfoneod’Kate. Swr.) I .0 Vita lili.tii. p. 117. 

** It was foumied in 1S82, and the i runcan aueaer to FWUagrhi*' 
C<tr^fa or epicttpoe«ia wet publiahed in 1584. 
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ctisalknis, wbere, amongst other delinquencies, he was 
chafged with invidiousiv omitting, in his comparison 
between France and Italy, to make any meniion of the 
cupola of St. Marta del Fiore ai Florence.* The late 
biographer of Ariosto seems as if witling to renew the 
controversy by doubting the interpretation of Tasso's 
aelf-estimationl relatea in Serassi's life of the poet. 
But Tiraboschi had before laid that rivalry at res^| by 
showing, that between Ariosto and Tasso it is not a 
question of comparison, hut of preference. 

19. 

Tht lightning rent from ArvM(h bust 
The iron crown of laureCe mimicked leaves. 

Stanza xli. lines 1 and 2. 

Before the remains of Ariosto were removed from the 
Benedictine church to the library of Ferrara, his bust, 
which surmounted the tomb, was struck by lightning, anrl 
a crown of iron laurels melted away. The event has 
been recorded by a writer ol the last cenfiiry.§ The 
transfer of these sacred ashes on the 6th of June, 1801, 
was one of the most brilliant 8[»octacles of the short- 
lived Italian Republic ; and to consecrati; the memory 
of the ceremony, the once famous fallen Jntrepidi were 
revived and reformed into the Ariostcan academy. 
The large public place through which the procession 

g iradecf was then for the first time called Ariosto 
quare. The author of the Orlando is jealously claim- 
ed as the Homer, not of Italy, but Ferrara. |j The 
mother of Ariosto was of Reggio, and the house in 
which he was born is rarefiilly distinguished by a tablet 
with these words : “ Qui nacqtic Lwlomco Ariosto il 
giomo Sdi Settemhre deW anno 1474.” But the Ferra- 
rese make light of the accident by which their poet was 
born abroad, and claim him exclusively for their own. 
They possess his bones, they show his arm-chair, and 
hts inkstand, and his autographs. 

. tlic ilUuaarma 
Ilie earrut fuU . 

The house where he lived, the room where he died, are 
designated by his own replaced memorial, If and by a 
recent inscription. The Ferrarese are more Jealous of 
their claims since the animosity ofDenina, arising from 
a cause which their apologists mysteriously hint is not 
unknown to them, ventured to degrade their soil and 
climate to a Boeotian incapacity for all spiritual produc- 
tions. A quarto volume nas been called forth by tlie 
detraction, and this suppioment to Barotti's Memoirs 
of tho illustrious Ferrarese has been considered a tri- 
umphant reply to the ** Quadro 8turico Statistico dell' 
Alta Italia. 

20 . 

Fbr the true laurel-^vreath wJdch Obry weaves 
Is of the tree tw boU of tlamder detwes. 

Stanza xli. lines 4 and 5. 

The eagle, the sea calf, the laurel,** and the white 
Vine,tt were amongst the most approved preservatives 
Moinst lightning: Jupiter chose the first, Augustus 
Ciesar the second, J.| and Tiberius never failed to wear 
a wreath of the third when the sky threatened a thunder- 
•torm.§^ These superstitions may he received without 
a sneer tn a country where the magical properties of 
the hazel twig have not lost all their creuil ; and per- 


haps the reader may not be much surprised to find that 
a commentator on Suetonius has taken upon himself 
I gravely to disprove the imputed virtues of the crown of 
Tiberius, by mentioning that a few years before he vrrote, 
a laurel was actually struck by lightning at Rome.'* 

21 . 

Kium that the lightning saneti/ke bdow* 

Stanza xli. line 8. 

The Curtian lake and the Ruminal fig-tree in the 
Forum, having been touched by lightning, were held 
sacred, and the memory of the accident was preserved 
by a putealy or altar, resembling the mouth of a well, 
with a little chapel covering the cavity supposed to be 
made by the thunderbolt. Bodies scathed and persons 
struck dead were thought to be incorruptible;! and a 
stroke not fatal conferred perpetual dignity upon the 
mart so dwtingtiished by heaven.J 

Tho.se killed by lightning were wrapped in a white 
garmoiit, and buried where, they fell. The superstition 
was not confined to the worsbijmers of Jupiter: the 
Ijonihards believed in the omens furnished by lightning, 
and a Christian priest confesses that, by a diabolical 
skill in interpreting thunder, a seer foretold to Agilulf, 
duke of Turin, an event which came to pass, and gave 
him a queen and a crown.J There was, however, 
something equivocal in this sign, which the ancient in- 
habitants' of Rome did not always consider pronitiou.s; 
and as the fears are likely to last longer than the con- 
solations of superstition, it is not strange that the Ro- 
mans of the age of Leo X. should have been so much 
t.errific.<l at some misintx^rpreted storms as to require tho 
exhortations f>f a scholar, who arrayed all the learning on 
thunder and lightning tn prove the omen favourable ; be- 
ginning wiiii the flash which struck tho walls of Velitro!, 
and including that which played u|K)n a gate at Florence, 
and foretold the pontificate of one of its citizens. || 

22 . 

ItfiUa ! oh Italia ! Ac. 

Stanza xlii. line 1. 

The two stanzas, XIJI. and XLIll., are, with the 
exception of a line or two, a translation of the famous 
sonnet of Filicaja: 

“ Italia, Italia, O (u cui fto la aorte.” 

23. 

IVftndcring in ymdhy I traced the path of /iim. 

The, Roman friend of Rome's least-mortal mind. 

Stanza xliv. lines 1 and 2. 

The celebrated letter of Servius Sulpicius to Cicero 
on the death of his daughter describes as il then was, 
and now is, a path which I oflen traced in Greece, both 
by sea and land, in diflerent journey.s and voyages. 

‘K)n my return from Asia, as I was sailing from 
jEginu towards Megara, I began to contemplate the 

C K'ct of the countries around me : iEgina was bc- 
, Meaara before me ; Piricus on the right, Corinth 
on the len ; all which towns, r>nce famous and flourish- 
ing, now lie overturned and buried in their ruins. Upon 
thm sight, I could not. but think presently within myself, 
Alas ! how do we poor mortals fret and vex ourselves 
if any of our friends happen to die or to be killed, whoso 
life is yet so short, when the carcasses of so many noble 
dties lie here exposed before me in one vicw.”ir 
24. 


* " CotMt« pot^aemnr* in tidil reltmodeliA «aa tit«imn voloat&eontro 
alls Mklon Pionmtina.’* !.« Ytt«, lit), ii{. », Ml, tom. ii. 

t l.a Vito (U M. L. ArtMto, icHttii «1«ir Abate Qitt)l«mo Baroffkidi 
CUuniofre, 4c. Feirtuni, 1801, Ub. iii. p. 289. See lllatorioU lllwirHtloot, 
4c. p. SMI. 

1 Storia dethk Lett. 4c. lib. Ui. tom. vii, par. Iii. p. 1990, leet. 4. 

I ** Mi rareoutarono que* monnei, ch* euendn ciwiuto un futmUie n«lta 
Ifiro ehicaa ichiantb eaao dalle tempie la corona tU iHuro a quell* iminonab! 
^u.’* Op. <U Bianconl, toI. iii. p. ITS.ed. Milnno, ISIXI ; letteni at 
Bixnor GuMo Savinl ArcUteiooriiico, auir Indole dl un lulniine caduto 
Drmda Vanno 1798. 

II ** Aj^astonatnammlmtore ad Invltto apologiata dell' Omero Perm- 

'The title waa Amt given by Taano, and b quoted to the eotifuiion 
of the Ub. ill. pp. 989. 9^. U Vita tii AT. L. Arioato, 4«. 

If ** Parva aad apta mlbi, aed nnlH obnoxia, ead non 
Sordida, iMrta mao aad tomen ere dorone.'* 

** Anulla. viiultit marinua, el Igurua, foimine non feriuntnr. Rin. 
Nat.fliat.Ub.ii.«|m.lv. 
ft CidumeUa, tili^ 
n flMilM. ht VH.lnguat. cap. xe. 

WSSm. in Tit. Tib«rU,cap. UU. 


And we pass 

The skeleton of her Titamc form. 

Stanza xlvi. lines 7 and 8. 

It is Poggio who, looking from the Capitoline hill 
upon ruined Rome, breaks Torth into the exclamation, 


■ Notea. p. eiw. eiiii. i.nga. Bat. 1007. 

t Ykl. J. C. Bultonger, de Tairia Motu «t Fnlminlb. lib. v. rap. xi. 

X 'Ovddr ccpavvwSelr Su/ios 4m, teal 4$ Stds rt^Arau. Flut. 


SlyimiQS, tid. J. <*. Bulling, nt aiip. 
§ Pauli Diacotii, de (jiMtia Lang 


de GMtia Langobmrd. lib. iii. cap. xiv. fo. 18. edit. 


II I. P. Valerian) de fulmlnum timiAealionilma declamatio, ap. Gr»v. 
Antiq. Horn. tom. v. p. 888. The aeclamation ia addresaed to Julian of 
Meclicia. 


It Dr. .Middleum— Uiatory of the Life of M, Tulliua Cicero, aect. vU. p. 
871, voi.tL 
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«Ut nunc Omni docore nudata, prostrala jacet, instar lege ; Corinna has ceased to be a woman-^ahe is only 
gigantei cadaveris conrupti atque undique exesi.* an author : and it may be foreseen tliat many will repay 
26. theniselveg for former complaisance, by a sevoritylo 

TVre, too, the Goddets hvee in etone. of premus priuaes may por- 

Staima xlii line 1 *“•*'? P<'»‘enV. 

The view of the Venue of Medicis ineUdy suggL li: j”' "‘S 

the Unedin the tfeomne, and the compaJon o? the Si ?o “ ^ 0 .?^ 

ol^ect n^ the deecnpUon prove, not onfy the „„„ Kcuralely minute Jui b! *0 thrmiSe 

Pr i". cer.ain.the ju..iL,of,he dedeion. .She'wili enter”ta” 


j i j 1 • ■ .* uiv me uva^iaiuii. raiio will enierinio 

Md, If the term may be used, the sexual imagination o ,,.^1 existence in which the great writers of all age. and 
the descripuve poet. The same conclusion may be „ i, „ «,L;iated in a worid * li“r 

^duced from another hint in the same epwode of and, from that superior sphere, shed their eternal 
Musidora ; for Thomson’s noUrm of the privileges ol g,, ,he contra! and ooiis.dation of mankind 

lavoured love must have been either very primitive, or j,„, ,i,e individual will gradually disamiear as the author 
rather deficient m delicacy, when he made his grateful ig distinctly seen T some olie, therefore, of all those 
nymph inform her discreet Damon that in some happici die charms of involuntary wit, and of easy hospi- 

moment he might, perhaps, be the companion of her miny, attracted wiihiii the friendly circles of Coppet, 

• should rescue from oblivion those virtues which, al- 

“ The time may come you need uot fly.*’ though they are. said to love the shade, are, in fact, more 

The reader will recollect the anecdote told in the Life ehiM than excited by the domestic cares of 

of Dr. Johnson. We will not leave the Floreiilin, ’nvato life, feuine one should be fi.iind o rmrtray the 
gallery without a word on the IVIuMer. It seem; ^neftected graces with which she adorned those deiirer 
strange that the character of that disputed statue should ;«lelionsln|.s, the |,erfor.nanec of whoso du les is rather 
not be entirely decided, at least in tCe mind of any one f "•« mierior secrets than seen m 

who has seei, a sarc^phaeus in the vestibule oY the “’,®. "■'•'•eitemen . of family inlercoursc ; and 

BasUica of St. Paul wiLut the walls, at Rome, where ‘t c 8 “"“““® 

the whole group of the fable of Marsyas is seen in ‘® < 1 ''®';'^ ‘"i P'’ ? ’I’®®'**®''- 

tolerable preservation; and the Scythianslave whetting Someone shonid be fonnd, not to celebrate, but to 

the knife a represented exactly in the same position at V "P®" 

this celebrated masterpiece. The slave is not naked ; ®'’®,' varrnd and always pleased, the 

but it is easier to get rid of this diffienity than to sup- I®®'®,': 7 ®“'®''.,®* ^ »«•< ‘h® 

nose the knife in the hand of the Florentine statue in I’."’’''® 7"“®.?’.“'' ‘’"'X '■« 8 "’? 7“'' »"'m»‘lon 


this celebrated masterpiece. The slave is not naked ; ' ■■‘®® “ 7 , ^ 1 . “''®® I"™*®®. 7 

but it is easier to get rid of this diffienity than to sup- I®®',®,': 7 ®“'®''.,®* 7 ®7“'«“ ‘h® 

pose the knife in the hand of the Florentine statue in O'^l'® rivalry, shone forth on y to give fresh animation 
Ltrument for shaving, which it must be, if, as Lanxi “ ®®7'»17r- Phe mother enderlyafleetionato 

supposes, the man is no other than Uic barber of Julius ‘®7®';'y '7 ^?®k, “'7"“'*®7 

eSar. Winkelmann, Ulustrating a has relief of the '«t ®sleeuicd,thechartlablepatroncas,/alldistre.^ 

same subject, follows the opinion if Leonard Agostini, ®"7'i *>[ ” n k '‘“*7^®'*- 

and his ailhirity might halo been thought conclusive ' 7 «®' 7 ' ®">' 7 ' 7 “ ^ mourned the most 

oven if the resemblaLe did not strike the most carelesi '''®'’® ®'’® 'J®* 7 1 *’T ' 7'^’ I" " “I 

h • r t Irjonds and more dependents, may be offered 

" Song the bronzes of the same princely collection ^ disinterested regret of a rtranger, who, amid the 
is sail toV seen the inscribed tablet copieil and com- 7''™®'’. ®®'«‘'®» I-®"?" ‘7’ tv'**^ 

mented upon by Mr. Gibbon.t Our historian found 7,^7,^*“” the engtigmg qualttw. 

some HiffiLlties^ hut dirf not desist from his illustra- mcomparable Cormna. 


0»sar. Winkelmann, illustrating a has relief of the 
same subject, follows the opinion of Leonard Agostini, 
and his authority might have been thought conclusive, 
oven if the resemblance did not strike the most cartdoss 
observer-l 

Among the bronzes of the same princely collection 
is still to be seen the inscribed tablet copied and com- 
mented upon by Mr. Gibbon.t Our historian found 
some difficulties, but did not desist from his illustra- 
tion : he might be vexed to hear that his criticism lias 
been thrown away on an inscription now generally re- 
cognised to be a iorgery. 

26. 

Hii eyes to iJm upturn^ 

Feeding on tiiy sweet cheek. 

Stanza li. lines 6 and 7. 

*O06aX/(od; iariavo 

** Atque oculoe iwKcat utcrqiie eiioi.” 

Ovid. Amor. lib. II. 


Here repose 
Angelo\ Atfieri ’« bones. 

Stanza Uv. lines 6 and 7. 

Aificri is the great name of this age. The Italians, 
vilhoul w’aiting for the hundred years, consider him oa 
a poet g<K>d m law.*’ — His memory is the more dear 
o them because he is the bard of freedom ; and because, 
is such, his tragedies can receive, no countenance from 
.ny of their sovereigns. They are but very seldom, and 
»ut very f(jw of them, alIow»*(I to be acted. It was ob- 


Ovid. Amor. ub. II. ,„l very f(jw of them, allowed to be acted. It was ob- 

27. lerved by Cicero, tlint nowhere were the true opinions 

In Santa CVoee’s holy precincts lie. nd feelings of the Romans so clearly shown as at the 

Stanza liv lino 1. heatre.* In the autumn of 1816, a celebrated impro- 

Thu name will recall the memory, not only of those ®7'’‘'®'>. '’‘®,l®‘,7‘-’„®‘ "'®, OfJ®:*®™"/ 

who» tomh. have rai««l the Sanm Croce into the *I,>!®“- Jhc reading ol the lhc.es handed in fiv the 

centre of pilgrimage, the Mecca of Italy, but of her "7®*® of hi. poetry was received by a very numerau. 

whose eloquence wtJ poured ever the illustrious ashes, 'f'®”®®. •*'c most part m silenec, or with laughter 5 

and whol? voice U niw aa mute as those she sung. 7®^ i**® ,7 ’ ■. »? Ti/ 1 .1 ’"If I*’ 

CoRini. A is no more ; and with her should expire tile * r** »/ the whole 

fear, the flattery, and the envy, which threw too .laxxiing 7®*®,® h”®'* ® ®"i 7 ®, *PI^ 7 '»® 

or tlo dark a cloud round tiie march of genius, anS j^® ^ “"V’Vi.' w 

forbad the steady gaze of disinterested criticism. W« ^Ifieri, and the Signor Sgncci h^ to pour forth hw 
have her picture embellished or distorted, as friendship 7 ®"' 1 '®"H eommon-places on the ^mbardment of 
ordetracSonhasheldthepencil: the impartial portrait ^ 7 ®®®- Th® choic^ indeed, is not left to aecidcm 
was hardly to be expected (ram a contemporary. The r‘« »» "‘®®h «® r.f’ ’’'T ® ®'*’® f 

immediate voice of nor survivors will, it is probable, be h® ceremony , and the police not only takes care to 
far from affor^g a just estimate of her singular capa- 

city. TOe rallanlry, t^ love of wonder and the hope orih.lrh<««t«.tim«.u .«r.l.«lih.lrUbml«. 

of associated fame, which blunted the edge of censure, ruiu*, the frlerHl of Anlor^, ppeeented ttvm with seme* in ihetbefttfiof 
must cease to exi 8 t.~-The dead have no sex ; they can *1^? "o* the briiiift.«.v < j tit# ni^cincW t« effece friw 

surprise by no new miracles , they can confer no priviw mupUered the ton of Pompey .* they drove him from the theatre wftii i'’ 


* Defortniue Taritlate urbb Romis, tl de roinU ejutdera detcriptiu, 


ap. SaUeiMtre, Theeanr. tom. i. jp. 501 
♦See Moaiffl. Ani. inod. par. I. cap. svU. n. xliil. img. 
delli Aril, fic. Ub. xi. oap. 1. tom. U. pM* Ai4. not. B. 

I N’omina genieeqiie Atitiqnx Italic, p. 804, edit. oct. 


The bee expreaiion of their honeel eentimetde etirvived their llbertie*. 
rttiuft, the friend of Antony, preaented them with samre in the theatre of 
*oin)wy . Thev did not sutler the brilliatmy oT ttc eijectncle to efface from , 
Iwlr memory that the man who rorniahed them «'lth Utc emeitalnmait 
had murdered the ton o( Pompey : they drove liirn from the theatre wttb ' 
luraea. Tlie moral swise of o populHca, epoiktaiMiousty «xpr«aac<l, »iieT«r 
rroiig. Rven the soldiers of the Iriomvira joined in the execration of the 
jUwna, hy ahoutins round the chiuiuu of Lspidus am) Planeus, who had 
proscrilied their brothers, De Qtrmame non de Oailie duo triuenpheua 


cap. xvU. n. xliii. nag. BO ; andSioria ’^onndrs; a saying worth a record, were it nothing hut a good pup, fC. 


’«U. Fatcrcull Hist. Ub. U.cap.l xxix. pag, 18, i 
cap. Ixxrii.] 
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to took Ht the pBpere beforehand^ but in case of any 
pradofitiat afterthought, steps in to correct the bliad- 
ness of chance. The proposal for deifying Aiheri was 
received with immediate enthusiasm, the rather because 
It was conjectured there would be no opportunity of 
carrying it into effect. 

29. 

Hen Mmhiave^e earik return'd to whence it roee. 

Stanza liv. line 9. 

The affectation of simplicity in sepulchral inscriphons, 
which so often leaves us uncertain whether the structure 
before us is an actual depository, or a cenotaph, nr a 
simple memorial not of death but life, has given to the 
tomb of Machiavelli no information as to the place or 
time of the birth or death, the age or parentage, of tlie 
historian. 

TASTO NOMINI NVI.LVM PAR ELOOIVM 
WICCOX.AVS MACHIAVELLI, 

%hero seems at least no reason why the name should 
not have been put above the sentence which aliudei 
to it. 

It will readily be imagined that the prejudices whirl, 
^ave passed the name of Machiavelli into an epithel 
proverbial of iniqiiiiy exist no longer at Floreiu^e. His 
memory was persecuted as his hie had been for an at> 
lachment to liberty incompatible with the new systein 
of despotism, which succeeded the fall of the. free 
governments of Italy. He was put to the toriiiro lor 
being a “ IVutrtine'' that is, for wishing to restore the 
republic of Florence ; and such are the undying efforts 
of those who are interested in the perversion not only 
of the nature of actions, but the meaning of words, that 
what was once jpafriolwm, has by degrees come to sig- 
nify debauch. We have ourselves outlived the <iTd 
meaning of “liberality,” which is now another word for 
treason in one country and for infatuation in all. It 
seems to have been a strange mistake to accuse the 
author of the Prince, as being a pander to tyranny ; 
and to think tliat the Inquisition would condemn his work 
for such a delinquency. The fact is that Machiavelli, 
as is usual with tliose against whom no crime can be 
proved, was suspected of and charged with atheism ; 
and the first and last most violent opposers of the Prince 
were both Jesuits, one of whom persuaded the Inquisi- 
tion “ benchfe fosse tardo,” to pronibit the treatise, and 
the other qualihed the secretary of the Florentine re- 
public as no better tlian a fool. The father Possevin 
was proved never to have read the book, and the father 
Lucchesini not to have understood it. It is clear, how- 
ever, that such critics must have objected not to the 
slavery of the doctrines, but to the supposed tendency 
of a lesson which shows how distinct are the mterests 
of a monarch from the happiness of mankind. The 
Jesuits are re-cstahiished in Italy, and the lost chapter 
of the Prince may again call forth a particular refuta- 
tion, from those who are oraployea once more in 
moulding the minds of the rising generation, so as to 
receive the impressions of despotism. The chapter 
bears for title, “Esortazione a Uberare la Italia dai 
Barbari,” and concludes with a libertine excitement to 
. the future redemption of Italy. Hon ei deve adunque 
lamar paeeare questa ooeasioney acdocoht; la Italia vegga 
dopo tanto tempo apparire tm euo redentore. Hi po$so 
e^rimere con qual amare ci fusee ricevuto in tuUe queUe 
protnneie^ che hanno peUito per queete Uluvioni esfeme, con 
qual eete di vendetta, con che oetinata fede, con che lacrime. 
Quali porte ee li eerrereheno ? Qucili jTqpo/t li negher^beno 
la M^enxa 7 Quale Italiano li negnerebbe foewquic 7 

AD OORUirO PUZZA qUESTO BARBARO DOMIMIO.”*'' 

90 . 

Vhgral^id Florence ! JDante deeps afar. 

Stanza Ivii. line 1. 

Dante was bom in Florence in the year 1261. He 
fbtight in two battles, was fourteen times ambassador, 
j, ana once prior of the republic. When the party of 
Charles of Anjou triumphed over the Bianchi, he was 

* It P iiiii rttn dt NlcoddM«Mhla:v»tH.Jkc. oon k jireHuiAiit « Ic not* itto> 

Biw * pAtakh* dl Mr. Amukii da la eoumbm e r««MM aoonfatauo'w 
4aU**|»ara ... CoanM^Mli Vm. 


absent on an embassy to Pojie Bonifiice YIII., and waa 
condemned to two years^ banishinent, and to a fine of 
8000 lire ; ttn the non-pay metit of which he was further 
punished by the sequestration of all his property. The 
republic, however, was not content with this satisfao- 
titm, for in 1772 was discovered in the archives at Flo- 
rence a sentence in which Dante is the eleventh of a 
list of fifteen condemned in 1302 to be burnt alive ) 
Talis perveniens igne comlmrtUur sic quod moriaiur. The 
pretext for tiiis judgment was a pr<K»f of unfair barter, 
exturtioiHt, and illicit gains. Baracieriarum iniquarum, 
ealorsionum, et illkUorum Ivcroruvi,* and with such aft 
accusation it is not strange that Dante should have 
always protested his innocence, and the injustice of his 
fellow-citizeiiR. His appeal to Florence was accom- 
panied by another to the Emperor Henry ; and thd 
death of that so^ereign in 1313, was the signal flir a 
sentence of irrevucahle banishment. He had beford 
lingered near Tuscany with hopes of recall ; then tra- 
velled into the north of Italy, where Verona had to boast 
of his longest residence ; and he finally settled at Ra- 
venna, which was his ordinary but not constant abode 
until his death. The refusal of the Venetians to grant 
him a public audience, on the pari of Guido Novefio da 
Polenta, his protector, is said to have been the principal 
cause of tliis event, which happened in 1321. He was 
buried (“in sacra minoruiii aide”) at Ravenna, in a 
handsome tomh, w inch was erected by Guido, restored 
by Bernardo Hetnbo in 1483, praitor for that republic 
whicii had refused to hear him, again restored by Car- 
dinal Corsi in 1692, and replaced by a more magniheent 
sefiulchre, constructed in 1780, at the expense of the 
Cardinal Luigi Valenti Gun/.aga, The offence or 
misfortune of Dante wras an attachment to a defeated 
party, and, as his least favourable biographers allege 
against him, too great a freedom of speech and haughti- 
ness of manner. But the next age paid honours almost 
divine to the exile. The Florentine!^ having in vain 
and froqueiitly attempted to recover his body, crowned 
ids image in a church, | and his picture is still one of 
the idols of their cathedral. They sttuck medals, they 
raised statues to him. Tlie cities of Italy, not being 
able to dispute about his own birth, conUmded for that 
of his great poem, and the Florentines thought it ibr 
their honour to prove that he had hnished the seventh 
Canto before they drove him from his native city, 
Fifty-unc years mlcr his death, they endowed a pro- 
fe.ssorial chair for the expounding of his verses, and 
Boccaccio was appointed to this patriotic em^uyment. 
The example was imitated by Bologna and Pisa, and 
the commentators, if they performed but little service 
to literature, augmented tlie veneration which beheld 
a sacred nr mural allegory in all the images of his mystic 
muse. His birth and his infancy were discovert to 
have been distinguished above those of ordinary men; 
Lhe author of the D(‘cameron, his earliest biographer, 
relates, that his mother was warned in a dream of the 
'mportance of her pregnancy: and it was found, byr 
rthers, that at ten years of age he had manifested his 
^irecocious passion for that wisdom or theology, which, 
under the name of Beatrice, had been mistaken for a 
substantial mistress. When tlie Divine Comedy had 
been recognised as a mere mortal production, and at 
the distance of two centuries, when criticism and 
competition bad sobered the judgment of Italians. 
Dante was seriously declared superior to Homer 
and though the premrence appeared to some casuists 
“ an horecical blasphemy worthy of the fiames,” the 
contest was vigorously maintained for nearly fiAy 
years. In later times it was made a question which of 
the Lords of Verona could boast of having patronized 
hiin,§ and the jealous skepticism of one writer would 
not allow Ravenna the undoubted pouession of hit 
bones. Even the critical Tiraboschi was iaciined to 


« ntori* dttUa Lett. Tul. tom. v. lib. iU. par. S.jp. 44S. TtralwMhi b 
correct : Uie (laiea of the three decree* ageinei Dante aia A. D. ISBL 
3U, nod 1316. 

t S* relatee Ficia*^ ttui tome think hie eoranation onlyaa alleaorT. Ba* 
Storia, Ac. ui asp. p. 458. 

I By VRrcId to hie Ercolano. The coatvoverey eoaUaoed from ISID to 
ISIS. See Ittoria, Or, tom. *U. Ub. tU. par. Ut. p. 1W8* 

$ Gio, Jacopo Dtoniei CaiKadeo di Varesa. Boris M Aoaddell, s. !• 
St« Storia, Ac. lotn. v. Ub. i. par. i. p. 91. 
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t^lieve that the poet bad foreseen and foretold one ol 
discoreries of Galdec.^—Like the great originals of 
other natioiiSy his popularity has not always raamtainec 
the same level. Tne last age seemed inclined to under* 
value him as a model and a study ; and Betti^lli on* 
day rebuked his pupil Monti, for poring over the harsl 
and obsoletf extravagances of toe Commcdia. Th< 
present generation, havmg recovered from the Galls 
idolatries of Cesarotti, has returned to the ancien 
worship, and the Danteggiare of the northern Italian! 
is taught even indiscreet by the more moderat* 
Tuscans. 

There is still much curious information relative tc 
^ the life and writings of this great poet which has not os 
\vet been collected even by the Italians ; but the cele- 
brated Ugo Foscolo meditates to supply this defect, and 
i|t«is not to be regretted that this national work har 
behn reserved for one so devoted to his country and th* 
cause of truth. 

31. 

Like ScipiOy buried by the upbraiding shore ; 

ThyfaciumSt in their worse than civil wart 

Proscribedt &c. 

Stanza Ivil lines 2, 3, and 4. 

The elder Scipio Africanus had a tomb if ho was not 
buried at Liternum, whither he had retired to voluntary 
banishment. This tomb was near the sea-shore, and 
the story of an inscription upon it, Ingrata Patriae 
having given a name to a modern tower, is, if not true. 

i agreeable fiction. If he was not buried, he certainly 
lived there,* 

In cu»i ansu*Oi ^ aolitaria WIk 
Era 'I grand’ uouto che d 'Africa a'api>ella 
Perchd prima col ferro al vivo aprilla .t 

Ingratitude is generally supposed the vice peculiai 
to republics; and it seems to be forgotten that for on< 
instance of popular inconstancy, we have a hundred 
examples of the fall of courtly favourites. Besides, a 
people have often repented— a monarch seldom or never. 
Leaving apart many familiar proofs of this fact, a short 
story may show the difference between even an aristo- 
cracy and the multitude. 

Vetlor Pisani, having been defeated in 1364 at Porto- 
longo, and many years afterwards in the more decisive 
action of Pola, by the Genoese, was recalled by the 
Venetian government, and thrown into chains. The 
Avvogadon proposed to behead him, but the supreme 
tribunal was content with the sentence of imprisonment. 
Whilst Pisani was suffering this unmerited disgrace, 
Chioza, in the vicinity of the capital, !|! was by the assist- 
ance of the Signor of PaduOt delivered into the hands 
of Pietro Doria. At the intelligence of that disaster, 
the great bell of St. Mark’s tower tolled to arms, and 
the people and the soldiery of the galleys were sum- 
moned to the repulse of the approaching enemy ; hut 
they protested tney would not move a step, unlc'R.s 
Pisani were liberated and placed at their head. The 
great council was instantly assembled ; the prisoner 
was called before them, and the Doge, Andrea Conta- 
riiii, informed him of the demands of tiie people and the 
necessities of the state, whose only hope of safety was 
reposed on his efforts, and who implored him to forget 
the indignities he had endured in her service. “ I have 
submitted,” replied the magnanimous republican, “I 
have submitted to your deliberations without complaint ; 
1 have supported patiently the pains of imprisonment, 
for they were inflicted at your command : this is m 
time to inquire whether I deserved them— the good of 
the republic may have seemed to require it, and that 
which the republic resolves is always resolved wisely. 
Behold me ready to lay down roy life for the preserva- 
tion of roy country.” Pisani was appointed generalis- 
simo, and by his exertions, in conjunction with those of 
Carlo Zeno, the Venetians soon recovered the asceiid- 


ctltaens than the Greek republics. Liberty, both with 
the one and the other, seems to have been a natioi^ 
not an individual object; and, notwithstanding the 
u — .-j ,^..* 1 .... fore the laws, which an ancient Greek 
writer* considered the great distinctive mark between 
his countrymen and the barbarians, the mutual rights 
of fellow-citizens seem never to have been the prinapal 
scope of the old democracies. The world may have 
not yet seen an essay by the author of the Italian Re- 
publics, in wliich the distinction between the liberty of 
former states, and. the signification attached to that 
word by the happier constitution of England, is ingeni- 
ously aeveloped. The Italians, hou'ever, when they 
had ceased to be free, still looked back with a sigh upon 
those times of turbulence, when every citizen might 
rise to a share of sovereign power, and have never been 
taught fully to appreciate the rt‘pose of a monarchy. 
Sperone Speroni, when Francis Maria II. Duke of 
Rovere proposed the question^ “ wliich was preferable, 
the republic or the principality — the perfect and not 
durable, or the less perfect and not so liable to change,” 
replied, “ that our happiness is to be measured by its 
quality, not by its duration ; and that he preferred to 
live for one day like a man, than for a hundred years 
like a brute, a stork, or a stone.” This was thought, 
and called, a magnificent answ er, dow n to the last days 
of Italian servitude.f 

32. 

And the ertrum 

IVhich Piirarch^s laureate l/rtrw mprernely ware 
Upon a far and soil hwl grown. 

Stanza Ivii. lines 6, 7, and 8. 

1 The Florentines did not take the opportunity of Pe- 
trarch’s short visit to their city in 1360 to revoke, the 
decree which confiscated the prooerty of his father, who 
had been banished shortly after the exile of Dante. His 
crown did not dazzle them ; but when in the next year 
they were in want of his assistance in the formation of 
their university, they rimcnled of their injustice, and 
Boccaccio, w'as sent to Padua to entreat trie laureate 
to conclude his wandcrbiffs in the bosom of his native 
country, where he might finish his immortal Africa^ and 
enjoy with his recovered possessions, the esteem of all 
classes of his fellow-citizens. They gave him the option 
of the book and the science he might coridesrend to 
expound : they called him the glory of his country, who 
was dear, and would be dearer to them ; and they added, 
that if there was any thing nnpleasing in their letter, 
he ought to return among them, were it only to cor- 
'ecl their stylc-t Petrarcli seemed at first to listen to 
-he flattery and to the entreaties of his friend, but he did 
not return to Florence, and prefern^d a pilgrimage to 
tlie tomb of Laura and the shades of Vaucluse. 

33. 

Bocearcio to his parent earth bequeathed 
His dust. 

Stanza Iviii. lines 1 and 2. 

Boccaccio was buried in the t;hurch of St. Michael 
and St, James, at Certaldo, a small town in the Val- 
delsa, which was by some supposed the place of his 
birth. There he passed the latter part of his life in a 
course of laborious study, which shortened his existence ; 
and there might his ashes have been secure, if not of 
lonour, at least of repose. But the ** hy«;na bigots” of 
Jertaldo tore up the tombstone of Boccaccio, and eject- 
ed it from the holy precincts of St. Michael and SL 
James. The occasion, and, it may be hoped, the excuse, 
:ffthi8 ejectment was the making of a new floor for the 
church ; but the fact is, that the tombstone was taken 
up and thrown aside at the bottom of the building. 
Ignorance may share the sin with bigotry. It would 
'ae painful to relate such an exception to the devotion 
if the Italians for their grtsat names, could it not be 
accompanied by a trait more honourably conformable 


ewev over their maritime rivals. . . ^ 

The Italitn commimitie. were no lees unjuet to their ; ^ fc.il.. tow dw,«r.«h. 
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to Ute general character of the nation. The principal 
M8on of the district, the last branch of the house of | 
Mediois, afforded that protection to the memory of the 
insulted dead which her best ancestors had dispensed 
upon all cotciii/iorary merit. The MarchtoncsHLoiizoni 
Tescued the tombstone of Boccaccio from the neglect in 
which it had sometiine lain, and found fur it an honour- j 
able elevation in her own mansion. She has done 
more ; the house in which the poet lived has been as 
Uule respected as his tomb, and is falling to ruin over : 
the head of one indiff erent to the name of its former | 
tenant. It consists of two or three little chambers, and 
a low tower, on which Cosmo 11. affixed an inscription. 
This house she has taken measures to purchase, and 
proposes to devote to it that care and consideration 
which arc attached to the cradle and to the roof of 
genius. 

This is not the place to undertake the defence of 
Boccaccio; but the man who exhausted his Utile 
patrimony in the acquirement of learning, who was 
among the first, if not the first, to allure the science 
and the poetry of Greece to the bosom (»f Italy ; — ^who 
not only invented a new style, but founded, or certainly 
fixoil, a new language ; who, besides the esteem of every 
jiolite court of’ Europe, was thought worthy of employ- 
ment by the predominant republic of his own country, 
and, what is more, of the fruuidship of Petrarch, who 
lived the life of a philosojihcr and u freeman, and who 
died in the pursuit of knowledge, — such a man might 
have found more consideration than he has met with 
from the {iriest of Certaldo, and from a late English 
traveller, who strikes oft' his portrait as an odious, con- 
leiiipiible, licentious writer, whoso impure remains 
should be suffered to rot without a record.* That 
English traveller, unfortunately for those who have t- 
deplore the loss of a very amiable person, is beyond all 
criticism; but the mortality wluch did not protect Boc- 
caccio from Mr. Eustace, must not defend Mr. Eustace 
from the imfiartial judgment of his successors. — Death 
may canoniie his virtues, not his errors ; and it may 
be modestly pronounced that he transgressed, not only 
as an author, but as a man, when he evoked the shade 
of Boccaccio in company with that of Arctine, amids' 
the sepulchres of Santa Croce, merely to dismiss i: 
with indignity. As far as respects 
“ II flagt’Ho dc' Priiicljil, 

II divlti I^tro Areiliio,” 

It is of little import what censure is passed upon a 
coxcomb who owes his present existence to the abovi 
burlesque charticler given to him by the poet whose 
amber has preserveu many otluT grubs and worms 
but to classify Boccaccio with such a person, and t( 
excommunicate his very ashes, must of itself make us 
doubt of the qualification of the classical tourist foi 
writing upon Italian, or, indeed, upon any otlior litera- 
ture; for ignorance on one point may iucapacilalo ai 
author nier<*ly for that particular topic, but subjection 
to a professinnal prejudice must render him an tinsaft 
director on all occasions. Any perversion and injuslie.t 
may he mad© what is vulgarly called “ a case of con- 
science,” and this poor excuse is all that can be offered 
for the priest of Certaldo, or the author of the Classical 
Tour. It would have answered tlie purpose to confine 
the censure to the novels of Boccaccio, and gratitude 
to that source which supplied the muse. ofDrydcn with 
her last and most harmonious numbers might perhaps 
have restricted that censure to the objectionable qiiali- 
ties of the hundred tales. At any rate the repentanci 
of Boccaccio might have arrested hts exhumation, an< 
it should have been recollected and told, that in hii 


* CluMtcal Tour, cap, U. veil. U. p. 9SS. odlt. Sd. ** Of Bo«caeclo, thv 
lacKUiru Ptttmniut, w« tay notlilug ; lk« abuw of geniut ia m«r« udiou* 
aotl morn eontrtn(rtible tiMn iia abfwncc ; and it Imiwrit little where th« 
Impure reinaliM (K a ll«eatiou« author are tomlptea to (heir kindred duet 
For (he tame reiiaon the traveller may ]wm uiiuoticed Ihe tomb of tin 
nMlijrimnl AretttM>.’* 

dubiotia i^iraee l« hartUy moosh to a»v» Ui^tonnat from the »i . 
piciun of auqtiter blunder reeuertinK the biinal*place of AreUite, whoae 
Iftfflb waaitt Ut« t.uae at Veittee, and mve rtee to the 

fainnua comroverayiiiiilw fome noUcaiii iaken in Bayle. Now the 
worda of Mr. fiMauei||l|iM mi to thitik the tomb waa at Florence 
ertti liaat wu tobe reeofpdMd. Whetlier the Inacription 

imieh diaputod vu fMttiriUiui on ttie tomb cannot now be deckled, i.. 
*U mentoml of tMeaigp'.hai dieeppeared from the church of St. Luke 


Id age he wrote a letter entreatmg bw friend to 
ourago the reading of ihe Decameron, for the sake of 
lodesty, and for the sake of the author, who would not 
ave an apologist always at hand to state in his excuse 
hat ho wrote it vrhon j^iuiig, and at the command of 
kis superiors.* It is neither the licentiousness of the 
mter, nor the evil propensities of the refuier, which 
lave given to the Decameron alone, of all the works of 
loccaccio, a perpetual popularity. The establishment 
f a new and delightful dialect conferred an immortality 
in the works in which it was first fixed. The sonnets 
f Petrarch were, for tii© same reason, fated to survive 
lis self-admired Africa, the favourite of kinga.'^ The 
ivariable traits of nature and feeling with which the 
ovels, as well as the verses, abound, have doubtless, 
loen the chief source of the foreign celebrity of both 
.uthora; hut Boccaccio, as a man, is no more to l o 
sstimated by that work, than Petrarch is to be regarded 
:» no other light than as the lover of Laura. Eve 
lowever, had the father of the Tuscan prtise been 
.nown only a.s the autiior of the Decameron, a consi- 
lerattt writer would have been cautious to pronounce a 
enletiee irreconcilable with the unerring voice of many 
ges and nations. An irrevocable value has never 
eeri stamped upon any work solely recommended by 
mnurity. 

The true source of the outcry against Boccaccio, 
vhieh began iit a very early period, was the choice of 
lis seandalous piirsonages in the cloisters as well as the 
:ourts ; but the princes only laughed at the gallant ad- 
entures so unjustly charged upon queen Theodelinda, 
.vhilst the prie.sthood cried shame upon the debauches 
Vawn from the convent and the hermitage ; and most 
irobably for the o[ipo.site reason, namely, that the pic- 
ure was faithful to the life. Two of the novels are 
lowed to be facts usefully turned into tales, to deride 
.he canonization of rogues and laymen. Scr Ciappcl- 
letto and Marcellmus are cited with applause even by 
ihe decent Muraiori.t The great Arnaud, as he is 
quoted in Bayle, slates, that a new edition of the novtds 
was proposed, of which the expurgation consisted in 
omitting the words ^ monk” and ” nun,” and tacking the 
immoralities to other names. The literary history of 
Italy particularizes no such edition ; but it was not long 
before the whole of Europe had but one opinion of tlte 
Decameron ; and the absolution of the author seems to 
have been a point settled at least a hundred years ago: 
“On se feroit siffler si Ton prt'‘teiidoit coiivaincre Boc- 
cace de ii avoir jias HO honndle homme, puis qu’il a fail 
le Dccarm?roi).” So said one of the best men, and per- 
laps the best critic, that ever lived — the very martyr 
o inipartiality4 But as this information, that in the 
.leginniiig of the last century one would have been 
looted at for pretending that Boccaccio was not a good 
man, may seem to come from one of those enemies who 
arc to be su.specled, even when they make us a fireseut 
of truth, a more acceptable contrast with Uie proscrip- 
tion of the body, soul, and muse of Boccaccio may be 
found in a few words from the virtuous, the patriotic 
cotemporary, wlio thought one of the tales of this impure 
writer worthy a Latin version from his own pen. “ / 
have remarked elsewhere^ says Petrarch, writing to 
Boccaccio, that the booh iUelf has been worried by cer- 
tain dogSy but stoutly defended by your ste^ and voice. 
Not was J astmishmyfor / have nc^ proof of the vigour 
of your mind, and / you have failen on that unao'^ 
commodating incapaltk race of mortals tiAo, whatever they 
either like noty or kmiv not, or cannot doy are sure to 
reprehend in others ; and on those occasions only put on a 
show of teaming and eioottenee, but ottterwise are entirely 
duntb,^ 

* *< Nun enim nblque cat, qui In excuMtUonetn meavt conMirgent dicat, 
Invcnii et inaturii coactu* iinp«riu.'* The letter wa« eddreetea 

lu Meiihlnanl of Caviucentl, marehet of the kingdom of Sicily. See Tint* 
boechi, .vioria, *c. tom. v. jiar. ii. lib. Hi. |«g. NS. ed. Ven. 1W6. 

1 Diaaertazinni Kotira It- aotichitd Italian. Diae. Iviii. p. SS8. tom. Ui. 
edit. Miiau, 17&1. 

i EelairnMnmenif Ac, &c . p. «38. edit. Bade, 1141 , in the (lopplenienl 
tu Bavle'e Dictionary. 

^ “ Animtulvcrtt aliciibl librum ipeum canum denlibuz lacewHum, too 
tameu baculu tcrefid litiqne voce defeneam. Net miraitia tom ; nam et 
virea ingemi lut iiovi, et tclo exiMHane eeaet hominum genu* ineoient et 
ignavum, i\ui quirqiiid ^**1 '*^1 unlnnl ve| nctciunl, vel non pouont, he 
oiiit reprebendmit ; ad hoc tmom docti el aricuti, aed eiingnei ad reUqoa.'' 
. . . bpiti. Joan. Boccatiu. (ipp. tom. i. p. 540. edit, ficuil. 
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It' is satisfacto^ to find that all tbo pnesthood do not 
reaamble those oi Certaldo, and that one of them who 
did not possess the bones of Boccaccio would not lose 
the opportunity of raising a cenotaph to his memory. 
Bevius, canon of Padua, at the beginning of the sixteenth 
century, erected at Arqua, opposite to the tomb of the 
Laureate, a tablet, in whi<m ne associated Boccaccio to 
the equal hdhours of Dante and of Petrarch. 

34 . 

IVhat is her pyramid of preciom stones ? 

Stanza lx. line 1. 

Our veneration for the Medici begins with Cosmo and 
expires with his. grandson ; that stream is pure only at 
.the source ; and ft is in search of some memorial of the 
Virtuous republicans of the family that wo visit the 
^church of St. Lorenzo at Florence. The tawdry, glaring, 
un^nished chapel in that church, designed fur tite mau- 
soleum of the Dukes of Tuscany, set round with crowns 
and coffins, gives birth to no emotions hut those of 
contempt for the lavish vanity of a race of despots, 
whilst tne pavement slab, simply inscribed to the Father 
of his Country, reconciles us to the name of Medici.* 
It was very natural for Corinnaf to suppose that the 
statue raised to the Duke of Urbino in the capella de’ 
depositi was intended for his great namesake ; but the 
magnificent Lorenzo is only the sharer of a coffin half 
hidden in a niche of the sacristy. The decay of Tus- 
cany dates from the sovereignly of the Medici. Of tne 
sepulchral peace which succeeded to the estahiishment 
of the reigning families in Italy, our own Sidney has 
given us a glowdng, but a faithful picture. “ Notwilli- 
standing all the seditions of Florence, and other citi<‘s of 
Tuscany, the horrid factions of Guelphs and Ghibelins, 
Neri and Bianchi, nobles and commons, they continued 
populous, strong, and exceeding rich ; but in the space 
of less than a Hundred and fifty years, the peaceable 
reign of the Medices is thought to have destroyed nine 
parts in ten of tlie people of that province. Among 
other things it is remarkable, that when Philip the 
Second of Spain gave Sienna to the Duke of Florence, 
his eml>assador then at Rome sent him word, that he 
had given away more than 650,000 subjects ; and it is 
not believed there arc now 20, (XK) souls inhabiting that 
city and territory. Pisa, Pistoia, Arezzo, Cortona, and 
other towns, that were then good and populous, are in 
the like proportion diminished, and Florence more than 
any. Wlien that city had been long troubled with sedi- 
tions, tumults, and wars, for the most part unprosperous, 
they still retained such strength, that when Charles VIIT. 
of France, being admitted as a friend with his w'hole 
army, which soon after conquered the kingdom of Na- 
ples, thought to master them, the people, taking arms, 
struck such a terror into him, that ho was glad to depart 
upon such conditions as they thought, fit to impose. 
Machiavel reports, that in that time Florence alone, 
with the Val a’Arno, a small territory belonging to that 
city, could, in a few hours, by the sound of a bell, bring 
together 135,000 well-armed men ; whereas now that 
city, with all the others in that province, are brought to 
such despicable weakness, emptiness, poverty, and 
baseness, that they can neither resist the oppressions of 
their own prince, nor defend him or tliemselves if they 
were assaulted by a foreign enemy. The people are 
dispersed or destroyed, and the best families sent to 
seek habitations in Venice, Genoa, Rome, Naples, and 
Lucca. This is not the effect of war or pestilence ; 
they enjoy a perfect peace, and suffer no other plague 
than the government they fure under.”t From the 
usurper Cosmo down to tne imbecile Gaston, we look 
in vain for any of those unmixed qualities which should 
raise a patriot to the command of his fellow-citizens. 
The Grand Dukes^ and particularly the third Cosmo, 
had operated so entire a change in the Tuscan character, 
that tne candid Florentines, in excuse for some imper- 
fections in the philanthropic system of Leopold, arc 
obliged to confess tliat the sovereign was the omy liberal 
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man in his dominions. Yet that excellent prince him- 
self had no other notion of a national assemmy, than 
a body to represent the wants and wishes, not the will, 
of the people. 

36. 

An sarthqmike rsdtd tenhesdedly amay. 

Stanza Ixiii. Imo 6. 

^And such was their mutual animosity ^ so intent were 
they upon the battle^ that the earOumdke^ which overthrew 
in great part many of the cities of Italy ^ which turned the 
course of rapid streams^ poured bark the sea upon the 
riverSf and tore down the very mountains^ was not feU by 
one of the combatants}'* Such is the description of 
Livy. It may be doubted whether modern tactics 
would admit ot such an abstraction. 

The site of the battle of Thrasimene is not to be mis- 
taken. Tbo traveller from the village under Cortona 
to Casa di Piano, the next stage on ilio way to Rome, 
has for the first two or three miles, around him, but 
more jiarticularly to the right, that flat land which 
Hannioal laid waste in order to induce the Consul 
Flaminius to move from Arezzo. On his left,, and in 
front ol Jiiiri, is a ridge of hills bending down towards 
the lake of Thrasimene, called by Livy “ monies Cor- 
tonenses,” and now named the Gualandra. These hills 
he approaches at Ossaja, a village which the itineraries 

} )rotcnd to have been so denominated from the bones 
bund there: but there have been no bones found there, 
and tlie battle was fought on the other side of the hill. 
From Ossaja the road begins to rise a little, but does 
not pass into the roots of the mountains until the sixty- 
seventh milestone from Florence. The ascent thence 
not steep but perpetual, and continues for twenty 
inutes. The lake is soon seen below on the right, 
with Borghetto, a round tower close upon the water ; 
and the undulating hills partially covered with wood, 
among which the road winds, sink by degrees into the 
marshes near to this lower. Lower than tne road, down 
Lo the right amidst these woody hillocks, Hannibal 
placed his horse, t in the jaws of or rather above the 
puRHy which was between the lake and the present road, 
and most probably close to Borghetto, just under the 
‘owest of the “tumiili.”| On a summit to the left, above 
the road, is an old circular ruin which the peasants call 
'Uho Tower of Hannibal the Carthageiiian.” Arrived 
at the hirfiest point of the road, the traveller has a partial 
view of uie fatal plain, which opens fully upon him as he 
descends the Gualandra. He soon finds himself in a vale 
enclosed to the left and in front and b<‘hind him by the 
Gualandra hills, bi'iiding rf»und in a segment larger than 
a semicircle, and running down at each end to the lake, 
which obliques to the right atul forms the chord of this 
mountain arc, Tlie position cannot be guessed at from 
the plains of Cortona, nor appears to be so completely 
enclosed unless to one who is fairly within the hills. 
It then, indeed, appears “ a place made as it were on 
purpose for a snare,” locus insidiis natus. “ Borghetto 
18 then found to stand in a narrow mar.shy pass close lo 
the hill and to the lake, whilst there is no other outlet 
at the opposite turn of the nioimtains than through the 
little town of Passignano, which is pushed into the water 
by the foot of a high rocky acclivity .”§ There is a 
woody eminence branching down from the mountains 
into tne upper end of the plain nearer to the side of 
Passignano, and on this stands a white village called 
Torre. Polybius seems to allude to this emmence as 
the one on which Hannibal encamped and drew out his 
heavy-armed Africans and Spanmrds in a conimiciious 
position.il From this spot ho despatched his Balearic 


*' Tantuiqne full ardor antmoram, adeo Intentua TnignB animiia, ot 
eum lerrr. motumq'ji inulUrum urbinm lulie ina)j;iuui partea proatraxil, 
naeriilqiia cur»M rnpido atnnaa, mare fliiininibua ittvexit, mnote* lapau 
utnntl proruit, nemo puguaulium nenaent.’* . . . Tit. Lir. Ub. xxii.cap. 

t " Ek|nitr» ar] itxiaa faucet aalUit tumulit apte tegantlbut local.*' T» 
Llviijlib xxH. cap. ie. 

1 “ Ubl maxinte moutea Cortonenaaa Thratiroeoua tublt.’* Ibid. 

§ ” Inde collet aaturcunt." Ibid, 

9 Tdv uiv ic«t4 vp&iriontrv rlfs iroptte$ Aerdy Kankdfitro «mI 
TO<»s Alpvns, Kal roiif ’ISnoas, ixa>v iff’ dvroV KartVTpaTOiriewfi, 
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able wHh present appearancet at that in Liry : he talks of hille to Int 
ri|^t and left of llie pate and vallt'y ; but when Plaroinitts entered he had 
' the lake at the right of both. 
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Aiul rtght*amMd iroopt round tbrongh the Guatandra 
keaghu to the right, so as to arrive unseen and form an 
ambush among the broken acclivities which the road 
now passes, and to be ready to act upon the left flank 
and above the enemy, whilst the horse shut up the pass 
behind. Flaminius came to the lake near Boi^hetto at 
sunset*, and, without sending any spies beiore Iiim, 
marched through the pass the next morning before the 
day had quite broken, so that he perceived nothing of 
the horse and light troops above and about him, and 
saw only the heavy^armed Carthaginians in front on 
the hill of Torre.v The consul began to draw out his 
army in the flat, and in the mean time the horse in 
ambush occupied the pass behind him at Borghetto. 
Thus the Romans were completely inclosed, having 
the lake on the right, the main army on the hill of Torre 
in front, the Gtialandra hills filled with the light-armed 
on their left flank, and bein^ prevented from recoding 
by the cavalry, who, the farther they advanced, stopped 
up all the outlets in the rear. A fog rising from the 
lake now spread itself over the army of the consul, but 
the high lands were in the sunshine, and all the different 
corps in ambush looked towards the hill of Torre for 
the order of attack. Hannibal gave the signal, and 
moved down from his post on the height. At the same 
moment all his troops on the eminences behind and in 
the flank of Flaminius, rushed forwards as it were with 
one accord into the plain. The Romans, who were 
forming their array in the mist, suddenly heard the 
shouts of the enenw among them, on every side, and 
before the.y could fall into their ranks, or draw their 
swords, or see by whom they were attacked, felt at 
once that they were surrounded and lost. 

There arc two little rivulets which run from the Gua- 
landra into the lake. The traveller crosses the first of 
these at about a mile after he comes into the plain, and 
this divides the Tuscan from the Papal territories. The 
second, about a quarter of a mile further on, is catted 
^ the bloody rivulet,^' and the peasants point out an open 
spot to the left between the Sanguinetto” and the mils, 
which, they say, was the principal scene of siaugliter. 
The other pari of the plain is covered with tliicK set 
olive-trees in corn grounds, and is nowhere quite level 
except near iho edge of the lake. It is, indeed, most 
probable, that the battle was fought noar this end of the 
valley, for the six thousand Romans, who, at the begin- 
ning of the action, broke through the enemy, cscapt^ to 
the summit of an eminence which must have been in 
this quarter, otherwise they would have had to traverse] 
the whole plain and to pierce through the main army 
of Hannibal. 

The Romans fought desperately for three hours, but 
the death of Flaminius was the signal for a general 
dispersion. The Carthaginian horse then burst in upon 
the fugitives, and the lake, the marsh about Borghetto, 
but chiefly the plain of the Sanguinetto and the passes 
of the Gualandra, were strewed with dead. Near some 
old walls on a bleak ridge to the left above the rivulet 
many human bones have been repcatijdly found, and 
this has confirmed the pretension.^ and the name of the 
** stream of blood,” 

Every district of Italy has its hero. In the north 
some painter is the usual genius of the place, and the 
foreign Julio Romano more than divides Mantua will) 
her native VirgU.f To the south we hear of Roman 
names. Near Thrasimene tradition is still faithful to 
the fame of an enemy, and Hannibal the Carthaginian 
is* the only ancient name remembered on the banks of 
the Perugian lake. Flaminius is unknown; but the 
postilltons on that road have been taught to show the 
very spot where // Console Honumo was slain. Of all 
who fought and fell in the battle of Thrasimene, the 
historian himself has, besides the generals and Mahar- 
bal, preserved indeed only a tingle name. You over- 
take the Carthaginian again on the same road to Rome. 
Tlie antiquary, that is, tne hostler, of the posthouse at 
Spoleto, tells you that his town repulsed the victorious 


enemv, and shows you (he gate still called Porta 
AnnibiUe, It is haraly worth while to remark Uiat ,a 
French timvel writer, weH known by the name of the 
President Deputy, saw I'lirasimene in the lake of Bol- 
sena, which lay conveniently on his way from l^ima 
to Rome. 

S6. 

Bid ihoUf CUtumnus, 

Stanza IxvL line I. 

No book of travels has omitted to expatiate on the 
temple of the Cliturnnus, between Foligno and Spoleto , 
and no site, or scenery even in Italy, is more worthy 
a description. For an account of the dilapidation « 
this temple, the reader is referrt^d to Historical Illustra- 
tions of the Fourth Canto of Cbilde Harold* 

37 . <1 
Charming the eyt wUh dreadf--a matchless eataracC' 

Stanza Ixxi. line 9 . 

I saw the “ Cascata del marmore” of Terni twice, at 
diflereiit periods ; oiicufroin the summit of the precipice, 
and again from the valley below. The lower view is 
far to be preferred, if the traveller has time for one 
only ; but m any point of view, either from above or 
below, it is worth all the cascades and torrents of 
Switzerland put together : the Staubach, Reichenbach, 
Pisse Vache, fall of Ar^naz, &c. are rills in compara- 
tive appearance. Of the fall of SchaflThausen I cannot 
speak, nut yet having seen it. 

38 . 

An iris sits amidst the infernal surge. 

Stanza Ixxii. line 8. 

or the time, place, and qualities of this kind of iris 
the reader may have seen a short account in a note to 
Manfred. The fall looks so much like “tl»e hell of 
waters’’ that Addison thougiii the descent alluded to by 
the gulf in which Alecto plunged into the infernal re- 
gions. It is singular enough that tw o of the finest cas- 
cades in Europe should be artificial— this of the Velino, 
and the one at Tivoli. The traveller is strongly recom- 
mended to trace the Velino, at least as high as the little 
lake called PiV d% Lup. The Reatine territory was 
the Italian Tenipe,'*‘ and the ancient naturalist, among 
other beautiful varieties, remarked the daily rainbows 
of the lake Velinus.t A scliolar of great name has 
devoted a treatise to this district aloiie.| 

39 . 

The thundering Unswine, 

Stanza Ixziii. line 5 . 

In the greater part of Switzerland the avalanches are 
known by the name of lauwine. 

40 . 

/ abhorred 

Too murhy to conquer for the poefs sake^ 

The driWd dull les 8 an, foreed doum word 63/ word. 
Stanza Ixxv. lines 6, 7 , and 6. 

These stanzas may probably remind the reader of 
Ensign Northerton^s remarks; “D — n Homo,” &c, 
but the reasons for our di.slike are not exactly the same. 

I wish to express that we become tired of the task be- 
fore we can comprehend the beauty ; that we loam b^ 
rote before we can get by heart ; that the freshness is 
worn away, and the future pleasure and advantage 
deadened and destroyed, by the didactic anticqiation, 
at an age when we can neither feel nor understand the 
power of compositions which it r^tiires an acquaintance 
with life, as well as Latin and Greek, to relish, or to 
reason upon. For the same reason we never can be 
aware of the fulness of some of the finest passages of 
Shakspearc^ (‘^To be, or not to be,” for instance,) firom 
Uie habit or having them hammered into us at eight 
years old. as an exercise not of mind but of roemory : 
so that when we are old enough to enjoy them, the taste 
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/>ne, and the appetite palled. In some parts of the 
, continent, young persons are taught from more common 
authors, and do not read the best classics till their 
maturity. | certainly do not speak on this point from 
any pique or aversion towards the place of my education. 
I was not a slow, tliough an idle boy ; and I believe nc 
one couldj or can he more attached to Harrow than 1 
have always been, and with reason ; — a part of the time 
passed there was the happiest of my life ; and my pre- 
ceptor (Uie Rev. Dr, Joseph Drury) was the best and 
worthiest friend I ever possessed, whose warnings I 
have remembered but too well, though too late — ^eri 
I have erred, and whose counsels I nave but followed 
when I have done well or wisely. If ever this imperfect 
record of my feelings towards him should reach his 
1 eyes, let it remind him of one who never thinks of him 
* Vnit witli gratitude and veneration — of one who would 
niore gladly boast of having been his pupil, if, by more 
closely following his injunctions, he could reflect any 
honour upon his instructor. 

41 . 

The Sc^fios^ tomb ctynlaim no anhes now. 

Stanza Ixxix. line 5. 

For a comment on this and the two following stanzas, 
the readier may consult Historical Illustrations of the 
P'ourth Canto of Childo Harold. 

42. 

Thr; trcbl}/ hundred triumphs. 

Stanza Ixxxii. line 2. 

Orosius gives three hundred and twenty for the num- 
ll♦’.r of trium])hs. He is followed by Panvinius ; and 
Panvinius by Mr. Gibbon and the modern writers. 

43. 

Oh thau^ whose charitO, roWd on Fertum'^s tthee^^ &c. 

Stanza Ixxxiii. line 1. 

Certainly were it not for these two traits in the life 
of Sylla, alluded to in this stanza, wo should regard him 
as a monster unredeemed by any admirable qualify. 
The atonemeiU of his voluntary resignation of empire 
may perhaps be accepted by us, as it seems to have 
satisned the Romans, who if they had not respoeted 
must have destroyed him. There could be no mean, 
no division of opinion ; they must have all thought, like 
Eucrates, that what had ajipeared ambition was a love 
of glory, and tiiat what had been mistaken for pride was 
a real grandeur of soul.* 

44. 

And hid him with the earth! s preceding day. 

Stanza Ixxxvt. line 4. 

On the third of September, Cromwell gained the. vic- 
tory of Dunbar ; a year afterwards he obtairn^d “ his 
crowning mercy” of Worcester; and a few years after, 
on tlic same day, which he hud ever esteemed the most 
fortunate for him, died. 

45 . 

And iJiou, dread status ! still &nstc7U in 

The oMsterestform of naked majeety. 

Stanza bcxxvii. lines 1 and 2. 

The projected division of the Spada Pompey has 
already been recorded by the historian of the Decline 
and Fall of the Roman Empire. Mr. Gibbon found it 
in the memorials of Flamiiiius Vacca,! and it may be 
added to his mention of it that Pope Julius IlL gave 
the contending owners 6vc hundred crowns for tlie 
statue; and presented it to Cardinal Capo di Ferro, 
who had prevented tlie judgment of Solomon from being 
executed upon the image. In a more civilized w this 
statue was exposed to an actual operation: for the 
French who acted tlie Brutus of Yuliaire in the Coli- 
seum resolved that their Cassar should foil at the base 
of that Pompey, which was supposed to have been 
sprinkled with the blood of the original dictator. The 
nine-foot hero was therefore removed to the arena of 


the amphitheatre, and to facilitate its transport sofiered 
the temporary Bmputation of its right arm. The re- 
publican tragedians had to plead that the arm w'os a 
restoration : but their accusers do not believe that the 
integrity of the statue would have protected it. Tlie 
love of finding every coincidence has discoveriid the 
true Cffisarian ichor in a stain near the right knee ; but 
colder criticism has rejected not only the blood but the 
portrait, and assigned the globe of power rather to the 
first of the emperors than to the last of the republican 
masters of Rome. Winkelnmnn* is loath to allow an 
heroic statue of a Roman citizen, but the Griinani 
Agrippa, a cotemporary almost, is lieroir ; and naked 
Roman figures were only very rare, not absolutely for- 
bidden. The face accorJs much better with the 
nem integrum et rastum et than with any <if 

the busts of Augustus, and is too stern for him who was 
beautiful, says Suetonius, at all periods of his life. The 
pretended likeness to Alexander (he Great cannot bo 
discerned, but the traits resemble the medal of Pom- 
pey4 The objt^ctionable globe may not have been an 
ill-applied flattery to him who found Asia Minor the 
boundary, and left it the centre of the Roman empire. 
It seems that Winkelmann has made a mistake in think- 
ing that no proof of the identity of this statue, with that 
which received the bloody sacrifice, can be derived from 
the spot where it was discovered.§ Flaminius Vacca 
says soiio una cantina^ ami this cantina is known to have 
been in the Vicolo de’ Ijeutari near tiie Cancellaria, a 
position eorresporuJing exactly to that of the Janus be- 
fore the basilica of Pompey’s tlieatre, to which Augustus 
transferred the statue after the curia was either burnt 
or taken down.|| Part of the Pompeian shade, IF the 
portico, existed in tlu5 beginning of tlie XVth century, 
and the atrium was still called Satrum. So says Blon- 
dus.** At all events, so imposing is the stem majesty 
of the statue, and soinomorable is die story, that the play 
of the imagination leaves no room for the exercise of 
Jic judgment, and the fiction, if u fiction it is, imerates 
>n the spectator with an effect not less powerful than 
truth. 

46. 

Ami tlwu, the dmulcr-stricken nurse qf Rome I 

Stanza Ixxxviii. line 1. 

Ancient Rome, like modern Sienna, abounded most 
probably with images of the foster-mother of her founder; 
but there were two she-wolves of whom history makes 
particular mention. One of the.se, of brass in andeiU 
work, was seen by Dionysiusft at the temple of Romulus, 
under tlie Palatine, and is universally liclieved to bo 
that mentioned by tlie Latin histoi ian, as having been 
made from the money collected by a fine on usurers, 
and as standing under the Ruminal fig-tree.TJ The 
other was that which CK:ero§§ has celebrated both in 
prose and verse, and which the historian Dion also re- 
cords as ba%nng sufiTcred the same accident as is alluded 
.o by the orator.]|}| The question agitated by the anti- 


• *< Seiimvar, vouf chanfn tontet nw* IdMude te fwjoo dont J« vou* 
voia tclr. J« eroytiisquc vous avid da I'ambftkm, in«b aucun amour 
pour la iloire : voyoU bieit que voire ime StoK haute ; mala J« lue wnip- 
uuitiota paaqu'elte f«i gnuifUj.**— Plaloftw de Syllaet d'Eocr 

♦ hUmiMrie. ttum. Wt. pa«. 9. an. Mootikaoon, Dloriutn ItaL 


* Storia dolle Arti, ftc. lib. iv, cap. 1. png. 891, 89S. toin.tl. 
t Cirrr. Rpiit. ad AUiciim, xi. 6. 
i PuLiIiahed by Cauecua in hia Muaeom Homauain, 

^Storia dcUc Artl, Be. Ibid. 

II »uoti»u. in vit. Auguat. cap. 81, attd In vll, C. J. Tcaar. cap. 99. 
^plao aaya it waa burnt down, fine a note of Pitleeua to Buetouiua, peg. 

H “To modo Pomi>cla lento epat tare tab umbra.” 

Ovid. Ar. Amen. 

•* Roma Instourata, lib. ii. fu. 61. 

tt XaAirto iroiTi^ara iraXatAs fpvairfac. Antiq. Rom. lib. 1. 
ij “ Ad ficum Raminalctn aitnulacm iniantium conditorum tirbie aub 
ifberibua lupte poeueruut,” idv. iJiat.lib. x. cap. ixix. Thiawaa in (be 
year U. C. 45o, or 457. 

§4 “ Turn atatua NattK. turn aimutoara Deonin, Roznahienoe et Ke- 
muaenm altrice bellua vt futminia ictia coudderuni.” DeDlvInat. U. 
90. '• Taetua Mt file etlam qiii banc, urbem condldit Roint)liii,qii«ni kwo* 
ratum in Capiiolto parvum atqua lactaotem, uberibue lu|)Iaia uihtontom 
fuUuut mcminUtia. * ' In (.'atilin. lb , 8. 

H!c allveatria crat Rntnan] nomioU altrix 
Marita, quie parvoa Murortia aemwie natoe 
Uberiitua (fravidia ritali rore rlgebat 
OLua: turn cum piierla Aammatu fidminia ieto 
Goocidii, alque avulaa pedum veatigia liquit.” 

De Conaulatu, lib. ii. (lib. i. de nirtnat. cap. It.) 

|il| ydp rf KannToXuff dpdptdprtf ri wokXol fod 
e^vtywvcifSi^av, aal ayilXfutTa aXAn re, vol tort slavaji Idprpk 
ivev, bsatv ri nf kvKdipne «r1>v rt r^ **i <r9v tfi 

IdoviUvii inretrif. D1oi>. llFet, Hb. xxxrii. pag. 37. edit. Rob. siepb. 
1648. Ho goea on to meniton that the Irttcra ef ibr columrti on wfiUb the 
lawB were written were airl become dftvSf/A. All tliat (ha 
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UXHTO it * 


^Hlkrids iS) whether tho wolf now in the conservators' that tlie statue was not llien standing in its former posir^ 
jMiiaoe is that of Liyy and DionysiuS) or that of Cicero, tion. Winkelmann has observed, tliat the present 
or ydiother it is neither one nor the other* The eariiei twins are modern j and it is equally clear that there 
writers differ as much as die moderns : Lucius Faunus** are marks of gilding on the wolf which might therefore 
9Ay$f that it is the one alluded to by both, which is im- be supposed to make part of the ancient group. It is 
possiblei and also by Virgil, which may be. Fulvius known that the sacred images of the Capitol were not 
Ursinusf calls it the wolf of Dionysius, and MarlianusJ destroyed when injured by time or accident, but were 
talks of it as the one mentioned by Cicero. To him put into certain under-ground depositaries called^ws- 
Rycquiiut tremblingly assents.^ Nardini is inclined to sa.* [t may be thought possible that the wolf had 
suppose it may be one of the many wolves preserved in been so deposited, and had l)een replaced in some con- 
ancient Rome; but of the two rather bends to the C ice- spicuous situation when the Capitol was rebuilt by 
ronian statue. || Montfauconll mentions it as a point Vespasian. Rycquius, without mentioning his authority, 
without doubt. Of the latter writers tlie decisive Win- :ells that it was transferred from the Comilium to the 
kelmaan’*^’^ proclaims it as having been found at the .atciran, and thence brought to the Capitol. If it was 
church of Saint Theodore, where, or near where^ was found near the arch of Severus, it may have been one 
the temple of Romulus, and consequently makes it the of the images which Orosiusl says was thrown down in 
wolf of Uionysius, His authority is Lucius Faunus, the Forum b)r lightning when Alaric took the city. That 



dore. Rycquius was the first to make the mistake, and however, may have been of the same early date as that 
Winkelmann followed Rycquius. at the temple of Romulus. LactantiusJ asserts that in 

Flaininius Vacca tells quite a different story, and says hi.s time tlic Romans worshi[)ped a wolf ; and it is known 
he had heard the wolf with tlie twins was found tt that the Lupercalia held <»ut to a very late period§ after 

the arch of Septhnius Severus. The commentator on every other observance of the ancient superstition had 
Winkelmann is of the same opinion with that learned totally expired. This may account for the preservation 
person, and is incensed at Nardini for not having of the ancient imago longer than the other early sym- 
remarked that Cicero, in speaking of the wolf struck hols t>f Paganism. 

with lightning in the Capitol, makes use of the past It may be permitted, however, to remark, that the 
tense. But, with the Abale’s leave, Nardini does not ivolf was a Roman sytniiol, hut that the worship of that 
positively assert the statue to be that mentioned by ^mbol is an inference <lra\Mi by the zeal (jf Lactantius. 
Cicero, and, if he had, the assumption would not per- The early Christian writers are not to he trusted in the 
haps have been so exceedingly inaiscrcet. Tlie Ahale iharges which they make against llic Pagans. £uso- 

L! ii'> -i n 1 ... .n .1 ... 111... 1 i .l.. iV. .. ... .n. r. .........u: 


Dionysius might have buon also struck by lightning, di of such a person before, w'ho came, however, to play a 
otherwise injured. considt'raole, though scandalous part in the church 

Let us examine the subject by a reference to the history, and has left several tokens of his aerial combat 
words of Cicero. The orator in two places seems to with St. Peter at Rome ; notwithstanding that an iii- 
particularizo the Romulus and the Remus, especially scrqtliou found in this very island of the Tyher showed 
the first, whie.li his audience rememhered to Aane btrn tlie Simon Magus of Eusebius to be a certain indigenal 
in the Capitol, as being struck with lightning. In his god, called Seino Sangus or Fidius-H 
verses he records that the twins and wolf both fell, and Even when the worship of the founder of Romo had 
that the latter left behind the marks of her feet. Cice-ro een abandoned, it was thought expedient to humour 
does not say that the wolf was consumed ; and Dion the habits of the good matrons of the city by sending 
only mentions that it fell <lown, without alluding as the them with their sick infants tothee.hnrch of Saint Theo- 
Abate has made him, to the force of the l^iw, or the lore, ns ihe}'^ had before carried them to the temple of 


firmness with which it had been fixed. The whole 
strength, therefore, of the Al>ale\s argument hangs upon 
the past tense ; which, however, may be somewhat 
diinuuMhcd by remarking that die phrase only shows 


Rom'^nn du) wn« to rrttcl a large stiilue to JupUt'r, looking toward* the 
MM : no mention ie aflerwardu made of the wolf. I’hiK hupperied in A 
t>, C 689. The Ahatr Pen, innoticiitK UilepanaRO of JDtoit (iStuiin dtllc 
arti, Ac. tom. i. ptiif. 309. note x.) enyM, Nun u*tante, nggiungtt Diane, 
tkttjtate hinfeimata (the woir.l I y whn li ii is rie ii ilio Al-eit iriiiiNl.i|i>ii 
the X vl.nalrii-I,ciiii»-liiviMii vemi.iii, wliii h |>ii! • i/if'i-nt i< s'nin l-ii fhe 
oriffiMil IdpvfLtvt}, a wonl that iiue» imi mean hen termcUa, hut only 
mlae t, UK tii.iy tr diatinclly et?en from miother {laaoagr of the >iamr Dion ; 

fi'tv ovv h' AypixTras <0,1 rt)v Avyoverrov ivraPOa U^pvffai. 
lliM. lih. Di. Dion »ny«i timt wiahed to raise a statue oi 

Aui;i Ntos hi the I'antheon.” 

*" fneadeiu ixnticti tenea Inna, cujns uberilmii nomulu* ac Remn» 
Ueinutea inhiant, eoimpiciinr ; «« hac (.^icero et Vir^ihua iiitel- 

lexer*. I.Dinahoc »i||iuiin nb J&iilibua rx peenniis ipiihua n:ulclnti 
etteeii^ fenemforfa, (joxititm innuit. AiitcH in ilonniiiaad Ficnin Kurni' 
BRlertiqno loco pueri tuernnt expositi locAlimi procertoenl.” J.uc. Pantii 
de Atktiq. IJrb. Rom. lih. ii. rnp. vii, aji. Salleugre, tom. i. p.9I7, luhis 
XVlIth chapter he repeats that the stAtues were Utere, but not Umt they 
were found there, 


Romulus. H The practice is continued to this day; and 
he site of I lie above church seems to ho thereby iden- 
ified wilh that of the temple : so liiat if the wolf had 
icon really found thor<*, as Winkelmann says, there 
would he no doubt of the present statue being that seen 
by Dionysius.** But I'liunus, in saying that it was 
.t the Finis Ruminalis by the Comitium, is only talking 
•f its ancient position as recorded by Pliny ; and even 
if he had been rioiiarking where it was found, would 
riot liavo alluded to the church of Saint Theodore, but 


* Luc, Fnun. ibid. 

t >See note toitajt7.(i LXXX. in Historicnl rihiitrationii. 

^ “ Roiniili iiutrix Lupa honoribuA cut aflerta diyiniii, cl ferrrmai 
tumal ipaiini fuisoef , ruiiiB hipirnTii xorti.” Lar.taril. dc FhIsa Rcli((tono 
lb. 1. cap. 3(1. pas. iOl. odil. vai lor. )66{) ; that la to lay, ht wouhi 
Atheradorf a wolf than a prostilute. Hu commentator hai otwerred 
hat ttie oiTiiiion of Livy ronccrning Latirentia beiuff Af^ured In ihii wolf 
vna not univeraal. Strabo thnu^hi lo. Rycqniui in wrong in laying that 
.aciantiua mentioni thi! wolf was in the Capitol. 

_ §1'o A. P. 496. “ (iui« credere poiiit,” layi Baruniui (Ann. Ecclei. 

Yau NanirnianmaVaOia Kb » run m. vlii. p. 603. in An. 496., j “ Tifvuiiie adhuc Roma ad Gelaiitii tern- 

1 f iarliani Urh litun Ilb^i It Hi. >nnfbi.r 6””^ toftre ante exonlta iirbi* nliata In Jtaltam Lutiercalia ?” Gela* 

woVand iwinii. He mention! another a letter which occupie. four folio page, to Andromachu. tlm 

«*• Non dii 1 nui h»n^ .1 to ihow that the rite, iholdl be given up. 


3 uam CapltolliiAm ewe ina 

ubin, trepidi adientlmur.' 

Cmii. xxir. pM. 350, edit. Lngd. flat. WS 
n Nardini Roma Vetui, lib. v. cap. iv. 


inalaii & Tuliii d«icri{AAm, cni ut in re ntmii 
Just. J^^uii da Caplt. Roman. Cumm. 


pa^ffv 
. cap. xiit, . 
irmelf wo. obliged 
. xii. 


fiat. lib. 
before ; but Baronina 
‘ Roma Vet. Ub. vil. 


K*‘l.upa hodiei 


ilieone hi capiioilnw proiirai ledibui, cum veiUglo fulimnis j-.i.uid n. otinn> 5 

quo IcUin narrat Cicero.*' Pmriom (talic. tom. i. p. 174. perwui isimiiu m «iore t _ 

“ '.‘.'r"*-,?'''"’ *•>!* . . oupjreui da iiih 'initiocculte, accibii hbenno per I’niterwKlone dl 

Rionexii. 


*• Bioria drllf Arli, Ac. lib. lii. cap, Ut. § U. note 10. Winkelmann hai 
made a atnuige blunder in the note, by laying the Ciceronian wolf wai 
^ ‘‘w CaplUil, and that Dion wai wrong in saying lo. 

dire, che I'Frcolo di bmnio, cbe oggi li trova nella lala di 
“o, fu truvato nelfoip Romano appreaio Parco di Settiiulo : e 
I anohe la cha aiJaia Romolo t Reno, e «Ui 

k d« coniervatorhTjHk. Vacca, Menwrie, num. ttl. pag . 
raucon.Dinr.Ual.*-"'^ 


IP. XU 

“ In ei»*A gU antiehi pontefici per logUor la memoria de’ giuocht Lu* 
di Romolo, tntroduiiero I’nio dl (toriarvi Barn* 



opprei 

iiiratn Santo, cnine di contluuo il iiierimeiiU.* ’ Rione xii. Ripa accu- 
aU e aucciucia diticrizione, ftc. di Kotnit Modenia doll* Ab. Kidolf. 
>111111, 1766. 

•* Nardini, lib. v. cap. ll. convkti Fbmiwoiui Lwtni crassi erroris, 
I putting the Ruminal fig-tree at tbechureh of Saint I'heodore : but a« 
.ivy lay. IhO wolf wii at the Fitui Ruminalis, and Dkmysiua at the tern* 
lie of Romiilui, lie ia obliged (cap, iv.) to own that the two were rioM 
together, aa well aa the l.upercal cave, ihadrd, ae it ware, by the 
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* 10 a \ery different place, near which it was then though 
« the Ficus Ruminal is had been, and also the Comitium 
that is, the three columns by the church of Santa Mari 
Liberatricc, at the corner of the Palatine looking oi 
the Forum. 

It is, in fact, a mere conjecture where the image was 
actually dug up,* and perhaps, on the w/iolc, the inarki 
of the gilding, and of the lightning, arc a better argumeii 
in favour of its being the Ciceronian wolf than any thai 
can be adduced for the contrary opinion. At any rate, 
it is reasonably selected in the text of the poem as one 
of the most interesting relics of the ancient city, I and 
is certainly the figure, if not the very animal to which 
Virgil alludes in his beautiful verses : 

“Geminos hulc ubera rircum 
Ludere pendenU<« pueroa, et Inmbere nialrem 
Impavidoa : illam tercti cervjce refloxmn 
Mu)ccr« alteruos, el corpora ftiigcrc ling)>a4 

47. 

jFhr Otc RomwCs mirul 
fVas modtWd in a Uss krrestrial mould. 

Stanza xc. lines 3 and 4. 

It is possible to be a very great, man and to be still 
very interior to Julius Cicsar, the most romplotc cha- 
racter, so Lord Bacon thought, of all antiquity. Nature 
seems iifcapablo of such extraordinary conihinatioiis a.s 
composed Ids versatile c:ipacify, wldcJi was the. woml 
even of the Homans themselves. Thr; first general — 
the only triuni})liant politician — inferior to none in elc 
alienee — comparable to any in the atlainmenis of wis- 
dom, in an age made up of the great <*sl commanders, 
statesmen, orators, ami philosophers lliiit ever appeared 
in the world — an author who corn|«»sed a perfect spe- 
cimen of miliiary annals in Ids travelling earriage — ut 
one time in a controvi'rsy NNillt CJato, at another writing 
a. treatise on punning, and collecting a set of good say- 
ings — fight ing§ and making love at the same imiment, 
and willing to abamlon both ids enmire and Ids mistress 
for a sight of the Fountains of I lie Nile. Su<*h did 
Julius (Jinsnr appear to Ids eoteinporaries and to those 
of tlie subseipient ages, who were the most inclined to 
deplore and execrate his fatal genius. 

Hut we must not he so much da/zled with his sur- 
passing glory, or with Ids magnaidriious, Ins amiahl 
[jiialilies, a.s to forget the deci.sioii oflii.s impartial c»)un- 
trymen : 

HK WAS JUSTLY fiLAIN.jj 

48 . 

JVlud from this harrm ftriug do wr reap? 

Our senses iuiTr(ni\ and imr reason frail. 

Stanza xriii, lines! and 2. 

, . . omne.s pene veteres ; qni nihil rognosci, nihil 

* “ cotniiiiiin firuK I’lumiiBlix ;:im miimlint, jmb qua tiijis* r'l- 
maiii, bur CBt , mamtiitiTn, dot (Mile Vurroup, Fiixcmnt «>lim Ronujlii* ot 
Hciniiit ; non pro«u<l a Uuiqilo IwmIu* I). Mf.n.-v l/iU-rnim it apitfll.ito ulu 
foman nivtuilH iJoljili» illu a nr,! l.ijin: j.iirrwio'- lai tuufiii, 

quHni httlit' in riipilolio vKlcmns.” (Uni I’.nnirhii UrhiB Ro- 

nmtitK Fanm cap. if. !?*♦•«' <il»o rnp. xi*. HiitTichiiin wmic nftor Nurdini 
in l(!S7. Afj. tirKV, R«ni. (om. iv. ii. 

t Dnaalim, bt). Jti- nip. IS. nivt-s a lui’dnl n'pn’Bnilinic on oiio nidp (he 
wolf In lh»‘ fwirip jwinllon of dml in the Unpitoi ; ond in (hr roveroo the 
wolf with Uh' heart not revertert. It of ihp time ol AiitunliiiiM Fnw. 

5 flsn. viil. 631- Sop— t>r, Middleton, in Ine l.eOcr from Rome, who 
InrlinoB to Un* • 'It'eronian wolf, luii without pxnininliie the wiltjerl. 

§ In hi* tenth bo«>k, Unrun «bow* him Bpnnklud with the blood of Pl»r- 
lalia ill the arni* of Cleo|iaira, 

flaiiitulrie Thmalicie rlarti* (icrfmiii* adulter 
Adunsit Veuerem curis, ci mincuit armi*. 

After fruKtiriA with hi* mixtre**, he siu up all uight to converao with 
the /F^pltan aagra, and tell* Achnreua, 

Bpe* nit mihi certu Tidendl 
Niltaco* fonte*, helium cirtle reliHquam. 

" Sic velut in lota accuri pace trahebant 
Non}* iter medium,” 

Immediately aliemard.*, he U fighting again and defending every 
po«ition. 

*' Hni] adeat defenaor nhioue 
Cosaarel hoa aditua gladiia, hoa ignibu* arcel 

circa iKKte carlnia 

Inaihiit Cvaar utmper feliciter uana 
Prrcipill curau Wiloriiin et tempore rapto.” 


pcrcepi, nihil sciri posse dixerunt ; angustos sensus ; 
imbecillos animos, brevia curricula vitie; in profuttdo 
veritaiom demersam ; opinionihus et institiitia omnia 
teiieri; nihil veritati rcliniiui; deincops omnia tenebris 
circumfusa esse dixerunt. * The < ighteen hundred 
years which have elapsed since Cicero wrote this have 
not removed any of the imperfections of humanity; and 
the complaints of the ancient philosopher.^ may, without 
injustice or affectation, be transcribed in a poem written 
yesterday, 

49. 

There is a stem rmind tenner of otiur dmfs. 

Stanza xeix. line t. 

Alluding to the tomb of Cecilia Metella, called Capo 
di Bove, in the A]niian Way. See — Historical Illustra- 
tions of the IV^th Canto of fchilde Harold. 

60 . 

Prophetic of the doom 
lit uwi gives Us fuvouri(c9--early death, 

•Stanza cii. lines 6 and 6. 

'Ov ol Scot (pt\ot}(TtVf AiroOvf/ificci v/of. 

Tt) yiip 3aveh> ovk JAA’ ahxP^S ^avttp* 

Rieli. Franc. Phil. Brinu k. Poet.T Gnomici, 
). 231, edit. 1784. 

61 . 

BehM the Imperitd Mount ! *tis thus the mighty falls. 

Stan/.a cvii. line 9. 

The Palatine is one mass of ruins, particularly on the 
ide towards tlu! Cirt^u.s Maximus. The very soil ia 
formed of crumbled brickwork. Nothing has been told, 
nothing can be told, to satisfy the belief of any but a 
Roman anliijuarv. fcJce — Historical Illustrations, pago 
206. 

52. 

7here is the moral of all human tales : 

'I'k bui the same rehearsal of the paslf 
First Freedom, and then GUrry, &c. 

Stanza cviii. lines 1, 2, and 3. 
The author of the Life of Cicero, speaking of the 
>pinion entertained of Britain by that orator and his 
•oleinporury Romans, has (he following eUxjueiU pas- 
iage: “From their railleries of this kind, on the barba- 
ity and misery of our island, one cannot help reflecting 
•n llie .surprising fate and revolutions of kingdoms ; how 
lome, once the mistress of the world, the seat of arts, 
nipire, and gh»ry, now lies sunk in sloth, ignorance, 
.lid poverty, enslaved to the most cruel as well as to 
be most contemptible of tyrants, superstition and reli- 
iou.s imposture : while this rtTnote country, anciently 
•i<‘ jest and contempt of the polite Romans, is become 
le nappy seat of liberty, plenty, and letters ; flourishing 
ti all the arts and refinements of civil life ; yet running 
rhaps the same c ourse which Romcj itself hod run 
fore it, from virtuous industry to wealth ; from wealth 
luxury; from luxury loan impatience of diMcipliiie. 
rid corruption of morals: till, by a total degeneracy and 
.>ss of virtue, being grown ripe, for destruction, it fall a 
ir(‘v at hist lo some hardy oppr<*SKor, and, with the loss 
f liberty, losing ev(*ry thing that is valuable, sinks 
•adually again bilo its original barbari8m.”f 

53 . 

And apostolic statues dimh 
To crush the imperial um, whose ashes slept suhlime. 

Stanza ex. lines 8 and 9. 

The column of Trajan is surmounted by St. Peter ; 
hat of Aurelius by Si. Paul. Sec— Historical Illustra- 
lons of the IVih Canto, &c. 

64. 

StUl we TrajarCsname adore. 

Stanza cxi. line 9. 

Trajan was proverbially the boat of the Roman 


B *'.ture €»•••>/» t!jii*limelur,” *tty* Ruetouin*, aftrr a fair estimation 
of In* cKaratiirr. ami making usa of a phraie which was a formiilu in 
I.i'Tv''* lime. “ Melium jure cssum uroiUnuiaTit, etiam ai regni criniine 
in»oii* fuprit :** flib. ir, cap. 48.1 and which wa* contuiuod in the legal 
JiirtgTneiit* pronounrrrt iu JiiMifiabk huruicirt*’*, luch n« kilting house* 
I renker*. Xer Hitcioti. in Yit. C. J. Cieear, wiUi Uie curantenury of 
Fii.i*riii, p. 1H4, 


• Acadrm. 1. 18. 

1 The History of the l^ifa of M. Tutihis Cicero, sect. ei. toI. ii. p. 102. 
.'he fontrawt ha* been reveraed in a litte extraordinary inttance. A 
getUlenian wa* thrown into priaon at Pari* ; efl'oru were ui*d« foi id* 
•tease. The. French miidater continued ii> detain h.rrt,uot)er Uh> pretext 
lal he w'K* not an F.nrliahinnn, iuit otdy a Honum. Re* '* iDtercsliiif 
';icu relulitig to Joachim Moral, ” pag. 188. 



T6 


NOTES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


Canto IV, 


princes;* and it would be easier to find a sovereign 
uniting exactly the opposite characteristics, than one 
possessed of all the nappy qualities ascribed to this 
emperor. “When ho mounted the throne,” says the 
nistorian Dion,t “ ho was strong in body, he was vigor- 
ous in mind ; ago had impaired none of his faculties ; 
ke was altogether free from envy and from detraction ; 
ke honoured all the good, and he advanced them ; and 
oa this account they could not be the objects of his 
fear) or of his hate ; ke never listened to informers ; he 
gave not way to his anger; he abstained equally from 
unfair exactions and unjust punishments ; he had rather 
bo loved as a man tlian honoured as a sovereign ; ho 
was affable with his people, respectful to the senate, 
and universally beloved by l^th ; ho inspired none with 
dread but the enemies of lus country.” 

56. 

Hisnzt, list of Romtms. 

Stanza cxiv. lino 6. 

The name and exploits of Rionzi must be familiar to 
tlio reader of Gibbon. Some details and inedited 
manuscripts relauve to this unhappy hero will be seen 
in the Illustrations of the IV th Canto. 

66. 

JSgeria! sweet creatum of same Jieart 
Py/iich fouml no mortal resting-place so fair 
As thine ideal breast. 

Stanza cxv. lines 1,2, and 3. 

The respectable authority of Flaminius Vacca would 
’mcline us to believe in the cdaiins of the Egerian grotto.J 
He assures us that he saw an inscription in the pave- 
ment, stating that the fountain was that of Egcria, 
dedicated to the nymphs. The inscription is not there 
at this day ; but Montfaucon quotes two linesS of Ovid 
from a stone in the Villa Giustiniani, which he seems 
to think had been brought from the same grotto. 

Tills grotto and valley were formerly frequented in 
BUinmcr, and particularly the first Bundav in May, by 
tlio modern Romans, who attached a salubrious quality 
to the fountain which trickles from an orifice at the 
bottom of the vault, and, overflowing the little pools, 
creeps down the matted grass into the brook below. 
The brook is the O vidian Alrao, whose name and 
qualities are lost in the modern Aquataccio. The valley 
itself is called Valle di Caffarelli, Irorn the dukes of that 
name who made over their fountain to the Pallavicini, 
with sixty ru66ia of adjoining land. 

There can bo little doubt that this long dell is the 
Egerian valley of Juvenal, and the pausing piaco of 
Hmbritius, notwithstanding the generality <»f his com- 
mentators have supposed tlie descent of the satirist and 
his friend to have been into the Arician grove, where 
the nymph met Hippolitus, and where she was more 
peculiarly worshipped. 

The step from the Porta Capena to the Alban hill, 
fifteen miles distant, would be too considerable, unless 
we were to believe in the wild conjecture of Vossius, 
who makes that gate travel from its present station, 

* “ Hiikjut Untttm mentorln delaium ett, ut, usque ed nofltmm ctatem 
non lUller ia Senatu uriitciuibue accUunatur, uiai, FEl.U'lOR . 
AVGVSTO . MELIOR. TRAJANO.” Euirop. BreT. HieURom. 
lib. vUi. cap. t. 

t Tfi Tt vAp «r«nan tepuro aat ti) ^fvxv ipc/o^tv, ws 

ind yinkbS A^<ivtvPai ... .tutX out' I^Dovn ovrs aadiipunvA, 
‘•iiAXA Ml naw iravra; robe AyaDois trl/ia Ml IjBiyAXvvc* koI 
ihifSro ovri nva afr&Vt ovrt iftltru . . iiaSoMCs rt ipewrc 

SsurrtOt, Ml Apyll ntturra i^ovXobre' rdv rt tAv 

AAAMTplwv Uva teal fivotv rAv tidUntv i,sUx<tT9 .... wAov/tevA; rc 
ht* aAAAov v riit.mff.tvos txeupt, ««t rm rt Stfftm fttr' 

ist^kMS oweymra, Ml r A wpotw'la trtftvsopttras Stafkit' Ayairtp* 
vAr uiv irSirr VieAcpA; di uifOivl. irAnv voXkftiMSimv. Iliet. Kom, Jib. , 
Ixviii.cap. t(. el vii. tom. ii. p. liS3, 1134, edit. Hemb, 1^. 

I " Bom looUao dal detto Inofoai Mendead un caealetto. del qualen 
« lono Badroni U Cafarelli, cb« con queeto aotne 6 chiaroato 11 iuofo ; ri 
A una fontana eotio uua fnui eolta aoUca, cite al piweente el gode, e U 
Romani vi vanuo I'eaCate a ricrearel ; net navimeiito di eaiafonteai logge 
bk un epitaJQio Mean queUa la (onte <U Eeerla, dedloata a\le ninle, e 
qnaeta, dice repiufik), eeaere la medMima fonte in col fu eonverUta." 
McinorUi. Ac. ap. Narduil, pag. 13. He doe* not give the huerlptiou. 

% In villa Joctlniana catat Ingem lapU quadratui eolldua in quo 
hAc duo Ovldii earmlaa eiutt : 

JEferia Mi quie praiboi aqoaedea grata Camomie 
lUa NunuB co(i)uDa oonaUiumqne full. 

Qul lapis vldsttw ex eodem EierlA fouie. aut elus vkinia totbuc eompw^ 
Diarlum Italic. ji.lW. 


I where he nretends it was during the reign of the kingS) 
as far as tne Arician grove, and then makes it recede 
to its old site with the shrinking city.* The tufb, or 
pumice, vvhicli the poet prefers to marble, is sub- 
stance com|>o.sing tne bank in wliich the grotto is sunk. 

The moaorn topographers! find in the grotto tlie 
statue of the nymph and nine niches for the Muses, and 
a late travellerj. has discovered that the cave is restored 
to that .simplicity which the poet regretted had been 
exchanged for injudicious ornament. But the headless 
statue is palpably rather a male than a nymph, and has 
none of the attributes ascribed to it at present visible. 
The nine Muses could hardly have stood in six niches ; 
and Juvenal certainly does not allude to any individual 
cave.§ Nothing can be collected from the satirist but 
that somewhere near the Porta Capena was a spot in 
which it was supposed Ntima held nightly consultatiou.s 
with his nymph, and where there was a grove and ii 
sacred fountain, and fanes once consecrated to the 
Muses ; and that from this spot there was a descent 
into the valley of Egcria, where were several artificial 
caves. It is clear that the statues of the Muses made 
no part of Ihe decoration which the satirist thought 
misplaced in tliesc caves ; for he expressly assigns other 
fanes (dclnhra) to tliese divinities above the valley, and 
moreover tells us that they had been ejected to make 
room for the Jews. In fact, the little temple, now called 
lliat of Bacchus, was formerly thought to belong to tho 
Muses, and Narclini|l places them in a poplar grove,, 
which was in his time above the valley. 

It is probable, from the inscription and position, that 
Uie cave now shown may be one of the “ artificial 
caverns,” of which, indeed, there is another a little way 
higher up the valley, under a tuft of alder bushes : but 
a single grotto of Egcria is a mere modern invention, 
grafted upon the application of the C|)ilhel Egerian to 
those nymphea in general, and which might send us to 
look for the haunts of Numa upon the banks of tho 
Thames. 

Our English Juvenal wa.s not Reduced into mkstrans- 
lation by his acquaintance with Pope: ho carefully 
preserves the correct ])lura) — 

“ Tlw'iice klowly wliuliiig down the vale, wc view 
'J'he K;>»‘ri!iii groU ; oh, how uoliJco Uieleue!*’ 

The valley abound.s with springs, K and over these 
springs, which the Muses might haunt from their neigh- 
bouring grtive.s, Egcria presided: hence she was said 
to supply them wilii water ; aud she was the nymph of 
the grolt<»s through which the fountains were taught to 
flow. 

The whole of the monuments in tlie vicinity of the 
Egerian valley have received names at will, which have 
been changed at will. Venuti** owns ho can see no 
traces of the temples of Jove, Saturn, Juno, Venu.s, and 
Diana, which Nardini found, or hoped to find. The 
mutatoriuin of Caraculla’s circus, tlie temple of Honour 
and Virtue, the temple of Bacchus, and, above all, the 
temple of the god Rediculus, arc the antiquaries’ 
despair. 

Tho circus of Coracalla depends on a medal of that 
emperor cited by Fulvius Ursinus, of which the reverse 
shows a circus, supposed, however, by some to represent 
the Circus Maximus. It gives a very good idea of that 
place of exercise. The soil has been nut little raised, 
if we may judge from the small cellular structure at 
the end of the Spina, which wm probably the chapel 
of the god Comus. This cell is half beneath the soil, 

* Dr Magult. Yet. Rom. ap. Ormr. Anl. Rom. tom. iv. p. 1607. 
t JKcltinxnl, Oescriziauo di Roma e deli' agro Romano, correlto dall* 
Abate Venuti, in Romn, 1730. Tiiej bclierr in tbt grotto and njmijph. 
** Simiilacro di queito fonte, aieendovi eculpitr i« aeque a j)ie di m$o/* 
Claeucal Tour, chap, vi, p. 817. voi. it. 

SiibatUit ad veUirra arcua, rnadidaniqne Tapeuam. 

Hie iibi tioeliiruarNuma convtituebat amieai. 

None aarrt fontia oamua, et delubra loeanlur 
Judeia quorum copfainum tonamqo* Mpeltex. 

Omnia enliti populo Marcedam peodere Juoaa eat 
Arbor, rt rlectia rooudlcat tilva Oaimenb. 

In vallem CgeriiEi daKcndimua, at apelutteaa 
Dlaalmllaa veria *. Quanm pTBitantlua mmI 
Niimen aqu«, vlrlal al marglne claudanA undaa 
Hnba, nee Ingenuum vudarenl marmora topliom.** 

Sal.lII. 

R Lib. ill. cap. UI. 

If " Undique e aolo aqua acaiuriuut.** Nardini, Hb. UI. cap. ill. 

*• Bciunnrd, &e. Cic. cU. p. Vt, 886. 
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as it must have been in tlie circus itself for Dionysius' 
could not be persuaded to believe that Uiis divinity wa 
the Roman Neptune, because his altar was unde 
ground. 

67. 

Yet let w ponder boldly, 

* Stanza cxxvii. line 1. 

• At all events,” says the author of the Academical 
Questions, “ 1 trust, whatever may be the fate of my 
own speculations, that philosophy will regain tliat 
estimation which it ought to possess. The free and 
philosophic spirit of our nation has been tiie theme of 
idmiration to the world. This was tlie proud distinc- 
tion of Englishmen, and Uie luminous source of alf 
tlxeir glory. Shall we then forget the manly and dignified 
sentiments of our ancestors, to prate in the language 
of the mother or the nurse about our good old preju- 
dices ? This is not the way to defend the cause of 
truth. It was not thus that our fathers maintained it 
in the brilliant periods of our history. Prejudice may 
be trusted to guard the outworks for a short space of 
time while reason slumbers in the citadel ; but if the 
latter sink into a lethargy, the former will quickly erect 
a standard for herself. Philosophy, wisdom, and liberty, 
sxipport each other: he who will not r<5ason is a bigot; 
he who cannot, is a fool ; and he who dares not, is a 
slave.” Preface, p. xiv, xv. vol. i. 1805. 

68 . 

Great Ncmeeie! I 

Here, where the amienl paid thee homage long. 

Stanza cxxxii. lines 2 and 3. 

We read in Suetonius, that Augustus, from a warning 
received in a dream, f counterfeited, once a year, th(5 
beggar, sitting before the gate of his palace witli his 
hand htillowed and stretched out for charity. A statue 
formerly in the Villa Borghese, and which should be 
now at Paris, represents thei Emperor in that posture 
of .supplication. The object of this self degradation was 
the appeasementof Nemesis, the pci^etual attendant on 
good Ibrtuiu*, of whose power the Roman conquerors 
were also reminded by certain symbols attaclied to 
their cars of Iriumpli. The symbols wore the whip and 
the crotalo, which were discovered in the N<miesis of 
the Vatican. The attitude of beggary made the above 
statue pass for that of Belisarius: and until the criti- 
cism of Winkelmaiui| hod rectified the mistake, one 
fiction was called in to su[tpor( another. It was the 
same fear of the sudden termination of prosperity that 
made Aniasis king of Egypt warn his friend Polycrates 
of Samos, that the gods loved those whose lives were 
chequered with good and evil fortunes. Nemesis was 
supposed to lie in wait particularly for the prudent; 
that is for Uxose whose caution rendered them accessi- 
ble only to mere accidents: and her first altar was 
raised on the banks of the Phrygian ^sepus by Adras- 
tus, probably the prince of tlxat name who killed the son 
of Croesus by mistake. Hence the goddess was called 
Adra.stea.§ 

The Roman Nemesis was eaerod and august : there 
was a temple to her in the Palatine under the name of 
Rhamnusia:j| so great indeed was the propensity of 
the ancients to trust to the revolution of events, and to 
believe in the divinity of Fortune, that in the same 
Palatine there was a temple to the Fortune of the day .IT 
This is the last superstition which retains its hold over 
the human heart ; and from concentrating in one object 
the credulity so natural to man, has always a:|)peared 
strongest in those unembarrassed by oUier articles of 
belief The antiquaries have supposed this goddess to 

* Aotiq. Rom. Hb. ii. cap. xxxi. 

f Sueton. ill Vit. Aufpmti, cap. 91. Caaaubon, in the note, to 

Plutarch 'a Livea of Camilhm and iEmiliua Paulua andaiaoto hia a(K>pb' 
tbeema, for the cliaracter of thia deity. The hollowed haiKl waa reckoned 
th^aat degree of degradation ; and when the dead body of the prefect 
Ruilnua was borne about in triumph by the people, the Indignity waa in- 
creaeed by putting hia hand In that poaitUat. 

t Btoria delle Arti, Oc. Itb. ail. CAp. hi. tom. il . p. 492. Viaconli calla 
the atatue, however, a Cybele. U it given in the Muaeo Pio-Cleiuant. 
tom. i. par. 40. The Abate Paa (Spiegatlooa del Raxnl. Storla, Re. tom. 
lit. p. 518.) calls il a Chriaippaa. 

i Diot. de Bayle, article Adnutea. 

It Uenuroeraied by the ragionaTy Victor. 

9 Portuna hujuace aiei. Uccro awntkiiia hW| da lAglb. lib. II. 


bo Bynonymoqs with Fortune and with Fate ;* •• but it 
was in her vindictive quality that she was worslupped 
under the name of Nemesis. 

69. 

I see b^are me the Gladiator lie, 

Stanza cxl. line I. 

Whether the wonderful statue which suggested this 
image be a laquoarian gladiator, which in spite of 
Winkelinann’s criticism has been stoutly maintaified,t 
or whether it be a Greek herald, as that great antiquary 
positively asserted,! or whether it is to bo thought 4 
Spartan or barbarian shield-bearer, according to the 
opinion of his Italian editoiY§ it must assuredly seem 4 
copy of that masterpiece of Ctesilaus which represented 
^ a wounded man dying who uerfectly expressed what 
there remained of life in him.”|( MonttouconlT and Maf- 
fei*''' thought it the identical statue ; but that statue was 
of bronze. The gladiator was once in the villa Ludo- 
vizi, and was bought by Clement XII. The right arm 
■ 5 an entire restoration of Michael Angelo, ft 
60. 

NTe, ihdr *irp, 

Butcher'd to make a Roman holiday. 

Stanza cxli, lines 6 and 7. 

Gladiators were of two kinds, compelled and volun- 
tary ; anil were supplied from several conditions : from 
slaves sold for that purpose ; from culprits ; from bar- 
barian captives either taken in war, and, after being 
led in triumph, set ajiart fur the games, nr those seized 
and condemned as rebels ; also from free citizens, some 
fighting for hire (auctorofi,) others from a depraved 
ambition ; at last even knights and senators were exhi- 
bited, a disgrace of which tlie first tyrant was naturally 
the first inventor.!! In the end, dwarfs, and even 
women, fought; an enormity prohibited by Severus. 
Of these the most to be pitied undoubtedly were the 
barbarian captives; and to this species a Christian 
wrifer§§ justly applies the epitliet “ innocenf,” to distin- 
guish them from ine professional gladiators. Aurelian 
and Claudius supplied great numbers of these unfortu- 
nate victims; the unc aficr his triumph, :uui the other 
on the pretext of a rebellion. |j |{ No war, says Lipsiu8,111f 
was ever so destructive to the human race as these 
snorts. Inppite of the laws of Constantine and Constans, 
gladiatorial shows survived the old estahiished religion 
more than .seventy years; but they owed their final 
extinction to the courn ijc of a C:!hristian. In liie year 
404, on the kalends of January, they were exhibiting 
ihi* shows in the Flavian arnpliitheatre Iwfore the usuiu 
immense conroiirse of people. Alinaehius or Telema- 
chus, an eastern monk, who had travelled to Roma 
intent on his holy ])urpose, rushed info the midst of the 
arena, and endeavoured to separate the combatants, 

* DBAB NBMBSl 
SIVK PORTUNAB 
nsTOHiva 
BVaiANVS 
V. C. LBOAT. 

IJSG. Xllt. O. 
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See Q.ii««lione« Romanv, Ac. ap. Grsv. Antiq Roinnu. tom. y. p. 949. 
palt . Murntori.Nov. Tbeaaiir. Inariip. Vet. tom, i. p. 88,89, «ber« 

ara three Latin and one lireek inacripliou to NetneiU, am! olbani 
Pate. 

7 By the Abate Bracri.diaaertaiione aupra an clipeo votiro, Ac. Prefnea, 
nag, 7 . who accounia for the cunt round the neck, but not for tJba horn, 
wluch it doe» nut ap)>enr the eladiatora themaelves ever uaed. Kota A, 
Storiu delle Arti, tom. li. p. 906. 

I Kither PoUfontea, herald of l<aiua, killed by CEdipna ; or 

. aid uf F.uritheua, killed by the Atbeniana when he endfavoiired todr«t 
eUerncildn from the altar of marry, and In whoee honour they inat^ 
lied annual ffamea, continued to the time of Uadriiu« ; or Anthamo* 
critua, the Athenian herald, killed by the Megurenaea, who nerar recov- 
ervNi the ijnpiel.v. Sea Btoria dalle Arti, Ac. tom. U.p. 908,904, 905, 908, 
907. lib. ix. cap. ii. 

JSloria, Ac. toro.li. p.907. Not. (A.) 

II Vulneratum deArienteni fecit in quo poaait intalligi quantum rtfUl 
mime.” Plln. Nat. Iliat. lib. xxxiv, cap. 

It Antiq. tom. Ui. par. 9. lab. 155. 

•• Race. atat. tab, 84. 

t1 Mue. Capitol, tom. lit. p. 164. adit. 17S9. 

Juliua Csaax, who roae by the fall of the »Hatoar»ey,brouflttFariai , 
eptimie and A . Calenua upon the arenoi. 

^ TartulUan, ” carle qutdem et iunocentea gladiatoree in iudum vmI* 
int, e.t voluptatia publicW boaiiia 8ant.” Juat. Lipa. Saturn. Sermon. 
ib.U.eap.Ul. 

Vopiacua, in vil, Aurel. and in vil. Qaud. ibid. 

Ittt “ Credo ImbaoiooulIuiabelhiintaatarocbidrDivaatUiefliqua jienerl 
huniano loUdiaae, qunm boa ad irotuptatam htdoe.” Joei. I.lpa, lX»ul.Ub. 
I.eep.zU. 
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The prmtor A/ypius, a peraon incredibly attached to 
these games,* gave instant orders to the gladiators to 
slay him ; and Telemachus gained the crown of mar- 
tyrdom, and the title of saint, which surely has never 
eiilier before or since been awarded for a more noble 
exfiloit. Honorius immediately abolished the shows, 
which were never afterwards revived. The story is 
told by Theodore‘1 and Cassiodorus,! and seems wor- 
thy ot credit notwithstanding its place in the Roman 
martyrologv.§ Besides the torrents of blood which 
^Owed at the funerals, in the amphitheatres, the circus, 
the forums, and other public places, gladiators were in- 
troduced at feasts, and tore each other to pieces amidst 
the supper tables, to the great delight and applause of 
the guests. Yet Lipsius permits himself to sm^pose 
the loss of courage, and the evident degeneracy of man- 
kind, to be nearly connected with the abolition of these 
bloody speclacles.il 

61. 

Jfere, tv/tere the Roman rmUimCs blame or praise 
IVas death or Ufe^ the playthings o f a crowd. 

Stanza cxlii. lines 5 and G. 

When one gladiator wounded another, he Rhouted 
* he has i/,” “hoc habol,” or “hubot.” The woundci 
combatant dropped iiis weapon, and advancing to tin 
edge of il»o arena, supplicated the spectators. If he iiud 
fought well, the people saved him ; if otherwise, or as 
they happened to be inclined, they turned dowm their 
thumbs, and lie was slain. They were occasionally s< 
savage that they were impatient if a combat lastee 
longer than ordinary without wounds or <lcatli. Tlu 
emperor's presence generally saved the vanquished : 
and it is recorded as an instance of Caracalla’s ferocity, 
that ho sent those who supplicated him for life, 
spectacle at Nicom<?dia, to ask the people ; in other 
words, handed them over to be slain. A similar cere- 
mony is observed at the Spanish bull-fights. The 
magistrate presides ; and after the liorscnien and picca- 
dores have fought the bull, tlie roatadoro steps forward 
and bows to him for fx'rmission to kill tbc animal. If 
the bull has done bis duty by killing two or three horses, 
or a man, which last is rare, the people interfere with 
shouts, the ladies wave tlieir Iiuudkerchiefs, and the 
animal is saved, Thu wounds and death of the hors<!s 
are accompanied witii the loudest acclamations, and 
many gestures of delight, f’S))ecially from the feniab* 
portion of the audience, including tliose of the gmitlest 
blood. Kvery thing depends on habit. The author of 
Childe Harold, the. writer of tins note, an«l one or two 
other Englishmen, who have certainly in other days 
borne Uio sight of a pitched battle, were, during tin 
Slimmer of 1809, in th<; goviirnor’s box at the great am- 
phitheatre of Santa Maria, opposite to CaUiz. The 
Jeath of one or two horst‘s completely satisfied their 
:uriosily. A genlUunan present, observing them shud- 
ter and look pale, noticed that unusual reception, of so 
delightful a RfK)rt to some young ladies, who stared 
3ind smiled, and continued their applauses as another] 
fiorse fell bleeding to the ground. One bull killed three | 
torses tijlf his own horns. He was saved by acclamations, 
which were redoubled when it was known he belonged 
►o a priest. 

An Englishman, who can be much pleased with see- 
ng two nien beat themselves to pieces, cannot bear to 
ook at a horse galloping round an arena with his 
Kiwols trailing on tlie ground, and turns from the 
ipectaclc and the spectators witii horror and disgust. 

62. 

IJke liXureU on Oie baldjirst Cassaf^s head. 

Stanza cxliv. line 6. 

Stictonlus informs us that Julius Ctesar was particu- 

* Aueixtiiiiiti (III), vl.roiifcwi.e.tip. viil.) '‘Alypium Minm pltuliatori apec- 
aculi inhialu incredibilitrr abrt;]iOitn,*' acribit. ib. lib. l.cap. sii. 

t Hial. Rrclea. cnj». x*vi, Itb. v. 

1 rnaaiad, Trirmi'ttt<i,l. x. c. xi. ^lUitni. ib. ib. 

Hit. atui. ft in iioiia u<! Mnrtvrol. Rom. 1. Jnn. Ret* — 
dfllf mi>mortt* wtcrp e urnfiou'' dell* Anillemro Ftavio, p. 26. 

< 1 . 1 . 1746 . 

it'^duod? nnn (u momrntura nllquod hnhiilne cenana ad viitn- 
am? Mncfniitn. Tempera nwtrti, ni»ai}u« Ijwi* Tldeamua, Oppidnm 
rcf .in.im .tit «>r u tnaa. i gja um, direptom eat : tumnltua circa noa.non in 
int<m : rt lameii t.irbamur. Ubi robnr, uhi (ot per anima 

neilitam anpienUlli m^a? iiW ille animiiaqnl pwwU dksrre, w /metua 
UntHttur orftia?” A«. Ibid lib. U. cap. xxt. The iirototypo of Mr. 
Wutdbam'a iwnesyrie on hulbbailitij;. 


lariv gratified by that decree of tlie senate, which ena- 
bled him to wear a wreath of laurel on all occasions. 
He was anxious, not to show that he was the conqueror 
of the world, but to hide that he was bald. A stranger 
at Rome would hardly have guessed at the motive, nor 
should we without the help ol the historian. 

63. 

PiTAile stands tfte Coliseum^ Rome shall stand. 

Stanza cxlv. tine 1. 

This is quoted in the PocUiio and Fall of the Roman 
Empire ; and a notice on the Coliseum may be seen in 
the Historical Illustrations to theIVth Canto of Childe 
Harold. 

64. 

spared and Idest by time. 

Stanza cxlvi. line 3. 

“ Though plundered of all its brass, except the ring 
which was necessary to preserve the aperture almve 
tiiough exposed to repeated fires, though sometimes 
flooded by the river, and always open to the rain, no 
monument of equal antiquity is so well preserved as 
this rotunda. It passed with little alteration from the 
Pagan into the present worship ; and so convenient 
were its niches for the Christian altar, that Michael 
Angelo, ever studious of ancient beauty, introduced 
their design as a model in the Catholic church.” 

Forsyth’s Remarks, &c. on Italy, p. 137. sec. edit. 

65. 

Ami they who fed for gmius may reptose 
Thnr eyes on honour'd forms^ vhose busts around them close. 

Htanza c.vivii. lines 8 and 9. 

The Pantheon has been inado a receptacle for the 
busts of modern great, or, at least, distinguished, men. 
The flood of light which once fell through large orb 
above on the whole circle of divinities, now shine.s on a 
numerous assemblage of mortals, some one or two of 
whom have been almost deified by the veni'ration of 
their countrymen. 

66 . 

There is a dungeon^ in whose dim drear light.. 

Stanza (‘.\lviii. line 1. 

This and tlie three next stanzas allude to the story 
of the Roman daughter, which is rc(^alled to the traveller 
by the site, or prelendcul site, of tliat adventure, now 
shown at th<‘ church of St. Nicholas in r.arcere. Tho 
difficultic.s attending the full belief of the tale are stated 
ill Historical Illustrations, &c, 

C7. 

Turn to the Mole^ which Hadrian rear'd on high. 

Stanza rlii. line I. 

The castle of St. Angelo. See — Historical Illustra- 
lions. 

68 . 

I Stanza cliii. 

This and the six ne.xt stanzas have a reference to the 
church of St. Peter’s. For a measurement of the com- 
parative length of this basilica, and the otlier great 
churches of Europe, see the pavement of St, Peter’s, 
and the classical Tour through Italy, vol. ii. pag. 126. 
et 6cq. chap. iv. 

69. 

the strange fids 

IVUdi tumbles migJuiest sovereigns. 

Stanza cLxxi. tines 6 and 7. 

Mary died on the scaffold ; Elizabeth of a broken 
tieart ; Charles V. a hermit ; Louis XIV. a bankrupt 
in means and glory; Cromwell of anxiety; and, “the 
greatest is behind,” Napoleon lives a prisoner. To these 
sovereigns a long but superfluous list might be added 
of names equally illustrious and unhappy. 

70. 

Ijo, Nemi ! nas^dtd in the woody Jolts. 

Stanza clxxdi. lino L 

The village of Nemi was near the Arician retreat of 
Egerio, and from the shades which embosomed tho 
.cmple of Diana, has preserved to this day its distinc- 
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Uve appellation of Tfie Gwve. Nemi ^ but an even- nilc, and by following up fho rivulet to the pretended 
wg a me from the comfortable mn ofAlbano, Bandusia, you come to the roots of the higher mountain 

71, Gennaro. Singularly enough, the only spot of ploughed 

uinda/ar in the whole valley is on the knoll where this Ban* 

jT^c 2V6cr windSf end the broad ocean lavcB ^nsia rises. 

The Latim coast, &c. Ac. “ * * • • 

Stanza clxxtv. lines 2, 3, and 4. iVcbei, «t i>ecori vagM.>* 

The whole declivity of the Alban hill is of unrivalled The peasants show another spring near the mosaic 
^auty, and from the convent on the highest point, which pavement which they call « Oradina » and which flowa 
has succeeded to the temple of the Latian Jupiter, the down the hills into a lank, or mill-dam, and thence 
prospect embraces all the objects alluded to in the cited trickles ovm* into the Digentia. 
stanza ; the Mediterranean ; the whole scene of the jjot we must not hope 
latter half of the ASneid, and the coast from beyond the ~ . . . ... 

mouth ofthe Tiber to the headland of Circ®uJand the ^ ■iot™r.th.Mu«.e,*^ .„thar.,™« 

Capo of Terracina. exploring the windings of the romantic valley in 

the Bite of Cicero’s villa may be supposed cither at , Bandusian fountain. It seems strang. 

the Grotta Ferrala, or at tho Tusculumof Prince Lu- “l®, “"v one sliould have thought Bandusia a founlam 
cien Buonanarte ^ Digentia — Horace has not let drop a word ot it ; 

The former wm thought some years ago the actual I »"'> >n»n'-rtal spring in fact been dis.wen|d in 
site, as may be seen from Middleton’s Ltfe of Cicero. ‘’f the holders of many go^ things m Italy, 

At present it has lost something of its credit, except for I ‘’1 St- 

the'oomenichinos. Nino monTts of the Greek order vais and Pri.lais near Ven.ism,wl, ere .t was m.>st l,^ 



and seven busts. , m i i . 'i r i ■ .i r • 

From the same eminence are seen the Sabine hills, tlu* cnijrp aechvi- 

embosomed in which lies tlie long valley of Uustiett! tics of the valley of ftusuca. Horace nrol, ably had ono 
There are scv.-ral ciremnstances whieh tend to esta- the orchard close above ns larm, iniine- 

blish the identity of this valley with the “ f/sttea” of dialely (.versbadowmg liis villa^nol cm the rocky he gl.ts 
Horace; and it seems possihio that the mosaic pave- T"® ‘‘'‘'“Ti ourist may have 

ment which the peasants uncover by throwing up the I ^'I’l-nst-tl himself to have seen Uns mno figured 

earth of a vineyard may belong to his villa. Bustica iKl"V';'‘f “‘’"''t' 'Vprfsscs. for the orange and lemon trees 
pronounced short, not accordSig to our stress upon-T'*''' ‘ ® Tf h” 'l«'tfptn-n of the 

S CTstiere eab«nr«.'’-It is more rational to think Uiat »» N®P>e». •’«««> »*"« 

we are wrong than that tho inhubitaiits of this secluded l«placed, were assuredly only acacias and other corn- 
valley have eriianged their lone in this word. Tho addi- mon garden slirub8.J The cx^^rerao d.wppomlmcnt 
tionoftheconso^antpre,fixe.lisiiolliing:yetitisneces. experieiired by choosing he Classical fourist as a 
sary to he aware that Rustica may he a modern name e /l 


wi the peasants may hayo caught from the antmua- “r^ilTtVonf^^^^^ r^^one “ ho “Si 
The viUa, or tlie mosaic, is in a vineyard on a knoll «-:foclcd the same conductor tlirough the same country. 

covered with chestnut treek A stream runs down the f “"fa- 
valley, and although it is not true, as said in tho guide ‘“'““'“■•y writers that have in our imes attamed a 
bookk tliat this stream is called Licenxa, yet there is a ‘-•'»P“'--fy tepnlalion, and is very se .lorn to m tna^ted 
village on a rock at the head of tho valley whieh is so «:ven when he speaks ol " "ff 

denominated, and which may have taken Its name from o have f'”’". u 

the Digentia Licenza contains 700 inliahiianls. On a ‘he downright .msslateii.e t aro so 

peak a little way beyond is Civitella, containing 300. ® ‘.‘1.!.*!^ .'“I'l?! 


nfver visited ihts spots described, or had trusted to the 
lidelify of former writers. Indeed the Classical Tour 
has every cliaracloristic of a mere compilation of former 
notices, krung together upon a very slender thread of 
personal observation, and swelled out by those dec^ 
rations wlucb are so easily supplied by a systeniatic 
adoption of all the common places of praise, applied to 
every thing, and therefore signifying nothing. 

, r. * r 4 i I Cl * i .u 7’fie .style which one person thinks cloggy and cum- 

can be more fprtunate for Urc Imes of the poet, whether J unsuilable, mky he to the tastekrothers, and 

m a metaohorieal or direct sense : wiwun, wii , j , 


On the banks of the Anio, a little before you turn up int< 
V alle Rustica, to the left, about an hour from the ciY/a, 
is a town called Vicovaro, another favourable coinci- 
dence with the Varia of the poet. At the, end of the 
valley, towards the Anio, there is a bare hill, crowned 
with a little town called Bardela. At the foot of thi.s 
hill the rivulet of Licenza flows, and is almost absorbed 


in a metaphorical or direct sense : 

“ Mr quotien* r«ficit gitlidua rivita, 

Uuem Maadela bibil rugosua frigore pagua. 


such may e.xpericnce some salutary excitement in 
ploughing through the periods of th<^ Classical Tour. 
It must be said, however, that polish and weight aro 


Tho stream is clear high up the valley, hut before it apt to beget an expectation of value. It is amongst tho 
roaches the hill of Bardela looks green and yellow like p^ins of tho damned to toil up a climax with a huge 
a sulphur rivulet. 

Rocca Giovane, a ruinetl village in tlie hills, half an 

hour's walk from the vineyard where the pavement is 

shown, does seem to be the sight of the fane of Vacuna, The love of virtue and of liberty, which must have dis- 


round stone. 

The tourist had the choice of his words, but thcro 
was no such latitude allowed to that of his sentiment*. 


and an inscription found there tells that this temple of 
the Sabine Victory was repaired by Vespasian.* With 


tinguished the character, certainly adorns the pages of 
Mr. Eustace, and the gentlemanly spirit, so recommen- 


these helps, and a position corresponding exactly to Jatorv either in an author or his productions, is very 
every tiling which die poet lias told us of his retreat, conspicuous throughout the Classical Tour. But the»o 


we may feel tolerably secure of our site. 


conspicuous throughout 
generous qualities arc the foliage of such a performance, 


The hill which should be Lucretilis is called Carnpa- |nd may bo spread about it so prominently, and pro- 


* IMP. OaESAR VS8PASIANVS 
PONT1F8X MAXiMVS. TRl*. 
P0TB8T. CBMSOa. JEDBM 
V10T0]tI.aB. VBTV8TATK ILLAPSAM. 
•VA. XJIFBNSA. KBSTITVXT. 


- See— Hutorical IDustratlor** »>f tht* Fuorth r«nlo, p. 43, 

I8ee— Cla«»icelToHr,ac.ch»p. vli.p.'iSO, .itl.ii. . 

i“ tJuder ntir ■window#, ainl b^rdcriuiK on Ihe bRecli, i* Oie rr*yel ger* 
den, laid mil in perti rr.i#. end wi»lJ?¥ riutdi-tl by rtwe of orutige ir 
Claukal Tour, Ac. chap. *i. vyl. ii.ocl. 36S. 



NOITES TO CHILDE HAROLD. 


Cakto IV. 


r 

so 

liifek ft9 to eoibarrasfl those who wish to see and fiiui 
the fftttt at hand. The unction of the divine, and the 
exhortations of the moralist, may have made this work 
flomething more and better than a book of travels, but 
they have not made it a book of travels ; and this ob- 
•ervation applies more especially to that enticing method 
of instruction conveyed by the perpetual introduction 
of the same Gallic Helot to reel and bluster before the 
rising generation, and terrify it into decency by the dis- 
. |day of all die excesses of the revolution. An animosity 
against atheists and regicides in general, and French' 
men specifically, may be honourable, and may be useful 
as a record ; but that antidote should either be adnii- 
nistered in any work rather than a lour, or, at leasi 
should be served up apart, and not so mixed with tlic 
whole mass of information and reflection, as to give a 
' bitternosB to every page : for who would choose to have 
: the antipathies of any man, however just, for his travel- 
ling companions ? A tourist, unless be aspires to the 
. cr^it of prophecy, is not answerable for the changes 
which may take place in the country wliich he describes 
but his reader may very fairly esteem all his poliiica 
;! portraits and deductions as so much waste paper, the 
moment they cease to assist, and more particularly if 
they obstruct, his actual survey. 

Neither encomium nor accusation of any government, 

. or governors, is meant to bo hero ofToreu ; but it is 
i stated tts an incontrovertible fact, that the change ope- 
rated, either by the address of the late imperial system, 
or by the disappointment of every expectation by those 
who have succeeded to the Italian thrones, has been so 
considerable, and is so ap])aront, as not only to put Mr. 
Eustace’s antigallicati philippics entirely out of date, 
but even to throw some suspicion upon the competency 
and candour of the author himself. A remarkable ex- 
ample may bo found in the instance of Bologna, over 
whose papal attachments, and consequent desolation, 
the tourist pours forth such strains of condolence and 
revenge, made louder by dio iKjrrowed trumpet of Mr. 
Burke* Now Bologna is at tliis moment, and has been 
for some years, notorious amongst the states of Italy 


for its attachment to revolutionary principles, ai^ wm 
almost the only city which made anydemonstratwiMin 
favour of the unfortunate Murat. This change may, 
however, have been made since Mr. Eustace visited 
this country ; but the traveller whom he has thrilled 
with horror at the projected striiiping of the copper from 
the cupola of St. Peter’s, must oe much relieved to find 
that sacrilege out of the power of the French, or any 
other plunderers, the cupola being covered with kad,* 

If the conspiring voice of otherwise rival critics bad 
not given considerable currency to the Classical Tour, 
it would have been unnecessary to warn the readpr, 
that however it may adorn his library, it will be of little 
or no service to him in his carriage ; and if the judg- 
ment of those critics had hitherto been suspended, no 
attempt would have been made to anticipate their deci- 
sion. As it i^ those who stand in the relation of pos- ^ 
terity to Mr. Eustace may l>c permitted to appeal from ' 
cotemporary praises, and are perhaps more hkely to be 
jusit in proportion as the causes of love and hatred are 
the former removed. This appeal had, in some mea- 
sure, been made before the above remarks were written ; 
for one of the most respectable of the Florentine pub- 
lishers, who had been persuaded by the repeated inqui- 
ries of those on tlieir journey southwards to reprint a 
cheap edition of the Classical Tour, was, by the con- 
curring advice of returning travellers, induced to aban- 
don his design, although ho had already arranged his 
types and paper, and had struck oft’ one or two of tho 
first sheets. 

The writer of those notes would wish to part (like 
Mr. Gibboa) on good terms with the Pope and the 
Cardinals, but he does not think it necessary to extend 
iie some discreet silence to their humble partisans. 


* “ Wbftt Uieu, will be the RBtouUhmcut, or rather U»c horror, of my 

rcAiler, when 1 inform ))im the French commlllre turned 

ite attention to Saint Peter*!, and employed aoompanvof Jewa to eiiU> 
mate and purchase the gold, ailver, and bronine Utat atiorn the iiieide of 
the edifice, ae well at the c^per that covert the vaulta and dome on the 
Duttldo.** Chan. iv. p. 180. Tot. U. The tlory about U)t Jewt it poii* 
lively denied at Eome. 


THE GIAOUR; 

A FRAGMENT OF A TURKISH TALE. 


One fatal remembrance— one norruw that throws 
lU bleak shade alike o’er our joys end our woes— 

To which life nothing darker nor briglitor can bring, 

For winch Joy hath no balm, and affliction no sling. 

Moore. 


TO SAMUEL ROGERS, ESa. 

AS A SLIGHT BUT MOST SINCERE TOKEN OP ADMIRATION OF HIS GENIUS, 
RESPECT FOR HIS CHARACTER, AIMD CJRATITUDE FOR HIS FRIENDSHIP, 

Tins PRODUCTION IS INSCRIBED, 

BY HIS OBLIGED AND AFFECTIONATE SERVANT, 

BYRON. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 


The Tale which those disjointed frajrmcnts present, ii 
founded tipon circiinistance.s now less common in the 
East than formerly; cither because the ladies are 
more circumspect than in the “olden time;” or be- 
cause llie Christians have better fortune, or less cn- 
tcrjirisc. The story, when entire, contained the 
adventures of a feriiaie slave, who was thrown, in the 
Mussulman manner, into the sea for infidelity, and 
avenged by a young Venetian, her lover, at the time 
the Seven Islands were possessed by the Republic of j 
Venice, and soon after the Aruaouts weni beaten 
back from the Morea, which they had ravagtnl for 
some time subsequent to the Russian invasion. The 
desertion of tlie Mainofes, on being refused the plun- 
der of Misitra, led to the abandonment of that enter- 
prise, and to the desolation of the Morea, during 
wliich the cruelty exercised on all sides was unpa- 
ralleled even in the annals of the faithful. 


THE GIAOUR. 


No breath of air to break the wave 
That rolls below the Athenian’s grave, 
That tomb ‘ which, gleaming o’er the cliff. 
First greets the homeward-veering skiff, 
High o’er the land he saved in vain: 
When shall such hero live again ? 

* >ti 

Pair clime ! where every season smiles 
Benitrn'ant o’er those blessed Isles, 

Which, seen from far Colonna’s height, 
Make glad the heart that hails the sight, 
And lend to lonclbicss delight, 

'There, mildly dimpling. Ocean’s check 
.Reflocta the tinU of many a peak 


Caught by the laughing tides tliat lave 
'These Edens of tlm eastern wave ; 

And if, at times, a transient breeze 
Break the blue crystal of the seas, 

Or sweep one blossom from the trees, 
How' welcome is each gentle air 
That wakes and wafts the odours there ! 
For there — tlie rose o’er crag or vale, 
Sultana of the nightingale,* 

'The maid for whom his melody, 

His thousand songs are heard on high, 
Blooms blushing to her lover’s tale; 

His queen, the garden queen, his rose^ 
Unbent by wind.s, unchilrd by snows, 

Far from the winters of the west, 

By eveiy breeze and season blest, 

Returns the sweets by Nature given, 

In .softest incense back to heaven ; 

And grateful yields that smiling sky 
Her (kirest hue and fragrant sigh. 

And many a summer flower is tliere, 

And many a sliade that love might share, 
And many a grotto, meant (or rest 
That holds the jiirate for a guest ; 

Whose bark in sheltering cove below 
Lurks (i^r the passing p(‘acefiil prow 
Till iJie giiy mjiriner’.s guitar* 

Is heard, and seen the evening star 
'Thun stealing with the muffled oar. 

Far shaded by tlie rocky .shore, 

Rush the night-prowlers on the prey, 

And tuni to groans his roundelay. 

Strange — that where Nature lov’d to trace 
As if for gods, a dwelling-place, 

Ami every charm and grace hath mix’d 
AViihin the paradise she fi.x’d, 

There man, enamour’d of distress, 

Should mar it into wilderness, 

An<l trample, brute-like, o’er each flower 
That tasks not one lalwrious liour ; 

Nor claiias tlie culture of his hand 
To bloom along the fairy land, 
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But springs as to prectlude his care, 

And sweetly woos him — ^but to spare! 
Strange-^that where all is peace beside 
There passion riots in her pride, 

And lust and rapine wildly reign 
To darken o’er the fair domain. 

It is as though the hends prevail’d 
Against the seraphs they assail’d, 

And, fixed on heavenly thrones, should dwell 
The freed inheritors of hell ; 

So soft the scene, so form’d for joy, 

So curst the tyrants that destroy ! 

He who hath bent him o’er the dead, 

Ere the first day of death is lied, 

The first daric day of nothingness, 

The last of danger and distress, 

(Before decay’s eftacing fingers 

Have swept the lines where beauty lingers,) 

And mark’d tlie mild angelic air, 

Tlie rapture of repose that’s there, 

The fix’d, yet tender traits tliat streak 
I’he languor of the placid cheek, 

And — ^but for that sad shrouded eye, 

That fires not, wins not, weeps not, now, 
And but for diat chill, changeless brow, 
Wlicre cold obstruction’s apathy * 

Appals the g^^uig mourner’s heart, 

As if to him it could impart 

The doom he dreads, yet dwells upon; 

Yes, but fur tlicse, and these alone, 

Borne moments, ay, one treacherous hour 
He still might doubt tlie tyrant’s power; 

So fair, so calm, so softly scal’d, 

The first, lost look by deatli reveal’d I • 

Such is die aspect of this shore ; 

’T is Greece, but living Greece no more I 
So coldly sweet, g<j deadly fair, 

We start, for soul is wanting tliore. 

Hers is the loveliness in death, 

That parts not quite with parting breath ; 

But beauty with that fearful bloom. 

That hue which haunts it to tlie tomb, 
Expression’s lost receding ray, 

A gilded halo hovering round decay, 

The farewell beam of feeling post away ! 

Spark of tliat flame, perchance of heavenly birth, 
Which gleams, but warms no more its dierishod 
eartli ! 

Climo of til© unforgotton bravo ! 

Whose land from plain to mountain-cave 
Was freedom’s home or glory’s grave! 

Shrine of tlie mighty ! can it be, 

That this is all remains of tliec? 

Approach, thou craven crouching slave 
Say, is not this Thermopylae? 

These waters blue tliat round you lave, 

Oh servile offspring of tli© free— 

Pronounce what sea, what shore is this? 

The gulf] tlie rock of Salainis! 

These scenes, their story not unknown, 

Arise, and m^o again your own ; 

Snatch from the ashes of your sires 
The embers of their former fires ; 

And he who in the strife expires 
Will add to tlieirs a name of fear 
That tyranny shall quake to hear, 

And leave his sons a hope, a fame 
They too will rather die than shame: 

For freedom’s battle once begun, 

Bequeath’d by bleodlklf to son, 

Though baffled oft, is ever won. 

Bear witness, Greece, thy living page, 

Attest it many a deathless age! 


While kings, in dusty darkness hid, 

Have left a nameless pyramid, 

Thy heroes, though the general doom 
Hath swept the column from their tomb, 

A mightier monument command, 

The mountains of tlieir native land! 

There points thy muse to stranger’s eye 
The graves of those that carmot die! 

*T were long to I elf, and sad to trace, 

Each step from splendour to disgrace; 
Enough — no foreign foe could quell 
Thy soul, till from itself it fell ; 

Yes! selftahasement paved the way 
To villain-bonds and desjK)t-sway. 

What can he tell who treads thy shore? 

No legend of thine olden time, 

No theme on which iJie muse might soar, 
High as thine own in days of yore, 

When man was wortliy of thy clime. 

The hearts within thy valleys bred, 

The fiery souls that might have led 
Thy sons to deeds sublime, 

Now crawl from cradle to the grave. 

Slaves — nay, llie bondsmen of a slave, • 

And callous, save to crime ; 

Stain’d with each evil that pollutes 
Mankind, where least above the brutes; 
Without even savage virtue blest. 

Without one free or valiant, breast. 

Still to the neighbouring ports they waft 
Proverbial wiles, and ancient craft; 

In this the subtle Greek is found, 

For this, and this alone, renown’d. 

In vain might liberty invoke 
The spirit to its bondage broke. 

Or raise tlie nock that courts the yoke: 

No more her sorrows I bewail. 

Yet this will be a inouniful tale, 

And they who listen may behove, 

Who heard it first had cause to grieve. 

Far, dark, along the blue-sea glancing 
The shadows of the rocks advancing, 

Start on the fisher’s eye like boat 
Of island-pirate or Mainote ; 

And, fearful for his light caique, 

He shuns the near, but doubtful creek: 
Though worn and weary with his toil. 

And cumber’d wirhliis scaly spoil, 

Slowly, yet strongly, plies the oar, 

Till Port Leone’s safer shore 
Receives him by Uic lovely light 
That best becomes an eastern night. 

^ m m * 

Who tluindering comes on blackest steed, 
With slacken’d bit, and h(K»f of speed ? 
Beneath the clattering iron’s sound 
The cavorn’d echoes wake around 
In lash for lash, and bound for boimd ; 

The foam that streaks the courser’s side 
Seems gather’d from the ocean-tide ; 
Though weary waves are sunk to rest, 
There ’s none witliin his rider’s breast ; 

And though to-morrow’s tempest lower, 

’Tis calmer than thy heart, young Giaour!^ 
I know thee not, I loatlio thy race. 

But in thy lineaments 1 trace 
What time shall strengthen, not efface : 
Though young and pale, that sallow (ront 
Is scath^ by fiery passion’s brunt ; 

Though bent on eartli iliine evil eye, 

As nicteor-like thou gtidest by, 

Right well I view and deem thee cme 
Whom Othman’s sons should slay or shim. 
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On — on he hastened, and he drew 
My gase of wonder as he flew : 

Though like a demon of the night 
He pass’d and vanish’d from my sight, 

His aspect and his air impress’d 
A troqbled memory on my breast, 

And long upon my startled ear 
Rung his dark courser’s hoofs of fear. 

He spurs his steed ; he nears tlie steeps 
That, jutting, shadows o’er the deep ; 

He winds around ; ho hurries by ; 

The rock relieves him from mine eye ; 

For well I ween unwelcome ho 
Whose glance is fix’d on those tliat flee ; 

And not a star but shines too bright 
On him who takes such timeless flight. 

He wound along ; but, ere he pass’d, 

One glance he snatch’d, as if his last, 

A moment chei^k’d his wheeling steed, 

A moment breatlied him from his speed, 

A moment on his stirrup stood — 

Why looks he o’er the olive-wood? 

The crescent glimmers on the hill, 

The mosque’s high lamps arc quivering still: 
Though too remote for souiid to wake 
In echoes of tlic fur topliaike,® 

The flashes of each joyous peal 
Are seen to prove the Moslem’s zeal. 

To-night, set Rhamazani’s sun ; 

To-night the Bairam feast ’s begun ; 

To-night — but who and what art thou, 

Of foreign garb and fearful brow ? 

And what are those to tliine or thee, 

Tliat diou shouldst cither pause or flee ? 

He stood — some dread was on his face, 

Soon hatred settled in its place 
It rose not with the reddening flush 
Of transient anger’s darkening blush, 

But pale as marble o’er the tomb. 

Whose ghastly whiteness aids its gloom. 

His brow was bent, his eye was glazed, 

He raised his arm, ami fiercely raised, 

And sternly shook ins hand on liigh, 

As doubting to return or fly : 

Impatient his flight delay’d, 

Here loud his raven charger neigh’d — 

Down glanced that hand, and grasped his blade ; 
That sound had burst his waking dream, 

As slumber starts at owlet’s scream. 

The spur hath lanced his courser’s sides ; 

Away, away, for life he rides ; 

Swift as the hurl’d on high jenreed,* 

Springs to the touch his startled steed ; 

The rock is doubled, and the shore 
Shakes with the clattering tramp no more ; 

The crag is won, no more is seen 
His Christian crest and haughty tiuen. 

’T was but an instant he restrain’d 
That fiery barb so sternly rein’d : 

*T was but a moment that he stood, 

Then sped as if by death pursued ; 

But in that instant o’er his soul 
W'mters of memory seem’d to roll, 

And gather in tliat drop of time 
A life of pain, an age of crime. 

O’er him who loves, or hates, or fears, 

Such moment pours the grief of years 
What felt hf, then, at once opprest 
By all that most distracts the breast ? 

That pause, which ponder’d o’er his fate, 

Oh, who its dreary length shall date ! 

Though in time’s record nearly nought, 

It was eternity to thought ! 

For infinite as boundless space 

The thou^t that conscience must embrace, 


Which in itself can comprehend 
Wo witliout name, or hope, or end. 

The hour is past, the Oiaour is gone 
And did he fly or fall alone ? 

Wo to that iiour he came or went! 

The curse for Hasson’s sin was sent, 

To turn a palace to a tomb : 

He came, he went, like tlie simoom,’^ 

That harbinger of fate and gloom, 

Beneatli whose widely-wasting broatli 
The very cypress droops to death — 

Dark tree, still sad when otliers’ grief is fled, 
The only constant mourner o’er the dead ! 

The steed is vanish’d from tlie stall ; 

No serf is soon in Hassiui’s hall ; 

The lonely sfiider’s thin gray pall 
W avus slowly widening o’er the wall 4 
The bat builds in liis liaram bower ; 

And in the fortress of his power 
The owl usurps tln^ beacon-tower ; 

7'he wild-dog howls o’er tlie fountain’s brim, 
With baflied thirst, amd famine grim ; 

For the stream has shrunk from its marble bed, 
Where the weeds and the desolate dust are sprea 
’T was sweet of yore to see it play, 

And cha.se tlio suliriiiess of day, 

A.S, springing higii, thi*. silver dew 
In whirls fantastically llevv, 

And flung lu.Yuritius coolness round 
I’he air, and verdure o’er tlie ground. 

’T was sweet, wlien cloudless stars were bright, 
To view the wave of watery light, 

And hear its melody by niglit, 

And oft had Hasson’s childhood play’d 
Around tiie verge of that cascade ; 

And oft iq>on his mother’s breast 
That sound had harmonized liis rest; 

And oft had Hassaii’s youth along 
Its hank been scKithed by beauty’s song; 

And softer seemed each melting tone 
Of music mingled with its own. 

But ne’er shall liassan’s age repose 
Along the brink at twilight’s close ; 

The stream that fill’d tliat font is fled — 

The blood that warm’d his heart is shod ! 

And here no more shall human voice 
Be heard to rage, regret, rejoice ; 

The last sad note that swoll’d the gale 
W'as woman’s wildest funeral wuil: 

That quench’d in silence, all is still, 

But the lattice that flajis when the wind is shrill: 
Though raves tlie gust, and floods the rain, 

No hand shall close its cla.sp again. 

On desert sands ’twere joy to scan 
The rudest steps of fellow man— 

So here the very voice of grief 
Might wake an echo like relief ; 

At least ’t would say, “ ail are not gone ; 

** There lingers life, though but in one—* 

For many a gilded chamber ’s there, 

Which solitude might well forbear; 

Within fliat dome as yet decay 
Hath slowly work’d her cankering way— 

But gloom is gathered o’er the gate 
Nor there the fakir’s self will wait ; 

Nor there will wandering derviset stay 
For bounty cheers not his delay; 

Nor there will weary stranger halt 
To bless the sacred “ bread and salt.* *• 

Alike must wealth and (loverty 
Pass heedless and unheeded by, 

For courtesy and pity died 
With Hasson on the mountain side. 

His roof, that refuge unto men, 

Is desolation’s hungry den. 
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The guest flies the hall, and the vassals from labour, 
Since his turban was cleft by the infideVs sabre ! 

« Iti >ic 

I hear the sound of coming feet, 

But not a voice mine ear to greet; 

More ncar~~each turban I can scan, 

And silver-sheathed ataghan ; ** 

The foremost of the ba^ is seen, 

An emir by his garb of green : 

“ Ho ! who art thou ? — ^this low salam *• 

Replies of Moslem faith I am. 

The burden ye so gently bear, 

Scorns one that claims your utmost care, 

And, doubtless, holds some precious freight, 

My hufnble bark would gladly wait.” 

“Thou speak cst sooth, thy skiff* unmoor, 

And waff us fron» the silent shore ; 

Nay, leave the sail still furl’d, and ply 
The nearest oar that ’s scatter’d by ; 

And midway to those roc'iks where sleep 
The channell’d waters dark and deep, 

Rest from your task — so— -bravely done, 

Our course has been right swiftly run 
Yet *t is the longest voyage, I trow, 

That one of ” 

*|c ♦ ♦ + ♦ ♦ 

Sullen it plung’d, and slowly sank, 

The calm wave ripjiled to tlie bank ; 

1 watch’d it as it sank, methought 
Some motion from the current caught 
Besiirr’d it more , — \ was but the beam 
That chequer’d o’er the living stream : 

I gazed, till vanishing from view, 

Like lessening pebble it withdrew ; 

Still less and less, a speck of white 

That gemin’d the tide, then mock’d the Bight ; 

And all its hidden siH^rots sleep, 

Known but to genii of the deep, 

Whicli, trembling in their coral caves 
They dare not whisper to the waves, 

V e V V V • 

As lising on its purple wing 
The insect-queen ** of eastern spnng 
O’er emerald meadows of Kashmeer 
Invites tlie young pursuer near, 

And leads him on from flower to flower 
A weary cluise and wasted hour. 

Then leaves him, as it soars on hi^ 

With panting heart and tearful eyei 
So beauty lures die full-grown child, 

With hue as bright, and wing as wild ; 

A chase of idle hopes and fears, 

Begun in folly, clo^ in tears. 

If won, to equal ills betray’d, 

Wo waits the insect and the maid 
A life of pain, the loss of peace. 

From infant’s play, and man’s caprice: 

The lovely toy so fleroely sought 
Hath lost its charm by being caught. 

For every touch that wooed its stay 
Hath brush’d its brightest hues away, 

Till, charm, and hue, and beauty gone^ 

’T is left to fly or fall alone. 

With wound^ wing, or bleeding breast, 

Ah ! where shall either victim rest ? 

Can this vrith (adcMi pinion soar 
From rose to tulip as before ? 

O Ixtauty, blighted in an hour, 

Find joy withiii her broken bower? 

No ! gayer insects fluttering by 
Ne’er droop the wing o’er those that die, 


And lovelier things have mercy shown 
To every failing but their own, 

And every wo a tear can claim 
Except an erring sister’s shame. 

The mind, that broods o’er guilty WDe% 

Is like the scorpion girt by 
In circle narrowing as it glows, 

The flames around their captive close, 

Till, inly scare! j’d by thousand throes, 

And maddening in her ire, 

One sad and sole relief she knows, 

The sting she nourish’d for her foes, 
Whose venom never yet was vain, 

Gives but one pang, and cures all pain, 
And darts into her desj)erate brain : 

So do tlie dark in soul exfiiro, 

Or live like scorpion girt by fire ; 

So writhes the mind remorse hath riven, 
Unfit fi>r earth, iindoom’d for heaven, 
Darkness above, despair beneath, 

Around it flame, within it death ! 

* a ♦ ♦ * 

Black Hassan from the haram flies, 

Nor bends on woman’s form his eyes ; 

The unwonted chase each hour employs, 
Yet shares he not the hunter’s joys. 

Not thus was Hassan wont to fly 
When Leila dwelt in his Serai. 

Doth I^eila there no longer dwell 7 
That tale can only Hassan tell : 

Strange rumours in our city say 
Upon tliat eve she lleil away, 

When Rharnazan’s last sun was sot, 
And, flashing from each minaret, 

Millions of lamps proclaim’d the feast 
Of Bairam tlirough tlie boundless east. 

’T was then she went as to the bath, 
Which Hassan vainly search'd in wrath ; 
For she was flown her master’s rage, 

In likeness of a Georgian page, 

And far beyond the Moslem’s power 
Had wrong’d him with tlie faitiiless Giaour. 
Somewhat of tliis had Hassan deem’d ; 

But still so fond, so fair she seem’d, 

Too well he trusted to the slave 
Whose treachery deserv’d a grave: 

And on tliat eve had gone to mosque. 

And thence to feast in his kioi^ 

SiM:h is the tale ids Nubians tell, 

Who did not watch their charge too well ; 
But others say, that on that night, 

By paie Phingan’s trembUng light, 

The Giaour upon his jet black steed 
Was seen, but seen alcme to speed 
With bloody spur along the shore, 

Nor maid nor page beliind him bore. 

Her eyes dark charm H were vain to tel), 
But gaze on that of the gazelle, 

It will assist thy flmey well ; 

As large, as languishingly dariq 
But soul beam’d forth in every spark 
That darted from beneath the 
Bright as the jewel of Giamschid. ^ 

Yea, 9aulj and should our prophet say 
That form was nought but biWthmg day, 
By Alla ! 1 would answer nay ; 

Though on Al-Sirat’s arch I stood, 

Which totters o’er tlie fiery flood, 

With paradise within my view, 

And ah Ins houris bedtoning through. 
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Oh ! who young Leila’fi glance could read 
And keep that portion his creed 
Which saith that woman is but dust, 

A soulless toy for tyrant’s lust ? 

On her might muftis gaze, and own 
That through her eye the Immortal shone ; 

On her fair cheek’s unfading hue 

The young pomegranate’s blossoms strew 

Their bloom in blushes ever new ; 

Her hair in hyacinthine flow, 

When left to roll its folds below. 

As ’midst her handmaids in the hall 
She stood superior to them all, 

Hath swept the marble where her feet 
Gleam’d whiter than the mountain sleet, 

Ere from the cloud tliat gave it birth 
It fell, and caught one stain of earth. 

The cygnet nobly walks tlie water ; 

So moved on earth Circassia’s daughter, 

The loveliest bird of Franguestan ! 

As rears her crest tho rutiled swan, 

And s[)ums the wave with wings of pride, 
When pass the steps of stranger man 
Along the banks that bound her tide ; 

Thus rose fair Leila’s whiter neck : — 

Thus arm’d with beauty would she check 
Intrusion’s glance, till folly’s gaze 
Shrunk from the charms it meant to praise. 
I’hus high and graceful was her gait ; 

Her heart as tender to her mate ; 

Her mate — stem Hassan, who was he ? 

Alas ! tliat name w as not for thee ! 

* + + Jjc 

Stem Hassan hath a journey ta’en 
Witli tw'eiity vassals in his train, 

Each arm’d, as best becomes a man, 

With anjuebuss and ataghan ; 

The chief before, as deck’d for war. 

Bears in his belt the scimitar 
Stain’d w’ith the best of Arnaut blood, 

When in tlie pass the rebtils stood, 

And few return’d to tell the tale 
Of what befell in Fame’s vale. 

The pistols which his jprdle boro 
Were those that once a paslia wore. 

Which still, though gemrn’d and boss’d with gold, 
Even robbers tremble to behold. 

’T is said he goes to woo a bride 
More true than her who left his side ; 

The faitliless slave that broke her bower, 

And, worse tlian faithless, for a Giaour ! 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

The sun’s last rays are on tlie hill, 

And sparkle in the fountain rill. 

Whose welc-ome waters, cool and clear, 

Draw blessings from the mountaineer : 

Here may the loitering merchant Greek 
Find that repose ’t were vain to seek 
In cities lodged too near his lord. 

And trembling for his secret hoard-— 

Here may he rest where none can see, 

In crowds a slave, in deserts free ; 

And with forbidden wine may stain 
The bowl a Moslem must not drain. 

♦ Kt i|t ♦ lie Sc 

The foremost Tartar ’s in the gap, 

Conspicuous by his yellow cap ; 

The rest in lengthening line the while 
Wind slowly through the long defile : 

Above, the moimtain rears a peak, 

Where vultures whet tlie thirsty beak. 

And theirs may be a feast to-night. 

Shall tempt them down ere morrov^s light ; 


Beneath, a river’s wintry stream 
Has shrunk before the summer beam, 

And left a channel bleak and bare, 

Save shrubs that spring to perish there . 
Each side the midway path tliere lay 
Small broken crags of granite gray, 

By lime, or mountain lightning, riven 
From summits clad in mists of heavens 
For where is he that hath beheld 
The peak of Liakura uiiveii’d ? 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦♦ 

They reach tlie grove of pine at lost . 

“ Bismillah ! now the peril ’s past ; 

For yonder view the opening plain, 

And there we ’ll prick our steeds amain** 
The Chians spake, and as he said, 

A bullet whistled o’er his head ; 

The foremost Tart ar bites tho ground ! 

Srarc<^ liad they time to check the rein, 
Swift from their steeds the riders bound ; 

But tlirec shall never mount again : 
Unseen the foes that gave tlie wound, 

The dying ask revenge in vain. 

With sfe<;l unsheathed, and carbine bent, 
Some o’er their rourstsr’s Jiarness leant, 
Half shelter’d by the steed ; 

Some fly behind the nearest rock, 

And Uiero await the coming shock, 

Nor tamely stand to bleed 
Beneath the shaft of foes unseen, 

Who dare not quit their craggy screen. 
Stern Hassan only from his horse 
Disdains to light, and keeps his course, 

Till fiery flashes in the van 
Proclaim too sure the robber-clan 
Have well secured tlio only way 
Could now avail the promised prey ; 

I’lien curl’d his very beard with irc^ 

And glared his eye with fiercer fire : 

“ Though far and near tho bullets hiss, 

I ’ve scaped a bloodier hour than this.” 

And now the foe their covert quit. 

And call his vassals to submit; 

But Hassan’s frown and furious word 
Are. dreaded more than hostile sword, 

Nor of his little band a man 
Resign’d carbine or ataghan, 

Nor raised the cniven cry, Amaun ! ** 

In fuller sight, more near and near, 

The lately ambush’d foes appear, 

And, issuing from the grove, advance 
Some who on battle-charger prance. 

Who leads them on with foreign brand, 

Far flashing in his red right hand ? 

“ ’T is he ! ’t is he ! 1 know him now ; 

1 know him by his pallid brow ; 

I know him by the evil eye *• 

That aids his envious treachery ; 

I know him by his jet-black barb : 

Though now array’d in Amaut garb^ 
Apostate from his own vile faith. 

It shall not save him from the deaUi 
’T is he ! well met in any hour ! 

Lost Leila’s love, accursed Giaour !* 

As rolls the river into oemn, 

In sable torrent wildly streuning; 

As tho sea-tide’s opfKeing motion, 

In azure column proudly gleaming, 

Beats back the current many a rood, 

In curling foam and mingling flood, 

While eddying whirl, and tn'eaJcing wavoy 
Roused by the blast of winter, rave ; 
Through sparkliag spray, in thundering darii, 
The lightnings of the watem flash 
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In awful whiteness o’er the shore. 

That shines and shakes beneath the roar ; 

Thus — as the stream and ocean greet, 

With waves that madden as they meet— 

Thus join the bands, whom mutual wrongs 
And fate, and fury, drive along. 

The bickering safes’ sliivering jar ; 

And pealing wide or ringing near 
Its echoes on the tlirobbing ear, 

The death-shot hissing from afar ; 

The shock, the shout, the groan of war, 
Reverberate along Uiat vale, 

More suited to the shepherd’s tale : 

Though few tlie numbers— theirs the strife, 

That neither spares nor speaks fjr life ! 

Ah ! fondly youthful hearts can press, 

To seize and share the dear caress ; 

But love itself could never pant 
For all that beauty sighs to grant 
With half the fervour hate bestows 
Upon tlie last embrace of foes, 

When grappling in the fight they fold 
Those arms that ne’er shall lose tlieir hold 
Friends meet to part ; love laughs at faith ; 

True foes, once met, are join’d till death ! 

With sabre shiver’d to the hilt, 

Yet dripping with the blood he spilt; 

Yet strain’d within the sever’d hand 
Which quivers round that faithless brand ; 

His turban far behind him roll’d, 

And cleft in twain its firmest fold ; 

His flowing robe by falchion tom, 

And crimson as those clouds of mom 
That, streak’d with dusky red, portend 
The day shall have a stormy end ; 

A stain on every hush that bore 
A fragment of his palampore, *** 

His breast with wounds unnumber’d riven, 

His bock to earth, his face to heaven, 

Fallen Hassan lies — ^his unclosed eye 
Yet lowering on his enemy. 

As if the hour that seal’d his fate 
Surviving left his quenchless hate ; 

And o’er him bends that foe with brow 
As dark as his tliat bled below. — 

Si JK t Ik % 

* Yes, I^eila sleeps Ijoneatli the wave,' 

But hb shall be a redder grave ; 

Her spirit pointed well the steel 
Which taught that felon heart to feel. 

Ho call’d the Prophet, but his power 
Was vain against Uic vengeful Giaour: 

He call’d on Alla — ^but the word 
Arose unheeded or unheard. 

Thou Paynim fool ! could Leila’s prayer 
Be pass’d, and thine accorded there? 

I watch’d my time, I leagued with tliese, 

The traitor in his turn to seize ; 

My wrath is wreak’d, the deed is done, 

And now I go— but go alone.” 
****** 
****** 

Tlie browsing camels’ bells are tinkling : 

His mother look’d from her lattice high, 

She saw the dews of eve besfninkling 
The pasture green beneath her eye, 

She saw the planets faintly twinkling: 

“’T is twilight— sure his train is nigh.” 

She could not regtaii^ihe garden4>ower, 

But gazed throu^4k»^ate of his steepest tower: 
•Why comes he not ? his steeds are fleet, 


Nor shrink they from the summer heat; 

Why sends not the bridegroom his promised gift? 
Is his heart more cold, or his barb less swift? 
Oh, false reproach ! yon Tartar now 
Has gain’d our nearest mountain’s brow, 

And warily the steep descends, 

And now within tlie valley bends ; 

And he bears the gift at his saddlebow— 

How could I deem his courser slow? 

Right well my largess shall repay 
His welcome sjiee^ and weary way.” 

The Tartar lighted at the gate, 

But scarce u]>held his fainting weight 
His swarthy visage spake distress, 

But this might be from weariness ; 

His garb with sanguine spots was dyed, 

But these might be from his courser’s side ; 

He drew the token from his vest — 

Angel of Death ! ’t is Hassan’s cloven crest 
His calpac*’ rent — his caftan rod — 

“ I^ady, a fearful bride t]\y son hath wed : 

Me, not from mercy, did they spare, 

But tills empurpled pledge to bear. 

Peace to the brave! wliose blood is spilt: 

Wo to the Giaour ! for lus the guilt.” 

A turban carved in coarsest stone, 

A pillar with rank weeds o’ergrown, 

Whereon can now be scarcely read 
The Koran verse that mourns the dead, 

Point out the sjiot where Hassan fell 
A victim in that lonely dell. 

There sleeps as tnie an Osmanlie 
As o’er at Mecca bent the knee ; 

As ever scorn’d forbidden wine, 

Or pray’d with face towards Uie shrine, 

In orisons resumed anew 
At solemn sound of “ Alla Hu !” ** 

Yet died he by a stranger’s hand, 

And stranger in his native land ; 

Yet died he as in arms he stood, 

And unavenged, at least in blood. 

But him the maids of paradise 
Impatient to their halls invite, 

And the dark heaven of Houri’s eyes 
On him shall glance fur ever bright ; 

They come— their kerchiefs green they wave,** 
And welcome with a kiss the bravt' ! 

Who falls in battle ’gainst a Giaour 
Is worthiest an immortal bower. 

♦ ♦♦♦♦♦ 

But thou, false infidel ! shall writhe 
Beneath avenging Monkir’s scythe ; 

And from its torment ’scape alone 
To wander round lost Eblis’ throne ; 

And fire unquench’d, unquenchable, 

Around, witliin, tliy heart shall dwell ; 

Nor ear can hear nor tongue con tell 
The tortures of Uiat inward hell ! 

But first, on oartli as vampire *’ sent, 

Thy corse shall from its tomb be rent : 

Then gliastly haunt thy native place, 

And suck the blood of all thy race ; 

There from thy daughter, sister, wife, 

At midnight drain the stream of life ; 

Yet loathe tlie banquet which perforce 
Must feed thy livid living ccs^se: 

Thy victims ere they yet expire 
Shall know tlie demon for their sire, 

As cursing thee, thou cursing them, 

Thy flowers are witlier’d on the stem. 

But one that for thy crime must fall, 

The youngest, most beloved of all, 
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Shall bless thee with a father^s name-* 
That word shall wrap thy heart in flame ! 
Yet must thou end thy task, and mark 
Her cheek’s last tinge, her eye’s last spark, 
And die last glassy glance must view 
Which freezes o’er its lifeless blue ; 

Then with unhallow’d hand shalt tear 
The tresses of her yellow hair, 

Of which in life a lock when shorn 
Affection’s fondest pledge was worn ; 

But now is borne away by thee, 

Memorial of thine agony! 

Wet with thine own best blood shall drip** 
Thy gnashing tooth and haggard lip ; 

Then stalking to thy sullen grave, 

Go — and witli Gouls and Afrits rave ; 

Till these in horror shrink away 
From spectre more accursed than they! 

® How name ye yon lone Caloyer ? 

His features I have acann’d before 
In mine own hand : ’t is many a year. 

Since, dashing by the lonely shore, 

I saw him urge as fleet a steed 
As ever served a horsenuin’s need. 

But once I saw that face, yet then 
It was so mark’d with inward pain,* 

I could not pass it by again ; 

It breathes the same dark spirit now, 

As death were stamp’d upon his brow.” 

“ ’T is twice three years at summen-tido 
Since first among our frcrcs ho came ; 
And here it soothes him to abide 
For some dark deed ho will not name. 
But never at our vesper prayer. 

Nor e’er before confession chair 
Kneels he, nor recks he when arise 
Incense or anthem to the skies, 

But broods within his cell alone, 

His faith and race alike unknown. 

The sea from Paynim land he crost. 

And hero ascended from die coast ; 

Yet seems he not of Othman race, 

But only Christian in his face : 

I’ d judge him some stray renegade, 
Repentant of the change he made, 

Save that ho shims our holy shrine, 

Nor tastes the sacred bread and wine. 
Great largess to these walls he brought, 
And thus our abbot’s favour bought ; 

But were I prior, not a day 

Should brook such stranger’s further stay, 

Or pent within our penance cell 
Should doom him there for aye to dwell. 
Much in his visions mutters ho 
Of maiden whelm’d beneath the sea ; 

Of sabres clashing, foemen flying, 

Wrongs avenged, and Moslem dying. 

On cliff he hath been known to stand, 

And rave as to some bloody hand 
Fresh sever’d from its parent limb 
Invisible to all but him, 

Which beckons onward to his grave. 

And lures to leap into the wave.” 

♦ ><i i|( ♦ 4 

Dark and unearthly is the scowl 
That glares beneath his dusky cowl : 

The flash of that dilating eye 
Reveals too much of times gone by ; 
Though varying, indistinct its hue. 

Off will his ^ance the gazer rue 


For in it lurks that nameless spell 
Which speaks, itself unspeakable, 

A spirit yet unquell’d and high, 

That claims and keeps ascendancy ; 

And like the bird whoso pinions quake, 

But cannot fly the gazing snake, 

Will others quail beneatli his lo^ 

Nor ’scape the glance they scarce can brook. 
From liim the half-affrighted friar 
When met alone would fain retire. 

As if tliat eye and bitter smile 
Transferr’d to others fear and guUo : 

Not oft to smile descendeth he, 

And when he doth ’t is sad to see 
That he but mocks at misery. 

How that pale lip will curl and quiver 
Then fix once more as if for ever ; 

As if his sorrow or disdain 
Forbade him e’er to smile again. 

Well were it so — such ghastly mirth 
From joyaunce ne’er derived its birth. 

But sadder still it were to trace 
What once were feelings in that face : 

Time hath not yet the features fix’d, 

But brighter traits witli evil mix’d ; 

And there are hues not always faded. 

Which speak a mind not all degraded 
Even by the crimes through which it waded : 
The conmion crowd but see tJie gloom 
Of wayward deeds, and fitting doom ; 

The close observer can espy 
A noble soul, and lineage high: 

Alas ! though both bestow’d in vain, 

Whicli grief could change, and guilt could Btaii 
It was no vulgar tenement 
To which such lofty gifts were lent, 

And still with little loss than dread 
On such the sight is rivotiHl. 

The roofless cot, decay’d and rent. 

Will scarce delay the passer by ; 

The tower by war or tempest bent, 

While yet may frown one battlement, 
Demands and daunts the stranger’s eye ; 
Each ivied arch, and pillar lone. 

Pleads haughtily for glories gone ! 

“ His floating robe around him (biding, 

Slow sweeps he through the column’d sisle ; 
With dread beheld, with gloom lieholding 
Tlie rites that sanctify the pile. 

But when the antliem shakes the choir, 

And kneel the monks, lii.s steps retire 
By yonder lone and wavering torch 
His aspect glares within the porch ; 

There will Ite pause till all is done — 

And hear the prayer, but utter none. 

Sec — ^by tlie half-illununcd wall 
His hood fly back, his dark hair fall, 

That pale brow wildly wreatliing round, 

As if the Gorgon there had bound 
The sablest of the serpent-braid 
That o’er her fearful (brohead stray’d : 

For he declines the convent oath, 

And leaves those locks unhallow’d growth, 

But wears our gari) in all beside ; 

And, not from piety but pride, 

Gives wealth to walls tliat never heard 
Of his one holy vow nor word. 

Lo ! — mark ye, as the harmony 
Peals louder praises to the sky, 

That livid cheek, that stony air 
Of mut’d defiance and despair ! 

Saint Francis, keep him from the shrine ! 

Else may we dread the wrath divine 
Made manifest by awful sign. 


TB£ QtAOm, 


If ever evU aagel bor9 

The form of mortili wch ho wore: 

By all my hope of snie for|^v«ii» 

Such looks are not of earth nor heaven 

To love the softest hearts are pronoj 
But such can ne’er he all his own ; 

Too timid in his woes to sharej 
Too meek to meet, or brave despair ; 

And sterner hearts alone may feel 
The wound that time con never heal. 

The rugged metal of the mine 
Must bum before its surface shine, 

But plunged williin tlje furnace-ilame, 

[t bends and melts — though still the some ; 

Then temper’d to thy want, or will, 

T will serve thee to defend or kill ; 

A breastplate for tliine hour of need. 

Or bla<Jc to bid tliy fbeman bleed ; 

But if a dagger’s form it bear, 

[^et those who shape its edge beware ! 

Thus passion’s fire, and woman’s art, 
dan turn and lame tlie sterner heart ; 

From these its form and lone arc la’en, 

A.nd what they make it, must remain. 

But break — ^before it bend again. 

f solitude succeed to grie^ 
lelease from pain is slight relief; 

The vacant bosom’s wilderness 
^.ight thank the pang that made it less. 

Ne loathe what none are left to share : 

Sven Wiss — ^’twere wo alone to bear ; j 

The heart once left thus desolate » 

Must fly at last for ease — to hate. 

[t is as if the dead could feel 
The icy worm around them steal, 

/Vnd shudder, as Uie reptiles creep 
To rev(5l o’er tlieir rotting sleejj, 

Without the power to scare away 
The cold consumers of their clay 
It is 08 if the desert-bird,^® 

Whose beak unlocks her bosom’s stream 
To still her famish’d nestlings’ scream, 

Nor mourns a life to them transferr’d, 

Should rend her rash devoted breast, 

And find them flown her empty nest. 

The keenest pangs the wretched find 
Arc rapture to the dreary void, 

The leafless desert of the mind, 

The waste of feelings unemploy’d. 

Who would be doom’d to gaze upon 
A sky without a cloud or sun ? 

Less hideous far tlie tempest’s roar 
Than ne’er to brave the billows more— 

Thrown, when tlie Avar of w inds is o’er, 

A lonely wreck on fortune’s shore, 

’Mid sullen calm, and silent bay, 

Unseen to drop by dull decay 

Better to sink beneath tlie shock I 

Than moulder piecemeal on the rock ! 

♦ 

Father ! thy days have pass'd in peace, 

•Mui counted beads, and countless prayer ; 

To bid sins of others ceas<j, 

Thyself without a crime or care, 

Save transient ills that all must bear, 

Has been thy lot from youtli to age ; 

Ami thou wilt bless thee from the rage 
Of passions fierce and uncontroird, 

Such as tliy penitents tinfold, 

Whose secret sins and sorrows rest 
Within thy pure and pitying breast. 


My days, thou^ few, have pass’d below 
In much of joy, but more of wo ; 

Yet still in hours of love or strife, 

1 ’ ve ’scaped the weariness of life : 

Now leagued with friends, now girt by Ibes, 
1 loathed the languor of repose. 

Now nothing left to love or hate, 

No more with hope or pride elate, 

1 ’ d rather be the thing that crawls 
Most noxious o’er a dungeon’s walls, 

Than pass my dull, unvarying days, 
Condemn’d to meditate and gaze. 

Yet, lurks a wish williin my breast 
For rest. — but not to fool ’t Is rest. 

Soon shall ray fate that wish fulfil ; 

And I shall sleep without the dream 
Of what 1 w as, and w ould be still, 

Dark as to time my deeds may seem : 
My memory now is but the tomb 
Of joys long dead; my hope, tlieir doom: 
Though better to have died with those 
Than hear a life of lingering woes. 

My spiriti; slirinik not to sustain 
The searching throes of ceaseless pain ; 

Nor sought the self-accorded grave 
Of ancient fool and modern knave : 

Yet death I have not fear’d to meet ; 

And in tbo field it had been sweet, 

Had danger woo’d me on to move 
The slave of glory, not of love. 

I’ve braved it — not for honour’s boast ; 

I smile at laurels won or lost ; 

To such let others carve tlieir way, 

For high renown, or hireling pay: 

But place again before my eyes 
Auglit that 1 deem a wortliy prize, 

The maid I love, the man I hate ; 

And I will hunt the steps of fate, 

To save or slay, as tJicsc require, 

Through rending steel, and rolling fire : 

Nor need’s!, thou doubt this speech from one 
Who would but do — what he hath done. 
Doatii is but what the haughty brave, 

The weak must bear, tlio wretch must crave 
Then lot life go lo him who gave ; 

I have not quail’d lo danger’s brow 
When high and happy — need I now? 

* ♦ ♦ + * ♦ 


“ I loved her, friar ! nay, adored — 

But these are wwds tliat all can use— 

I proved it more in deed than word 
Tliere ’s bhiod upon tJiat dinted sword, 

A stain its steel can iio.ver lose : 

’T was shed for Imt, who died for me, 

It warmM the heart of one ahhorr’d : 

Nay, start not — no — nor bend thy knee, 

Nor midst my sins such act roicord; 

Thou wilt absolve me from the deed, 

For he was hostile to thy creed ! 

7’hc very name of Nazarene 
Was Avormw^<K>d to his Paynim spleen. 
XTngratcfnl fool ! since but for brands 
Well w'ioliled in some hardy hands, 

And Avouiids by Galileans given, 

Tlio surest pass to Turkish heaven, 

For him his llouris still might wait 
Impatient at the prophet’s j^^ate. 

I hw^ed her — love will find its way 
Through jiaths where wolves Avould fear to prey, 
And if it dares enough, ’t were hard 
If passion met not stmie rewaril — 

No matter how, or where, or why 
1 did not vainly seek, nor sigh; 
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Ycit somotimes, with remorse, in viuii 
I wish she iiad not loved again. 

She died— -I dare not tell thee how ; 

But look — ^*1 is written on my brow ! 

There read of Cain tlie curse and crime, 

In characters unworn by time : 

Still, ere thou dost condemn me, pause ; 

Not mine the act, though I Uie cause. 

Yet did he but what I had done 
Had she been false to more tlian one. 
Faitliless to him, he gave tlio blow ; 

But true to me, I laid him low : 

Howe’er deserved her doom miglit be. 

Her treachery was truth to me; 

To mo she gave her heart, that all 
Which tyranny can ne’er entliral ; 

And I, alas ! too lato to save ! 

Yet all I then could give, I gave, 

’T was some relief, our foe a grave. 

His death sits lightly ; but her fatu 

Has made me — what thou well may’st hate. 

His doom was seal’ll — lie knew it well, 
W arn’d by Uio voice of stern Talieer, 

De-ep in vvliose darkly boding ear'*“ 

The death-shut peaVJ of murder near, 

As filed the troop to where they fell 
He died too in the bat lie broil, 

A tim(j that heeds nor pain nor toil ; 

On(i cry to Mahomet for aid, 

()«(! ]jraycr to Alla all lie made; 

He kne>v and cross’d me in (he fray — 

I gazed upon Jiini where he lay, 

And watch’d las spirit ebb away: 

Though jiic-rc’d like pard hy hunters’ steel, 
He fi ll not half that now 1 feel. 

I search'd, hut vainly search’d, to tiiid 
The workings of a wounded mind ; 

Macli leaturii of tiiat sullen corse 
Betray’d his rage, but no rernors(\ 

Oh, wliat ha<l vongeance given to trace 
Despair upon his dying face! 

The. laic repentance of that, hour, 

When peniicnce hath lost her power 
To tear one terror from the grave, 

And will not soothe, and cannot savi^. 

♦ 

* The cold in clime arc cold in blood, 

Their love can scarce deserve the name ; 
But mine was like tJni lava Hood 

That boils in ^Etna’s breast of Hamc. 

I cannot prate in puling strain 
Of ladye-love, and beauty’s chain: 

If changing cheek, and seorchiiiL' vein, 

Lips lauglit to w'rithe, but net coinjilain, 

If bursting heart, and matid’riiiig brain, 

And daring det'd, and vengeful steel, 

And all lliat 1 have felU and feel, 

Betoken love — ^Uiat love was mine, 

And shown by many a bitter sign. 

’Tis true, I could not whine nor sigh, 

I knew but to obtain or die. 

I die — but first I have |Kxssoss’d, 

And, come what may, I have hem blest. 

Shall 1 the d(K>m I sought lijihraid ? 

No — reft of all, yet undismay’d 
But for the tliought of Leila slain, 

Give me the pleasure witli the pain. 

So would I live and love again. 

I grieve, Init not, my holy guide ! 

For him who dies, but her who died ; 

She sleeps beneatii the wandering wave— 
Ah ! had she but an earthy grave, 

Titis breaking heart and Uu’obbing head 
Should seek and share her uarrow bed, 

M 


She was a C)rm of life and light, 

That, seen, became a part of sight; 

And rose, where’er I turned mine eye, 

The morning star of memory ! 

“ Yes, love indeed is Ught from heaven ; 

A sparit of tliat iminorlal fire 
With angels shared, by Alla given, 

To lift from earth our low desire. 

Devotion wafts the mind ahovii, 

But. heaven itself dcscpniis in love ; 

A feeling from the Godhead caught, 

To wean from self each sordid thought ; 

A ray of him who form’d the wliole, ; 

A glory circling round llio soul ! 

I grant my love im}K!rfect, all 
That mortals by the name miscall ; 

Then deem it evil, what thou wilt ; 

But say, oh say, htrrs was not guilt! 

Sl»c was my lifl^’s uncaring liglit : 

That (pienchVl, what beam sliall break iny nig 
Oh ! would it shone to lead me still, 

Although to death or doadlh'st ill ! 

Why marvel ye, if tliey who lose 
This jircsent joy, this future hope, 

No more with sorrow meekly c^ope; 

In phrensy then their fate aceuse: 

In madness do thosi* fi arful dt;eds 
7’hnf seem to add hut guilt to wo? 

Alas! the hrejisf that inly bloculs 
Hath nought to dreatl from outward blow; 
Who falls from all 1 h* knows ofhlis!^ 
dares little infr) what abyss. 

Fierce as the gloomy vulture’s now 
To thee, old man, my det'.ds ajipiMr: 

I read alihorrenec on thy hro\v, 

And this too was I born to bear ! 

’7' is true, that, like that bird of prey, 

With havoc have. 1 niark’tl ruv way : 

But this w'as taught tno hy the dove, 

7'o die — and know no second love. 

7'his lesson yet hath man to learn, 

7’aughl hy the thing lie dan*s to spurn. 

77ii^ bird tliat sings witliin the brake, 

7’hc swan that rwinis UjHUi the, lake, 

One mate, and one alone, will take. 

An<l let the fool still prone to range, 

And sneer on all who cannot change, 

Partake his je.st with boasting boys ; 

J envy not his varied joys, 

But deem such teeble, heartless man, 

I.esH than yon solitary swan ; 

Far, far b<'ii<'ath tin! shallow maid 
lie left heli<*ving and betray’d. 

Such shame at least w’as never mirl<‘ — 
licila! each thought was only tiiiiiu ! 

My good, my guilt, my weal, my wo, 

My hope on high — my all bidow. 

Earth liolds no other like to thee, 

Or, if it doth, in vain for me; 

For wor]<ls J dare not view llie dame 
Ke.sernbling thee, yet not the same. 

The very crimes tliat mar my youth, 

'Phis bed of death — attest my truth ! 

’Tis all t/>o late — thou werl, tliou art 
Tiio cherish’d inadnc.su of my heart! 

* And she was lost — and yet 1 breathed, 

But not the breath of human hfe : 

A serpent round my heart was wreatliedi^ 

And stung my every Uiought to slrifc. 

Alike all time, ahhorr’d all place, 

Shuddering I shrunk from nature’s fac.e, 

Where every hue that cliarm’d befor<5 
The blackness of niy bosom wore. 
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Tho rest thou dost already know, 

And all iny sin«, and half my wo. 

But talk no more of penitence ; 

Thou see’st I soon shall part from hence 
And if thy holy tale were true, 

The deed that^s done can’st tfum undo? 
Think mo not tliankless — ^hut this grief 
Looks not to priestliood for relief.** 

My soul’s estate in secret guess: 

But woiildst thou pity more, say less. 

When thou canal bid iny Leila live, 

Then will I sue thee to forgive ; 

Then plead my cause in that high place 
Where purchased masses proffer grace. 

Go, when the hunter ’s iiand hath wrung 
From forest-cave her shrieking young, 

And cuhn the lonely lioness: 

But sooth not — mock not my distress. 

“ In earlier days, and calmer hours, 

When heart, with heart dcliglits to blend, 
Where bloom my native valley’s bovvers 
I had — ah! have J now ? — a friend! 

To him lliLs pledge 1 charge thee send, 
Memorial of a youliiful vow ; 

I would remind him of my end : 

Though souls absorbed like mine allow 
Brief thought to distant friendship’s claim, 
Yet dear to him rny blighted name. 

’Tia strange — lie j>rophe.sied rny doom, 

And I have smiled — I tht;n could smile — 
When pmderua'. would his voice assume, 
And warn — 1 reek’d not what — the wliilo: 
Ihit now rein(M)il,*runr<‘ vvliispr-rs o’er 
Those aeecnts scarcely mark’d belbrc. 

Say — tluit his bodings cfuiio to j)ass, 

And be will start hr bear their truth. 

And wish his words luid not been sooUi; 
Tell hitu, iinhe.eding as I was, 

Through many a busy bitter .scene 
Of all our gold('n youth had been, 

In pain, iny laltering tongue had tried 
To bles.s his memory ere I dic’d ; 

But Tleaven in wrath would turn aw’ay, 

If guilt should for the guiltless pray. 

1 do not ask him not to blame. 

Too gentle lui to wound my name ; 

And what have 1 to do witli fame? 

1 do not ask him not to mourn, 

Such cold request might sound like scorn 
And what than friendship’s manly tear 
May better grace a brotiier’s bier ? 

But bear this ring, his ow'n of old. 

And tell liim — what lliou dost behold 
The wither’d frame, the ruin’d mind. 

The w rack by passion left behind, 

A shrivell’d scroll, a scatter’d leaf, 

Sear’d by tho autumn blast of griof ! 


Tell me no more of fancy’s gleam, 
No, father, no, ’t was not a dream ; 
Alas ! tho dreamer hirst must sleep, 

I only watch’d, and wish’d to weep ; 
But could not, for rny burning brow 
ThrobVd to the very brain as now : 

1 wish’d but for a single tear, 

As sometliing welcome, new, and dear: 
1 wish’d it Uion, I wish it stiU ; 

Despair is stronger than my 


Waste not thine orison, despair 
Is mightier than Uiy pious prayer: 

I would not, if I might, be blest ; 

I want no paradise, but rest. 

’T was tlien, I tell tliee, father ! then 
I saw her ; yes, she lived again ; 

And shining in her white symar,** 

As through yon pale gray cloud the star 
Which now 1 gaze on, as on her, 

Wlio look’d and looks far lovelier ; 

Dimly I view its trembling spark ; 
To-morrow’s night shall be more dark; 
And 1, hi’foro its rays appear, 

That, lilMo;?s thing the living fear. 

I wfuidtr, father I for my soul 
Is lieeliiig toward.*! the final goal. 

I saw her, friar! and I rose 
Forgetful (’four former woes; 

And ruslfing from my couch, I dart, 

And cla.sp her to my desperate heart; 

I clasp — what is it that I clasp? 

No breathing form within my grasp, 

No heart that beats reply to mine, 

'iVt, Leila! yet the form is thine! 

And art thou, dearest, clianged so much, 
As meet my eye, yet rnwk wy touch? 
Ah! were thy beauties e’er so cold, 

1 care not ; so rny anns enfold 
’I’he all tliey ever wish to hold. 

Alas! arouml a shadow prest, 

Th<*.y shrink upon my lonely breast ; 

Yet still ’l is Uiere. ! in silence stands, 

And heekoiKS with beseeching hands! 

With braided hair, and bright-black ryo— - 
I knew ’twas false — she coukl not die ! 

Bui he is dead! within the dell 
1 .saw liim buried wiuTe he IVIl ; 
lie comes not, for he cannot break 
From earth; why th(?n art thou awake? 
They told me wild waves roll’d above 
'J’hc face I view, the form 1 love ; 

I’hey told me — ’t was a hideous talo ! 

I’d tell if, htit my tongue would fail: 

If true, and from thine ocean-cave 
Thou com’st to claim a calmer grave, 

Oh! pass tliy dew^ fingers o’er 
This brow tliat then will burn no more ; 

Or place them on my hopeless heart: 

But, shape or shade ! whate’er thou art, 

In merry ne’er again depart! 

Or farther with thee bear my soul, 

Than winds can waff, or waters roll ! 

♦ + ♦ % 

“ Such is my name, and such my tale. 

C^onfessor ! to tliy secret ear 
I breathe tlie sorrows 1 bewail, 

And thank Uiee for the generous tear 
This glazing eye could never shed. 

Then lay me with the humblest dead, 

And, save the cross above my head, 

Be neitlier name nor emblem spread, 

By prying stranger to be read, 

Or stay the passing pilgrim’s tread.” 

Ho pass’d — nor of liis name and race 
Hatli led a token or a trace, 

Save what the father must not say 
Who shrived liim on his dying day . 

This broken tale was all we knew 
Of her ho loved, or him he dew.** 
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Notel. Page 81, lino 3. 

T%it tombf whxckj gkaming o'er the cliff'. 

A tomb above the rocks on the [»rom<mtory, by sonii 
supposed the sepulchre of Themlslocles. 

Note 2. Page 81, line 22. 

Sultana of the nightingale. 

The attachment of the niglitingale to tho rose is i 
well-known Persian fable. If I mistake not, the “Bul- 
bul of a thousand laics'’ is one of his appt^ilations. 

Note 3. Page 81, line 40. 

TiU the gay m(innfr\H gaitccr. 

Tho guitar is the constant aniu-^eiiicnt of the Gree’ 
sailor by night : with a steady fair wind, and during 
calm, it is accompanied always by the voice, and olio; 
by dancing. 

Note 4. Page 82, line 26. 

JVheri: cold obstructuni^x apathy, 

** Ay, l>ut to tho .111(1 "0 wv km.w \ it where, 

To H« hi fold oli^lniotioii 

AJoui-ure for Alrasnrcj Acl III. 130. 0c. 2, 

N()ti5 5. Page 82, line 34. 

Thcjv'st^ laffl hah by d( ath n veaPd. 

1 trust that lew of my rendiMs have ever had an op- 
portunity of witnessing what is hi're alle.inpled in div 
sch|>tion, but those wdio liave^ will probably retain ii 
painful remembrance of that singular beauty whirl 
pervades, with few exei'jitions, the features of tin 
dead, a few hours, and but for a few bour.^’, idler “tin 
spirit i.s not there.'' It is to be. n'marlo’d, in ca.'se 
violent death by gunshot wound-', the expression 
always that of languor, wluilevi r tlie natural liiergy oj 
tin; .suirercr's cbara<;ter: but in deatli Ibtiu a slab th 
coimtenance preserves its trail'-’ of leeiing or ferocity, 
and the mini! iisbia.s to the la.'d. 

Note 6. Page 82, line, 96. 

Slave, ^ — nay, the bajvistnen af a slave. 

Athens i.s the profierly of tlie Kislar Aga, (the .slavi 
of the .seraglio and guardian of the. W'oinen,) wiioop- 
p.oints the Waywodi;. A pander and euiiueli — these 
are not polite, yid true appellations — now governs the 
governor of Athens I 

Note 7. Page 82, liiu; 135. 

'T 18 caluier than thy luuvrt, young Gluotcr. 

Infidel. 

Note 8. Page 83, line 26. 

In echoes of the fir tophaike. 

“ Tophaike,” musket. — The. Bairam is announced by 
tho cannon at sunset ; the ilhmiination of the Mosques, 
and the firing of all kirnls of small arms, loaded with 
bidly proclaim it during the night. . 

Note 9. Page 83, line 52. I 

Sunft as the hurCd on highjerreed. * 

Jerreed, or Djerrid, a bl tinted Turkish javelin, which 
IS darted from horseback w'ith great force and precision. 
It is a favourite exercise of the Mussulmans; but I 
know' not if it can be called a manly one, since the 
most expert in the art are the Black Eunuch.s of Con- 
stantinople. I think, next to these, a Mamlouk at Smyrna 
was the most skilful that came within my observation. 

Note 10. Page 83, line 83, 

He came, he wieni, like the simoom. 

Tho blast of the desert, fatal to every thing living, 
and often alluded to in eastern poetry. 

Note 11. Page 83, line 144. 

To bless the sacred “ bread and sedt.” j 

To part ake of food, to break bread and salt with your j 


host, en.sures the saftd y of the guest ; even though an 
enemy, his person from that moment is sacred. 

Note 12. Page 84, line 2. 

Since his turban was deft by the infidel's sabre. 

I need hardly observe, that Charily and Hospitality 
are the fir.st dutie.s enj<»ine<l by Mahomet ; and, lo say 
truth, very generally ]»ra(‘ti.sc(i by liis dlscijiles. Tho 
first praise that can lie bestowed on a chief is a pane- 
gyric on lii.s bounty : the next, on his valour. 

Note 13. Page 84, line 6. 

ylnd silvcr-^shiulhtd (Uapjnm. 

The alaghan, a lonji dagger worn with pistols in the 
hell, in a metal sejibi)iir(i, generally of silver; and, 
among the wi'althii'r, gill, or of gold. 

Note M. Page 84, line 8. 

An enilr by his garb tf grcni. 

Green is the privil<’i.o'd eulonr of iIm> prophers nu- 
merous pretended deseendants ; witli ibein, as here, 
faith (the family inlierilance) is supjiosed to sup<*rscdo 
the iK'cessit}'^ of good works: they are the worst of a 
very iiuliUeient brood. 

Note 15. Page 48, line 9. 

Ho ! ivho art thou / — this low snlam. 

Salnm ah'ikourn! ai' ikoiim salum ! peace ho with 
you; lie with you peam^ — the salulatioti reserved for 
the faithful : — to a Ciirisfuin, “ Urlarulfi,” a good jour- 
ney ; or saban hirest'm, saban seriila ; good morn, 
good even ; ami soinctimes, “ may your cud be happy 
arotlie usual sahitc.s. 

Note 10. Page 84, line 40. 

I'heinsechyucen of ens/enispiTing. 

The hlue-wingcf) bntlerlly of Kashineer, the most 
rare and beaiild’ul of the species. 

Note 17. Page 84, line 85. 

Or live like sroi-pion virl by ^ fire. 

Alluding to the dubious suicide of tlie .scorpic^n, so 
phu'cd for experiment by gentle philosophers, Somo 
inamtaiii that the ptisilibn of tin' .sling, when turned 
lowanls the bead, is merely a convulsive movement ; 
Imt Olliers have actually bi'(»ught in I Ik* venlict, “Felo 
lie se.” Tiie scorpions are surely interested in a speedy 
-jecisioi) of the (piestion ; as, if onee fairly established 
.s insect Catos, tliey will probably be allowed to live as 
ong as they tbink proper, witiioul being martyred for 
he sake of an hypotlie.sis. 

Note 18, Page 84, line 100. 

JVhen Rhamazan's lust sun wfis set. 

The cannon at sunset close, tho Rhamazan. See 
.lote 3. 

Note 19. Page 84, line 119. 

I>y pale Phingaris trembling light. 

Pliingari, tin' moon. 

Note 20. Page 84, lino 130. 

Bright as the jewel of Giamschid. 

The celebrated fahulou.s ruby of Sultan Gi.amschid, 
he embellisher of Istakhar ; from its splendour, named 
Schehgerag, “ the torch of mglit also, the cup of the 
sun,” &c.— In the first edition, “GiamschicP wa* 
kvriLten a.s a word of three syllaliics, so D’Herhelolhas 
t; but I am told Rieh:ird.son reduces if to a dissyllable, 
.nd write.s “Jani.shid.” I have left in the text the 
irthography of tlie one with the pronunciation of tho 
■thei*. 

Note 21. Page 84, line 134L 
Though on Ab-Sirat's arch / 

Al-Siraf, the bridge of breadth less than the thread 
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ol' a famished spider, over which the Mussulmans must 
sibte into paradise, to which it is the only entrance ; 
hut this is not the worst, the river beneath bcinjj h«ll 
itself, into which, as may be expected, llie unskilful and 
tender of fool contrive to tumble with a facilis de- 
scensus Averni,” not very pleasing in prospect to the 
next passenger. There is a shorter cut downwards for 
the Jews and Christians. 

Note 22. Page S5, line 2. 

And ke^) that portion of his creed, 

A vulgar error : the JCorau allots at least a third of , 
paradise to well-behaved women *, but by far the 
mater number of Mussulmans interpret the text 
uieir own way, and exclude their moieties froi 
heaven. Being cn<'mies to Platonics, they cannot 
discern any atnesa of things’’ in tlui souls of the 
other sex, conceiving them to be superseded by the 
Houris. 

Note 23. Page 85, line 8. 

The young pomegnmatc ’s hhsstms strew. 

An oriental simile, which may, perhans, lho\igh fairly 
stolen, be deemed “ plus Arabe tju’en Arabic.” 

Note 24. Page 85, lino 10. 

Her hair in hyminthine jhw. 

Ilyacinlhine, in Arabic, ** Sunbul as common a 
thought in the eastern poets, as it was among the 
Greeks. 

Note 25. Page 85, line 20. 

The loveliest bird of Fran^ucstun, 

“ Frangucstan,” Circassia. 

Note 26. Page 85, line 82. 

HisniiUah ! now the peritspast. 

Bismillah — “ In the name of God the commence- 
ment of all the chapters of the Koran but one, and of 
prayer and thanksgiving. 

Note 27. Page 85, line 107. 

Ihm curl \l his very heard with ire. 

A phenomenon not uncommon with an angry Mussul- 
man. In 1809, the C spit an Pacha’s whiskers, at a 
diplomatic audience, were no leas lively with indig- 
nation than a tiger cat’s, to the liorror of all the dra- 
gomans ; the portentous mustachios twisted, they stood 
erect of their own accord, and were expected every mo- 
ment to change their colour, but at last condescended 
to subside, which, probably, saved more heads than they 
contained hairs. 

Note 28. Page 85, line 117. 

JVbr raised the traven cry, Arnaun ! 

** Arnaun,’' quarter, pardon. 

Note 29. Page 85, line 120. 

I know him by the evil eye. 

Ttio ** evil eye,” a common siqii'rstition in the Le- 
vant, and of whi<’.h the iniaginarv cflccts are vd very 
singular, on those who conceive themselves affected. 

Note 30. Page 86, lino 37. 

A fragment of h'ls palampore. 

The (lowered shawls, generally worn by persons ofj 
rank. ' 

Note 31. Page 86, line 88. 

His calpac rent — his caftan red. 

The ** calpac” is the solid cap or centre part of the 
headdress ; the shawl is wound round it, and forms 
the turban. 

Note 32. Pago 86, line 94. 

A turban carved in coarsest stone. 

The turban, pillar, and inscriptivo verse, decorate 
the tombs of tno Osinanlies, whether in the cemetery or 
the wilderness. In the mountains you frequently pass 
limilar mementos ; and, on inquiry, you are informed, 
that they record some victim of rebellion, plunder, or 
revenge. 

Note 33. Page 86, line 105. 

At solemn mmd of *^AUa Hu .”* 

“Alla Hu !*’ the concluding words of the Mucw.in’s 
call to prayer from the highest gallery on the exterior 
of the minaret* On a still evening, when the Muezzin 
has a fin© voioe, which is frequently the case, the effect 
is solemn and beautiful beyond all the bells in Christen- 


Noto 34, Page 86, line 114. 

They come — t^wir kerchiefs green they wave. 

The following is part of a battle-song of the Turks : 
— I see — I sec a (lark-cyed girl of paradise, and strci 
waves a haridkiTchief, a kerchief oi *'reen ; and cries 
aloud, Come, kiss mo, for ( love tliec,’ etc. 

Note 35. Page 8G, line 119. 

Beneath avmging Mnnkir \st scythe. 

Monk ir and Nekir are the inquisitor-s of the dead, 
before whom tlm corpse undergoes a slight novitiate 
and preparatory training for damnation. If the answers 
are none of the clearest, ho is hauled up with a scythe 
and thumped down with a red-hot rnacc till properly 
seasoiujd, with a variety of subsidiary probations. Tho 
of thevse angels is no sinecure ; tliero are but two, 
ind the number of orthodox diiceased being in a small 
proportion to the remainder, their hands arc always 
full. 

Note 36. Page 86, line 121. 

To wander round lost Eblis \h throne. 

Eblis, the Oriental Prince of Darkness. 

Note 37. Pago 86, line 126. 

Butjirsti on earthy as vampire sent. 

Tho Vampire superstition is still general in the Le- 
yanr. Honest Touriiefort tells a long story, which Mr. 
Southey, in the notes on Thalaha, quotes, about these 
‘ V rouoolochas,” as he calls them. The Romaic term 
is “ Vardoulacha.’^ I rtjcollect a whole family being 
tcrrilied by tho scroarn of a child, which th^ imagined 
must proceed from duch a visitation. The Greeks 
never mention tl;c word without horror. I find that 
“ Broucolokas” is an old legitimate Hellenic appella- 
tion — at least is ho ap|>1icd to Arsenius, who, according 
to the Greeks, was after his death animale.d by tho 
Devil. — The moderns, however, use the word I men- 
tion. 

Note 38. Page 87, line 13. 
fVet with thine awn best blood shall drip. 

The freshness of the faco, and the wetness of the lip 
with blood, are the never-failing signs of a Vampiro. 
The stories told in Hungary and Greece of these foul 
feeders arc singular, and some of them most incndibly 
attestecL 

Note 39. Page 88, line 40. 

It is as if the dcserf-lnrd. 

Tlie pelican is, I believe, the bird so Uhellcd, by the 
imputation off<‘eding horchickeuy ivitli her blood. 

Note 40. Page 89, lino 2J, 

Detp in ivhosc darldy hodmg ear. 

This superstition of a soeoiui-ficjiriug (for I never 
met witJi downright .'^econd-siglu in the east) ftill onco 
.mder my own oi)F:('rvation. — On my third journey to 
Cape Colonna early in 1811, as w e passed through tho 
defile that lead.s from tliehamhd. Tail ween Kcratiar and 
Colonna, I t)bserv(id Dervish 'i’aluri riding rnthcr out of 
the path, and leaning lus head u])on his hand, as if in 
pain. I rode up and intpiired. “ Wc are in peril,” he 
answered. “What peril ? we an; not now in Albania, 
nor in the passes to Epliesus, Mossalunglii,orLppanto; 
there are plenty of us, well armed, and the Choriatea 
have not courage to be thieves.” — True', Affendi, but 
nevertheless the shot is ringing in my ears.” — “ The 
shot ! not a tophaike has been fired this morning.”— 
“ I hear it notwithstanding — Bom — Rom — a.s plainly as 
I hear your voice.” — “Pshaw.” — As you please, Af- 
fendx ; if it is written, so will it be.” — 1 left this quick* 
eared predesfinarian, and rode up to Rasili, his Chris* 
tian compatriot, whose ears, though not at all prophetic, 
by no moans relished tho intelligence. We all arrived 
at Colonna, remained some hours, and returned lei- 
surely, saying a variety of brilliant things, in moro 
languages' tlmn spoiled the building of Babel, upon the 
mistaken seer; Romaic, Arnaout, Turkish, Italian, and 
English were all exorcised, in various conceits, upon 
the unfortunate Mus.sulinan. While wo were contem- 
plating the beautiful jirospoct. Dervish was occupied 
about the columns, I thought he was dorangedintoan 
antiquarian, and asked him if ho had become a ^^Balao^ 
castrd*^ man : “ No,” said he, “ but these pillars will bo 
u.seful in making a stand and added other remarks, 
which at least evinced his own boUof in his troublesome 
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faculty fore*ht.aring. On our return to Athens, we 
heard from JLeone (a prisoner set ashore some days 
after) of the intended attack of the Mainotes, meii- 
tigiicd, with the cause of its not taking place, in the 
note® to Childe Harold, Canto 2d. f was at sonic 
pains to question the man, and he described the dresses, 
arras, Ikid marks of the horses of our party so accu- 
rately, that, with other circumstances, we could not 
doubt of his having been in “ villainous company,” and 
ourselves in a bad neighbourhood. Dervish became a 
soothsayer for life, and I dare say is now hearing more 
musketiT than ever will be fired, to the great refresh- 
ment of the Arnaouts of Berat, and his native moun- 
tains. — I shall mention one trait more of this singular 
race. In March, 1811, a remarkably stout and active 
Arnanut came (1 believe the 10th on the same errand) 
to offer himself as an att(uidaiit, which was declined : 

Well, Affendi,” quoth he, “ may you live ! — ^you would 
have found me useful. 1 shall leave the town for the 
hills to-morrow, in the winter I return, perhaps you 
will then receive me.” — Dervish, who was present, re- 
marktuJ, as a thing of course, and of no e.oiise(|uence, 
‘‘ in the mean time he will join the Klephtes” (robbers,) 
which was true to tlie letter. — If not cut off, they come 
tlown in the winter, and [»ass it unmolested in some 
town, where tiicy are often as well known as their 
exploits. 

Note 41. Page 90, line 8. 

JjDijks not to p/iesihood f*>i- rdirf. 

The monk’s sermon is omitted. It seems to have had 
so little <!nVct upon tin* patient, that it could have no 
hopes from tlie reader. It may be suflioient to say, that 
it was of a customary length (us may be perceived from 
th<i interruptions and iitn‘a.sinoss of the penitent,) and 
was delivered in the nasal tone of all orthodox preachers. 

Note 42. Page 90, line 74. 

And shining m her vdtite senior. 

*‘Svmar” — shroud. 
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Note 43. Pago 90, line 1S6. 

The circumstance to which the above story relates 
was not very uncommon in Turkey. A few years ago 
tlie wife of Muchiar Pacha complained to his father of 
liis son’s supnosed infidelity; he asked with whom, 
and she had the barbarity lo give in a list of the twelve 
handsomest women in Yamna. They were seized, 
fastened up in sacks, and drowned in the lake the same 
night! One of the guards who was present informed me, 
that not one of tlie victims uttered a cry, or showed a 
symptom of terror at so sudden a “ wrench from all we 
know', fw)in all we love.” The fate of Phrosino, the 
fairest of this sacrifice, is the subject of many a Romaic 
and Arnaout ditty. The story in the text is one told 
of a young Venetian many years ago, and now nearly 
forgotten. I h(;urd it by accidiuit recited by one of the 
coffee-house story-tellers who abound in the Levant, 
and sing or recitt* tli(?jr narratives. The additions and 
interpolations by the translator will be easily distin* 
guished from the rest by the want of Eastern imagery ; 
and I regret that my memory has retained so few frag- 
ments of the original. 

For lh(‘ contents of some of the notes I am indebted 
partly to D’Herbclot, and partly to that most eastern, 
and, as Mr. W eber justly entitles if, “ sublime talc,’’ 
the “Caliph Vathek.” I do not know from what source 
the author of that singular volume may have drawn his 
materials; some of his incidents are to be fiuind in the 
“ Bibliolheque Orientale ; but for correctness of' cos- 
tume, beauty ofdescrmtion, and jiower of imagination, 
it far surpasses all European imitations; and bears 
such marks of originality, that those who liave visited 
the East, will find some difticulty in lielieving it to be 
riiori' than a translation. As an Eastern tale, even 
Rasselas must how before it ; bis “ Happy Valley* will 
not bear a comparison with the “Hall of Eblis.” 


THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS, 

A TURKISH TALE. 


“ H«(l we never loved jm> kindly, 

Hod we never loved ko Miadiy, 

Never me* or never parted, 

We had ne’er lieen brokcn-licarted.” 

Burns. 


TO THE RIGHT HONOURABLE LORD HOLLAND, 

THIS TAF.F. IS INSaUTDED, 

WITH EVERT SENTIMENT OF REOATlT) AND RF.SPECT, BT HIS GRATEFULLY OBLIGTD AND 

SINCERE FRIEND, 

BYRON. 


CANTO I. 


Know ye the land where the cypress and mintle 
Are emblems of deeds that are dom.* in their clime, 
Where the rage of the vulture, the love of thf5 turtle, 
Now melt into sorrow, now madden to crime? 

Know ye the land of the cedar and vino, 

Where the flowers ever blossom, the beams ever shine ; 
Where the light wings of Zephyr, oppress’tl with perfume, 
Wax faint o’er ftic gardens of Gull ' in her bloom; 
Where the citron and olive are fairest of fruit, 

And the veace of the nightingale never is mute ; 


Wlierc the tints of the earth, and the hues of the sky, 
In colour though varied, in beauty may vie, 

And the. purjdc of ocean is deepest in dye ; 

Where the virgins are soft as the roses they twine, 
And all, save tlie spirit of man, is divine ? 

’Tisthe clime of tlie east; ’tis the land of tlie sun — 
Can he smile on such deeds as his children have dime? • 
Oh ! wild as the aaients of lovers’ farewell 
Are tlio hearts which llioy bear, and llic tales which 
they toll. 
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Canto 


Begirt with many a gallant slave, 
ApparellM as becomes the bravo, 
Awaiting each his lord^s behest 
To guide his steps, or guard his rest, 
Old Giaffir sat in his Divan: 

Deep thought was in his aged cyo ; 
And though 3ie face of Mussulman 

Not oft betrays to stand ors by 
The mind witliin, well skill’d to hide 
All but unconquerable pride, 

His pensive cheek and pondering brow 
Did more than ho was wont avow. 


*Ij»et the chamber bo clear’d.” — The train disappear ’d- 
** Now call me the chief of the Harara guard.” 
With Giaffir is none but his only son, 

And tlie Nubian awaiting the sire’s award. 

“ Haroom — when all the crowd ffiat wait 
Are pass’d beyond the outer gate, 

(Wo to the head whose eye beheld 
My child Zuleika’s face unveil’d!) 

Hence, lead my daughter from her tower ; 

Her fate is fix’d this very hour ; 

Yet not to her repeal my thought ; 

By mo alone be duty taught !” 

“Pacha! to hear is to obey.” 

No more must slave to despot say — 

Then to the tower had ta’cn his way, 

But here young Selim silence brake, 

First lowly rendering reverence meet ; 

And downcast look’d, and gently spake, 

Still standing at the Pacha’s feet : 

For son of Moslem must ox(>irc, 

Ere dare to sit before his sire ! 

“Father! for fear that thou shouldst chido 
My sister, or her sable gai(l<;, 

Know — ^for the fault, if fault thcro be, 

Was mine, then fall thy frown.s on me — 

So lovolily the morning shone, 

Thai — let the old and weary sleep — 

I could not ; and to view alone 

Tlic fairest scenes of land and deep, 

With none to list<in and re()1y 

To tlioughts with wliich my heart beat high 

Were irksome — for whale ’cr iny mood, 

Tn sooth I love not soUludo; 

I on Zulcika’s slunjber broke, 

And, as tliou know(jHt that for rno 
Soon turns the Harani ’s grating key. 

Before the guardian slaves awoke 
We to the cypress groves had flown, 

And made earth, main, and heaven our own ! 
There linger’d we, b<’guilcd too long 
With Mejnoiui’s tale, or Sadi’s song ; ® 

Till I, who heard the deep tambour * 

Beat thy Divan’s a])proaching hour, 

To thee, and to my duty true, 

Warn’d by the? soun<l, to greet thee flew : 

But there Znleika wanders yet — 

Nay, father, rage not — nor forget 
That none can pierce that secret bower 
But those who watch the women’s tower.” 


“ Son of a slave !” — ^the Pacha said — 
“ From unbelieving mother bred, 

Vi^ iMre a father’s hope to see 
Aught that beseems a man in thee. 


Thou, wlien tliine arm should bend the bow 
And hurl tlie dart, and curb the steed 
Thou, Greek in soul if not in creed, 

Must porn where bablding waters flow, 

And watch unfolding roses blow. 

Would that yon orb, whose matin glow 
Thy listless eyes so much admire, 

Would lend thee something of his fire! 
Thou, who wouldst see tliis battlement 
By Clirisiian cannon piecemeal rent; 

Nay, tamely view old Stambol’s wall 
Before the dog.s of Moscow fall, 

Nor strike one. stroke ffir life and death 
Against tJic curs of Nazareth ! 

Go — let thy loss than woman’s hand 
Assume the distaff — not the brand. 

But, Haroun! — to my daughter speed; 

And hark — of thino ow’ii head take hoed— 
if thus Zulcika oft takes wiug — 

Thou see’st yon bow — it hath a string!” 

V. 

No sound from Selim’s lip was heard, 

At least, that met old Giaffir’s ear. 

Rut every frown and every word 
Pierced keener than a Christian’s sword. 
“Son of a slave! — rcproacli’d with fear! 
Those gibes had cost another dear. 

Son of a slave ! — and vho my sire?” 

Thus held his thofiglits their dark career; 
And glances even of more than ire 
Flash forth, then faintly disappear. 

Old (haflir gazed norm his son 
And started; for vvilhm his eye 
ITe rea<l ho>v miiclt his wrath hath done , 

He saw rohellion then; he.gun ; 

“Come hither, hoy — wha^ no reply? 

I mark tli< e — and I know the-o nx) ; 

Rut then; ht' (k'.e^ls thou dar'st not do: 

But if thy beard had manlier length, 

And if thy hand had skill and strength, 

I’d joy to sec thee break a lanco, 

Albeit against my own perchance ” 

As snct;ringly tliese accents 
On Sebm’s (;yc he fiercely gazed : 

That eye return’d him glance for glance, 
And proudly to his sire’s was raised, 

Till Giaffir’s (juail’d and shniiik askance— 
And why — he felt, but durst not tell, 

“Much I misdoubt this w'ayward boy 
Will one day wM)rk me more annoy : 

I never loved him from iiis birth, 

And^ — but his arm is little worth. 

And scarcely in the rliase could cope 
With timid fawn or antelope, 

Far loss would venture into strife 
Wiicre man contends for fame and life— • 

T would not trust that look or tone : 

No — nor the blood so near my own. 

That blood — ^lie liath not heard — no more 
I’ll w'atch him closer than before. 

He is an Arab ^ to my sight, 

Or Christian croucliing in the fight — 

But hark! — I hear Zuleika’s voice ; 

Like Houris’ hymn it meets mine oar ; 

She is the offsprmg of my clioice ; 

Oh! more than cv’n her mother dear, 

With all to hope, and nought to fear — 

My Pori ! ever welcome here ! 

Sweet as the desert-fountain’s wave 
To Ups just cool’d in time to save — 

Such to my longing sight art thou ; 

Nor can tliey waft to Mecca’s shrine 
More thanks for Ufe, tlian I for tliine, 

Who blest thy birtli, and bless thee now.” 
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?air, as the first (hat fell of womankind, 

When on tliat dread yet lovely serpe^nt smiling, 
“lose image then was 8tamj)’d upon her mind — 
iBut once beguiled — and ever more beguiling ; 
Dairajjing, as that, oh ! too transcendent vision 
To sorrow’s phantom-peoplexi slumber given, 
When heart meets heart again in dreams Elysian, 
And paints the lost on earth revived in heaven; 
Soft, as llie memory of buried love ; 

Pure, as the prayer which childhood wafts above ; 
Was she — the daughter of tliat rude old chiefj 
Who mot the maid witli tears — ^but not of grief. 

Who hath not proved how feebly words essay 
To fix one spark of beauty ’s heavenly ray ? 

Who doth not feel, until his failing sight 
Faints into dimness wiUi its own delight, 

His changing cheek, his sinking heart confess 
The might — the majesty of loveliness ? 

Such was Zulcika — such around h(3r shone 
The nameless charms unmark’d by lier alone ; 

The light of love, the purity of grace, 

The minfJ, the music breathing from her face, ^ 
The heart whose softness harmonized tlio whole— 
And, oh ! that eye was in itself a soul I 

Her graceful arms in meekness bending 
Across her gently budding breast ; 

At one kind word those arms extending 
To clasp the neck of him who blest 
His child caressing and cai'ost 
Zulcika came — and CAiadir felt 
His purpose half witliin him melt ; 

Not that against her fancied weal 
His he.art though stern could ever feel , 
Afiectiou chain’d her to that heart ; 

Ambition tore the links apart. 

“Zulcika! child of gtjntlcness 

How dear this very day must tel), 

When I forget my own distress, 

In losing what I love so well, 

To bid thee with another dwell: 

Another! and a braver man 
Was never seen in battle’s van. 

Wo Moslem reck not much of blood ; 

But yet the line of Carasman ’’ 

Unchanged, unchangeable hath stood 
First of tho l»old Timariot bands 
That won and well can keep their lands. 
Enough tliat he who comes to woo 
Is kinsman of tlie Bey Oglou : 

His years need scarce a thought employ ; 

I would not have thee wed a boy. 

And thou shalt have a noble dower : 

And his and my united power 
Will laugh to scorn the death-firman, 

Which others tremble but to scan, 

And teach the messenger * what fate 
The bearer of such boon may wait. 

And now thou know’s! thy father’s will ; 

All that thy sox hath need to know: 

’T was mine to teach obedience still — 

The way to love tliy lord may show.” 

VIII. 

In silence bow’d the virgin’s head ; 

And if her eye was fill’d with tears, 

That stifled feeling dare not shed. 

And changed her cheek from pale to red, 

And red to pale, as through her ears 
Those winged woids like arrows sped, 

What could such bo but maiden fears 1 


So bright llie tear in beauty’s eye, 

I^ove half regrets to kiss it iliy ; 

So sweet the blush of basliftilness, 

Even pity scarce can wish it less ’ 

Whate’er it w’as the sire forgot ; 

Or if remember’d, mark’d it not ; 

Thrice clapp’d his hands, and call’d his steed,* 
Resign’d his gem-adorn’d Cliiboukc, 

And mounting foatly for tlie mead. 

With Maugrabee * * and Mamalukc, 

His way amid his Delis took, ** 

To wilnt'-ss many an active deed 
With sabre keen, or blunt jerreed. 

The Kislar only and his Moors 
Watch’d well tlie Harain’s massy doors. 


His head was leant upon liis liand, 

His eye look’d o’er the dark-bluo water 
That swiftly glides and gently swells 
Between tlio winding Dardanelles ; 

But yet ho saw nor sea nor slnmd, 

Nor even his Pacha’s turban ’d band 
Mix in th«i game of mimic slaughter, 
Careering cleave tJie folded felt 
Witli sabre stroke; right sharply dealt; 

Nor mark’d the javelin-darting crowd, 

Nor heard their Ollahs * ’ wild and loud — 
He thought but of old Ciiaffir’s daughter! 


No W'ord from S(;lim’s bosom broke ; 

Ont; sigh Zuleika’s thought bespoke: 

Still gazed he llirough tlio lattice grates, 
Pale, nuJi.e, and inournfnlly sedate. 

To him Zuleika’rt eye was turn’d, 

But little from his aspect learn’d : 

K(pial licr grief, yet not the .same ; 

Her heart confess’d a gentler flame : 

But yet that heart alarnfd or weak, 

Slie knew not why, forbade to speak. 

Yet speak slie must — but wh(;n essay? 
“How strange be thus should turn away! 
Not thus we e’er before have met ; 

Not thus shall be our parting yet.’ 

Thrice paced she slowly through tlio room 
And watch’d his eye — it still was fix’d ; 
She snatch’d (lie urn wherein was mix’d 
The Persian Afar-gul’s perfume, 

And sprinkled all its odours o’er 
The pictured roof and marble floor : 

The drops, that tlirough Ins glittering vest 
The playful girl’s appeal addrest, 

Unheeded o’er his bosom flew, 

As if tliat breast were marble too. 

“What, sullen yet? it must not be — 

Oh ! gentle ScUm, this from tliee !” 

She saw in curious order set 

The fairest flowers of Eastern land — 

“ Ho loved them once ; may touch tliom yet, 
If offer’d by Zuleika’s hand.” 

Tho cliildish thought was hardly breath’d 
Before the rose was pluck’d and wreathed ; 
The next fond moment saw her seat 
Her fairy form at Selim’s feet : 

“ This rose to calm my brother’s cares 
A message from the Bulbul bears ; 

It says to-night he will prolong 
For Selim’s car his sw'cetest song; 

And Uiough his note is somewhat sad, 

Ho ’ll try for once a strain more glad, 

With B<»ne faint hope his alter’d lay 
May sing these gloomy thoughts away. 
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‘ Wfaat t not receive my foolish flower ? 

Nay then I am indeed unblest; 

On me can thus thy forehead lower ? 

And know^st thou not who loves thee best ? 
Oh, Selim dear ! oil, more than dearest ! 

Say, is it me thou hafst or fcarcst? 

Come, lay thy head upon ray breast, 

And I will kiss thee into rest, 

Since words of mine, and songs must fail, 
Even from my fabled nightingale. 

I knew our sire at times was stem, 

But this from thee had yet to learn : 

Too well I know he loves thee not ; 

But is Zuleika’s love forgot? 

Ah ! deem I right ? the Paclia’a plan — 

This kinsman Bey of Carasman 
Perhaps may prove some foe of thine. 

If so, i swear by Mecca’s shrine, 

If shrines that ne’er approach allow 
To woman’s step admit her vow, 

Without tliy free consent, command. 

The Sultan should not have my hand ! 
Think’st thou that I could bear to part 
With thee, and learn to halve my heart? 

Ah ! were 1 sever’d from thy side. 

Where were thy friend — and who my guide? 
Years have not seen, time shall not see 
The hour tliat tears my soul from thoc; 

Even Azrael,^® from his deadly quiver 
When flies that shaft, and fly it must, 

That parts all else, shall doom for ever 
Our hearts to undivided dust !” 


He lived — he broathc<l — he moved — he felt j 
Ho raised the maid from where she knelt; 
His trance was gom^ — his keen eye shone 
With thoughts that long in darkness dwelt ; 
With tlio lights that bum — ^in rays that melt. 
As the stream late conceal’d 
By the fringe of its willows, 

When it rushes reveal’d 
In the light of its billows ; 

As tho bolt bursts on high 
From tho black cloud that bound it, 

Flash’d the soul of that eye 
Through the long lashes round it. 

A war-horse at the trumpet’s sound, 

A lion roused by heedless hound, 

A tyrant wakexl to sudden strife 
By graze of ill-directed knife, 

Starts not to more convubive life 
Than he, who heard that vow, display’d, 

And all, before repress’d, betray ’d : 

“Now thou art mine, for ever mine, 

With life to keep, and scarce with life resign ; 
Now thou art mine, that sacred oath, 

Though sworn by one, hath bound us botli. 
Yes, fondly, wisely hast thou done ; 

That vow hath saved more heads than one : 
But blench not thou — thy simplest tress 
Claims more from me than tenderness; 

1 would not wrong tho slenderest hair 
That clusters round thy forehead fair, 

For all tlie treasures buried far 
Within the caves of Istakar.^^ 

This morning clouds upon me lower’d,' 
Reproaches on my head were shower’d. 

And Qiaffir almost called me coward ! 

Now I have motive to be brave; 

The son of his neglected slave, 

Nay, start not, ’twas the term he gave. 

May show, though little apt to vaunt, 

A heart his wor& nor can daunt. 


His son, indeed ! — ^yet, thanks to thee, 
Percliance I am, at least shall be; 

But let our plighted secret vow 
Be only known to us as now. 

I know the wretch who dares demand 
From Giaffir Uiy reluctant hand ; 

More ill-got wealth, a moaner soul 
Holds not a Musselim’s ^ control: 

Was ho not bred in Egripo ? 

A viler race let Israel show ! 

But let that pass— to none bo told 
Oiv oath; the rest shall time unfold. 

To me and mine leave Osman Bey ; 

I ’Vc partisans for peril’s day ; 

Think not I am what I appear ; 

I’ve arms, and friends, and vengeance near. 
XIII. 

“Think not thou art what thou appearest! 

My Selim, thou art sadly changed : 

This mom I saw thee gentlest, dearest ; 

But now thou ’rt from tliyself estranged. 

My love thou surely knew’st before, 

It ne’er was less, nor can be more. 

To see thee, hear thee, near tlieo stay, 

And hate tlie night 1 know not why, 

Save that we meet not but by day ; 

With thee to live, with thee to die, 

I dare not to my hope deny: 

Thy cheek, thine eyes, thy lips to kiss, 

Like Uiis — and tliis — no more than tliis ; 

For, Alla ! sure thy lips are flame : 

What fever in thy veins is flushing ? 

My own have nearly cauglit tlie same, 

At least I feel my cheek too blushing. 

To sooih thy sickness, watch tliy hoaltli, 
Partake, but never waste thy wealth, 

Or stand with smiles unmurmuring by, 

And lighten lialf thy poverty ; 

Do all but close thy dying <^ye, 

For that I could not live to try ; 

To Uicse alone my thoughts aspire; 

More can I do ? or thou require ? 

But, Selim, thou must answer why 
We need so much of mystery? 

The cause I cannot dream nor tell. 

But be it, since tliou say’st ’t is well ; 

Yet what lliou mean’st by ‘arms’ and ‘friends, 
Beyond my weaker sense extends. 

1 meant that Gioffir should have heard 
The very vow 1 plighted thee ; 

His wrath would not revoke my word : 

But surely he would leave me free. 

Can this fond wish seem strange in me, 

To be what 1 have ever been ? 

What other hath Zulcika seen 
From simple childhood’s. earliest hour? 

What other can she seek to see 
Than thee, companion of her bower, 

The partner of her infancy? 

These cherish’d thoughts with life begun, 

Say, why must I no more avow? 

What change is wrought to make me shun 
The trutli; my pride, and thine till now 
To meet the gaze of stranger’s eyes 
Our law, our creed, our God denies ; 

Nor shall one wandering thought of mine 
At such, our Prophet’s will repine; 

No! happier made by that decree! 

He lefl mo all in leaving thee. 

Deep were my anguish, thus compell’d 
To wed with one I ne’er beheld: 

This wherefore should I not reveal ? 

Why wilt thou urge me to conceal? 

I know flic Pacha’s haughty mood 
To thee hath never boded good: 
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And he so often storms at nought, 

^ ^ Allah! forbid that e’er he ought! 

* 'AM why, I know not, but within 
My^beart concealment weighs like sin. 

If th3lfe\8uch secrecy be crime, 

And such it feels wiule lurking here ; 

Oh, Selim! tell me yet in time, 

Nor leave mci thus to thouglits of fear. 

Ah ! yonder sec tlie Tchoradar, 

My father leaves the mimic war ; 

I tremble now to meet his eye — 

Say, Selim, canst thou tell me why?” 

XIV. 

“ Zuleika ! to thy tower’s retreat 
Betake thee — GialTir I can greet r 
And now with him I fain must prate 
Of firmans, imposts, hwies, state. 

Tliere’s fearful news from I^anube’s banks, 
Our Vizier nobly thins his ranks, 

For which the Giaour may give him thanks ! 
Our Sultan hath a shorter way 
Such costly triumph to repay. 

But, mark me, when the twiliglit drum 
Hatli warn’d the troops to food and sleep, 
Unto thy cell will Selim come; 

Then softly frtan the Harain creep 
Where wc may wander by the deej) : 

Our garden-battlements are steep; 

Nor these will rash intruder climb 
To list our words, or stint our time ; 

And if he. doth, I want not steel 
Which some have fell, and more may feel. 
Then shall thou learn of St'litn more 
Than thou hast heard or tliought befjre 
Trust me, Zuleika — fear not me ! 

Thou know’st I hold a Haram key.” 

“ Pear tliee, my Selim! ne’er till now 
Did word like this — 

‘‘Delay not thou; 

I keep the key — and Haroun’s guard 
Have some, and hope of more reward. 
To-night, Zuleika, thou shall hear 
My tale, my purpose, and my fear: 

I am not, love ! what 1 appear.” 


CANTO II. 


The wmds are high on Helle’s wave, 

As on that night of stormy water 
When Love, who sent, forgot to save 
The young, the beautiful, the brave, 

The lonely hope of Sestos’ daughter. 

Oh ! when alone along tfie sky 
Her turret-torch was blazing high, 

Though rising gale, and hroedcing foam, 
And shrieking sea-birds warn’d him home; 
And clouds aloft and tides below, 

With signs and soimds, forbade to go, 

He could not see, he would not hear 
Or sound or sign foreboding fear ; 

His eye but saw that, light of love, 

The only star it liail’d above ; 

His ear but rang with Hero’s song, 

“ Ye waves, divWe not lovers long !”— 

That tale is old, but love anew 

May nerve young hearts to prove as Uue. 


The winds are high, and Helle’s tide ^ 
Rolls darkly heaving to the main ; 

And night’s descending shadows hide 
That field vidth blood bedew ’d in vain, 

The desert of old Priam’s pride ; 

The tombs, solo relics of his reign, 

All— save immortal dreams that could beguile 
The blind old man of Scio’s rodty isle I 

HI. 

• Oh ! yet — for there my steps have been ; 

These feet have press’d tlie sacred shore, 
Tliesc limbs that buoyant wave hath borne — 
Minstrel 1 witli thee to muse, to mourn, 

T o trace again those fields of yore, 

Believing every hillock green 
Contains no fabled hero’s ashes, 

And that around the undoubted scene 

Thine own “ broad Flellespont ” still dashes, 
Be long my lot ! and cold >vere he 
Who tliere could gaze denying thee ! 


ir. 

The nipht liath closed on Hclle’s stream, 
Nor y<?t liuth risen on Ida’s hill 
That moon, wliich shone on his high theme : 
No warrior chides her peaceful beam, 

But oHiscious shepherds bless it still. 
Their flocks are, grazing on the mound 
Of liim who fiilt the Dardan’s arrow; 

That mighty heap of gatlier’d ground 
Which Ammon’s son nui proudly round, 
By nations raised, by inonarchs crown’d, 

Is now a lone and nameless barrow ! 
Within — tliy dwelling-place how narrow ! 
Without — can only strangers breathe 
The name of him that was beneath : 

Dust long outlasts the storied stone ; 

But thou — thy very dust is gone ! 


Late, late to-night will Dian cheer 
The swain, and chase the boatman’s fear ; 

Till then — iK> beacon on the cliff 
May shape the course of .struggling skiff; 

The scatter’d lights that skirt the bay 
All, one by one, have rlied away ; 

The only lamp of tliis lone hour 
Is glinimering in Znleika’s tower. 

Yes ! th»‘rc is light in tliat lone chamber, 

And o’er her silken Ottoman 
Are tlirown the fragrant beads of amber, 

O’er which her fairy fingers ran ; ** 

Near these, witli emerald rays beset, 

(How could sh(i thus that gem forget ?) 

Her mother’s sainted amulet, 

Whereon engraved the Koorsee text, 

Could smooth this life, and win the next ; 

And by her Coraboloio*’’ lies 
A Koran of illumined dyes ; 

And many a bright emblazon’d rhyme 
By Persian scribes redeem’d from time ; 

And o’er those scrolls, not oft so mute, 
Reclines her now neglected lute ; 

And round her lamp of fretted gold 
Bloom flowers in urns of China’s mould ; 

The richest work of Iran’s loom, 

And Sheeraz’ tribute of perfume ; 

All tliat can eye or sense delight 
Are gather’d in that gorgeous room: 

But yet it hath an air of glcwm. 

She, of this Peri cell the sprite, 

Wimt doth she hence, and on so rude a night? 
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Wrapt in the darkest sable vest, 

Which none save noblest Moslem wear, 
To guard from winds heaven the breast 
As heaven itself to Selim dear, 

With cautious steps the thicket threading, 
And starting oft, as through the glade 
The gust its hollow moaiiings inoite, 

Till on the smoother pathway treading, 
More free her timid bosom beat, 

The maid pursued her silent guide ; 

And though her terror urged retreat, 

How could she quit her Selim’s side ? 
How teach her tender lips to chide ? 

VII. 

They reach’d at length a grotto, hewn 
By nature, but enlarged by art, 

Where oft her lute she wont to tune, 

And oft her Koran conn'd apart ; 

And oft in youfhful reverie 
She dream’d what Paradise might bo: 
Where woman’s jiarted soul shall go 
Her prophet had disdain’d to show ; 

But Selim’s mansion was secure, 

Nor deem’d she, could h(^ long endure 
His bower in otlier worlds of bliss, 

Without her, most bedoved in this ! 

Oh 1 who so door with Iiim could dwell ? 
What Houri sooth Iiim half so well ? 


Since last she visited the sjiot 

Some change seem'd wrought witliin tlio grot; 

It might Ik; only that the night 

Disguised things seen by better light: 

That brazen lamp but dimly tlirew 
A ray of no celestial hue ; 

But in a nook within tlie cell 
Her eye on stranger objects fell. 

There arms were piled, not such as wield 
The turban’d Delis in the field ; 

But brands of foreign blade and hilt. 

And one was red — perchance with guilt ! 

Ah ! how without can blood be spilt ? 

A cup too on the board was set 
That did not seem to hold sherbet. 

What may this mean ? she turn’d to see 
Her Selim — “ Oh ! can this bo he ?” 


His robe of pride was tlirown aside, 

PUs brow no high-crown’d turban bore, 

But in its stead a shawl of red, 

Wreathed lightly round, his temples wore ; 
That dagger, on whose hilt the gem 
Were wortlty of a diadem, 

No longer glitter’d at his waist, 

Where pistols unadom’d were braced; 

And from his belt a sabre swung, 

And from his shoulder loosely hung 
The cloak of white, the thin capote 
That decks the wandering Oandiote : 

Beneath — ^his golden-plat^ vest 
Clung like a cuirass to his breast ; 

The greaves below his knee that wound 
With silvery scales were^sheathed and bound. 
But were it not tltat high command 
Spake in his eye, and tone, and hand, 

All that a careless eye could see 
In him was some young Galiongee.^* 

X. 

* 1 said I was not wliat I seem’d; 

fv*uc: 


1 have a tale thou hast not dream’d, 

If sooth— its truth roust others rue. 

My story now *t were vain to hide ; 

1 must not see thee Osman’s bride: 

But had not thine own lif>s declared 
How much of tliat young heart I shareo, 

I could not, must not, yet have shown 
The darker secret of my own. 

In this 1 speak not now of love ; 

That, let time, truth, and peril prove ; 

But first — Oh ! never wed another — 
Zuleika ! I am not tliy brother !” 

XI. 

“ Oh ! not my brother ! — yet unsay— 

God ! am 1 left alone on earth 
To mouni — I dare not curse — the day 
That saw my solitary birth ? 

Oh ! thou wilt love me now no more ! 

My sinking heart foreboded ill ; 

But know me all I was before, 

Thy sister — friend — Zuleika still. 

Thou led’sl me here perchance to kill ; 

If thou hast cause for vengeance, see ! 
My breast is offer’d — take thy fill ! 

Far better with the dead to be 
Than live thus nothing now to thee : 
Perhaps far worse, for now I know 
Why Giaffir always seem’d thy foe ; 

And 1 alas! am Giaffir’s child, 

For whom thou wert contemn’d, reviled. 

If not thy .sister — w'ouldst thou save 
My lUc, Oh ! bid me be thy slave 

xn. 

“ My slave, Zuleika ! — nay, I ’m thine : 

But, gentle love, this transport calm. 

Thy lot shall yet be link’d with mine ; 

I swear it by our Pro[)hct’s shrine, 

And bo that thought ihy sorrow’s balm. 
So may the Koran verst; display’d 
U|^K>n its steel tlirect my blade. 

In danger’s hour to guard us botli, 

As I preserve that awful oath ! 

The name in which thy heart liath prided 
Must changt; ; but, my Zuleika, know, 
That tie is widen’d, not divided. 

Although thy fcJirt; ’s my tleadliost foe. 

My fatlier was to Giaffir all 

Tliat Selim late was deem’d to llice ; 
That brother wrought a brother’s fall, 

But spared, at least, my infancy ; 

And lull’d me with a vain deceit 
That yet a like return may meet. 

He rear’d me, not with tender help, 

But like the nephew of a Cain ; 

He watch’d mo like a lion’s whelp, 

That gnaws and yet may break his chain. 
My father’s blood in every vein 
Is boiling ; but for thy dear sake 
No prasent vengeance will 1 take ; 

Though here I must no more remain. 

But first, belov’d Zuleika ! hear 
How Giaffir wrought this deed of fear. 

XIII. 

“ How first tlieir strife to rancour grew, 

If love or envy made tliem foes, 

It matters little if X knew ; 

In fiery spirits, slights, though few 
And thoughtless, wffi disturb repose. 

In war Abdallah’s arm was strongs 
Remember’d yet in Bosniao song, 

And Paswan’s ** rebel hordes attest 
How little love they bore such guest : 
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His death is all I need relate, 

The stem effect of Giaffir’s hate ; 

‘ 4[nd how my birth disclosed to me, 

ite’er beside it makes, hath made me free. 

XIV. 

“ When Paswan, after years of strife, 

At last for power, but first for life, 

In Widin’s walls too proudly sate, 

Our Pacha’s rallied round the slate ; 

Nor last nor least in hi«h command 
Each brother led a sc])aratc band ; 

They gave their h<)rHCta)ls to the wind. 

And, mustering in Sophia ’s plain, 

Their tents were pitch’d, their post assign’d ; 

To one, alas ! assign’d in vain ! 

What need of words? the deadly bowl, 

By Giaffir’s onler drugg’d and given, 

With venom subtle as his soul, 

Dismiss’d Abdallah’s hence tf) heaven. 
Reclined and feverish in the bath, 

He, when the hunter’s sport was up, 

Rut little deem’d a lirother’s wrath 
To quench Ins thirst had such a cup : 

The bowl a bribed attendant bore ; 

He drank one drought,*^ nor needed more! 

If thou my tale, Zuleika, doubt, 

Call Haroun — he can toll it out. 

XV. 

“ The deed onc(; done, and Paswan’s feud 
In part suppress’d, though ne’er sulxlued, 
Abdallah’s paclialick was gain’d : — 

Thou know’st not what in our Divan 
Con wealth procure for worse tiian man — 
Abdallah’s honours were obtain’d 
By him a brotlier’s murder stain’d 
’T is true, the purchase nearly drain’d 
His ill-got treasure, soon replaced. 

Would’st question whence? Survey the waste, 
And ask the stpialid peasant how' 

His gains rc[)ay his broiling brow ! — 

Why me the stern usurper s[)ared, 

Why thus with me his palace shared, 

I know not. Sliarne, regri^t, remorse, 

And little fear from infant ’.s force ; 

Besides, adoption as a son 

By him whom Heaven accorded none, 

Or some imknowm cabal, caprice, 

Preserved me thus \ but not in peace : 

He cannot curb liis haughty mood, 

Nor I forgive a fallier’s blood. 

XVI. 

« Within thy father’s house are foes ; 

Not all who break his bread are true; 

To these should I my birth disclose, 

His days, his very hours were few : 

They only want a heart to lead, 

A hand to point them to tiie deed. 

But Haroun only knows, or knew 
This tale, whose close is almost nigh : 

He in Abdallah’s palace grew, 

And held that post in his Serai 
Which holds he here — ho saw him die: 

But what could single slavery do ? 

Avenge his lord ? alas ! too late ; 

Or save his son from such a fate ? 

He chose the last, and when elate 
With foes subdued, or friends betray’d, 

Proud Giaffir in high triumph sate, 

He led me helpless to his gate, 

And not in vain it seems essay’d 
To save the life for which he prav’d. 


The knowledge of my birth secured 
From all and each, but most from me ; 

Thus GiafiSr’s safety was ensured. 

Removed he too from Roumelie 
To this our Asiatic side, 

Far from our scats by Danube’s tide, 

With none but Haroun, who retains 
Such knowledge — and that Nubian feels 
A tyrant’s secrets are but chains, 

From which tlic captive gladly steals, 

And this and more to me reveals : 

Such still to guilt just Alla sends — 

Slaves, tools, accomplices — no friends! 

xvn. 

“All this, Zuleika, harshly sounds; 

But harsher still my tale must be : 

Howe’er my tongue thy softness wounds, 

Yet I must prove all truth to thee. 

I saw thee start tl»is garb to see, 

Yet is it one I oft have worn, 

And long must wear : this Galiong^e, 

To whom thy plighted vow is sworn, 

Is leader of those pirate hordes, 

Whose laws and lives are on their swords , 
To hear whose dcisolating tale 
W'^ould make thy waning cheek more pale ; 
Those arms tliou sce’st my band have brought, 
The hands that wield are not remote ; 

Tins cup too for tlie rugged knaves 
Is fill’d — once quaff’d, they ne’er repine * 

Our Prophet might forgive tlie slaves ; 

They ’re only infidels in wine. 

XVIII. 

“ What cotild I be ? Proscribed at home, 

And taunted to a wish to roam ; 

And listless left — for Giaffir’s fear 
Denied the courser and the spear — 

Though oft — Oh, Maliomet ! how oft ! — 

In full Divan the despot scoff’d, 

As if wy weak unwilling hand 
Refused the bridle or tlie brand : 

He ever went to war alone, 

And pent me here untried, unknown ; 

To Haroun’s care with women left, 

By hope uiiblest, of fame bereft.. 

While thou — wliose softness long endear’d, 
Though it unmann’d me, still had cheer’d — 

To Brusa’s walls for safety sent, 

Await ed’st there tlio field’s event. 

Haroun, who saw my spirit pining 
Beneaffi inaction’s sluggish yoke. 

His captive, though \^ ith dread resigning, 

My thraldom for a .season broke, 

On promise to return before 

The day when Giaffir’s charge was o’er. 

*T is vain — my tongue cannot impart 
My almost drunkenness of heart, 

When first this liberated eye 
Survey’d Earth, Ocean, Sun, and Sky, 

As if my spirit pierced them through. 

And all their inmost wonders knew ! 

One word alone can paint to thee 
That more than feeling — I was Free! 

E’en for thy presence ceased to pine ; 

The World — ^nay^iJtleaven itself was mine ! 


** The shallop of a trusty Moor 
Convey’d me from this idle shore ; 

I long’d to see the isles tliat gem 
Old Ocean’s purple diadem : 

I sought by turns, and saw them all ; 

But when and where I join’d the crew, 
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lOd 

With whom I’m pledged to rise or fall, 

When all that we design to do 
Is done, ’twill then be time more meet 
To tell thee^ when the tale ’s complete. 

JCX. 

** ’T is true, they are a lawless brood, 

But rough in form, nor mild in mood ; 

And every creed, and every race, 

With them hath fouiid — may find a place : 

But open speecli, and ready hand, 

Obedience to their chiefs command ; 

A soul for every enterprise, 

That never sees with terror’s eyes ; 

Friendship for eacli, and faith to all, 

And vengeeince vow’d for those who fall, 

Have made them fitting instruments 
For more than even my own intents. 

An<l some — Jind 1 have studied Jill 
Distinguish’d from the vulgar ranic. 

But chiefly to my counsel call 
The wisdom of the cautious Frank — 

And sonie to higher thoughts aspire, 

The last of Lambro’s patriots tliero 
Anticifjated freedom share ; 

And oft around the cavern fire 
On visionary schemes debate, 

I’o snatch the Rayahs from their fate. 

So let them ease their hearts with prate 
Of equal rights, which man ne’er luiew ; 

1 have a love for freedom too. 

Ay! let me like the ocean-patriarch ’’ roam, 

Or only linow on land the Tartar’s home ! 

My tent on shore, rny galley on the sea, 

Arc more than cities and serais to me : 

Borae by my stood, or wafted by my sail, 

Across flie desert, or before the gale. 

Bound where thou wilt, my barb ! or glide, my prow ! 
But be the star that guides the wanderer, Thou ! 
Thou, my Zuleika, share and bless my bark ; 

The dove of peace and promise to mine ark ! 

Or, since that hope denied in worlds of strife, 

Be thou the rainbow to the storms of life ! 

The evening beam that smiles the clouds away. 

And tints to-morrow with prophetic ray ! 

Blest — as the Muezzin’s strain from Mecca’s wall 
To pilgrims pure and p-ostrate at his call ; 

Soft — as tlie melody of youthful days, 

That steals the trembling tear of speechless praise ; 
Dear — as his native song to exile’s ears, 

Shall sound each tone thy long-loved voice endears. 
For thee in those bright isles is built a bower 
Blooming as Aden in its earliest hour. 

A thousand swords, with Selim’s heart and hand, 
Wait — wave — defend — destroy — at tliy command ! 
Girt by my band, Zuleika at my side, 

The spoil of nations shall bedeck my bride. 

The Haram’s languid years of listless ease 
Are well resign’d for cares — ^for joys like tliese : 

Not blind to fate, I see, where’er I rove, 

Urmumber’d perils — ^but one only love ! 

Yet well my toils shall that fond breast repay, 

Though fortune frown, or falser friends betray. 

How dear the dream in darkest hours of ill, 

Should all be changed, to find thee faithful still ! 

Be but thy soul, liko Selim’s, firmly shown ^ 

To thee be Selim’s tender as thine own ; 

To sooth each sorrow, share in each delight, 

Blend every thought, do all— but disunite! 

Once free, ’t is mine our horde again to guide ; 
Fnends to each other, foes to aught beside : 

Yet there we follow but tlie bent assign’d 
By fatal nature to man’s warring kind : 

Mark ! where his carnage and lus conquests cease ! 

> "" n;.Ve» a solitude, and calls it— peace ' 


I, like the rest, must use my skill or strength| 

But ask no land beyond iny sid)ro’8 length : 

Power sways but by division — ^her resource 
The blest alternative of fraud or force ! 

Ours be the last ; in time deceit may come 
When cities cage us in a social homo : ^ 

There even thy soul might err — how oft the heart 
Corruption shakes which peril could not part ! 

And w'oman, more than man, when death or wo 
Or even disgrace w'ouid lay her lover low. 

Sunk in the lap of luxiiry will shame — 

Away suspicion ! not Zuleilca’s name ! 

But life is liazard at the best ; juid here 
No more remains to win, and miicli to fear; 

Yes, fiiar! — the doubt, the dread of losing thee, 

By Osman’s power and (iiaflfir’s stern decree. 

That dread shall vanish with the favouring gale, 

Which love to-night hath promised to my sail ; 

No danger daunts the pair his smile hath blest, 

Their steps still roving, but tlieir hearts at rest. 

With thee all toils are sweet, each clime hath charms *, 
Earth — sea alike — our world within our arms ! 

Ay — let the loud winds whistle o’er the deck, 

So that those arms cling closer round my nock : 

The deepest murmur of this lip shall be 
No sigh for safety, but a prayer for thee ! 

The war of elements no fears impart 
To love, whose deadliest banc is human art : 

There lie the only rocks our course can check ; 

Here moments menace — ittere are years of wreck ! 

But hence yc thoughts that rise in Horror’s shape ! 
This hour bestows, or ever bars escape. 

Few words remain of mine my tale to close : 

Of thine but one to waft ns from our foes ; 

Yea — foes — to me will Giafiir’s Imte decline? 

And is not Osman, who would part us, tliiiie ? 

XXI. 

“ His head and faith from doubt and death 
Return’d in tin»« rny guard to save ; 

Few heard, none told, tliat o’er the wave 
From isle to isle 1 roved the while : 

And since, though parted from my band, 

Too seldom now T leave the land, 

No deed they ’vc done, nor deed shall do, 

Ere. I liave heard and doom’d it too : 

I form the plan, decree the spoil, 

’T is fit I oftener share the toil. 

But now too long I ’vc held thine car ; 

Time presses, floats my bark, and here 
We leave behind but hate and fear. 

To-morrow Osman with his train 
Arrives — to-night must break thy chain : 

And wouldst thou save that haughty Bey, 
Perchance his life who gave thee thine^ 

With me tliis hour away — away ! 

But yet, though thou art plighted mine, 

Wouldst thou recall thy vrilling vow, 

Appall’d by truths imparted now, 

Here rest I — ^not to see thee wed : 

But be that peril on my head !” 

XXII. 

Zuleika, mute and motionless, 

Stood like that statue of distress, 

When, her lost hope for ever gone. 

The mother harden’d into stone ; 

All in the maid that eye could see 
Was but a younger Niob^. 

But ere her lip, or even her eye, 

ISssay’d to speak, or look reply, 

Beneath the garden’s wicket porch 
Far flashed on liigh a blazing torch! 

Another — and another — and another— [ther 

“ Oh ! fly — ^no more— yet now my more than bro- 
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Far, wide, through every thicket spread, 

The fearful lights are gleaming red; 
these alone— for each right hand 
ready with a shcathless brand. 

Tltoy part, pursue, return, and wheel 
Wifii searching flambeau, shining steel ; 

And last of all, his sabre waving 
Stem Giaflir in his fury raving : 

And now almost they touch the cave — 

Oh ! must that grot be Selim’s grave 

mil. 

Dauntless he stood — “ ’t is come — soon past- 
Oiie kiss, Zuleika — ’t is my last : 

But yet my band not far from shore 
May hear this signal, see the flash ; 

Yet now too few — the attempt were rash 
No matter — ^yet one effort more.” 

Forth to the cavern mouth he slept 
His pistol’s echo rang on high, 

Zuloika started not, nur wept, 

Despair benumb’d her breast and eye ! — 

“ They hear me not, or if they ply 
Their oars, ’t is but to see me die ; 

That sound hath drawn my foes more nigh. 
Then forth my father’s scimitar. 

Thou ne’er hast seen less e(]ual war ! 
Farewell, Zuleika ! — Sweet ! retire : 

Yet stay within — here linger safe, 

At thee his rage will only chafe. 

Stir not — lest even to thee perchance 
Some erring blade or ball should glance. 
Fear’st tliou for him ? — may I expire 
If in this strife I seek thy sire ! 

No — though by him that (K>i6on pour’d ; 

No — though again he call me coward! 

But tamely shall I meet their steel ? 

No — as each crest save his may feel !” 


One bound he made, and gain’d the sand : 

Already at his feet hath sunk 
The foremost of the prying band, 

A gasping head, a quivering trunk: 
AnoUier falls — but round him close 
A swarming circle of his foes ; 

Prom right to left his path he cleft, 

And almost met the meeting wave : 

His boat appears — not five oars’ length — 
His comrades strain with desperate strength- 
Oh ! are they yet in time to save ? 

His feel the foremost breakers lave ; 

His hand arc plunging in the bay, 

Their sabres glitter through the spray ; 

Wet — wild — unwearied to the strand 
They struggle — now they touch the land ! 
They come — ’t is but to add to slaughter — 
His heart’s best blood is on the water. 


Escaped from shot, unharm’d by steel, 

Or scarcely grazfjd its force to feel, 

Had Selim won, betray’d, beset, 

To where the strand and billows met : 
There as his last step left the land, 

And the last death-blow dealt his hand — 
All ! wherefore did he turn to look 
For her his eye hut sought in vain ? 

That pause, that fatal gaze he took, 

Hath doom’d his death, or fix’d his chain. 
Sad proo^ in peril and in pain, 

How late will lover’s hope remain ! 

His back was to the dashing spray ; 

Behind, but close, his comrades lay. 


loi 

When, at Uie instant, hiss’d the ball— 

** So may tlie foes of Giaflir fall !” 

Whose voice is hoard? whose carbine rang? 
Whose bullet through die night-air sang, 

Too nearly, deadly aim’d to orr? 

’T is tliine — Abdallah’s murderer! 

The fadicr slowly rued thy hate, 

The son hath found a quicker fate: 

Fast from his breast die blood is bubbling, 

The wliiteness of the sea-foam troubling — 

If aught Ids lips essay’d to groan, 

The rushing billows chok’d the tone I 

XXVf. 

Mom slowly rolls the clouds away ; 

Few trophies of the fight are there : 

Tht) shouts that shook the midnight bay 
Are silent ; but some signs of fray 
That strand of strife may bear, 

And fragments of each sliivcr’d brand ; 

Steps stamp’d ; and dash’d into the sand 
The print of many a struggling hand 
May there be mark’d ; nor far remote 
A broken torch, an oarless boat ; 

And tangled on the weeds that heap 
The bcaeh where shelving to the deep 
There lies a white capote ! 

’T is rent in twain — one dark-red stain 
The wave yet ripples o’er in vain : 

But where is he wlio wore? 

Ye! who would o’er his relics weep, 

Go, seek them where the surges sweep 
Their burden round Sigisum’s steep, 

And cast on I.emnos’ shore : 

The sea-birds shriek above the prey, 

O’er which their hungry beaks delay, 

As shaken on his restless pillow, 

His head heaves with the heaving billow ; 

That, hand, whose motion is not lifcj, 

Yet feebly seems to menace strife. 

Flung by the tossing tide on high, 

Then levell’d with tlie wave — 

What recks it, though that corse shall lie 
Within a living grave? 

The bird that tears that jirostrale form 
Hath only robb’d the meaner worm ; 

The only heart, the only eye 
Had bled or wept to sec him die, 

Had soon those scatter’d limbs composed, 

And mourn’d above his tiirban-stone,^® 

That heart hath burst — that eye was closed — 
Yea — closed before his own ! 

XXVII. 

By Helle’s stream there is a voice of wail 
And woman’s eye is wet — man’s cheek is pale, 
Zuleika! last of Giaflir’s race, 

Thy destined lord is come too late , 

He sees not — ne’er shall see thy face ! 

Can he not hear 

The loud Wul-wullch warn his distant ear? 

Thy handmaids weeping at the gate, 

The Koran-chaunters of the hymn of fate. 

The silent slaves with folded arms that wait, 
lighs in the hall, and shrieks upon the gale, 

Tell him thy tale ! 

Thou didst not view thy Selim fall ! 

That fearful moment when he left flie cave 
Thy heart grew chill : 

He was tliy hope — thy joy — thy love — thine all • 

And that last thought on him thou couldst not lav 
Sufliced to kill; 

Burst forth in one wild cry — ^and aU wi« still. 

Peace to thy broken heart, and virgin grave . 



Ah! happy! but cf life to lose the worst! 

That grio^though deep— ^though fatal — was thy first ! 
Thrice happy ! ne*er to foel nor fear the force 
Of absencoj shame, pride, hate, revenge, remorse ! 

And, oh ! that pang where niort; than n^adness lies ! 
The worm tliat will not 8lcef» — and never dies ; 
Thought of the gloomy day and ghastly tkight. 

That dreads the darkness, and yet loathes the light, 
That winds around and tears tlie quivering heart! 

Ah! wherefore not consume it — and depart! 

Wo to time, rash and unrelenting chief ! 

Vainly thou heap'st the dust upon thy head, 

Vainly tlie sackcloth o’er thy limbs doth spread : 

By that same hand Abdallali — Selim bled. 

Now let it tear thy board in idle grief ; 

Thy pride of licart, thy bride for Usman’s bed, 

She, whom tliy sultan had but seen to wed, 

Thy daughter ’s dead ! 

Hope of tliine age, thy twilight’s lonely beam, 

The star hath set that shone on Hellc’s stream. 
What quench’d its ray ? — the blood that thou liast shed ! 
Hark ! to the hurried question of despair ; 

* Where is my child ?” — an echo answers — Where ?” 

XXVIII. 

Within the place of thousand tombs 
Thai shine beneath, while dark above 
The sad but living cypress glooms, 

And withers not, though branch and leaf 
Are stamp’d witli an eternal grief, 

Like early unrequited love, 

One spot exists, which ever blooms, 

Even in that deadly grove— 

A single rose is shedding tliere 
Its lonely lustre, meek and pale: 

It loolcs as planted by despair— 

So white — so faint — the slightest gale 
Might whirl the leaves on high ; 

And yet, though storms and blight assail. 

And hands more rude tlian wintry sky 
May wring it from tlie stem — in vain — 
To-morrow sees it bloom again ! 

The stalk some spirit gently rears, 

And waters with celestial tears; 

For well may maids of Hello deem 
That tills can be no earthly flower. 

Which mocks the tempest’s withering hour, 


And buds unsheher ’d by a bower ; 

Nor droofis, though spring refuse her showefi 
Nor WOOS the summer beam: 

To it the livelong night there sings 
A bird unseen — but not remote: 

Invisible his airy wings, 

But soft as harp that Houri strings 
His long entrancing note ! 

It were the bulbul; hut his throat, 

Though mournful, jxiurs not such a strain : 
For they who listen cannot leave 
The spot, but linger there and grieve 
As if they loved in vain! 

And yet so sweet the tears they shed, 

’T is sorrow so unmix’d with dread, 

I’hoy scarce can bear the mom to break 
That melancholy spell, 

And longer yet would weep and wake, 

He sings so wild and well! 

But when tlie day-blush bursts from high 
Expires that magic melody. 

And some have been who could believe 
(8o fondly youthful dreams deceive, 

Yet harsh be they that blame) 

That note so ]>icrcing and profound 
Will shape and syllable its sound 
Into Zuleika’s naino.^*'* 

’T is from her cypress’ summit heard, 

That melts in air tlio liquid word: 

’T is from her lowly virgin cnrtli 
That white rose takes its tender birth. 

TIwtc late was laid a marble stone ; 

Eve saw it placed — the morrow gone ! 

It was no mortal arm that bore 
That deep-fix’d j>illar to tlie shore ; 

For tliere, as Hello ’s legends tell, 

Next morn ’t was found where Selim fell ; 
Lash’d by the tumbling tide, whose wave 
Denied his bones a holier grave*. ; 

And there by night, rt^clineil, ’t is said, 

Is seen a ghastly turbon’d head ; 

And hence extended by the billow, 

’T is named the “ I’irate-phantom s pillow !” 
Where first it lay tJiat mourning flower 
Hath flourish’d ; lUiur’ished this hour, 

Alone and dewy, coldly pure and pale ; 

As weeping beauty’s cheek at sorrow’s talc! 


NOTES TO THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


Note 1. Page 93 lino 8. 

fV VD faint 0 Vr the gardens of Gut in her bloom. 

“ Guli” the rose. 

Note 2. Page 93, line 17, 

Con he smile on such deeds as his children have done? 

** Souls miuli* of fire, and children of the suu, 

With whom revenge ii virtue.” 

Young't Revettge. 

Note 3. Page 94, line 63. 

TViih Mtjrumn's taUj or SadVs song. 

Mejnoun and Leila, the Romeo and Juliet of the 
Bast. Sadi, the moral poet of Persia. 

Note 4. Page 94| line 64. 

THU /, who heard the deep tambour. 

Tambour, Turkish drum, which sounds at sunrise, 
noon, and twilight. 


Note 6. Page 94, line 125. 

He is an Aral) to my sigfd. 

The Turks abhor the Arabs (who return the compli- 
ment a hundred fold,) even more than they hate the 
Christians. 

Note 6. Pago 95, line 22, 

The mind, the music breathing frofn her face. 

This expression has met with objections, 1 will not 
refer to “ him who hath not music in his soul,” but 
merely request the reader to recollect, for ten seconds, 
the features of the woman whom he believes to be the 
most beautiful ; and if he then does not comprehend 
fully what is feebly expressed in the above line, I shall 
be sorry for us both. For an elorpient passage in the 
latest work of the first female writer of this, perhaps 
of any age, on the analogy (and the immediate com- 
parison excited by that analogy,) between “ painting 
and music,’’ see vol. iii. cap. 10. De l’Allemagme* 



WTES TO THE BRIDE OF ABYDOS. 


xoa 


And is not this connexion still stronger with the original 
than the copy ? With the colouring of nature than o' 
art ? After all, this is rather to be felt than described 
“ siill T think there are some who will understand it, ai 
least I'ley would have done, had tlicy beheld the coun- 
tenance whose speaking harmony suggested the idea 
for this passage is not drawn from imagination, bu 
memory, that mirror which affliction dashes to tht 
earth, and looking down upon the fragments, only be- 
holds the reflection multiplied . 

Note 7. Page 96, lino 44. 

But yet the line of CaraSTnan, 

Carasman Oglou, or Kara Osman Oglou, is tin 
principal landholder in Turkey ; ho governs Mugnosia 
those who, by a kind of feudal tenure, possess land oi 
condition of service, are called Tiinariots : they serve 
as Spahis, according to the cxtimt of territory, and 
bring a certain number into the field, generally cavalry 
Note 8. Page 95, line 56. 

And teach the messenger what fate. 

When a Pacha is siifficionlly strong to resist, the 
single messenger, who is always the first bearer of the 
order for his deatli, is strangled instead, and some- 
times five or six, one after the other, on the same 
errand, by command of the refractory patient; if, or 
the contrary, ho is weak or loyal, he bows, kisses tin 
Sultan’s respectable signature, and is bowstrung with 
great complacency. In 1810, several of these presenti- 
were exhibited in the niche of the Seraglio gate ; 
among others, the head of the Pacha of Bagdat, a 
bravo young man, cut off by treachery, after a despe- 
rate resistance. 

Note 9. Page 95, line 75. 

Thrice clapp'd his /irinds, and calVd his steed. 

Clapping of the hands calls the servants. Th< 
Turks hate a superfluous expenditure of voice, and 
they have no bolls. 

Note 10. Page 96, line 76. 

Resigned his gem-adamd chihowjuc.. 

Chibouque, the Turkish pipe, of which the amber 
inouth-jiiece and somolimes the hall which contains 
the leaf, is adorned with precious stones, if in posses- 
sion of the wealthier orders. 

Note 11. Page 95, line 78. 

With Maugrahee and Mamaluke. 

Maugrabee, Moorish mercenaries. 

Note 12. Page 95, line 79. 

His w;ay amid his Delis took. 

Deli, bravos who form the forlorn hope of the cavalry, 
and always begin the action. 

Note 13. Page 95, line 91. 

Careering cleave the folded felt. 

A twisted fold of felt is used for scimitar practice 
by the Turks, and few but Mussulman arms can cut 
through it at a single stroke : sometimes a tough tur- 
ban is used for the same purpose. The jerreed is a 
game of blunt javelins, animated and graceful. 

Note 14. Page 95, lino 94. 

Nor heard their OUahs wild and hud. 

“ OUahs,” Alla il Allah, the “ Loilies,” as the Span- 
ish poets call them, the sound is Ollah ; a cry of 
whicn the Turks, for a silent people, are somewhat 
profuse, particularly during the jerreed, or in the 
chase, but mostly in battle. Tlioir animation in the 
field, and gravity ‘in the chamber, with their pipes and 
comboloios, form an amusing contrast. 

Note 15. Page 95, line 113. 

The. Persian Atar-gul \s perfume. 

“Atar-gul,” ottar of roses. The Persian is the 
finest. 

Note 16. Page 95, line 115. 

The pictured roof and marble floor. 

The ceiling and wainscots, or rather walls, of the 
Mussulman apartments are generally painted, in great 
houses, with one eternal and highly . coloured view of 
Constantinople, wherein the principal feature is a 
noble contempt of perspective; below, arms, scimi- 
tars, &c. are m general fancifully and not inelegantly 
disposed. 


Note 17. Page 95, line 131. 

A message from the Bulbul hears. 

It has been much doubted whether the notes of this 
“ Lover of the rose,” are sad or merry ; and Mr. Fox’s 
remarks on the subject have provoked some learned 
controversy as to the opinions of the ancients on the 
subject. I dare not venture a conjeciure on the point, 
though a little inclined to the errare mallem,’* &c, if 
Mr. Fox teas mistaken. 

Note 18. Page 96, lino 29. 

Even. AzraA^from his deadly quiver, 

Azrael” — the angel of death. 

Note 19. Page 96, line 64. 

Within the cuves of Istahar. 

The treasures of the Preadamito Sultans. See 
D’Heiibelot, article Isiakar. 

Note 20. Page 96, line SO. 

Holds not a Mussdhn's control, 

Musselim, a governor, the next in rank after a Pacha ; 
a Waywode is the third ; and then come the Agas. 

Note 21. Pago 96, linn 81. 

Was he md bred in Egripo ? 

Egripo— the Negroponf. — Aerording to the proverb 
the Turks of Egri[>o, the Jews of Siiioiiica, and the 
Greeks of Alliens, are the worst of their respective 
■aces. 

Note 22. Page 97, line 9. 

Ah I yonder sec the T'clu)ccular. 

“ Tchoca<lsir” — one of the attendants who precedes a 
man of authority. 

Note 23. Page 97, line 79. 

7'lnnc ourn “ broad HeUesponf still dashes. 

The wrangling about this epithet, “ tlie broad Hellos- 
aont” or the “houndless Hellespont, ’’whether it means 
)nc or the other, or what it means at all, Jias been 
heyond all possibility of ilotail. I have even heard it 
disputed on the spot; and, not foreseeing a mieedy 
conclusion to the eontroveisy, amused myself with 
swimming across it in the meantime, and probably may 
;ain, before the point is settled. Indeed the question 
{ to the truth of “ the tale of Troy divin( " still i 
1UO.S, much of it resting iqion the taiismanic word 
* aneifiog probably Homer had the satne notion of 
[istaniM* that a coquette has of lime, and when he talks 
f bouinlless, means half a mile ; as the latter, by a like 
igiirt‘, when she says eternal attachment, simply spe- 
:ihes three weeks. 

Note 24. Page 97, line 90. 

Which Ammon's son ran proudly round. 

Before his Persian invasion, and i^rownod the altar 
.vith laurel, &c. He was afterwards imitated by Cara- 
:alla in his race. It is believed that the, last also 
oisoried a friend, named F<;stws, fi)r the sake of new 
*atroclaii games. I have S('eri the sheep feeding on 
le tombs of ASsietes and Antiloehus ; the first is in 
tie centre of the ]>lain. 

Note 25. Page 97, line 109. 

0’^r which her fairy fingers ran. 

When rnhbtsd, the amber is suscepUbltj of a perfume, 
which is slight, but not disagreeable. 

Note 26. Page 97, line 112. 

Her mother's sainted anndet. 

The belief ill amulets engraved on gems, or inclosed 
in gold boxes, containing scraps from the Koran, worn 
•ound the neck, wrist, or arm, is still universal in the 
East. The Koorsee (throne) verse in the second chap. 

>f the Koran describes the attributes of the most High, 
and is engraved in this manner, and worn by the pious, 
os the most esteemed and sublime of all sentences. 

Note 27. Page 97, line 115. 

A-nd. by her Comboloio lies. 

“ Comboloio” — a Turkish rosary. The MSS. par- 
icularly those of the Persians, are richly adorned and 
'Inminaled. The Greek females are kept in utter 
Ignorance ; but many of the Turkish girls are highly 
accomplished, though not actually qualified for a Chris- 
:\an coterie ; perhaps some of our own “ blues” might 
lOt bo the worse for bleaching. 



Note 28. Page 28, line 84. 

In him vm tome yowig GaUongee. 
**Oalioiigee”— or Galiongi, a sailor, that is, a Turk^ 
kk tailor; Greeks navigate, the Turks work ihe 

r i. Their dress is picturesque ; and 1 have seen 
Captain Pacha more than once wearing it as a 
kind of incog. Their legs, however, are generally 
naked. The buskins described in the text as sheathed 
behind with silver, are those of an Arnaut robber, who 
was my host, (he had quilted the profession,) at his 
Pyrgo, near Gastouni in the Morea ; they were plated 
in scales one over the other, like the back of an arma- 
dillo. 

Note 29. Page 98, line lOS 
So may the Koran verse dixplay^d. 

The characters on all Turkish scimitars .contain 
; sometimes the name of the place of their manufacture, 
but more generally a text from the Koran, in letters of 
gold. Among those in my possession, is one with a 
Hade of singular construction ; it is very broad, and the 
edge notched into serpentine curves like the ripple of 
water, or the wavering of flame. I asked the Armenian 
who sold it, what possible use such a figure could add 
he said, in Italian, that he did not know ; but the Mus- 
sulmans liad an idea that those of this form gave a 
, severer wound ; and liked it bccrause it was “ piu fo- 
roce,” I did not much admire the reason, but bought 
it ;or its peculiarity, 

X - SO. Page 98, line! Ifi. 

But lihe the nqdiew of a Cain. 

It is to be observed, that evrjry allusion to any thing 
or |‘ '‘rsonage in the Old Testament, such as the Ark, 
or Cain, is equally the privilege of Mussulumn and 
Jew: indee<i, the’fornrnr |>rofe<s‘ to be much better 
acquainted with the live,i, true and fabulous, of the pa- 
triarchs, than is warranted by our own sacred writ, and 
not content with Adam, tht'y have a biography of Pre- 
Adamites. Solomon is the monarch of all necromancy, 
and Moses a prophet inferior only to Olirist and Ma- 
homet. Zuleika is the Persian name of Potiphar’s 
wife, and her amour with J(*seph constitutes one of the 
finest poems in the language. It is therefore no vio- 
lation of costume to put the names of Cain, or Noah, 
into the mouth of a Moslem. 

Note 31. Pago 98, line 134. 

Aitd Pasu)an^8 rebel hordes attest. 

Paswan Oglou, the rebel of Widin, who for the last 
years of his life, set the whole power of the Porte at 
ae-fiance. 

Note 32. Page 99, line 11. 

They gave their horsetails to the wind. 

Horsetail, the standard of a Pacha. 

Note 33. Page 99, lino 24, 

He drank mie draughty nor needed more. 

Giaffir, Pacha of Argyro Castro, or Scutari, I am not 
sure which, was actually taken ofl^by the Albanian Ali, 
in the manner described in the text. Ali Pacha, while 
I was in the countiy, married the daughter of his vic- 
tim, some years after the event had taken place, at a 
bath in Sophia, or Adrianopie. The poison was mixed 
in the cup of coffee, which is presented before the sher- 
bet by tlie bath-keeper, after dressing. 

Note 34. Page 99, line 136. 

I sought 6y tumt and sate them all. 

The Turkish notions of almost all islands are con- 
fined to the Archipelago, the sea alluded to. 


Note 35. Page 100, tine 22. 

The last of patriots there. 

Lambro Canxani, a Greek, famous for his efri»tt«<*l . 
1789-90 for the independence of his country ytfUn- 
doned by the Russians, he became a pirate, ^nd the 
Archipelago was the scene of his enterprises. He is 
said to he still alive at Petersburg!). He and Riga are 
the two most celebrated of the Greek revolutionists. 

Note 36. Page 100, line 26. 

To snatch the Rayahs frm (heir fate. 

" Rayahs” all who pay the capitation tax, called the 
“ Haratch.” 

Note 37. Page 100, line 30, 

Ay! let me like the ocean-patriarch roam. 

The first of voyages is one of the few with which tbe 
Mussulmans profess much acquaintance. 

Note 38. Page 100, line 31. 

Or only know on land the Tartars home. 

The wandering life of the Arabs, Tartars, andTurluv 
mans, will be found well detailed in any book of Eastern 
travels. That it possesses a charm peculiar to itself 
cannot be denied. A young French renegado con- 
fessed to Chateaubriand, that he never found himself 
alone, gallrrping in the desert, without a sensation ap- 
jiroaching to rapture, winch W'as indescribable. 

Note 39. Page 100, line 51. 

Blooming as Aden in Us earliest hour, 

^‘Jannal al Aden,” the perpetual abode, the Mussul- 
mn Paradi.se. 

Note 40. Page 101, line 116. 

And moum\i above his iurhan>»sione. 

a turl>an is carved in stone above the graves of men 
•nly. 

Note 41. Page 101, line 125, 

The loud Wvl-mlhh warn his distant ear. 

The death-song of the Turkish women. The “ silent 
laves” are the men whose notions of decorum forbid 
complaint in public. 

Note 42. Page 102, line 23. 

“ Where is wy child — an echo nnmers — “ Where 

“I came to the plac(' of iny birth and cried, *tho 
Vionds of my youth, where arc they V and an Echo 
answered, ‘ Where are they ?’ ” 

From an Arabic MS. 

The above quotation (from which the idea in the 
.ext is taken) must be already familiar to every reader 
— it is given in the first annouilion, page 67, of the 
'Pleasures of Memory a poem so well known as to 
'cnder a reference almost superfluous; but to whose 
•ages all will be delighted to recur. 

Note 43. Page 102, line 72. 

Into Zuktkds name. 

“ Aud airy tongue* that tyllabte mei/i nairM-s." 

Milton. 

For a belief that the souls of the dead inhabit the 
)rra of birds, we need not travel to the east. Lord 
.yttleton’s ghost stoiy, the belief of the Dutchess of 
Kendal that George I. flew into tier window in the 
ihape of a raven, (see Orford's Reminiscences,) and 
nany other instances, bring this superstition nearer 
lome. The most singular was the whim of a Wor- 
;ester lady, who, believing her daughter to exist in the 
jhape of a singing bird, literally furnished her pew in 
,he Cathedral with cages-full of the kind ; and as she 
was rich, and a benefactress in beauUfying the church, 
DO objection was made to her harmless folly. For this 
anecoote see Orford’s Letters. 



THE CORSAIR, 


A TALE. 


1 mol penaleri la Ini darmir naii iKinuu/* 

TAi^O, Canto ducimo^ (Jerutalmtmi lAbmata, 


THOMAS MOORE, ESU. 

MV PKAR WOOHK, 

I do(ii(*al.e to yow tlie last proiluction with which I 
sliall trcfc’jiasM on [>uh1ic patience, and your indul^eiicc, 
for some years; and I own that I ft-cl unxinos to avail 
tliisj latest and only opportunit y of adorning rny 
with a name, cunsecTatod by unslialioii public 
pil'jcipie, and the most undoubted and vri-kmis tah nts. 
VVlti'it' Ireland ranks yon ainori}; the iirniest of Imt pa- 
M ioi.s ; wliile you stand alone the tirst ofiior hartls in her 
< ^(lnlal ion, and Britain repeats ainl ratities iho decrei!, 
priniit one, whose only regret, since our first ac.'HJalrn- 
.uita , lias been Ihi^ years In' had lost befoie it connnenerd, 
io add the humble but siueerc .suflrage, of (iiendship, to 
P:-' voice of more than om nation. It will at least pro 
voti, that I have neither tor^otfen tJie gratiin-ation 
(Tved from your society, nor abandoned tbe prospect 
bf. renewal, wfienever your leisure or inclination allows 
u to alone to your fri<mds for too long uii alisenee. It i 
.avid among those friends, I trust truly, that yon arej 
eopnged in the composiiion of a poem whose scene will ' 
!•’. laid in the East; none can do those scenes so much 
(! 1 st, ice, The wrongs of your ow'ii country, the magiiili- 
eent and fiery .spirit of iier sons, the beauty and feeling ot 
her (iauyhtery, may tliere be found: arid (Jollius, when 
ho denonhnatod Ins Oriental his Irish Eclogues, was not 
aw are how true, at least, was a part of his parallel, Ymir 
imagination will create a warmer sun, and less clouded 
^l■ V : but wildness, tci)derncs.s and originality arc ])art 
*>{’ year national claim of oriental descent, to wliich you 
ii.ive already thus far proved your title more clearly than 
iho most zealous of your country’s anlkjnariaiis. 

JVlay 1 .add a few w'ords on a subject oii which all men 
I IV supposed 10 be fluent, and none agreeable? — Sell. 

! have written much, and published more than enough 
o dmnaiid a longer silence than I now meditate ; but for 
•jome years to como it is my iuieiition to tempt no 
urther tlic award of gixls, men, nor columns.” In 
he present composition I have attempted not the most 
lifficult, but, perhaps, the best adapted measure to our 
iuiguage, the good old and now noglocted heroic couplet. 
I'he stanza of Spencer is perhaps too slow and dignified 
hr narrative ; thougli, £ confess, it is the measure most 
fter my own heart : Scott alone, of tlie present genera- 
lon, has hitherto completely Iriumfihed over the fatal 
acility of the octo-syllabic verso ; and this is not the least 
ictory of his fertile and mighty genius : in blank verse, 
Thomson, and our dramatists, are the beacons 
kat shine along the deep, but warn u.s from the rough 
nd barren rock on which tliey are kindled. The heroic 
ouplet is noi the most popular measure certainly ; but 
s I did not deviate into the other from a wish to flatter 
'hat is called public opinion, I shall quit it without] 


further apology, and take my chance once more with that 
versiticatioTi, in which I have hitherto published notliing 
but compositions wliose former circulation is part of my 
presrnf, and wall be of my future regret. 

With regard to my story, and stories in general, I 
should have been glad to have r(?iide,red niy ficrsonagcs 
more perfiict and amiable, if possible, inasmuch as I 
Jiave been sometimes criticisoil, and considered no less 
esponsililc for their deeds and qualifies than if all bed 
been personal. Be it so — if 1 have deviated into the 
gliKiiuy vanity of “ drawing from self,” the pictures are 
jirolably like, .«irice they are unfavourable ; and if not, 
those who know' me- are undeceived, and those who do 
not, I have Utile interest in undeceiving. I have no 
particular de.sire that any but my acquaint tincc should 
think the author better than the beings of his nuagining; 
but 1 cannot help a little .surprise., and perhaps ainuse- 
nieiit, a! some odd cnlical evciptions in the present 
iii‘:t.uiec', when I rta several hauls, (far ni'-'t'c dwservmg, 
I allow,) in very reputable plight,, and quite exempted 
Iroin all particijiation in the faults of those heroes, who, 
neverlb('ie,ss, might he found with little more morality 
t'.ian “ 'I'lie. (.liaour,” and perhaps-'-but no — I must admit 
t.’liikh? Harold to be u very repulsive {lersonage; and as 
his identity, those who like it must give him whatever 
“ alias” they please. 

11, however, it were worth while to remove the im- 
prt ssion, if might Im' of some .service to me, that the man 
who is alikn the delight of hi.s readers and his friends, 
the poet of ill! circles, and the idol of his own, permits 
me here and elsewhere to subscribe mysclt; 

most truly, and afibctionately, 
his obedient servant, 

BYRON. 

JwMQry % 1814. 


CANTO 1. 


it!B«un mai^ior dolors , 

Che riconlanii del tem]x> fclice 
NeJk roiecria,- 

ZlAliTI. 


“O’er the glad waters of the dark blue sea, 

Our thoughts as boundless, and our souls as free, 
Far as the breeze can bear, the billows ibam, 
Survey our empire, and behold our home ! 

These are our realms, no limits to their sway — 
Our flag the sceptre all who meet obey. 

Ours Uie wild life in tumult still to range 
From toil to rest, and joy in every change. 
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Oh) who can tell? not thou, luxurious slave ! 

Whoso soul would sicken o’er the heaving wave ; 

Not thou, vain lord of wantonness and ease ! 

Whom slumber soothes not — pleasure cannot please — 
Oh, who can tell, save he whose heart hath tried, 

And danced in triumph o’er the waters wide, 

The exulting sense — the pulse’s maddening play. 

That thrills the wanderer of tliat trackless way 1 
That for itself can woo the approaching fight. 

And turn what some deem danger to delight ; 

That seeks what cravens shun with more than zeal, 
And where the feebler faint-~can only feel — 

Feel — to the rising bosom’s inniost core, 

Its hope awalccn and its spirits soar ? 

No dread of deatli — if with us die our toes — 

Save that it seems even duller than repose : 

Come when it will — we snatch the life of life — | 

When lost — ^what recks it — by disease or strife ? ' 

Let him who crawls enamour’d of decay 
Cling to his couch, and sicken years away ; 

Heave his thick breath, and shake his palsied head ; 
Ours — the fresh turf, and not the feverish bed. 

While gasp by gasp he falters forth his soul, 

Ours with one pang — one bound — escapes t;ontrol. 

His corse may lx)aHt its um and narrow cave, 

And they who loathed his life may gild his grave: 

Ours are the tears, though few, sincerely shed, 

When ocean shrouds and sepulchres our dead. 

For us, even bantjucts fond regret supply 
In the red cup that crowns our memory ; 

And the brief epitaph in danger’s day, 

When those who win at length divide the prey, 

And cry, remembrance saddening o’er each brow, 

How had the bravo who fell exulted note /” 


Such were the notes that from the pirate’s isle 
Around the kindling watch*fire rang the while ; 

Such were tlie sounds that thrill’d the rocks along, 

And unto ears as rugged seem’d a song! 

In scatter’d groups upon the golden sand, 

They game — carouse — converse — or whet the brand ; 
Select the arms — to each his blade assign, 

And careless ey<j the blood that dims its shine ; 

Repair the boat, replace tlie helm or oar, 

While others straggling muse along the shore ; 

For the wild bird the busy springes set, 

Or spread beneath the snn the dripping net ; 

Gaze where some distant sail a speck supplies, 

With all the thirsting eye of entcTpri&o ; 

Tell o’er the tales of many a night of toil, 

And marvel where they next shall seize a spoil : 

No matter where — their chief’s allotment tltis; 

Theirs, to believe no prey nor i>lan amiss. 

But who that Chief? His name on every shore 
Is famed and fear’d — they ask and know no more. 
With these he mingles not but to command ; 

Few are his words, but keen his eye and hand. 

Ne’er seasons he with mirth their jovial mess, 

But they forgive liis silence for success. 

Ne’er for his lip the purpling cup they fill, 

That goblet passes him untasted still — 

And for his fare — the rudest of his crew 
Would that, in turn, have pass’d nntasted loo ; 

Barth’s coarsest bread, tlie garden’s homeliest roots, 
And scarce tlie summer luxury of fruits, 

His short repast in humbleness supply 
Witli all a hermit’s board would scarce deny. 

But while he shuns the grosser joys of sense, 

His mind seems nourish’d by that abstinence. 

“ Stesr to that shore I” — ^they sail. “ Do tliis I” — is done : 
* ftwn and follow me !” — the spoil is won. 
TIvflMMIHipt Ins necents and his actions still, 

Awl iST dibey and fow inquire his will ; 


To such, brief answer and contemptuous eye 
Convey reproof nor further deign reply. 

Ilf. 

“A sail ! — a sail !” — a promised prize to hope! * 

Her nation — flag — how spealis the telescope 'If 
No prize, alas ! — but yet a welcome sail : 

The blood-red signal glitters in tlie gale. 

Yes — she is ours — a home-returning bark — 

Blow fair, thou breeze ! — she anchors ere tlie dark 
Already iloiiblcd is the cape — our bay 
Receives that prow' which proudly spurns the spra} 
How gloriously her gallant course she goes ! 

Her white wirig.s flying— never from her foes — 

She walks the waters like a thing of life, 

And seems to dare tlie elements to strife. 

Who would not brave the battle-fire — the wreck— 

I To move the monarch of her peopled deck ? 

IV. 

Hoarse o’er her side tlie rustling cable rings ; 

Th<‘ sails are furl’d ; and anchoring round she swir 
And gathering loiterers on the land discern 
Her boat descending from the latticed stern, 

’T is mann’d — the oars keep concert to the strand, 
Till grates her ketd upon the shallow sand. 

Hail to the welcome shout ! — the friendly speech ! 
When hand grasps hand uniting on the beach; 

The smile, the (piestion, and the quick reply, 

And the heart’s jiromise of festivity ! 

V. 

The tidings spread, and gathering grows the crowd 
The hum of voice's, and tJie laughter loud, 

And woman’s gentler anxious tone is heard — 

Friends’ — husbands’- — lovers’ names in each dear W' 
Oh! are they safe? w'o tusk not of success — 

But shall vve see tlicm? will their accents bless? 
From wdiere the buttle roars — the billows chafe — 
Tlicy doubtless boldly did — ^but who arc safe ? 

Here let them haste to gladden and surprise, 

And kiss the doubt from these delighted eyes !” 

VI. 

“Where is our chief? for him we boar report — 

And doubt tliat joy — whicl) hails our coming — slior 
Yet thus sincere — ’tis cheering, tliough so brief; 

But, Juan! instant guide us to our chief: 

>ir greeting paid, vvc’Il feast on our return, 

And all shall liear what each may wish to leai*n.” 
Ascending slowly by the rot:k-hewn way, 

To where his watch-tower beetles o’er the bay, 

By bushy brake, and wild {lowers blossoming, 

And freshness bniathing from each silver spring, 

I'Vhose scatter’d streams from granite basins burst, 
^eap into life, and sparkling woo your thirst ; 

^rom crag to clifl’ they mount — Near yonder cave, 
What lonely straggler looks along the wave ? 

In pensive posture leaning on the brand, 

Not oft a resting-staff* to that red hand ? 

’Tis ho — ’tis Conrad— here— as wont — alone; 

On — Juan ! — on — and moke our purpose known. 

The bEurk he views — and tell him we would greet 
His car willi tidings he must quickly meet; 

We dare not yet approach — tliou know’st his mood, 
Wlien strange or uninvited steps intrude.” 

VII. 

Him Juan sought, and told of their intent — 

Ho spake not — ^Imt a sign express’d assent. 

These Juan calls — flioy come — to their salute 
He bends him slightly, but his lips are mute. 

These letters, Chie^ are from the Greek — tlio spy 
Who still proclaims our sfioil or jieril nigh : 

What-e’er his tidings we can well report, 

Much that” — “ Peace, peace I” — ho cuts tlioir prating 
short. 
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Wondering they turn, ab^h’d, while each to each 
Conjecture whispers in his muttering speech; • 
They watch his glance witli many a stealing look, 
To gather how tliat eye the tidings took ; 

But, th'ls as if he guess’d, with head aside, 
Perchance from some emotion, doubt, or pride, 

He read the scroll — “ My tablets, Juan, hark — 
Where Is Gonsalvo?” 

“In the anchor’d bark.” 

“ There let him stay — to him tliis order bear — 
Back to your duty — for my course prepare : 

Myself this enterprise to-night will share.” 

“ To-night, Lord Conrad 

^ “Ay ! at set of sun: 

The breeze will fre.shen when the day is done. 

My corslet — cloak — one hour — and we are gone. 
Sling on thy bugle — see that free from rust 
My carbine-lock springs worthy of my trust ; 

Be the edge sharpen’d of my boarding brand, 

And give its guard more room to fit my hand. 

This lei the Armourer with s])e(?d dispose ; 
l.ast time, if more fatigued mv arm than foes; 

Mark that the signul-gnn he duly fired, 

To tell us when the hour of stay’s exjnred.” 

VIII, 

'JMiey make obeisance, and retire in haste, 

Too soon to seek again the watery waat**: 

Vet they rcfiine not — so that Conrad guides, 

And who dare r|uestiuii auglir that ho decides ? 

'J’hat man »>f louf'liness an<l inyslery, 

Scarc(! seen to smile, and seldom laianl to sigh ; 
Whose name appals the fiercest of his crew, 

And tints eaeh swarthy che(‘-k with sallower hue; 
Still sways their souls witli that conirnanding art 
That dtiz’/les, leads, yet chills the vulgar heart. 
What is that spe.ll, that thus his lawless train 
fhirifess and lUivy, yet o[)j)ose in vain ? 

Vvliat should it he, that tlius their fate can bind? 
The power of Thought— dhe magic of the Mind ! 
Jjink’d with sucee.ss, assumed and kept with skill, 
That moulds an<»tlior’s wcakntiss to its will; 

WieUls with their hands, but, still to these unknown. 
Makes even their mightiest deeds a]>p(‘ar his own. 
Such hath it been — shall he — honeath the sun 
The many still must labour for the one ! 

’T is Nature’s doom — but let tlu! wretch who toils, 
Accuse not, hate not /lim who wear.s the spoils 
Oh! if ho knew the weight of sjilendid chains, 

How light the balance of his humbler pains ! 

rx. 

Unlike the heroes of each ancient race, 

Demons in act, but Gods at least in fiicc, 

In Connid’s form seems little to atlmire, 

Though his dark eyebrow* shades a glance of fire : 

Robust but not Herculean — to die eight 

Nt) giant frame sets forth his common heiglit ; 

V'et, in the whole, who paused (,o look again, 

Saw more than marks the crowd of vulgar men ; 
They gaze and marvel how — and still confess 
That thus it is, but why they cannot guess. 
Sun-burnt his cheek, his forehead high and pale 
The sable curls in wild profusion veil; 

And oft perforce his rising lip reveals 
The haughtier thought it curbs, but scarce conceals. 
Though smooth his voice, and calm his general mien. 
Still seems there something he would not have seen : 
His features’ deepening lines and varying hue 
At times attracted, yet perplex’d tlio view, 

As if within that raiirkiness^ of mind 
Work’d feelings fearful, and yet undefined ; 

Such might it be — that none could truly tell — 

Too dose inquiry his stem glance would queii. 

There breathe but few whoso aspect might defy 
The full encounter of his searching eye : 


lOT 

Ho had the skill, when Cunning’s gaze would seek 
To probe his heart and watch his changing cheek, 

At once tlie observer’s purpose to espy. 

And on himself roll baf’k liis scrutiny, 

Lest he to Conrad rather should betray 

Some secret thought, than drag that chief’s to day. 

There w*as a laughing Devil in his sneer. 

That raised emotions both of rage and fear; 

And whore his frown of hatred darkly fell, 

Hope withering fled — and Mercy sigh’d farewell I 

X. 

Slight are the oiitwaril signs of evil thought, 

Within — within — ’t was there the spirit wrought ! 
liOve shows all changes — Hate, Ambition, Guile, 
Betray no furl her than the bitter smile ; 

I'he lip’s least curl, the lightest paleness throwm 
Along the govern’d aspect, speak alone 
Of dcH'pcr passions ; and to judge tlioir mien. 

He, who would see, must be himself unseen. 

Then — witli the hurried tread, the upward eye, 

The clenclied hand, tlie pause of agony. 

That listens, starting, lest tlie step too near 
Approach intrusive on that mood of fear: 

I'hen — with eafih feature working from the heart, 

With feelings loosed to strengthen — not depart: 

That rise — convulse — contend — thnt freeze, or glow, 
Kliisli in the dieek, or damp upon the brow ; 

7’lien — Stranger! if thou canst, and tremblcst not, 
Behold Ills soul — the rest that soothes his lot! 

Mark — how tliat lone and blighted bosom sears 
The s<*aihiijg thought of execrated years ! 

Behold — hut wlio hath seen, or e’er shall see, 

Man as himself — tlic secret s[>irit free? 

XT. 

Yet was not Conrad thus by Nature sent 
I’o lead the gi^ilty — guilt’s worst instrument — 
ilis soil! was changed, beffire his deeds had driven 
fliin fiwth to war with man and forfeit heaven. 

Warp’d by the world in Disapi»ointment’s school, 

In w’ords tt>o wise, in conduct t/fcre a fool ; 

Too firm to yield, and far too proud to stoop, 

Doom’d by his very virtues for a dupe, 

He eiirsed those virtues as the cause of ill, 

And not tlie traitors wlio lietray’d him still ; 

Nor deem’d that gifts bestow’d on better men 
Had lefl him joy, and means to give again. 

Fear'd — shunn'd — belied — ere youth had lost her fore 
He hated man too mucli to feel remorse, 

And thought the voice of wrath a sacred call, 

To pay the injuries of some on all. 

He knew himself a villain — but he deem’d 
The re.st no belter than the thing he seem’d ; 

And scorn’ll the best as liyjiocrites who hid 
Those deeds tlio bolder spirit plainly did. 

He knew himself detested, but he knew 
The hearts that loathed him, crouch’d and dreaded to< 
Lone, wild, and strange, he stood’ alike exempt 
Fiom all alfection and from all contempt: 

Hi.s name could sadden, and his acts surprise ; 

But they that fear’d him dared not to despise : 

Man spurns the worm, but pauses ere he wake 
The slumbering venom of the folded snake : 

The first may turn — but not avenge the blow ; 

The last expires — ^but leaves no living foe ; 

Fast to the doom’d offender’s form it clings, 

And he may crush — not conquer — still it stings ! 

XII. 

None are all evil — quickening round his heart) 

One softer feeling would not yet depart ; 

Ofl could lie sneer at otlicrs as beguiled 
By passions wortliy of a fool or cJiild ; 

Yet ’gainst tliat passion vainly still he strove, 

And even in liim it asks the name of Love I 
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Felt but for one from whom he never rnngod ; 
Though fairest captives daily met his eye, 

He sbunn’d, nor sought, brjt coldly pass’d them hy ; 
Though many a beauty droop’d in prison’d bower, 
None ever soothed his most unguarded hour. 

Yes — ^it was Love — if thoughts of tenderness, 

Tried in temptation, strengthen’d by distress, 
Unmoved by absence, firm in every clime, 

And yet— Oh more than all ! — untired hy time ; 
Which nor defeated hope, nor baffled wilo, 

(Jould render sullen were she near to smile, 

Nor rage could fire, nor sickness fret to vent 
On her one murmur cjf his discontent ; 

Which still would meet with joy, with calnmess part, 
.Lest that his look of grief should reaf^h her heart ; 
Which nought removed, nor menaced to remove — 

If there be love in mortals — this was love ! 

He was a villain — ay — reproaches shower 
On him — ^but not the passion, nor its power. 

Which only j^roved, all oth<'r virtues gone, 

Not guilt itself could qiicncli this loveliest one ! 

XIII. 

Ho paused a moment — till his hastening men 
Pass’d the first winding downward to the glen. 

“ Strange tidings ! — many a peril have I past, 

Nor know I why this neat appears the last ! 

Yet so my heart forberias, but must not fear, 

Nor shall my followow find mo falter here. 

’T is rash to meet, btit surer death to wait 
Till hero they hunt us to undoubted fate ; 

And, if my plan but hold, and Fortune smile, 

We’ll furnish mourners for our fiuieral-pile. 

Ay— let them slumber — peaceful be their dreams ! 
Mom ne’er awoke tliem witli siath brilliant beams 
As kindlo high to-niglit (hut blow, thou breeze!) 

To warm these slow avengers of the seas. 

Now to Medora — Ob ! iny sinking heart, 

Long may her own he lighter than thou art! 

Vet w'as I brave— mean boast where all are brave! 
Fv’n insects sting for aught they seek to save. 

This common courage which with brutes we shar«», 
That owes its deadliest effltris to despair, 

Small merit claims — ^but ’t was my nobler hope 
To teach my few with numbers still to cope ; 

Long have I led them — not to vainly bleed ; 

No medium now — we perish or succeed ! 

So let it he— it irks not mo to die ; 

But thus to urge them whence they cannot fly. 

My lot hath long had little of my care, 

But chafes my pride tlms baffled in tho snare ; 

[s this my skill? my craft? to set at last 
Hope, power, and life upon a single cast? 

Oh, Fate !— mccuso tliy folly, not thy fate — 

She may redeem theo still — ^nor yet too late.” 

XIV. 

Thus witli inmseir communion held he, till 
He reach’d the summit of his tower-crown’d hill : 
There at the portal paused — for wild and soft 
He heard those accents never heard too oft ; 

Through the high lattice far yet sweet they rimg, 

And these the notes his bird of beauty sung : 

1 . 

‘ Deep in my soul that tender secret dwells, 

Lonely and lost to light for ovennore, 

Save when to thine my heart resjwnsive swells, 

Then trembles info silence as before, 

2 . 

* There, in its centre, a sepulchral lamp 
Bums tho slow flame, eternal — but unseen ; 

Which not tho darkness of desfiair can damp, 

Though vain its ray as it had never been. 


3 . 

‘‘Remember me- -Oh! pass not thou my grave 
Without one thought whoso relics there reclines 
Tiie only pang my bosom dare not bravo 
Must be to find forgetfulness in thino. '' 

4 , 

“My flind<>sl — faintest. — latest accents hear — 

Grief fi»r the dead not Virtue can reprove ; 

Then give me all I evtir ask’d — a tear. 

The first — the last — sole reward of so much love !* 

He pass’d tlie portal — cross’d the corridor©, 

And reach’d the (diamber as the strain gave o’er: 
'My own Medora! sure tliy song is sad — ” 

In Conrad’s absence wonldst tliou have it glad? 
W'^ithout thine ear to listen to niy lay, 

5till must my song my thoughts, my soul betray 
Still must each accent to my bosom suit, 

My heart unhush’d — allhmigh my lips were muto ! 

Oh ! many a night on this lone (ioifch reclined, 

My dreaming fi;ar with storms hath wing’d (he wiml, 
And deem’d (he breath that faintly fann'd thy sail 
The murmuring prelude of the riid^r gale; 

Though soft, it seem’d the low prophetic dirge, 

Tliat monrii’d thee floating on the savage surge ; 

Still would T rise to rouve the beacon fire, 

'.est spies less true should let the Maze expire; 

And many a rc.stlcs.s hour outwatch’d each star. 

And morning came— and still thou W’crt afar. 

Oil ! how the chill blast on my bosom blew, 

And day broke dreary on my Iroubhid view, 

And still I gazed and gazed — and not a prow 
W^as granted to my tears — my tnilb — my vow ? 

'Vt length — ’twas noon — I hail’d and blest the mast 
That met my sight — it near’d — Alas! it past! 

Another came — Oh God! ’twas thine at last! 

Vould that those days w’ere over! w’ilt thou ne’er, 

% Conrad ! learn the joys of peace to share ? 
lure, iliou hast more than wealth, and many a home 
As bright as this invite.s us not to roam ; 

Tliou know'sl it is not peril that 1 fear, 

~ only trcmhle when thou art not here ; 

'hen not fir mine, but that far tbuirer life, 

Which flies from love and languishes for strife — 

Tow strange that heart, to me so tender still, 

Jhould war with nature and its better will !” 

yr*a, strange indeed — that heart hath long been changed, 
Vorm-!ike ’l wa.s Iramplefl — adder- 1 ike avenged, 

Vitliout one ho{)e on earth beyond thy lovi*, 
nd scaree a glimiise. of mercy from above, 
et the same feeling wiiicli thou dost condemn. 

Ay very love to thee is hate to thorn, 
o closely mingling here, that di.sentwinod, 
cease to love thee when I love mankind : 
et dread not Uiis— the proof of all that post 
ssures tho future that my love will rest ; 
iut — Ch, Medora ! nerve thy gentle heart, 

'his hour again — but not for long — we part.” 

This hour wc part ! — my heart foreboded this : 

'hus ever fade my fairy dreams of bliss. 

'his hour — it cannot bo — this hour away ! 
on bark hath hardly anchor’d in the bay: 
er consort still is absent, and her crew 
ave need of rest before tliey toil anew : 

Ay love ! thou mock’st my weakness ; and wouldst stool 
Ay breast before the time when it must feel ; 
lul trifle now no more with my distress, 

>uch mirtli hath less of play than bitterness, 
ie silont, Conrad ! — dearest ! come and share 
he feast these hands delighted to prepare ; 
light toil ! to cull and dress thy frugal fare 
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See, I have pluck’d the fruit, that promised best, 

And where not sure, perplex’d, but pleased, I guess’d 
At such as seem’d tlte fiiirest : thrice the hill 
My steps have wound to try lluj coolest rill ; 

Yesl'diy sherbet to-night will sweetly flow, 

See how it sparkles in its vase of snow : 

The grapes’ gay juice thy bosom iiev<*r cheers ; 

Thou more than Moslem when the cup appears : 
Think not 1 mean to chide — for I rejoice 
What others deem a penance is tliy clioice. 

But come, the board is spread ; our silver lamp 
Is trimrn’d, and heeds not the SirtKjco’s damp: 

Then shall my handmaids while the. lime along, 

And join with me the dance, or wake the song ; 

Or my guitar, which still thou lov’st to liear, 

Shall sootli or lull-— or, should it vex thine ear, 

We ’ll turn the tale, by Ariosto told, 

Of fair Olympia loved and left old. * 

Why — thou wert worse than he who hroke his vow 
To that lost damsel, shouldst iIkju leave mo now; 

Or even that traitor cliief — I ’ve seen thee smile, 

When the clear sky show’d Ariadne’s Isle, 

Which I have pointed from these clilfs the while : 

And thus half sportive, half in fear, I said, 

liCst Time should raise that doubt to more tlian dread 

Thus Conrad, loo, will quit mo for the main : 

And he deceived me — for — he came again !’’ 

“Again — again — and oft again — rny love?! 

If there be life below, and hope above. 

He will retuni — but now*, tl»e moments bring 
The time of parting with redoubled uiiig: 

^J’he why — the where — what boots it now to tell? 
Since rdl must end in that wild word — farewell ! 

'Vet would I fain-- did time ull(»w — di«clos(j — 

Fear not — those ar<*. no fjrmidable fx's; 

And )»ere shall watch a more, than vo'iUjd guard, 

For sudden siege and long deft-iice prepared : 

Nor 1)0 thou lonely — though thy lord’s away, 

Our matroas and thy handmaids willi thee stay; 

And this thy comfort — that, w'h('n next wo fn<M‘t, 
{Scr.nrily siiall make repo.<c, more sweet, 
list ! — ’t is the bugle-— .Tuan shrilly blew — 

One kiss — one more —another— Oh ! Adieu!” 

She rose — she sprung — she clung to his embrace, 

Till Ills heart heaved beneatli her bidden face. 

He dared not raise to his that deep-blue eye, 

Which downcast droop’d in tearless figoiiy. 

Her long fair hair lay floating o’er his arms, 

Tn all lh(‘ wildness of dishevtil’d charms ; 

Scarce beat that bosom where his image dwelt 
So full — that feeling seem’d almost unfelt ! 

Hark — peals the thunder of the signal-gun ! 

It told ’twas sunset — and he cursed that sun. 

Again — again — lliat form he madly pre.ss’d, 

Which mutually clasp’d, imploringly caress’d ! 

And tottering to the couch his bride he bore. 

One moment gazed — as if to gaze no more ; 

Felt — tliat for him earth held but her alone, 

Kiss’d her cold forehead — turn’d — is Conrad gone ? 

XV. 

“And is he gone?”— on sudden solitude 
How oft that fearful question will intrude ! 

“’T was but an instant past — and ber(3 ho stowl! 

And now” — ^without the j)ortaI’s porch she rush’d, 

And then at length her tears in fieodom gush’d ; 

Big — ^bright — and fast, unknown to her they fell ; 

But still her lips refused to send — Farewell !” 

For in that word — ^that fatal word— ^howe’er 
We promise — hope — believe — there breathes despair. 
O’er every feature of that still, pale face, 

Had sorrow fix’d what time can ne’er erase : 


The tender blue of that largo loving eye 
Grew frozen with its gaze on vacancy, 

Till — Oh, how far! — it caught a glimj^s© of him, 

And then it flow’d — and phirensied seem’d to swim 
Through those long, dark, and glistening lashes dew’d 
With drops of sadness oft to be renew’d. 

“He’s gone !” — against her heart that hand is driven, 
Convulsed and quick — then gently raised to heaven 
She look’d and saw tlie heaving of the main ; 

The white sail set — she dared not look again ; 

But turn’d with sickening soul within the gate— 

“It is no tlrcam — and I am desolate !” 

XVI. 

From crag to crag descending — swiftly sped 
Stern Conrad down, nor once he turn’d his head ; 

But shrunk whene’er the windings of his way 
Forc<3d on his eye what he xvould not survey, 

Ills loni*, but lovely dwelling on the steep, 

That hail'd liim first when homeward from the deep 
And she — the dim anil meUmcholy star, 

WJioM* ray of beauty reach’d Iiirri from afar, 

On her he must not gaze, he must not tliiuk, 

There he might rest — hut on Destruction’s brink * 

Yet oiieo almost he stofip’d — and nearly gave 
Iii.s fate to chance, hi.s projects to the wave ; 

But no — it nmsf not be — a w’ortliy chief 
May melt, but not betray to woman’s grief. 

He sees his hark, he notes how fair the wind, 

And sternly gathers all his might of mind: 

Again he hurries on — and as he hears 
Tlic elaiig of tumult vibrate on his ears. 

The busy sounds, the. bustle of the shore, 

'Die shout, tlie signal, and the dashing oar ; 

As maiks Iiis eye the srahoy on the mast, 

'Phe anehors rise, the sails untuiTing fast, 

The waving kercluef; of the crowil that urge 
That mute adieu to those wlio stem the surge; 

And n)ore than all, his Idoofl-red Hag aloft, 

He TuarvelCd how hi.s heart could seem so soft. 

Fire in lii.s glanee, and wiliiness in his breast, 
lie fi (‘ls of all his flirmiT self possest ; 

He hounds — ^lie flie.s —until Ids fi)Olstcps reach 
The verge vvliere ends the e.lilF, begins the beach, 
'I’her.3 ehocks his speed; but pauses less to breathe 
The breezy freshness of tlte dt'ep beneath, 

Than there ids wonted statelier step renew ; 

Nor rnsli, di'-sturh’d l»y hasie, to vulgar vi(‘w : 

For well liad (Tonrad le.arn’d to curb llie erow'd, 

By arts that veil, and ofi preserve tlie proud ; 

His was tin*, lolly port, the distant mien, 

That seems ti> shun the sirht — and awes if seen : 

The siJeiun aspeef, aixi tije high-l)om eye, 

Tliat <-heek.s low mirth, hnl, lacks not courtesy; 

All these he wielded to coininand assent : 

But \xhere he vvish’il to win, so well unbent, 

That kindness eane,f'!l’d fear in tliose. who heard, 

And others’ gifts show’d mean beside his word, 

When echo’d to the heart fus from his own 
His deep yet tender midody of lone ; 

But sucli was foreign to Ids wonted mood, 

He cared not what lie Boften’d, but Bubdued , 

The evil passions of his youth had made 
lliiti value less who loved — ^than what obey’d. 

XVJX, 

Around him mustering ranged his ready guard. 

Before him Juan stands — “Are all prepared?” 

They are — ^nay more — embark’d : the latest boat 
Waits but iriy chief ” 

“ My sword, and my cajjot 
Soon firmly girded on, and lightly slung, 

His belt and cloak were o’er his shoulders flung : 

“ Call Pedro here I” He comes — and Conrad bends, 
With all Uie courtesy he deign’d his friends ; 



"Receive these tablets, and pemse with care, 
Words of high trust and truth are graven there ; 
Double the guard, and when Ansehno’s bark 
Arrives, let him alike those orders mark : 

In three days (serve the breeze) the sun shall shine 
; On our return — ^till then all peace be thine !” 
yThis said, his brother Pirate’s hand he wrung, 

I Then to his boat with haughty gesture sprung. 
Flash’d the dipt oars, and sparkling with the stroke, 

■ Around the waves’ phosphoric ® brightness broke ; 
They gain the vessel — on the deck he stands, 

.. Shrieks the shrill whistle — ply the busy hands — 
vHe marks how well the ship her helm obeys, 
jHow gallant all her crew — and deigns to praise. 

His eyes of pride to young Gonsalvo turn — 
cWhy doth he start, and inly seem to mourn ? 

Alas! those eyes beheld lus rocky tower, 

And live a moment o’er the parting hour ; 

*5h© — his Medora — did she mark the prow ? 

Ah ! never loved he half so much as now ! 

But much must yet be done ere dawn of day — 
Again he mans himself and turns away ; 

^Down to tlie cabin with Gonsalvo bends, 

And th(‘re unfolds his plan — his means — and ends ; 
Before tliem bums the lamp, and spreads the chart, 
ijAnd all that speaks and aids the naval art ; 
rTliey to the midnight w’atch protract debate ; 

»To anxious eyes wliat hour is ever late ? 


jMcanlimn, the steady breeze serenely blew, 

And fast and falcon-like tlte vessel Hew ; 
pass’d the high headlands of each clustering isle 
fVo gain their port — long — long ere moniing smile : 
lAnd soon the night-glass through the narrow bay 
^Discovers wlierc the Pacha’s gallt?ys lay. 
rfOount they each sUil — an»l marl; how there supine 
^Xhe lights hi vain o’er heedless Moslem shine, 
-plecure, unnoted, Ooura<rs prow pass’d by, 

f ’^And anchor’d where his amhuslj meant to lie ; 
‘.^creen’d from espial by t>ie jutting capo, 

'lat rears on liigh its rude fantastic shape, 
len rose his bond to duty — not from sleep — 
[uipp'd for deeds alike on land or deep ; 
lule leon’d their leader o’er the fretting flood, 
^nd calmly talk’d — and yet he talk’d of blood ! 


CANTO II. 


'* ConoaceBte i (lubical dcsiri f'* 


r Coron’s bay floats many a galley light, 

'hrough Ooron’s lattices the lamps are bright, 
dr Seyd, Du'- Pacha, makes a feast U»-niglit : 

. feast for promised triumph yet to come, 
iiThen he shall drag the fetter’d Rovers liome^ 

'his hath he sworn by Alla and his sword, 

.nd faitiiful to his firman and hLs wortl, 
tis summon’d prows colhnrt along t]>e coast, 

.nd groat the gathering crews, and loud the boast ; 
Jready shared the captives and the prize, 

'hough far the distant foe they thus despise ; 

’’ is but to sail — no doubt to-morrow’s Sun 
ITfll see the Pirates bound — their haven won ! 
leantime the watch may slumber, if they will, 

•Tor o]^|!iMke to war, but diwaming kill. 

can, shore and seek 

?o fldll^iir glowing valour (»i the Greek ; 


How well such deed becomes the turban’d brave— v 
To bare the sabre’s edge before a slave ! 

Infest his dwelling— but forbear to slay. 

Their arras are strong, yet merciful to-day, 

And do not d(iign to smite because they may ! * 

Unless some gay caprice suggests the blow, 

To keep in practice for the coming foe. 

Revel and rout the evening hours beguile, 

And ^h€^y who wish to w ear a head must smile ; 

For Moslem mouths produce their choicest cheer, ^ 
And hoard their curses, till the coast is clear. 

II. 

High in his hall reclines the turban’d Seyd ; 

Around — the bearded chiefs he came to lead. 
Removed the banquet, and the last pilaff — 
Forbidden draughts, ’t is said, ho dared to quaflj 
Though to file rest the sober berry’s juice* 

The slaves bear round for rigid Moslems’ use ; 

The long Chihouquti’s * dissolving cloud supply, 

Whilt! dance t)»e Almus ^ to wild minstrelsy. 

The rising morn will view the chiefs embark ; 

But waves are somewhat treacherous in the dark : 
And revellers may more secunjly sU^cp 
)n silken couch than o’er tlic rugged deep ; 

Feast there w'ho can — nor combat till they must, 

And less f<» conquest tlian to Korans trust ; 

And yet the mirnbers crowded in his host 
Might warrant more than even the Pacha’s boast. 


III. 

With cautions reverence from the outer gate 
ow stalks the slavt*, whose oflico there to wait, 

Bows his bent head — his hand salutes th(5 floor, 

Ere yet his longue tfio trusted tidings bore: 

“ A captive Dervise, from the pirate’s nest 
"ilscaped, is here — himself would tell the rest.” 

He took the sign from Seyd's assenting eye. 

And l(‘d the holy man in siletice nigh. 

His arms wer(‘ folded on lus dark-green vest, 

His step was fef'hle, and his look depresl. ; 

Vet worn he seem’d of hardship more tlian years, 

And pale his e.beek with j>enance, not from fears. 
Vow’d to his GJod— his sable Iwks be wore, 

And the.se hi.s lofty ca[> rose proudly o’er : 

Around his form bis loose long robe was tlirown, 

And wrapt a breast bestow’d on heaven alone . 
Submissive, yet with self-possession mann’d, 

He calmly met the curious eyes that scann'd ; 

And question of liis coming fain would seek, 

Before the Pacha’s will allow'd to speak. 

IV. 

j“ Whence com’st thou, Dcrvi.se V” 

‘ From the outlaw’s den, 

A fugitive — ” 

“ Tin* capture wh<;re and when 
“ From Scalanovo’s port to Seio’s isle, 

The Saick was bound ; but Alla did not smile 
Upon our course — the Moslem mercluint’s gains 
The Rovers won : our limbs have worn their chains. 

T had no death to fear, nor wealth to boast, 

Beyond the wandering freedom wliich I lost ; 

At length a fi.slier’s humble boat by night 
Afforded hope, and offer’d chance of flight : 

I seized the hour, and find my safely here — 

With thee — most mighty Pacha! who can fear?” 


How speed the outlaws ? stand they well prepared, 
Their plunder’d wealth, and robber’s rock, to guard ? 
Dream they of this our preparation, doom’d 
To view with fire tlieir scor[)k>n nest consumed ?* 


“ Pacha! the fetter’d captive’s mourning eye, 

That weeps for flight, but ill can play the spy ' 

I only heard tlie reckless waters roar. 

Those waves that would not bear me from the shore : 



Canto H. 


THE CORSAIR. 


Ill 


1 only mark’d the glorious sun and sky, 

Too bright-— loo blue — for my captivity ; 

And felt — that all which Freedom’s bosom cheers, 
Must break my chain before it dried my tears. 

This may’st thou judge, at least, from my escape, 
They little deem of aught in peril’s shape ; 

Else vainly had I pray’d or sought the chance 
That leads me here — if eyed with vigilance : 

The careless gimrd that did not see me fly, 

May watch as idly when thy power is nigh : 

Pacha! — my limbs are faint — ^and nature craves 
Food for my hunger, rest from tossing waves : 

Permit my absence — peace be with thee ! Peace 
With all around I — now grant repose — ^release.” 
“Stay, Dervise! I have more to question — slay, 

I do command thee — sit — dost hear ? — obey ! 

More I must ask, and food the slaves shall bring ; 
Thou shalt not pine where all are banqueting : 

The sup{)er done — prepare tliee to reply, 

Clearly and full — love not mystery.” 

’T were vain to guess what shook the pious man. 
Who look’d not lovingly on that Divan ; 

Nor show’d iiigh relish for the banquet prest, 

And less respect for every fellow guest. 

*T was but a moment’s peevish hectic post 
Along his cheek, and tranquillized as fast : 

He sate him down in sileric'c, and his look 
Resumed the calmness which before forsook: 

The feast was usher’d in — but sumptuous faro 
He shuim’d as if some poison mingled there. 

For one so long condernu’d to toil and fast, 

Methinks he strangely spares the rich repast. 

“What ails thee, Dervise? eat — dost thou suppose 
This feast a Christian’s ? or my friends thy fo<;s ? 
Why dost thou shun the salt ? that sa<’red pledge, 
Which, once partaken, blunts the sabre’s edge, 

Makes even contending tribes in peace unite, 

And hated hosts seem brethren to the sight !” 

“ Salt seasons dainties — and my food Is still 
The humblest root, my drink the simplest rill ; 

And my stern vow and order’s ® laws oppose 
To break or mingle bread with friends or foes • 

It may seem strange — if there la^ aught to dread, 
That peril rests upon my single head ; 

But for thy sway — nay more — thy Sultan’s llirone, 

I taste nor bread nor banijuet — save alone ; 

Infringed our order’s rule, the Pro[)het’s rage 
To Mecca’s dome might bar iny pilgrimage.” 

“Well — as thou wilt — ascetic as thou art — 

One question answer ; then in peace depart. 

How many ? — Ha ! it caimot sure be day ? 

What star — what sun is bursting on tlio bay ? 

It shines a lake of fire ! — away — away ! 

Ho! treachery! my guards! my scimitar! 

The galleys feed the flames — and I afar! 

Accursed Dervise ! — these thy tidings — thou 
Some villain spy — seize — cleave him— -slay him now !’ 

Up rose the Dervise with tliat burst of light, 

Nor less his change of form appall’d tlie sight: 

Up rose that Dervise — not in saintly garb, 

But like a warrior bounding on his barb, 

Dash’d liis high cap, and tore liis robe away — 

Shone his mail’d breast, and flash’d his sabre’s ray ! 
His close but glittering casque, and sable plume, 

More glittering eye, and black brow’s sabler gloom, 
Glared on the Moslems’ eyes some Afrit sprite, 

Whose demon death-blow left no hope for fight. 

The wild confusion, and the swarthy glow 
Of flames on high, and torches from below ; 

The shridc of terror, and the mingling yell — 

For swords began to clash, and shouts to swell, 

Flung o’er that spot of earth the air of hell ! 


Distracted, to and fro, the flying slaves 
Behold but bloody shore and fiery waves ; 

Nought heeded they the Pacha’s angry erv, 

T>iey seize that Dervise ! — seize on Zatanai ! 

He saw llieir terror-chec-k’d tlic first despair 
That urged him but to stand and pcrisii there, 

Since far too (;arly and too well obey’d, 

The flame was kindled ere the signal made ; 

He saw their terror — from his baldric drew 
His bugle — brief the blast — but shrilly blew \ 

’Tis answer’d— Well yc F]>ocd, iny gallant crow ! 
Why did 1 doubt their <]uickness of career ? 

And deem design had left me single here?” 

Sweeps his long arm — that sabre’s whirling sway 
Sheds fast atonement for its first delay; 

Completes his fury, what their fear begun, 

And makes the many basely cjiiail to ono. 

The cloven turbans o’er the cha»nbcr spread, 

And sf'.arce an arm dare rise lo guard its liead: 

Even Seyd, convulsed, o’ervvhelm’d, with rage, surprise, 
Retreats before him, Though he slill defies. 

No craven ht? — and yet he dread.s the blow, 

So much Confusion magnifies his foe ! 

Hi.s blazing galley.? still distract his sight, 
lie tore hi.s board, and foaming fled the fight;® 

For now the pirates pass’d tlie llaram gate, 

And burst within — and it wor<* dealli to wait; 

Where wild Amazement shrieking — kneeling — throws 
'J'he sword asi<lc — in vain — the blood oVrflow's ! 

Tlie (kirsairs jiouring, basic to where witliin, 

Invited Conrad’s bugle, and the din 
Of groaning viclirns, and wild cries for life, 

Proclaim’d how well lie did the work of strife. 

They shout to find him grim and lonely there, 

A glutted tiger mangling in his lair! 

But short their greeting — shorter his reply — 

’Tis well — but Scyd escapes — and he must die — 
Much hath been done — but more nmiain.s to dcr— 
Their galleys blaze — why not their city too?” 

V. 

Gtuick at the word — they seized him each a torch, 

And firti the dome from minaret to porch. 

A .stern rlelight was fix’ll in Conrad’s eye, 

But sudden sunk — for on ins ear the cry 
Of women struck, and like a deadly knell 
■vnoek’d at that heart niunoved by liatUe’s yell. 

Ob ! burst the Haram — w rong not on your lives 
IiK' female form — remember — wv have wives, 
hi them such outrage Vengeance will repay; 

Man is our foe, and such ’lis ours to slay : 

But still we spared — must sjiare. the weaker prey. 

)h ! 1 forgot — but Heaven will not forgive 
fat my w'ord tlie helpless cease to live: 
follow who will — T go — w'C yet have, time 
)ur souls to lighten of at loa.st a crime,” 
lo climbs the crackling stair — he bursts the door, 

INTor feels his fet^t glow scorching willi the floor ; 
lis breath choked gasping with tlie voluincd smoke, 

But still from room to room his way he broke. 

They search — they find — they save : with lusty arms 
Each bear.s a ]irizo of unregarded charms ; 

^alm tlieir loud fears ; sustain their sinking frames 
Vitli all the care defenceless beauty claims : 

3o well could Conrad tame their fiercest mood, 
nd check tho very hands with gore imbrued. 

3ut who is she ? whom Conrad’s anns convey 
'rom recking pile and combat’s wreck — away — 
rVho but the love of him he dooms to bleed ? 

’he Haram queen — ^but still tho slave of Scyd ! 

VI. 

Irief time had Conrad now to greet Gulnare,* 

'ow words to reassure tho trembling fair ; 

'or in that pause compassion snatch’d from war, 
rho foo before retiring, fast and far, 



With wonder saw thdr ^tfit«p8 unpursued, 

First slowiier fled — ^then ra]lied>~*thea withstood. 

This Seyd perceives, then first perceives how few, 
Compared with Ms, the Corsair’s roving crew, 

And bluslios o’er his error, as he eyes 
The ruin wrought by panic and surprise. 

Alia il Alla! Vengeance swells the cry — 

Shame mounts to rage that must atone or die ! 

And fiame fi>r fiame and blood for blood must tell, 

The tide of triumph ebbs that flow’d too well- — 

When wrath returns to renovated strife, 

And those who fought for conquest strike for life. 

Conrad behold the danger — he beheld 

His followers faint by frosheiiing foes repell’d : 

*‘One effort — one — to break the circling host 
They form — (mite — charge — wavtT— all is lost! 
Williin a narrower ring comjM oss'd, beset, 

Hopeless, not heartless, strive and struggle yet — 

Ah ! now they fight in firmest file no mort*, 

Hemm’d in — cut otf — cleft down — and trampled o’er; 
But each strilics singly, silently, and home. 

And sinks oiitwearied rather than o’crcome, 

His last faint (juipance rendering with liis breath, 

Till the blade glimmers in the grasji of death! 

vir. 

But first, (;re c<iine the rallying ho^sr to blows, 

And rank to rank, and hand to hand oppose, 

Gulruire and all her Ilaram liandmaids freed, 

Safe in the dome of one who held their creed, 

By C<»nrad’s mandate safely were bestow’d, 

And dried those tears ft>r life and fame that flow’d: 
And when that dark-eyed lady, young Gulnare, 
RecallM those thoughts lute wandering in despair. 
Much did she marvel o’er the courtesy 
That smooth’d his accents; h'^ften’d ui his eye: 

*T was strange — th(it robber thus witli gore bedew’d, 
Seem’d gentler then than Sejd in fondest mood. 

The Pacha woo’d as if ho doimi’d the slave 
Must seem delighted with the heart ho gave; 

The Corsair vow’tl {irotection, soothed atfright, 

As if Ilia homage were a woman’s right. 

■ The wish is wrong — nay, worse for female — vain : 
Yet much I long to view that chief again ; 

If but to thank for, what my fear forgot, 

The life — my loving lord remember’d not I” 

And him she saw, where Oiickest carnage spread, 

But gather’d breathing from the hajipier dead ; 

For from his band, and battling with a host 
That deem right dearly won the field he lost, 

Fell’d — bleeding — baffled of the doatJi he sought, 

And snatch’d to expiate all the ills he wrought ; 
Preserved to linger and to Uve in vain, 

While Vengeance ponder’d o’er new plans of pain 
And stanch’d the blood she saves to shed again — 

But drop by drop, for Seyd’s ungluttcd eye 
Would doom liim over dying — ^ne’er to dio ! 

I Can this be he? triumphant late she saw, 

> When his red hand’s wild gesture w'aved, a law ! 

’ ’T is he indeed— -disarm’d but undeprest, 
f His solo regret the life he stUI possest ; 

Hia wounds loo slight, though taken with that will, 
i. Which would have kiss’d the hand that then could kill 
'i Oh were there none, of all the many given, 
p To send his soul — ^he scarcely ask’d to heaven 7 
E Must lie alone of all retain his breath, 
it Who more Uian all had striven and struck for death? 

He deeply felt— what mortal hearts must feel, 

1 When thus reversed on faithless fortune’s wheel, 
i For crimes committed, afid tlie victor’s throat 
i Of lingering tortures to repay the debt— 

( He deeply, darkly leltaApk evil pride 
[ That led to porpetriiitelii^ serves to hide. 


Still in his stem and s6lf>collected mien 
A conqueror’s more tlian captive’s air is aeei^ 

Though faint with wasting toil and stifiening womidi 
But few that saw — so calmly gazed around : 

Though the far shouting of the distant crowd, 

Their tremors o’er, rose insolently loud, 

The better warriors who beheld him near, 

Insulted not the foe who taught tliem fear ; 

And the grim guards that to his diirance led, 

In silence eyed him with a secret dread. 

IX. 

The Leech was sent— but not in mercy — there, 

To note how much the life yet left could bear ; 

Ho found enough to load witli heaviest chain, 

And promise feeling for the wrench of pain : 
To-morrow — yea — lo-morrow’s evening sun 
Will sinking sec im[)alement’s pangs begun, 

And rising with I he w'onted blush of mom 
Behold how well or ill those pangs are borne. 

Of torments this the longest and the worst, 

Which adds all other agony to tiiirst, 

That day by day death still forbears to slake, 

While famish’d vultures flit around the stake. 

I “Oh! water — water!” — smiling Hate denies 
The victim’s prayer— for if ho drinks — he dies. 

This was iiis dfKnn: — the Leech, the guard, wore gone, 
And left proud Conrad fetter’d and alone. 

X. 

'T ivere vain to paint to what his feelings grew — 

It even were doubtful if their victim kntjw. 

There is a war, a chaos of the mind, 

When all its elements cormUs(id — combined— 

.ie dark and jarring with perturbed force, 

And gnashing witli impenitent Remorse ; 

Tha.t juggling fiend — who never spake before — 

But cries “ I warn'd thee !” when the deed is o’er. 

Vain voice ! the spirit burning but unbent, 

May writhe — rebel — the weak alone repent ! 

Even in that lonely hour when most it feels, 

And, to itselfj all — all that s(‘.lf reveals. 

No singlo passion, and no ruling thought 
That leaves the rest as once imscjen, unsought; 

But the wild prosjjccf when the soul reviews— 

All rushing through their thousand avenues. 

Ambition’s dreams expiring, love’s regret, 

Endanger’d glory, life itself' bwset ; 

The joy untasted, the contempt or hate 
‘Gainst those who fain would triumph in our fate ; 

The hopeless past, the hasting future driven 
Too quickly on to guess if hell or heaven ; 

Deeds, thoughts, and words, perhaps remember’d not 
So keenly till that hour, but ne’er forgot ; 

Things light or lovely in their acted time, 

But now' to stern reflection each a crime ; 

The withering sense of evil unreveal’d, 

Not cankering less because the more conceal’d — 

All, in a word, from which all eyes must start, 

That opening sepulchre — the naked heart 
Bares with its buried woes, till Pride awake, 

To snatch the mirror from the soul — and break. 

Ay — Pride can veil, and Courage brave it all, 

All — all — before — beyond — the deadliest fall. 

Each hath some fear, and he who least betrays, 

The only hyjiocrite deserving praise : 

Not the loud recreant wretch who boasts and flies , 

But ho who looks on death — and silent dies. 

So steel’d by pondering o’er his far career, 

Ho half-way meets him should he menace near! 

XI. 

In tlie high chamber of his highest lower 
Sate Conrad, fetter’d in the Pacha’s power. 

His palace perish’d in the fiame — this fort 
ontain’d at once his captive and his court. 



THE OORSAIB. 


Canto it. 

Kot much could Conrad of his sentence blaido, 

His foe, if vanquish’d, had but shared the same J— 
Alone he sate — in solitude had sconn’d 
His guilty bosoin, but that breast he mann’d : 

One thought alone ho couhi not — dared not meet — 

“ Oh, how these tidings will Medora greet V 
Then — only then — his clanking hands he raised, 

And strain’d with rage the chain on which he gazed ; 
But s(K)n he found — or feign’d- - or drcam’d relief; 

And smiled in self-derlsion of his grie^ 

“And now come torture when it will — or may, 

More need of rest to nerve me for the day !” 

This said, with languor to his mat he crept, 

And, whatsoe’er his visions, quickly sh^pt, 

**T was hardly midnight w'hcn that fray begun, 

For C'onrad’s plans matured, at once were done ; 

And Havoc loathes so much the waste of time, 

She. scarce had left an uncommitted crime. 

One ho\ir beheld him since the tide he gtemm’d — 

Disgi lised — discover’d — conquering- ta’en-condemn’d — 
A chief on land — an outlaw on the deep — 

Destroying — saving — prison’d — and asleep ! 

XII. 

He slept in calmest seeming — for his breath 
Was Imsh’d so deep — Ah! happy if in death! 

He slept — Who o’er his placid slumber bends? 

His f<)es are gone — and here lu; hath no friends 
Is it some seraph sent to grant, liim grace? 

No, ’tis an earthly form with heavenly face! 

Its white arm raised a lamf) — yet gently hid, 

Lest the ray flash abruptly on the lid 
Of that closed eye, which opens but to pain, 

And once unclosed — but once may clos(i again. 

That form, with eye so dark, and chock so fair, 

And auburn waves of gemrn’d and braidt'd hair; 

With shape of fairy lightness — naked foot, 

Thai shines like snow, and falls on earth as mute — 
I’hrough guards and dunnest, night how came it there ? 
Ah ! rather ask what wdll not woman dare ? 

Wliom youth and pity lead like thee, (Jiilnare! 

She could not sl(‘ep — and while the Pacha’s rest 
In muttering dreams yet saw his pirate-guest, 

She left his side — his signet-ring she bore, 

Which oft ill sport adorn’d her hand before — 

And with it, scarcely question’d, won her way 
Tlirough drow'sy guards that, must that sign obey. 
Worn out wdlh toil, and tired with changing blows, 
Their eyes had envied Conrad his repose; 

And chill and nodding at the turret door. 

They stretch their listless limbs, and watch no more : 
Just raised their heads to hail the signet-ring, 

Nor ask or what or who the .sign may bring. 

XIII. 

Bhe gazed in wonder, “Can he calmly sleep, 

While other eyes his fall or ravage weep? 

And mine in restlessness are wandering here — 

What sudden spell hath made this man so dear? 

True — ’tis to him my life, and more, I owe, 

And me and mine he spared from worse than wo: 

’T is late to think — but soft — his slumber breaks — 
How heavily he sighs ! — ho starts — awakes !” 

He raised his head — and dazzled wdth the light, 

His eye seem’d dubious if it saw aright: 

He moved his hand — the grating of his chain 
Too harshly told him that he lived again. 

“ What is that form ? if not a shape of air, 

Meihinks, my jailor’s face show^s wond’rous fair !” 

“ Pirate ! thou know’st me not — but I am one, 

Grratoful for deeds thou hast too rarely done ; 

•Look on me — and remember her, Ihy hand 
Snatch’d from tlio flames, and thy more fearful band. 

P 


I! 

I come throu^ darkness — and I scarce know why«4r“7 
Yet not to hurt — I would not see thee die.** 

I “ If so, kind lady 1 thine the only eye 
That would not here in that gay hope delight: 

Theirs is the chance — and let them use their right. 
But still I thank their courtesy or thine, 

That would confess me at so fair a shrine !” 

Strange though it seem — ^yet with extremest grief 
Is link'd a mirth — it doth not bring relief — 

That playfulness of Sorrow ne’er beguiles, 

And smiles in bitterness — but still it smiles ; 

And sometimes with the wisest and the best, 

Till even the. scaflTold echoes with thc'-ir jest! 

Yet not the joy to which it seems akin — 

It may deceive all hearts, save lliut within. 

Whalt'Vr it was that flash’d on Conrad, now 
A laiigliing wildness half unbent his brow : 

And thesis his accimts had a sound of mirth, 

As if the last he eould enjoy on earth ; 

Yet ’gainst his nature — fi)r through lliat short life, 

Few thoughts had he to sjiare from gloom and strife. 

XIV. 

“ Corsair! iliy doom is named — but I have power 
To sooth the Pacha in his wa;akor hour. 

Tliee would J spare — nay more — w f)uld save thee now 
But this — time — hojie— nor even thy strength allow; 
But all 1 can, T will : at least diday 
The sentence that remits thee scarce a day. 

More now were ruin — fW'en thyself w'cre loath 
The vain attempt should bring hut doom to both.® 

I ** Yes! — loath indci^d: — my stm) is nc'rverl to all, 

(Ir fall’n too low to fear a further fall : 

Tempt not thyself with peril; m<.‘ wiflj hope 
Of flight from toes with w'hom J rould not cope: 

Unfit to vanqiusli — shall 1 meanly fly, 

Th<‘- one of all my hand that w'oiild not die? 

Yet there is one — to whom niy ineinory clings, 

Till It) tln‘sc eyes licr own wild softness springs. 

Aly sole, resources in tluj path 1 trotl 

Were these — my hark— rny sw't)rd — my love — my God 

The last I left in yotitli — he Ituivcs rne now — 

And man hut works hi.s Avill to lay me low. 

I have no thought to mock hi.s tlirone with prayer 
Wrung from thi; cowan! crouching of des'])air; 

It is enough — I hreatln* — and 1 can hear. 

AIv sw'ord is shaken from tlie wr>rlhless hand 
That might havt' better kepi, so true a brand; 

My hark is sunk or captive. — hut my love — 

For her in south my voice woukl m<»unt above: 

Oh! she is all that still to earth can hind — 

And this will hri ak a heart so more than kind, 

And blight a form — till tliine appear’d Gulnare 
ATine eye ne’er ask’d if others were as fair.” 

“ Thou lov’sl another then ? — hut what to me 
Is this — ’t is nothing — nothing e’er can be : 

But yet — thou lov’st — and — Oh ! J envy those 
Whose hearts on hearts as failliful can repose, 

Who never feel the void — the w andering lliought 
That sighs o’er visions — such as mine hath wroughu” 

“ Lady — meihouglit thy love was his, for whom 
This arm redeem’d thee from a fiery tomb.” 

“ My love stern Seyd’s ! Oh — No — No — not my love— 
Yet much this heart, tliat strives no more, once strovi 
To meet his passion — but it would not be. 

I felt — I feel — love dw^ells with — with the free. 

I am a slave, a favour’d slave at best, 

To share his splendour, and seem very blest ! 



■psC? question uii<iergo, 

i OP— ^ Dost thou love 7 * and burn to onsweri * No !’ 
Ob ! hard it 19 that fondness to sustain^ 

And struggle not to feel averse in vain ; 

But h^er still the heart's recoil to bear, 

And hide from one— perhaps another there. 

He takes the hand 1 give not— 'oor withhold— 

Its pulse not check'd — nor quicken'd— calmly cold: 
And when resign’d, it drops a lifeless weight 
From one 1 never loved enough to hate. 

No warmth these li^w return by his imprest, 

And chill’d remembrance shudders o’er tlie rest. 
Yes— had 1 ever proved that passion's zeal, 

The change to hatred were at least to feel : 

But still — he goes uxunourn'd — returns unsought — 
And oft when present — absent from my thought. 

Or when reflection comes, and come it must — 

I fear that henceforth 'twill but bring disgust; 

1 am his slave — hut, in despite of pride, 

'T were worse than bondage to become his bride. 

Oh ! that this dotage of his breast would cease ! 

Or seek another and give mine release, 

But yesterday — could have said, to peace ! 

Yes — if unwonted fondness now I feign, 

Renioinher — caj)tive ! ’t is to break thy chain ; 

Repay the life that to thy hand I owe ; 

To give thee back to all endear’d below, 

Who share such love as f can never know. 

Farewell — ^morn breaks — and I must now away: 

'T will cost ino clear — but dread no death to-day !” 

XV. 

She press’d his fetter'd fingers to her heart. 

And bow’d her head, and turn’d her to depart. 

And noiseless as a lovely dream is gone. 

And was she here? and is he now alone? 

Wliat gem hath dropp’d and sparkles o’er his chain ? 
The tear most sacred, shed for others’ pain, 

Tliat, starts at once — ^bright — pure — from Pity’s mine, 
Already polish’d by the liand divine ! 

Oh! too convincing — dangerously dear— 

In woman’s eye the unanswerable tear ! 

I'hat weapon of her weakness she can wield, 

To save, subdue — at once hcjr spear and shield; 
Avoid it — Virtin? ebbs and Wisdom errs, 

Too fondly gazing on that grief of hers ! 

What lost a world, and bade a hero fly 7 
The timid tear in Cleopatra’s eye. 

Yet be the soft triumvir’s fault forgiven, 

By this — ^how many lose not earth — but heaven ! 
Consign their souls to man’s eternal foe, 

And seal their own to spare some wanton’s wo ! 

xvr, 

*T is morn — ^and o’er his alter’d features play 
The beams— without the hope of yesterday. 

What shall he be ere night? perchance a thing 
O’er which the raven flaps her funeral wing : 

By his closed eye unheedtid and unfclt, 

While sets tliat gun, and dews of evening melt, 

Chill — wet — and misty round each stiffen’d limb, 
Refreshing earth — reviving all but him !— 


CANTO m. 


*' Com« vedl— ancor non m’abbaudooa.” 

Dant0. 

I. 

Slow sinks, itofa lovely ore his race be run, 
Along Morea^ Wits the setting sun ; 

as in Northern climes, obscurely bright, 
Bat one unclouded blaze of living light ! 


O’er the hush’d deep Uie yellow beam he throwii 
Qilds the green wave, that trembles as it glows* 

On old JFgina’s rock, and Idra’s isle, 

I’he god of gladness sheds his parting smile ; 

O’er his own regions lingering, loves to shine, 
Though there his altars are no more divine ; 
Descending fast, the mountain sliadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulfj uncontjuer’d Salamis ! 

Their azure ardios through tlie long expanse 
More deeply pnrplod meet his mellowing glance, 
And teudorest tints, along their summits driven, 
Mark his gay course, and own the hues of heaven; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind his J )clphian clitT he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve, his palest beam he cast, 

When — Athens ! here- thy Wisest look’d his last. 
How watch’d lliy better sons his farewell ray, 

That closed their murder'd sage’s latest day ! 

Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill — 

The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad Ills light to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the rnountaiu’s once delightful dyes; 
(ilooin o’er the lovely larni he seem’d to pour. 

The land, whert; Phaibiis never frown’d before, 

Blit ere he sank bidow Cithieron’s head, 

The cup of wo was (jnatf’’d — the spirit fled ; 

The, soul of him who scorn’d to fear or fly — 

Who liv’d and died, as none can live or die ! 

But lo ! from high Hymettus to the plain, 

The queen of night asserts her silent reign.** 

No murky vapour, herald of the storm, 

Hides her fair face, nor girds her glowing form ; 

With cornice glimmering as the moon-beams play 
There the wliifc' column greets her grateful ray, 

And, bright around with quivering beams beset, 

Her emblem sparkles oVr the minaret; 

The groves of olive scatter’d dark and wide 
Where mock Cophisus jiours liis scanty tide, 

The cypress saddening by the sacred mosque, 

The gloaming turrot of the gay Kiosk,*® 

Anti, dun and sombre ’mid the holy calm, 

Near Thosous’ fane yon solitary palm, 

All tinged witli varied hues arrest the eye — 

And dull were his that pass’d them heedless by. 
Again the ,/Egean, heard no more afar, 

Imlls his chafed breast from elemental war ; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Tlieir long array of sapphire and of gold, 

Mixt with the sliades of many a distant isle, 

That frown — where gentler occarx seems to smile.*'* 

II. 

Not now my theme — why turn my thoughts to thee? 
)h ! who can look along tliy native sea, 

Nor dwell upon thy name, what e’er the talc, 

So much its magic tmisi o’er all prevail 7 
Who that beheld that Sun upon thee set, 

Fair Athens! could thine evening face forget? 

Not he — wliose heart nor time nor distance frees, 
Spell-bound wdthin the clustering Cyclades ! 

Nor seems this homage foreign to his strain, 

His Corsair’s i.s.Ie was once tlxine own domain — 
Would tliat with freedom it were thine again! 

I III. 

The Sun hath sunn — ana, darker than the night, 
Sinks with its beam upon the beacon height, 

Medora’s heart — the third day ’s come and gone— 
With it he comes not — sends not — ^faithless one ! 

The wind was fair though light ; and storms were 
none. 

liOst eve Ansolmo’s bark return’d, and yet 
His only tidings that they had not met ! 

Though wild, os now, far different were the tale 
Had Conrad waited lor that single sail. 
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Th« night-breesse freshens — she that day had past 
In watching all that Hope proclaim'd a mast ; 

Sadly she sate — on high — Impatience hero 
At last her footsteps to the midnight shorcj 
And there she wander’d heedless of the spray 
That dash’d her garments oft, and warn’d away : 

She saw not — felt not this — nor dared depart, 

Nor deem’d it cold — her chill w*as at her heart ; 

Till grew such certainty from that suspense — 

His very Sight had shock’d from life or sense ! 

It came at last — a sad and shatter’d boat, 

Whose inmates first beheld whom first they sought ; 
Some bleeding — all most wretcliod — these the f<*w — 
Scarce knew they how escaped — this all Uiey kn«w. 

In silence, darkling, each appear’d fo wait 
His fellow’s mournful guess at Conrad’s fate : 
SoiTKithing tlicy would have said ; but seem’d to fear 
To trust their accents to Medora’s car. 

She saw at once, yet sunk not — trembled not — 
Beneath that grief, that loneliness of lot, 

Within that metjk fair form, were feoiings high, 

That deem’d not till they found their energy. 

Wliile yet was Hope — they soften’d — flutter’d — wept— 
All lost — that softness died not — hut it slept; 

And o’er its slumber rose that Strength which said, 

“ With nothing hdt to hwe — tlxTe’s nonglit to dread.” 
’T is more than nature’s ; like tlie burning might 
Deliruun gathers from tlie fever’s height. 

“ Silent you stand — nor would I hear you tell 
What — speak not — breathe not — ^lor 1 know it well — 
Yet would I ask — almost my lij) <lenies 
The—quiek your answ'er — tell me where he lie.s.” 

“Lady! W(^ know not — scarce with life wo fled; 

But here is one denies that he is dead : 

He saw him bound ; and bK?('diug — but alive,” 

She heanl no further — ’twas in vain to strive — 

So throbh’d each vein — each thought — till then with 
stootl ; 

Her own dark soul — these words at once subdued ; 
She totters — falls — and scnselc.ss had the wave 
Perchance hut snatch’d her from another grave; 

But that with hands thoiigli rude, yet weeping eye.s, 
Tliey yield .sueli aid as Pity's haste supplies: 
l-)a,sh o\>r her deathlike chet^k the ocean dew, 

Raise — fan — sustain — till life relurn.s anew; 

Awake lier handmaids, with tlie matrons hiavo 
That fainting form o’er which they ga/e and grieve ; 
Then seek An-selmo's cavern, to report 
Tin' tale too tedious — vvlien tlie triumph short. 

IV. 

In that wild council words wax’d warm and strange, 
With thoughts of ransom, rescue, and nwenge ; 

All, save repose or flight : still lingering there 
Breathed Conrad’s spirit, and forbade despair ; 
Whate’er hia fate — the breasts he form'd and led 
Will save him living, or appease him dead. 

Worn hLs foes ! there yet survive a few, 

Whose deeds are daring, as their hearts aro true. 

Within the Haram’s secret chamber sate 
Stem Se 3 ’^d, still pondering o’(ir his Captive’s fate ; 

His tlionghts on love and hate altematj; dwell, 

Now wiUi Gulnare, and now in Conrad’s cell; 

Here at his feet the lovely slave reclined 
Surveys his brow — would sooth hi.s gloom of mind : 
While many an amcious glance her large dark eyo 
Sends in its idle search for sympathy, 

only bends in seeming o’er his beads/* 

But inly views his victim as he bleeds. 


“Pacha! the day is thine ; and on Uiy crest 
Sits triumph— Conrad taken— fall’n the rest ! 

His doom is fix’d — ho dies ; and well lus fate 
Was earn’d — yet much too worthless for thy hate; 
Methinks, a short release, for ransom told 
With all his treasure, not unwi.sely sold; 

Report speaks largely of his pirate-hoard — 

Would that of this my Pacha were the lord! 

While baffled, w'eaken’d by this fatal fray — 
Watidi’d — follow’d — he were then an easier prey; 
But once cut offl — the remnant of his band 
Embark their wealth, and seek a safer strand.” 

“Gulnare! — if for each drop of blood a gem 
Were otfer’tl rich as StambouLs diadem; 

If f<»r ear:h hair of his a massy mine 
Of virgin ore should supplicating shine ; 

If all our Arab tales divulge or dream 

Of wealth were here — tliat gold .should not redeem ! 

It h.ad not now redeem’d a single hour; 

But that, I k!iow him fetter'd, in iny power ; 

And, thirsting for revenge, I ponder still 
On ]>angs that, longest rack, and latest kill.” 

“ Nay, Seyd ! — I .seek not to re.strain thy rago, 

Too justly njoved for mercy to as.siiage; 

My thoughts w(‘re only to secure for thee 
His riches — ^thus releaseil, he were not free: 
Lhsabled, shorn of half his might and band, 
j His capture could but v\ait thy first command.” 

“ His capture r,(mUl ! — and shall I then resign 
One day to him — the wretch already mine ? 

Release my foe ! — at whosc^ remonstrance ? — thine 
Pair .suitor ! — to thy virtue.s gratitude, 

That thus repay.s tins Giaour’s ndenting m^K)d, 
Which thee and thine alone of all could spare, 

No d»)iibt — regardle.ss if tba prize \ver<^ fair, 

My thanks and prai.so alike are due — ^now hear! 

I have a council for thy gentler ear: 

I do ini.strust thee, woman ! and each word 
>f thine, stamps truth on all Suspicirm heard. 

Borne in his arms through fire from yon Serai— 
Say, wort thou lingering there with him to fly? 

Tlu)ii need’s! not answer — thy conft^ssion speaks, 
Already reddening on thy gtiilty cheeks; 

Tlani, lovely dame, bethink thee ! and beware : 

’'J' is not /i/s lift! alone may claim such care ! 

Another word and — nay — J need no more. 

Accursed was the moment when he bore 
Thee from the flaine.s, which belt(*r far — but — ^no- 
then had mourn’d thee with a lover’.s wo — 

Now ’iis thy lord that warns — deceitful thing! 
xnow’sl thou tliat 1 can dip thy wanton wing? 
n wonls alone I am not wont to chafe : 

Look to thyself — nor tleciii thy falsehood safe !” 

le rose — and slowly, steirily tlamee withdrew, 
iage in his eye and threats in his adieu : 

Ah! little reek’d that chief of womanhood — 

Which frowns ne’er quell’d, nor menaces subdued ; 
And liule deem’d lie what thy heart, Gulnare! 

When soft could feel, and when incensed could dare. 
Iis doiibUs appear’d to wrong — nor yet she know 
low dettp the root from whence cotnp:i.ssion grew— 
>he was a slave — from such may caiitives claim 
A fellow-feeling, differing but in name ; 

5till half unconscious — heedless of his wrath, 

Again she ventured on the dangerous path, 

Again his rage repoH'd — until arose 

That strife of thought, the source of woman’s woes ! 

VI. 

Hcanwhile — ^long anxious — weary — still — the same 
Roll’d day and night— bis soul could never tame — 
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fearful interval of doubt and dread, 
every hour might doom him worse than dead. 
When every stop tliat echo’d by the gate 
Might entering lead where axe and stake aw(ut; 
When every voice that grated on his ear 
Might be the last that he could ever hear; 

Could terrew tame — that spirit stern and high 
Had proved unwilling as unfit to die ; 

*T was worn — perhaps decay’d — ^yet silent bore 
That conflict deadlier far tiian all before : 

The heat of fight, the hurry of the gale, 

Leave scarce one thought inert enough to quail | 

But bound and fix’d in fetter’d solitude, 

To f)ine, llie prey of every changing mood | 

To gaze on (liino own heart ; and meditate 
Irrevocable faults, and coming fate — 

Too late the last to shun — tho first to mend — 

To count the hours that struggle to thine end. 

With not a friend to anhnato, and tell 
To other ears tliat death became thee well: 

Around thee foes to forge the ready lie, 

And blot life’s latest scene with calumny ; 

Before tho tortures, which the soul can dare, 

Yet doubts how well the skririking flesh may bear; 
But deeply feels a single cry would shame. 

To valour’s praise tiny last and dearest claim; 

The life thou hsav’st below, denied above 
By kind monopolists of heavenly love ; 

And more than doubtful paradise — thy heaven 
Of earthly hope — tliy loved one from dice riven. 

Such were the thoughts that outlaw must sustain, 
And govern pangs surpassing mortal pain : 

And those sustain’d he — boots it well or ill ? 

Since not to sink beneath, is something still 1 

VII. 

The first day pass’d — he saw not her — Gulnaro — 
The second — third — and still she came not there ; 
But what her words avouch’d, her charms had done, 
Or else ho had not seen another sun. 

The fourth day roll’d along, and with tlie night 
Came storm and darkness in their mingling might : 
Oh ! how ho listen’d to tho rushing deesp, 

That ne’er till now so broke upon his sleep ; 

And his wild spirit wilder wishes sent, 

Rousfid by the roar of his own element! 

Ofl had he ridden on that winged wave, 

And loved its roughness for the speed it gave ; 

And now its dashing echo’d on his ear, 

A long known voice — alas ! too vainly near ! 

Loud simg the wind above-, and, doubly loud, 

Shook o’er his turret coll tho thunder-clo»id ; 

And flash’d the lightning by tho latticed bar. 

To him more genial than tho midnight star ; 

Close to the glimmering grate he dragg’d his chain, 
And hope that peril might not prove in vain. 

He raised his iron hand to Heaven, and pray’d 
One pitying flash to mar tho form it made : 

His steel and impious prayer attract alike — 

The storm roll’d onward, and disdain’d to strike ; 

Its peal wax’d fainter — ceased — ^he felt alone, 

As if some faithless friend had spum’d his groan ! 

VlII. 

The midnight pass’d — and to the massy door 
A light step came — it paused — it moved once more ; 
Slow turns the grating bolt and sullen key : 

’T is as his heart foreboded — that fair she ! 

Whate’er her sins, to him a guardian saint, 

And beauteous still as hermit’s hope can paint; 

Yet changed sine<* last within that cell she came, 
More pale her cheek, more tremulous her frame : 

Cn him she cast her dark and hurried eye, 

Which spoke before her accent- — thou must die ! 
Yes, thou must die — there is but one resource, 

The la*?t — ^the worst — if torluro were not worse.” 


“ Lady ! I look to none — my lips proclaim 
What last proclaim’d they — Conrad still tho same: 
Why shoiild’st tliou seek an outlaw’s life to spare^ 

And change the sentence I deserve to bear ? 

Well have I earn’d — nor here alone — the meed 
Of Seyd’s revenge, by many a lawless deed.” 

** Why should I seek ? because — Oh ! didst thou not 
Redeem my life from worse tlian slavery’s lot ? 

Why should I seek ? — hath misery made thee blind 
To tlie fond workings of a woman’s mind ! 

And must I say ? albeit my heart rebel 

With all that wotnan feels, but should not tell — 

Because — despite thy crimes — ^that heart is moved: 

It fear’d thee — thank’d thee — pitied — madden’d — Gloved. 
Reply not, tiill not now ihy tale again, 

Thou lov’st another — and I love in vain ; 

Though fond as mine her bosom, form more fair, 

I rush tJirough peril which she would not dare. 

If that tJiy heart to hers were truly dear, 

Were I thine own — thou wort not lonely here: 

An outlaw’s spouse — Jirid leave h('r lord to roam ! 

Wliat hath such gentle dame to do with home ? 

But speak nf>t now — o’er thine and o’er my head 
Hangs the keen sabre by a single thread ; 

If thou hast courage still, and would’st be free. 

Receive this poniard — ris(^ — and follow me !” 

“ Ay — ^in my chains ! my steps will gentry tread, 

Witli tliose adornments, o’er each slumbering head ! 
Thou hast forgot — ^is this a garb for flight? 

Or is tliat instrument more fit for fight?” 

‘Misdoubting Corsair! I have gain’d the guard, 

Ripe for revolt, and greedy for reward. 

A single word of mirjc nnnoves that chain; 

Without some aid how hero could T remain ? 

Well, since we met, hath sped my busy time, 

If in aught evil, for thy sak<; the crime : 

The crime — 't is none to punish tlioso of Soyd. 

That hated tyrant, Conrad — he must bleed ! 

I see thee sliuddcr — hut rny soul is changed — 
Wrong’d, spurn’d, reviled — and it shall be avenged — 
Acctised of what till now my heart disdain’d — 

Too faithful, though tf> bitter liondagc chain’d. 

I Yes, smile ! — but he liad little cause to sneer, 

I was not treacherous then — nor thou too dear: 

But he has said it, — arul the jealous well, 

Those tyrants, teasing, tempting to rebel. 

Deserve the fate their fretting lips foretell, 

I never loved — he bought me — somewhat high— 

Since with me came a heart he could not buy. 

I was a slave unmurmuring : he hath said, 

But for his res<am 1 with tlice had fled. 

’T was false thou know’st — but lot such augurs rue, 
Their words are omens Insult renders true. 

Nor was thy resiiito granted to my prayer; 

This fleeting grace was only to prepare 
New torments for thy life, and my despair. 

Mine too he threatens ; hut his dotage still 
Would fain reserve mo for his lordly will: 

When wearier of these fleeting charms and me, 

There yawns tho sack — and yonder rolls tlie sea ! 

What, am I then a toy for dotard’s play, 

To wear but till the gilding frets away ? 

I saw thee — loved thee — owe thee all — ^would save, 

If but to show how grateful is a slave. 

But had he not thus menaced fame and life, 

(And well he keeps liis oatlis pronounced in strile) 

I still had saved tlico — but the Pacha spared. 

Now I am all Uiine own — ^for all prepared : 

Thou lov’st me not — nor know’st — or but the worst. 
Alas ! this love— that hatred are die first — 

Oh! could’st thou prove my truth, thou would’st not stai 
Nor fear the fire that lights an Eastern heart, 
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*T is now the beacon of tliy safety — ^now 
It jioints within tlie port a Mainote prow: 

^ But in one chamber, where our path must lead, 

There sleeps — he must not wake — the oppressor Soyd ! 

*Gulnare — Gulnare — I never felt till now 
My abject fortune, wither’d fame so low : 

Seyd is mine enemy : had swept my band 
From earth wiili ruthless but with open hand. 

And tlierefore came I, in my bark of w'ar, 

To smite the smiter willi tlie scimitar; 

Such is ray weapon — not the secret knife — 

Who spares a woman’s seeks not slumber’s life. 

Tliino saved I gladly, Lady, not for this — 

• Let me not deem that luercy shown amiss. 

Now fare thee well — more peace be with thy breast! 
Night wears apace — my last of earthly rest 1” 

*Rost! rest! by sunrise must thy sinews shake, 

And thy limbs writ lie around the ready stake. 

1 heard the onJcr — saw — I will not see — 

If thou wilt perish, 1 will fall with thee. 

My life — my love — my hatred — all bt;low 
Are on this cast — Corsair! ’tis but a blow! 

WithfHit it flight were idle — how evade 
Ilis sure j)ursuit ? my wrongs t<jo niirepaid, 

My youth disgraced — the long, long wasted years, 

One blow shall cancel w'ith our future fears ; 

But since the dagger suits thee less than brand, 

1 ’ll try the firmness of a flimalc hand, 

The guards are gain’d — one moment all were o’er — 
Corsair ! we meet hi safety or no more ; 

If errs my feeble hand, the morning <iloud 
Will hover o’er thy scatfold, and my shroud.” 


She turn’d, and vanish’d ere he could reply. 

But his glance f dlow’d far witli eager eye ; 

And gatherhig, a.s he could, the links that bound 
His f()rm, to curl tlieir length, and curb their sound. 
Since; bar and bolt no more hus steps preclude, 

He, fast as fet.ter’d limbs allow, pursued. 

’T was dark and winding, and lie knew iKd w’here 
Tluit passage led; nor lamp nor guard \v(‘re- there: 

H<> sees a dusky glimmering — shall he seek 
Or shun that ray so indisthict and weak ? 
enhance guides his ste[>s — a freshness seems to bear 
Full on his brow, as if’ from morning air — 

II (j r<’ach’d an open gallery — on his eye 
Gleam’d the last star of night, flu; clearing sky ; 

Yet scarcely heeded these — another light 
From a lone chamber struck upon his sight. 

Towards it ho moved ; a scarcely closing door 
Reveal’d the ray within, hut nothing more. 

With hasty step a figure outward past. 

Then paused — and turn’d — and paused — ’t is She at last ! 
No poniard in that hand — nor sign of ill — 

“ Thanks to that softening heart — she could not kill !” 
Again he look’d, tlie wildness of lier eye 
Starts from the day abrupt and fearfully. 

Sho stopp’d — threw back her dark far-floating hair, 
I’hat nearly veil’d her face and bosom fair : 

As if she late had bent her leaning head 
Above some object of her doubt or dread. 

They meet — upon her brow — unknown — forgot-— 

Her hurrying hand had loft — ^’twas but a spot — 

Its hue was all he saw', and scarce witlistood — 

Oh ! slight but certain pledge of crime — ’t is blood ! 


He had seen battle — he had brooded lone 
O’er promised pangs to sentenced guilt foreshown ; 
He had been tempted — chastened — and the chain 
Yet on his arms might ever there remain : 


But m;’er from strife — captivity — remorse — 

From all his feelings in their inmost force — 

So thrill’d— so shudder’d every ert'eping vein, 

As now they froze before that purjjle stain. 

That spot of blood, that light but guilty streak, 

Had baiiisli’d all the beauty from her cheek ! 

Bkiod he ha«i view’d — could view unmoved — ^but tlien 
It flow’d in combat, or was shed by men. 

XJ. 

“ ’T is done — he nearly waked — hut it is done. 
Corsair! he perish’d — thou art dearly won. 

All words would now he vain — away — away ! 

Our hark is tossing — ’tis already day. 

The few gain’d over, now are wholly mine, 

And these tliy yet surviving hand shall join : 

Anon my voice shall vindicate my haiai, 

When trticc our sail forsakes this hated strand.” 

xii. 

Slio clapp’d her hands — and fljrough tJie gallery pour 
Equipp’d for flight, her vassals—- Greek and Moor; 
Silent but quick tlicy stoop, his chains unbind ; 

)nce moro his limbs are free as mountain wind 
Blit on his heavy lu'art such sadness sate, 

As if they there Iransferr'd that iron w eight. 

No words are utttsr’d — at lier sign, a door 
Reveals tlie secret passage to the shore ; 

The city lies behind — they speed, they reach 
The glad waves dancing on the yellow beach ; 

And Conrad following, at Ikt beck, obeyed, 

Nor cart'd he now* if reseuod or betray’d ; 

Resistance were as useless as if Seyd 
Yet lived to view tlic doejm his ire decreed. 

XIII. 

Embark’d the sail unfurl’d, the light hrec/o blew— 
low much had Conrad’s memory to review ! 

^unk ho in Ckmtemjdation, till the capo 
kVhere last ho anchor’d rear’d its giant sliapo. 

Ah ! — ^siiicc that fatal night, though brief the time, 
lad swept an age of terror, griefj and crime. 

As it^ far sluulovv frown’d above, llu' mast, 

He vtul’d his fact', and sorrow’d as ln‘ past ; 

Ic thought of all — Gonsalvo and his band, 

His fleeting triumph and his failing hand; 
lo thought on her afar, his lonely bride : 

Ic turn’d and saw — Gulnare, the homicide! 

:>hc watch’d his features till she could not bear 
Their freezing aspect and averted air, 

And that strange tiernciK ss foreign to her eye, 

■i'ell ijuench’d in u'ars, too late to shed or dry. 

She knelt beside him and his hand sho prost. 

Thou may’st forgive though Alla’s self detest; 

But for that deed of darkness what w’ert thou ? 
Heproach me — hut not yet — Oh ! spare mo now ! 

am not what I seem — this fearful night 
Hy brain bewilder’d — do not madden quite! 
f I had never loved — though less my guilt, 

Thou hadst not lived to— hate mo — if thou wilt.” 

XV. 

3)je wrongs his thoughts, they more himself upbraid 
Than her, though undesign’d, the wretch he made ; 

3ut speechless all, deep, dark, and unexprest, 

They bleed within that silent coll — his breast. 

Still onward, fair the breeze, nor rough the surge, 

The blue weaves B|>ort around the stem they urge ; 

“■ar on the horizon’s verge appears a speclq 
A spot — a mast — a sail — an armed deck ! 

Their little bark her men of watch descry. 

And ampler canvass woos tlie wind from Iiigh 
She bears her down majestically near, 

Speed on her prow, and terror in her tier 



THE 


3; Anil is seen — ^the ball beyond their bow 
i^ms hamless, hissing to the deep below. 

rose keen Conrad from his silent trance, 

A long, long absent gladness in his glance ; 

•*T is • mine— my blood-red flag ! again — again— 

I am not all deserted on the main !” 

They own the signal, answer to the hail, 

H|»ist out the boat at once, and slacken sail. 

• ’T is Conrad ! Conrad !” shouting from the deck, 
Command nor duty could their transport clieck ! 

With light alacrity and gaze of pride;, 

They view him mount once more his vessel’s side 
A smile relaxing in each rugged face, 

Their arms can scarce f)rl>ear a rough eii brace. 

He, half forgetting danger and defeat, 

Returns their greeting as a chief may greet. 

Wrings with a cordial grasp Ansebno’s hand, 

And feels he yet can conquer and command ! 

Those greetings oVr, the feelings that oVrflow, 

Yet grieve to win him back without a blow ; 

They sail’d prepared for vengeance — had they known 
A woman’s hatui secured that deed her own, 

She were their queen— -less scrupulous arc they 
Than haughty Conrad how they win their way. 

With many an asking smile, and wondering stare, 

They whisper round, and gaze upon Gulnare ; 

And her, at once above — benealli her sex. 

Whom blood appall’d not, their regards perplex. 

To Conrad turns her faint imploring eye. 

She drops her veil, aiid stands in silence by; 

Her arms arc meekly folded on that breast, 

Wliich — Conrad saft=; — to fate resign’d the rest. 

Though worse than phrensy could tliat bosom fill, 
Extreme in love or hale, in good or ill, 

TheVorst of crimes had left her woman still! 

XVII, 

This Conrad mark’d, and felt — ah ! could he Ie.ss ? — 
Hate of tliat deed— but grief for her distress ; 

What she has done no tears can wash away, 

And Heaven must punish on its angry day : 

But — it was done : he knew, whate’er her guilt, 

For him that poniard smote, that hlood was spilt | 

And he was free ! — and she for him had given 
Her all on earth, and more than all in heaven ! 

And now lie turn’d him to that dark-eyed slave 
Whose brow was bow’d lienerith th(} glance he gave, 
Who now seem’d changed and humbled : — faint and meek, 
But varying oft the colour of her cheek 
To deeper shades of paleness — all its red 
That fearful spot which stain’d it from the dead ! 

He took that hand — it trembled — now too late — 

So soft in love — so wildly nerved in hate ; 

He clasp’d that hand — ^it trembled — and liis own 
Had lo.st its firmness, and his voice ite tone. 

* Gulnare!” — ^but she replied not — “dear Gulnare!” 
She raised her eye — her only answer there — 

At once she sought and sunk in his embrace ; 

If he had driven her from that resting-place, 

His had been more or less than mortal heart. 

But — good or ill — it bade her not depart. 

Perchance, but for the bodings of his breast, 

His latest virtue then had join’d the rest. 

Yet even Medora might forgive the kiss 
That ask’d from form so fair no more than tliis, 

The first, the last that Frailty stole from Faith — 

To lips where Love had lavish’d all liis breath, 

To Ups — whose broken sighs such fragrance fling, 

As he had fann’d them freshly with his wing ! 

XVIII. 

They gain by twilight’s hour their lonely isle. 

To them the very rocks appear to smile ; 


The haven hums with many a cheering sound, 

The beacons blaze Iheir wonted stations roiin^ 

The boa+s are darting o’er the curly bay, 

And sportive dolphins bond them tlirough the spray ; 
Even the hoarse sea-bird’s shrill, discordant shriek, 
Greets like the wclc<»me of fiis tuneless beak ! 

Beneath each lamp that through its lattice gleams, 
Their fancy paints the friends that trim the beams. 

Oh ! what can sanctify the joys of home, 

Like Hf)pc’s gay glance from Ocean’s troubled foam ? 

XIX. 

The lights are high on beacon and from bower, 

And midst them Conrad scjcks Medora’s tower; 

He looks in vain — ’t Is strange — and all remark, 

Amid so many, her’s aloiir is dark. 

T is strange — i)f yore its wtdconie never fail’d, 

Nor now, perchance, extinguish’d, only veil’d. 

With the lirst boat descends he for the shore, 

And looks impatient on the lingering oar. 

Oh! for a wing beyond the falcon’s flight, 

To bear him like an arrow to tliat height ! 

With the first pause the resting rowers gave, 

He waits not — looks not — leaps into the wave, 

Strives through the surge, bestrides the beach, and high 
Ascends tile path familiar to his eye. 

He reach’d his turret door — he paused — no sound 
Broke from witliin ; and all was night around, 
i He knock’d, and loudly — footstep nor reply 
Announced tliat any heard or deem’d him nigli ; 

He kiKxtk’d — but faintly — for his trembling hand 
Refused to aid his heavy heart's demand. 

'I'he portal ojiens — ’t is a well known face— 

But not the form he panted to embrace. 

Its lips are silent — twice; his own essay’d, 

And fail’d to frame the question they delay’d ; 

He snatch’d tlie lamp — its light will answer all — 

It quits his grasp, expiring in the fall. 

He would not wait for that reviving ray — 

As s(K>n could he have linger’d there for day ; 

But, glimniering through the dusky corridore, 

Another chequers o’er the shadow’d floor ; 
liis steps tile chamber gain — ^liis eyes behold 
All that his heart behoved not — ^yet foretold ! 

XX. 

He turn’d not — spoke not — sunk not — fix’d his look. 
And set the anxious frame that lately shook : 

He gazed — how long wc gaze despite of pain, 

And know, but dare n^it own, we gaze in vain ! 

In life itsfdf she was so still and fair, 

That death witli gentler asfiect wither’d there ; 

And that cold flowers her colder hand contain’d, 

In tlie last grasp as tenderly were strain’d 
As if she scarcely felt, but f<;ign’d a sleep, 

And made it almost mockery yet to weep ; 

The long dark lashes fringed lier lids of snow. 

And veil’d — thought shrinks from all that lurk’d below— 
Oh ! o’er the eye Death most exerts his might, 

And hurls the spirit from her throne of light! 

Sinks tliosc blue orb.s in that long last eclipse, 

But spares, as yet, the charm around her lips — 

Yet, yet they seem as tliey forbore to smile, 

And wish’d rejioso — but only for a while ; 

But the white shroud, and each extended tress. 

Long — ^fair — but spread in utter lifelessness. 

Which, late the s^iort of every summer wind, 

Escaped the baflied wreath that strove to bind ; 
t These — and the pale pure eheeli, became the bier- — 

But she is nothing — wherefore is he here ? 

XXI. 

He ask’d no question — all were answer’d now 
By the first glance on that still — marble brow. 

It was enough — she died — what reck’d it how ? 







111 Noblest continoation of Granger’s Biographical 
Histoi7, Ihor© is a singular pass^e in hie account of 
archbishop Blackhoume, and as in some measure con- 
nected with the profession of the hero of the foregoing 
poem, I cannot resist the temptation of extracting it, 
“There is something mysterious in the history and 
character of Dr. Blackbourno. The former is but 
imperfectly known ; and report has even asserted he 
w'as a biicanoer ; and that one of his brethren in that 
rofession having pked, on his arrival in England, what 
ad become of nis old chum, Blackbouriie, was an- 
swered, he is archbishop of York. We are informed, 
that Blackbourne was installed sub-dean of Exeter, in 
1694, which office he resigned in 1702; but after his 
successor Lewis Barnet’s death, in 1704, he regamed 
it. In the following year he became dean ; and, in 1714, 
held with it the archdeanery of Cornwall. He was 
consecrated bishop of Exeter, February 24, 1716; and 
translated to York, November 28, 1724, as a reward, 
according to court scandal, for uniting George I. to the 
Duchess of Munster. This, however, appears to have 
been an unfounded calumny. As archbishop he be- 
haved with great prudence, and was equally respectable 
as the guardian of the revenues of the see. Kiiinonr 
whispered he retained the vices of his youth, and that 
a passion for the fair sex formed an item in the list of 
his weaknesses; but so far from being convicted by 


seventy witnesses, he does not appear to have been 
directly cnminated by one. In short, I look upon those 
aspersions as tlie effects of mere malice. How b it 
possible a bucaneer should have been so good a scholar 
as Blackboufne certainly was? he who had so perfect 
a knowledge of the classics, (particularly of the Greek 
tragedians,) as to be able to read them with the same 
ease as he could Shak^ieare, must have taken great 
pains to acquire the leffhed languages; and have had 
botli leisure and good masters. But he was undoubt- 
edly educated at Christchurch College, Oxford. Ho 
is allowed to have been a jdoasant man : this^howev**! , 
was turned apinst him, by its being said, ‘ he gained 
more hearts than souls.’ ” 


“The only voice that could sooth the passions of ih< 
savage, (Alphonso 3d,) was that of an amia!)le ant 
virtuous wife, the sole object of his love ; the voice of 
Donna Isabella, the daughter of the Duke of Savoy 
and the granddaughter of Philip 2d, King of Bpaki.-- 
Her dying words sunk deep inlo his memory ; his fieret 
spirit melted into tears ; and after the last embrace 
Alphonso retired into his chamber to bewail his irre- 
parable loss, and to meditate on the vanity of human 
life.” — Miscellaneou* Works Qibb<m^ iWw JEdUim 
8vo. vol. iii. page 473. 


LARA; 

A TALE. 


CANTO I. 


T. 

The Serfs are glad through Lara’s wide domain, 
And Slavery half forgets her feudal chain ; 

He, tlieir unhoped, but unfurgoU.cn lord, 

The long self-exiled chieftain is restored ; 

There be bright faces in the busy hall, 

Bowls on the board, and banners on the wall ; 

Par checkering o’er the pictured window, plays 
The unwonted faggots’ hospitable blaze ; 

And gay retainers gather round the hearth, 

With tongues all loudness, and with eyes all mirth, 
n. 

The chief of Lara is return’d again : 

And why had Lara cross’d the bounding main? 
Left by his sire, too young such loss to know, 

Iiord of himself; — that heritage of wo, 

That fearful empire which the human breast 
But holds to rob the heart within of rest ! — ■ 

With none to check, and few to point in time 
The thousand paths that slope the way to crime. ; 
Then, w'hen he most required commandment, then 
Had Lara’s daring boyhoo<i govern’d men. 
h skills not, boots not step by step to trace 
His youth through all the mazes of its race ; 

Short was the course his restlessness had run, 

But long enough to leave him half undone. 

III. 

And Lara left in youth his lather-land ; 

But from the hour he waved his parting handf 
Hach trace wax’d fainter of his course, till all 
Had nearly ceased his memory to recodl. 

His sire was dust, his vassals could declare, 
f was all they knew, that Lara was not there ; 
j Nor sent, nor came he, till conjecture grew 
Lold m the many, anxious in the few. 


His hall scarce echoes with his wonted name, 

Hia jmrtrait darkens in its fading frame, 

Another chief consoled his destined bride, 

The young forgot, him, and the old had died, 

“ ^'et doth he live !” excKrims the impatient heir, 

And siglis for sables wlrich he must not wfiar. 

A hundred scutcheons di^crk with gloomy grace, 

7'he Inara's last and longest dwelling-place ; 

But one is absent from the mouldering file. 

That now were welcome in that Gothic pile. 

iv^ 

He comes atf last in sudden loneliness, 

And whence they know not, why they need not guess ; 
They more might man'Cl, when the greeting ’s o’er, 

Not U»at he came, bur came not long before ; 

No train is his beyond a single page, 

Of foreign aspect, and of fonder age. 

Years had roll’d on, and fast they speed away 
To those that wander as to those that stay ; 

But lack of tidings from another clime 
Had lent a flagging wing to weary Time. 

They sec, they recognise, yet almost deem 
The present dubious, or the past a dream. 

He lives, nor yet is past his manhoood’s prime, 

Though sear’d by toil, and something touch’d by time ; 
His faults, whate’er they wore, if scarce forgot, 

Might be untaught him by his varied lot; 

Nor good nor ill of late were known, his name 
Might yet uphold his patrimonial famo i 
His soul in youth was haughty, but his sins 
No more than pleasure from the stripling wins 
And such, if not yet harden’d in their course. 

Might be redeem’d, nor ask a long remorse. 

V. 

And they indeed were changed— ’t»s quick^ seen, 
Whate’er ho bo, ’twiwi not what he hwl been : 
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LAEA. 


Canto 1 . 


That brow in furrow'd lines had fix’d at lost, 

And spake of passionsi but of passion past : 

The pridci but not the fire, of early days, 

Coldness of mien, and carelessness of praise; 

A high demeanour, and a glance that took 
Their thoughts from others by a single look ; 

And that sarcastic levity of tongue, 

The stinging of a heart the world hath stung, 

That darts in seeming playfulness around, 

And makes those feel tliat will not own tlie wound ; 
Ail these seem’d his, and something more beneath, 
Than glance could well reveal, or accent breathe. 
Atnbilion, glory, love, the common aim, 

That some can conquer, and that all would claim, 
Witliin his breast appear’d no ratjrc to strive, 

Y ot seem’d as lately they had been alive ; 

And some deep feeling it were vain to trace 
At moments lighten’d o’er his livid face. 

VI. 

Not much he loved long question ol* the past, 

Nor told of wondrous wilds, and deserts vast, 

In those far lands where he had wander’d lone, 

And — os himself would have it seem — unknown : 

Y et these in vain his eye could scarcely scan, 

Nor glean experience from his fellow man; 

But what he had beheld he slinnn’d to show, 

As hardly worth a stranger’s care to know ; 

If still more prying such inquiry grtjw, 

His brow fell darker, and liis words more few. 

Not nnrejoiccid to see him once again, 

"Warm was his welcome to the hatmts of men; 
Born of high lineage, link'd in high command, 

He mingled with tlie Magnates of his land; 

Join’d the carousals of the great and gay, 

And saw them smile or sigh their hours away; 

But still he only saw, and did not share 
The ernmuon pleasure or the general care ; 

He did not follow what they all pursued 
With hope still baffled still to be renew’d; 

Nor shadowy h<a>our, nor substautial gain, 

Nor beauty’s preference, imd the rival’s pain: 
Around him some mysterious circle thrown 
Repoll’d approach, and show’d him sull alone ; 

Upon his eye sate something of reproofj 
That kept at least, frivolity aloof; 

And things more timid that beheld him near, 

In silence gazed, or whisper’d mutual fear; 

And they die wiser, friendlier few contest 
They deem’d him belter than his air exprest. 

Vllf, 

’Twas strange — in youth all acli<»n and all lilb, 
Burning for pleasure, not averse from strife. ; 
Woman — the field — tlie ocean — all that gave, 
Promise of gladness, peril of a grave, 

In turn he tried — he ransack’d all below, 

And found his recompense in joy or wo^ 

No tame, trite medium ; for bis feeUngs sought 
In that mlensencsa an escaiie from thought ; 

The tempest of his heart in scorn bad gazed 
On that the feebler elements hatli raised ; 

The rapture of his heart hod ItKik’d on high, 

And ask'd if greater dwelt beyond the sky : 

ChainV to excess, iho slave of each extreme, 

Jiow woke he from the wildness of that dream ? 

Alas! he told not — but he did awake 

To curse the wither’d heart that would not break. 


BooIb% Ibr his volume heretofore was Man, 
With eye more curious he appear’d to scan, 
Awl eft, in sudden mood, for many a day 
From all commimion he would start away: 


And then, his rarely call’d attendants said. 

Through night’s long hours w'otild sound his hurried tread 
O’er the dark gallery, where his fathers frown’d 
In rude but antique portraiture around : 

They heard, but wliisper’d — ^that must not be known— 
The sound of words less earthly than his own. 

Yes, they who ciiose might smile, but some had seen 
They scarce know what, but more than should have been 
Why gazed he so upon the ghastly head 
Which hand.s ]>rofane had gather’d from the dead* 

That still beside his open’d volume lay, 

As if to startle all save him away? 

Why slept he not when others were at rest ? 

Why hearsl no music, and received no guest ? 

All was not well, they deem’d — but where the wrong 
Some knew perchance — but ’t were a tale too long ; 
And sucli besides were too discreetly wise, 

To more than liint their knowledge in surmise ; 

But if they would — they could” — around the board. 
Thus Lara’s vassals prattled of their Lord. 

X. 

It was tlie night — and Lara’s glassy stream 
The stars are studding, each witli imaged beam; 

So calm, the watt;rs scarcely s(3Cin to stray, 

And yel they glide like hoppiiioss away ; 

Uellocliug far and fairy-like from high 
The immortal ligliis lliat live along the sky: 

Its banks are fringed with many a goodly tree, 

And ffovvers tlie fairest that may feast, the bee ; 

Such in hor chaplet infant Dian wove, 

And IniKicerice would offer to her love, 

These d<M:k tlie shore ; the waves lh(*ir channel make 
In windings linght and ma/.y like the snake. 

All was so still, st> soft in earth and air, 

You scarce would start to me«*t a spirit tliere 
Secure that nought of evil could doliglit 
To walk in such a scene, on such a night! 

It was a moment only for tlie gorxl : 

So Lara deem'd, nor longer tluTC he stood, 

But turn’d in silence to his caslle-gati? ; 

Such scene his soul no more could contemplate; 

Such scene reminded him of other days, 

(Jf skies more cloudless, moons of jiurer blaze, 

Of nights more soft and freipient, hearts tliat now— 

No — in> — the storm may heat upon his brow, 

Uiifell — unsparing — but a night like this, 

A night of beauty, mock’d such breast as his. 

XI. 

He turn’d within his sohtary liall, 

And his high shadow shot altmg tlie wall f 
'fhore were the painted forms of otlior times, 

’T was all they left of virtues or of crimes, 

Save vague tradition ; and the gloomy vaults 
That hid their dust, their foibles, and their faults | 

And hall' a column of porn)>oup page, 

That speeds the specious tale from ago to ago , 

Whore history’s pen its praise or blame supplies, 

And lies like truth, and still most tntly lies. 

He wandering imwed, and as tlie mooulwam slione 
Through the dim lattice o’er the floor of stone, 

And tbc liigb fretted roiif, and saints, that there 

O’er Gothic windows knelt in pictured prayer, 

Reflected in fantastic figures grew, 

Like life, but not like mortal life, to view ; 

His bristling locks of sable, brow of gloom, 

And the wide waving of his shaken plume, 

Glanced like a speclrc’s attributes, and gave 
His aspect all tliat terror gives the grave. 

'T was midnight — all was slumber ; the lone light 
Dimm’d in the lamp, as loth to break the night. 

Hark! there be murmurs heard in Lara’s hall— 

A sound — a voice — shriek — a fearful call ! 



Canto i. 


LARA. 


A long, lonil shriek — and silence — did they iiear Betray’d a feeling that recall’d to these 
That fl’antic echo burst the sleeping ear ? That fever’d moment of his mind’s disease. 

They heard and rose, and tremulously brave Was it a dream? was his the voice tliat spoke 

Rush where the sound invoked tlieir aid to save ; Tliose strange wild accents ; his the cry that broke 

They come with half-lit tapers in their hands, Their slumber? his the oppress’d o'orlabour’d heart 

And snatch’d in startled haste unbelted brands. That ccasr‘d to boat, the look that made them start ? 

Could he who thus had suffer’d, so forget, 

Whwi such as saw that suffering slmdder yet 

Cold as the marble where his length was laid, Or jid that silence prove l.is raemorv fix’d 

Pale as the beam that o’er his feature’s play’d, words, indelible, unmix’d 

Was Lara stretch’d ; his half drawn sabre near, |j,j corroding secrecy which gnaws 

Dropp’d it should seem in more than nature’s fear ; 

\ et he was firm, or had been firm till now, jijot so in liim ; his breast had buried both, 

And still defiance knit his gather’d brow ; common gazers could discern the growtli 

Though mix’d with terror, senseless as lie lay, Qf thoughts that mortal lips must leave half told 

'I’herc lived u{)on his lip the wish to slay ; They choke the feeble words tliat would unfold. 

Some half form’d threat in utterance there liad died, 

Some iinyirccation of despairing ]>ride ; 

Ills eye was almost scal’d, but, not forsook, In him inexidicably mix’d appear’d 

ICveii in its trance the gladiator’s lo^ik, iVIuch to be loved and ]iat(‘d, sought and fear’d ^ 

That oft awake his aspect could disclose, Opinion varying o’er his hidden lot, 

And now was fixed in horrible repose'. In praLsc or railing ne’er his name forgot: 

Tliey raise him — bear him; — hush! he breathes, he speaks, His silence form’d a theme for others’ prate— 


Tlic swarthy bliisli recolours in his cln'chs, 

His lip resumes its red, his eve, though dim, 

Rolls wide and wild, each slowly quivering limb 
Recalls its function, but liis words are strung 
Jn terms that soein not of liis native tongn*' ; 
Distinct, hut strange, enough tiiey un lcrstanil 
To deem them accents of aiiollier luiid, 

And such they w'cn*, jukI meant to meet an ear 
That hears him not — alas! that cannot hear! 

XIV. 

His page approach’d, and he- alone appear’d 
’I’o knf)w tin: import of tlu‘ vs'ords they htanl ; 

And, by the changes of his cheek and brow, 

They' w<*re. not such as Lara idiouKl avow, 

N()r he interpret, yet witli le’>'s surprise 

'J'han those around their c.hi' ftaiii's state ho eyes, 

Hut Lara’s prostrate form lie bent beside, 

And in that tongue wliioh seem’d liis own rephe<l, 
And Lnra heeds those tones tliat gently seem 
'I'o ‘iooth away tin' lK>rrors of liis dream; 

!(’ dream it wi're, that thus could overlliruw 
A breast tliat needed no! ideal wo. 

■\\ hat e’er his phreiisy dreani’d or eye beheld, 

If yet remember’d ri*'Vr hi be r.-veal’d, 

Hosts at his heart ; the eustom’d morning came, 
And breathed new vigour in his sitaken fniine; 

And solace sought he none from jirli’st nor Iceeh, 
Atvl .soon the same in movemeiii and in spei'ch 
As heretofore he fill’d the pas>ing hours, 

Nor less he smiles, nor inori' Ills foreliead lours, 
Than these vi’cre wont ; and if the coming night 
Appear'd loss welcome now to Lam’s sight, 

He to his marvelling vassals sliow’d it not, 

Who.se shuddering provinl t/tnr fiiar was less forgot. 
\n trembling jiairs (alone they dared not) crawl 
The astonish’d slaves, and shun the fated hall; 

The waving banner, and the elajiping door, 

The rust ling tapestry, and lh».' echoing floor ; 

The Jong dim shadows of trnrrounding trees, 

The fla]>ping bat, the night, song of the breeze ; 
Aught tliey behold or hear their thought appals. 

As evening saddtuis o’er tlie dark gray walls. 

XVI. 

Vain thought! that hour of ne’er unravell’d gloom 
Came not again, or Lara could assume 
A flcomiwg of forgevfulness, that made 

His vassals more amazed nor less afraid — 

Had memory vanish’d then with sense rastored ? 

^ Sinc« word, dot loolt, nor gesture of their lord 


They gues.-;'d — they gazed — they fain would know' his 
fate. 

W'liat had he been? what was he, thus unknown, 

Who walk’d their world, his lineage only known? 

A hater of his kind ? yet some would say, 

With tliem he could seem gay amidst tlie gay ; 

But own’d, that smile if oft observed and near, 

Waned in its mirtli, and wither’d to a sneer; 

Thai sniil<‘ uiiglit reai h his lip, but pass’d not by, 

Nolle oVr could traci^ its laughter to his eye: 

>^'1 there w.is softness loo in liLs regard, 

At times, a heart as not by nature hard, 

But 0111*0 perceivcil, his spirit seem’d to chid® 

Such weuki)(!ss, as unworthy of its pride, 

And steel'd itself] as scorning to redeem 
One doubt from others’ half witliheld esteom; 

In self-inflicted penance of a breast 

VV'liich leinlt‘rness might once have wrung from re«t ; 

In vigiluiM*e of grief that would compel 
I’Jic soul to hate for having loved too well. 

xvjir. 

There- was in him a vital scorn of all: 

As if the worst ha»l fall’n wliich coulil befall, 

He stood a stranger in this breatliing world, 

An erring spirit from another hurl’d ; 

A thing of dark imaginings, that shaped 
By choice, tin* perils he by chance, e-scaped; 

Hut ’.si'apetl in vain, fir in their memory yet 
Ills mind would half exult and half regret; 

With more capacity Pjr love than earth 
Besfow.s on most of mortal mould and birth, 

His early dri-ams of gcwKl outstrijip’d the truth, 

And troubled manhood follow'd baffled youth; 

With thought of years in phantom cliasc muspenl, 

And wash'd powers far better purpose lent; 

And fiery passions that had pour’d tlicir wrath 
In hurtie.d desolation o’er lus path, 

And left the better fl«!jiiigs all at strife 
, wild reflection o’er his stormy life ; 

But hauidity sti]}, and loth himself to blame, 

He call’d on Nature’s self to share* the shame^ 

And charged all faults upon ifie fleshly form 
iiiho gave to clog the soul, and feast the worm; 

Till he at last confounded g*s>d and ill, 

And half imsitook for fate the acts of will : 

Too high for common selfisliness, be could 
At limes resign his own for othera’ good, 

But not in pity, not because be ought, 

But in some strange perversity of thought, 

That sway’d liim onward with a secret pride 
To do what few nr none would do bosido ; 
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And this same impulse would, in tempting time, 
Mislead his spirit equally to crime; 

So much he soared beyond, or sunk beneath 
The men with whom he felt condemn^ to breathe 
And long’d by good or ill to separate 
Himself from all who shared his mortal state; 

His mind abhorring this had fix’d her throne 
Far from tlie world, in regions of her own : 

Thus coldly passing all that pass’d below, 

His blood in temperate seeming now would flow: 
Ah ! happier if it ne’er with guilt had glow’d 
But evor in diat icy smootlmess flow’d ! 

’T is true, with other men their path he walk’d, 
And like the rest in seeming did and talk’d. 

Nor outraged Reason's rules by flaw nor start, 
His madness was not of the head, but heart ; 

And rarely wander’d in his speech, or drew 
His thouglibn so forth as to offend the view, 

XIX. 

With all that chilling mystery of mien, 

And seeming gladiiess to remain unseen, 

He had (if *r were not nature’s boon) an art 
Of fixing memory on another’s heart : 

It was not love perchance — nor hate — nor aught 
*I’hat wortls can image to express the thought ; 
Hut they who saw him did not see in vain, 

And once beheld, would ask of him again : 

And tliose U> whom lie spake remember’d well, 
And on the word^ however light, would dwell; 
Nonf) knew, nor how, nor why, but he entwined 
Himself perforce around tlie hearer’s mind ; 

There he was stainjM, in liking, or in hate, 

If greeted once; however brief the date 
That friendship, pity, or aversion know, 

Btill there witliin the inmost tliought he grew. 
You Could not penetraU^ ids soul, hut thund, 
Despite your wonder, to your own he wound ; 

His pr(?seiico haunted still ; and from tho breast 
He forced on all unwilling interest : 

Vain was the struggle in that mental net, 

Uis spirit seem'd to dare you to forget] 

XK. 

There is a festival, where Imigiits and diuiies, 
And aught that wealth or lofly lineage claims 
Appear — n highborn and a welcome guest, 

To Otho’s hall came Lara witli the rest. 

Tim long carousal shakes the illumined hall, 

Well speeds alike the banquet and tho ball ; 

And tl)e gay dance of bounding Beauty’s train 
Links grace and liarmony in happiest cliain : 

Blest are tlie early hearts and gentle hands 
That mingle diore in well according bands ; 

It is a si^t the careful brow might smootli, 

And make Age smile, and dream itself to youth, 
And Youth forget such hour was past on eartli, 
So sprbgs the exulting bosom to that mirtli ! 

And liOra gazed on tlicse, sedately glad, 

His brow belied him if liis soul was sad ; 

And Ids glance follow’d fast each fluttering fair, 
Whose steps of lightness woke no echo them: 

He loan’d against die lofty pillar nigh, 

With folded anns and long attentive eye, 

Nor mark’d a glance so sternly fix’d on his— 

HI brook’d liigh I.<ara scrutiny like tliis: 

A( length he caught it, ’tis a face unknown, 

But seems as searching his, and his alone ; 
Prying nod darh, a sttanger’s by his mien, 

Who still til) now had gazed ou him unseen ; 

At longtli eaeounteiing meets the mutual gaze 
Of keen inquiry, and of mute amaze ; 

On Lara’s glance emotion gathering grew, 

As if distniBting that the stranger threw ; 


Along the stranger’s aspect fix’d and stern, 

Fiasli’d more than tlience the vulgar eye could learn. 
XXJI. 

“’Tis he!” the stranger cried, and those that heard 
Re-echoed fast and far tiie whisper’d word. 

“’Tis he !” — ^ ’Tis who?” they question far and near, 
Till louder accents rung on Lara’s ear ; 

So widely spread, few bosoms well could brook 
The general marvel, or that single look ; 

But Lara stirr’d not, changed not, the surprise 
That sprung at first to his arrested eyes 
Seem’d now subsided, neither sunk nor raised 
rlanced hLs eye round, though still die stranger gazed ; 
And drawing nigh, exclaim’d, witli haughty sneer, 

“ ’T is he ! — ^how came he tlience ? — what doth he here ?” 
xxiii. 

It were too much for Lara to pass by 
Such (piestions, so repeated fierce and high ; 

With look collected, but witli accent cold, 

More mildly firm tlian petulantly bold, 

He turn’d, and met the inquisitorial lone — 

“ My name is Lara ! — when thine own is known, 

D»jubt not my fitting answer to reejuite 
The unlook’tl for courtesy of such a knight, 
j ’T is Lara ! — ^further wouldst thou mark or ask ? 

L shun no ipicstion, and 1 wear no mask,” 

“ Thou shunn’st no question ! Ponder — is there none 
Thy heart must answer, though thine ear would shun ? 
And deem’st thou me unknown too ? Gaze again 
At least thy memory was not given in vain. 

Oh ! never oanst thou cancel half her debt, 

Eternity forbids tliee to forget” 

With slow and searching glance upon his face 
Grew Lara’s eyes, hut nothing there could trace 
They knew, or chose to know — with dubious look 
He deign’d no luiswer, hut his head he shook, 

And half contemptuous turn’d to pass away ; 

But the stern stranger motion’d him to stay. 

“A word! — 1 charge thee stay, and answer here 
To one, who, wert thou noble, were tliy peer, 

But as Uiou wasi and art — nay, frown not, lord, 

11' false, ’t is easy to disprove tho word — 

But, as thou wast and art, on thee looks down, 
Distrusts thy smiles, but shakes not at tliy frown. 

Art thou not he ? whose deetli 

“ Whate’er 1 be, 

Words wild as these, accusers like to Uiee 
1 list no furtiier ; those witii whom they weigh 
May hear the rest, nor venture to gainsay 
The wondrous tale no doubt thy tongue can tell, 

Which Urns begins so courteously and well. 

Let Otho cherish hero his polish’d guest, 

To liim iny thanks and thoughts shall be exprest.” 

And hero tlieir wondering host hath intoriiosed — 

“ Whate’er tJiere be between you undisclosed, 

Tins is no time nor fitting place to mar 
Tho mirtiifiil meeting with a wordy war. 

If tliou, Sir Ezzelin, hast aught to show 
Which it befits Count Lara’s ear to know, 

To-morrow, here, or elsewhere, as may best 
Beseem your mutual judgment, speak the rest ; 

1 pledge myself for tliee, as not unknown, 

Though like Count Lara now return’d abne 
From other lands, almost a stranger grown ; 

And if from Lara’s blood and gentle birth 
I augur right of courage and of worth, 

He will not tliat untainted line belie, 

Nor aught that knighthood may accord, deny.” 

“ To-morrow be it,” Ezzelin replied, 

“And here our several worth and truth be tried ; 

1 gage ray life, my falchion to attest 
My words, so may I mingle with die West!” 
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What answers Lara ? to its centre stirunk 
His soul, in deep abstraction sudden sunk ; 

The words of many, and the eyes of all 
That there were gather’d, seem’d on him to fall ; 

But his were silent, his appear’d to stray 
In far forgethilness away — away — 

Alas ! that heedlessness of all around 
Bespoke remembrance only too profound. 

XXIV. 

“ To-morrow ! — ay, to-morrow !” further word 
Than those repeated none from Lara heard ; 

Upon his brow no outward passion spoke; 

From Ilia large eye no dashing anger broke ; 

Yet there was something fix’d in tliai low tone, 

Which show’d resolve, determined, though unknown. 
He seized liis cloak — his head he slightly bow’d, 

And passing Ezzeliii, he left the crowd ; 

And, as he pass’d him, smiling mot the frown 
Willi which that chieftain’s brow would bear him dowi 
It was nor smile of mirth, nor struggling pride 
'Phat curbs to scorn the wrath it cannot hide ; 

But that of one in his own heart seciue 
Of all that ho would do, or could endure. 

<./Ould tills mean peace ? the calmness of the good ? 

Or guilt grown old in desperate hardihood ? 

Alas! too like in confidence are each, 
h'or man to trust to mortal look or speech ; 

From deeds, and deeds alone, may he discern 
Truths which it wrings the unpractised heart to learn. 

XXV. 

And Lara call’d his page, and went his way — 

Well could that stripling word or sign obey: 

Mis only follower from those climes afar, 

Whore the soul glows beneatli a brighter star ; 

For I.ara left the sJioro from whence he sprung, 

111 duly patient, and sedate tliough young; 

Sile.nt as him he .served, his faith appears 
Alfove his station, and beyond hi.s years. 

Tliough not unknown the longue of Lara’s land. 

In such from him he rarely hoard conuiiarid ; 

But fleet his step, and clear his tones would come, 
When Lara’s lip breathed forth the words of home: 
'J’hosR accents as liis native mountains dear, 

Awake their absent echoos in his ear, 

Friends’, kindreds’, parents’, vvontiid voice recall, 

Now lost, abjured, for one — his friend, his all: 

For him earth now disclosed no other guide ; 

What marvel then he rarely left lus side ? 

XXVI. 

Light was his form, and darkly delicate 
Tliat brow whereon his native sun had sale, 

Bui had not marr’d, though in liis b»^ams he grow, 

The cheek where oft. the unbidden blush shone through ; 
Yet not such blush as mounts when health would allow 
All the heart’s hue in tliat delighted glow ; 

But ’t was a hectic lint of secret care 
That for a burning moment fever’d there ; 

And the wild sparkle of his eye seem’d caught 
Prom high, and lighten’d with electric tliought. 

Though its black orb those long low lashes’ fringe 
Had tem^ier’d with a melanclioly tinge ; 

Yet less of sorrow than of pride was there, 

Or if ’t were grief, a grief tliat none should sliare : 

And pleased not him the sports tliat please his age, 

The tricks of youth, the frolics of the page ; 

For hours on Lara ho would fix his glance, 

As oll-fbrgotten in that watchful trance ; 

And from his chief witlidrawn, he wander’d lone, 

Brief were his answers, and his questions none ; 

His walk the wood, his sport some foreign book ; 

His resting-place the bank that curbs the brook : 

He seem’d, like him he served, to live apart 
Prom all that lures the eye, and fills the heart; 
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To know no brotherhood, and take from earUi 
No gift beyond that bitter boon--our birtJi. 

XXVII. 

If aught he loved, H was Lara ; but was shown 
His faith in reverence and in deeds alone ; 

In mute attention; and his care, whicli guess’d 
Each wish, fulfill’d it ere the tongue express’d. 

Still there was haughtiness in all he di^ 

A spirit deep tliat brook’d not to be cliid ; 

His zeal, though more than that of servile hands, 

In act alone obeys, his air commands ; 

As if ’t was Lara’s less than tn$ desire 
Tliat thus he served, but surely not for hire. 

Sliglit were the tasks enjoin’d him by his lord, 

To hold the stirrup, or to bear tlie sword; 

To tunc his lute, or if he will’d it mure, 

On tomes of other times and tongues to pore ; 

But ne’er to mingle witli the menial train, 

To whom he show’d nor deference nor disdain, 

But that well-worn reserve which proved he knew 
No sympathy witli that familiar crew: 

His soul, what o’er his station or his stem, 

Could bow to Lara, not descend to them. 

□f liighcr birth ho seem’d, and better days. 

Nor mark of vulgar toil that hand betrays, 

So femininely while it might bespeak 

Another sex, when match’d with that smootli cheek, 

But for his garli, and something in his gaze, 

More wild and high than woman’s eye betrays ; 

I A latent fierceness that far more becamo 
' His fi<!ry climate than his tender frame : 

True, in his words it broke not from his breast, 

But from his as[)cct might be more than guess’d 
Kaled his name, though rumom* said he bore 
Another ere he left his nunuitain-shore ; 

or soinetimes he would hear, however nigh, 

That name repeated loud witliout reply, 

As unfamiliar, or, if roused again, 

jstart to the .sound, as but remember’d then ; 

Unless ’tvvas Lara’s wonted voice that spake, 

■i’or then, ear, eyes, and heart would all awake, 
xxvrii. 

He had I(M.)k’d dowm upon the festive hall, 

An<l mark’d that sudden .strife so mark’d of all ; 

I And when tlio crowd around and near him told 
"■heir wonder at the calmness of the bold, 

’heir marvel how the liiirli-borii Lara bore 
hell insult from a stranger, doubly sore, 

’he colour <jf young Killed went and came, 

[’he lip of ashes, and the cheek of flame ; 
nd o’er his brow llie dampening heart-drops threw 
'ho sickening iciness of that cold dew, 

'hat risi *8 as tlie nusy bi:)som sinks 
ATith heavy thoughts from which reflection shrinks, 
es — ^tlicre be tilings which we must dream and dai 
Ind execute ere thought he half aware : 

V'hate’er might Kalod’s be, it was enow 
'o seal his Up, but agonise his brow, 
e gazed on Ezzelin till l.ara cast 
'hat sidelong smile upon the knight he past ; 

Vhen Kalcd saw that smile his visage fell, 

.s if from something recognised right well ; 
is memory read in such a meaning more 
'ban Lara’s aspect unto others wore : 

'orward he sprung — a moment, both were gone^ 

.nd all within that hall seem’d left alcme ; 

.ach had so fix’d his eye on Lara’s mien, 

.11 had so mix’d their foelings with that scene, 

'hat when his long dark shadow through the porch 
10 more relieves the glare of yon high torcfi, 
iach pulse beats quicker, and all bosoms seem 
'o bound as doubting from too black a dream, 
uch as wo know is false, yet dread in sooth, 
because the worst is ever nearest truth. 
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And they are gone— %iit ExzeUn is there) 

With thoughtful visage and imperious air ; 

But long remain’d not ; ere an hour expired 
He waved his hand to Otho, and retired. 

XXIX. 

The crowd are gone, the reveller.** at rest ; 

The courteous host, and all-approving guest, 

Again to that accustom’d couch must creep 
Where joy subsides, and sorrow sighs to sleep, 

And man, o’orlaboui^d with his being’s strife, 
Shrinks to that sweet forgetfulness of life : 

There lie love’s fcverisli hope, and cunning’s guile, 
Hate’s working brain, and lull’d ambition’s wile ; 
O’er each vain eye oblivion’s pinions wave. 

And quench’d existence crouches in a grave. 

What better name may slumber’s bed become ? 
Night’s sepulchre, the universal home. 

Where weakness, strengUi, vice, virtue, sunk supine, 
Alike in naked helplessness recline ; 

Glad for awhile to heave unconscious breath, 

Yet wake to wrestle with the dread of death, 

And slum, though day but dawn on ills incroast, 
Tlmt sh^ep, the loveliest, since it dreams the least. 


CANTO II. 


I. 

Night wanes— the vapours round the mountains curl’d 
Melt into morn, and Light awakes the world. 

Man ha.«» another day to swell the past, 

And lead him near to little, but his last ; 

But mighty Nature bounds as from her birth, 

The sun is in the heavens, and life on tjurth ; 

Flowers in the valley, splendour in the beam, 

Health on the gale, and freshness in the stream 
Immortal man I behold her glories shine, 

And cry, exulting inly, “ they are thine !” 

Giizo on, while yet thy gladden’d eye may see ; 

A morrow comes when they are not for thee ; 

And grieve what may above thy senseless bier, 

Nor earth nor sky will yield a single tear ; 

Nor cloud shall gather more, nor leaf sliall fall, 

Nor gale breathe forth one sigh for tliec;, for all ; 

But creeping things shall revel in their spoil, 

Atid fit thy clay to fertilize the soil. 

11 . 

’T is morn — ’t is noon— assembled in the hall, 

The gather’»l chieftains come to Otlio’s call , 

’T is now the promised hour, that must proclaim 
The life or death of Lara’s future fame ; 

When Ezzelin his charge may here unfold, 

And whatsoe’er the tale, it must be told. 

His faith was pledged, and Lara’s promise given, 

To meet it in the eye of man and heaven. 

Why comers he not ? Such truths to be divulged, 
Methinks the accuser’s rest is long indulged. 

III. 

The hour is past, and Lara too is there, 

With self-confiding, coldly patient air ; 

Why comes not Kzzelin ? The hour is past, 

And murmurs rise, and Orho’s l>row o’ercast. 

“ I know iny friend ! his faitli 1 cannot foar, 

If yet ho be on earth, expect him hero ; 

The roof that held liim in tliu valley stands 
Between my own and noble Lara’s lands ; 

My halls from such a guest luui honour gain’d. 

Nor had Bir Ezzelin his host disdain’d. 

But Owi some previfiMi»#»iM' forbade his stay, 

A»d vvyed him to |»«piMp»4|fainst to-day ; 
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The word I pledged for his I pledge again. 

Or will myself redeem his knighthood’s stain.* 

He ceased — and I.ara answer’d *^I am here 
To lend at thy demand a listening ear 
To tales of evil from a stranger’s tongue, 

Whose words already might my heart have wrung, 
But fJiat I deem’d him scarcely less than mad. 

Or, at the worst, a foe ignobly bad. 

I know him not — but mo it seems he know 
In lands where — but I must not trifle too: 

Produce this babbler — or redeem tlie pledge ; 

Here in thy hold, and with thy falcluon’s edge,* 

Proud Otho on the instant, reddening, threw 
His glove on earth, and forth liis sabre flew 
The last alternative befits mo best. 

And tlius I answer for mine absent guest.” 

With cheek unchanging from its sallow gloom, 
However near his own or other’s tomb ; 

Witli hand, whose almost careless coolness spe^e 
Its grasf> well-used to deal the sabre-stroke; 

With eye, though calm, determined not to spare, 

Did TiSra too his willing w'capon bare. 

In vain llie circling chief* ains round tlicm closed, 

For Otho’s |)hrensy would not be opposed ; 

And from his li[) tho^e words of insult fell — 

His sword is good who can maintain them well. 

I 

Short was the conflict ; furious, blindly rash, 

Vain Otho gave his bosom to the gash : 

Ho bled, and fell ; but not with ileadly wound, 
'Stretch’d by a d<?xfrous sleight along the ground. 
■‘Demand thy life!” He answer’d not; and then 
From that red floor he ne’er had risen again, 

For Lara’s brow upon the moment grew 
Almost to blackness in its demon hue; 

And fiercer shook his angry falchion now 
Than when his foe’s was levell’d at his brow ; 

'rheii ail was slt^rn collectedness and art. 

Now rose the unleaven’d hatred of his heart ; 

Bo little s[>aring to the foe, he fell’d, 

That when the ajiproaching crowd his arm withheki 
He almost turri’<i the thirsty point on those. 

Who thus for mercy dared to interpose ; 

But to a moment’s thought that purpose bent ; 

Yet look'd he on him still with eye intent. 

As if he loathed tin* inellectual strife 
That, left, a foe, howe’er o’erlhrown, with life ; 

As if to search how far the wound he gave 
Had sent its victim onward to his grave. 

V. 

They raised (he bleeding Otho, and the Leech 
Forbade all present question, sign, and speech ; 

The others met within a neighbouring liall. 

And he, incensed and heedless of them all, 

The cause and conqueror in this sudden fray, 

In haughty silence slowly strode away ; 

He back’d his steed, his homeward path he took, 

Nor cast on Otho’s towers a single look. 

VI. 

But where was he ? that meteor of a night, 

Who menaced but to disappear with light ? 

Where was this Ezrelin? who came and went 
To leave no other trace of his intent. 

He loft the dome of Otho long ere morn, 

In darkness, yet so well the jiath was worn 
He could not miss it : near his dwelling lay ; 

But there he was nor, and with coming day 
'lame fast impiiry, which unfolded naught 
Except the absence of the chief it sought. 
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A chamber tenantless, a steed at rest, 

His host alarm’d, his iniu-muring squires distrcst: 
Their search extends along, around tlie path, 

In dread to meet the marks of prowlers’ wrath ; 
But none are tliere, and not a brake hath borne, 
Nor gout of blood, nor shred of mantle torn ; 

Nor fall nor struggle hath defaced tlio grass. 
Which still retains a mark where murder w^as; 
Nor dabbling fingers left to tell Uio tale, 

The bitter print of each convulsive nail, 

When agonised hands, that cease to guard. 
Wound in that pang the smoothness of the sward. 
Some such hod been, if here a life was reft, 

But these wore not ; and doubting hope is left ; 
And strange suspicion, whispering Lara’s name, 
Now daily mutters o’er his blacken’d fame ; 

Then sudden silent when his Ibrm appear’d, 
Awaits the absence of the thing it fear’d 
Again ite wonted wondering to rtnicw. 

And dye conjecture with a darker hue. 

Days roll along, and Otho’s wounds arc heal’d, 

But not his pride ; and hale no more conc(?al’d : 
He was a man of power, and Lara’s foe, 

The friend of all who sougljt to work him wo, 

And from his country’s justice now demands 
Account of Ezzelin at I.ara’s hands. 

Who else than Lara could have cause to fijar 
His preseiKie? who had made him disappear, 

If not the man on whom his numace-d cliargo 
Had sale too deeply were lie left at large? 

The general rumour ignorantly loud, 

The mystery dearest to the curious crowd ; 

The seeming friondlossness of him who strove 
To wan no confidence, and wak<'- no love ; 

The sweeping fierceness which his soul betray’d. 
The skill with which lie w ielde.d his keen blade ; 
Where had his arm umvarlike caught that art? 
WIuTe had that fierceness grow'n upon his heart ? 
For it was not the blind capricious rage 
A word can kindle and a wortl assuagi) ; 

Bat the deep working of a unmix’d 
With aught of pity where it^? w’rath had fix’d ; 

Such eis long power and overgorged success 
Concentrates uito all Unit’s merciless; 

These, link’d witli that desire which ever sways 
Mankind, the rather to condemn than praise, 
’Gainst Lara gathering raised at length a storn*, 
Such as liirnse-lf might fear, and foes would form. 
And he must answer for the absent hear! 

Of one Uiat haunts him still, alive or dead. 

VIII. 

Witliin that land w^as many a malcontent, 

Wlio cursed the tyranny to which he bent ; 

That soil full many a wringing despot saw, 

Who work’d his w'antorinciss in form of law; 

Long war without and frequent broil witliin 
Had made a path for blood and giant sin, 

That waited but a signal to begin 
New havock, such as civil discord blends. 

Which knows no neuter, ow’ns but foes or friends ; 
Fix’d in his feudal fortress each was lord, 

In word and deed obey’d, in soul abhorr’d. 

Thus Lara had inherited his lands, 

And with them pining hearts and sluggish hands ; 
But that long absence from his native clime 
Had left him stainless of oppression’s crime. 

And now diverted by bis milder sway, 

All dread by slow degrees had worn away. 

The menials felt their usual awe alone. 

But more for him than them that fear was grown ; 
They deem’d him now unhappy, though at first 
Their evil judgment augur’d of the worst, 


And each long resiloss night, and silent mood, 

Was traced to sickness, fed by solitude : 

And though his lonely habits Uirew of late 
Gloom o’er his chamber, ciice.rFul was his gate ; 

For thence the wretf'hod ne’er unaoothed withdrew, 
For them, at least, his soul compassion knew. 

Cold to the great, contemptuous to the higli. 

The humble pass’d not his unheeding eye ; 

Much lie would speak not, but beneath his roof, 
They found asylum oft, and ne’er reproof. 

And they who watch’d might mark that day by daj 
Some new retainers gather’d to his sway; 

But most of late, since Ezzelin was lost, 

He play’d Ihti courteous lord and bounteous host; 
Perchance his strife with Otho made him dread 
Some snare prepared for his obnoxious head ; 
Whate’er his view, his favour more obtains 
With these, tlie peojilc, than his fellow thanes. 

If this were policy, so jar ’t was sound. 

The million judged but of liim as they found ; 

From him by sterner chiefs to exile driven 
They hut required a shelter, and ’t was given. 

By him no peasant mourn’d his rifled cot, 

And scarce tlie Serf could murmur o’er his lot ; 
With him old avarice found its hoard secure, 

With him contempt forbore to mock the poor; 
Youth, present cheer, and promised recompense 
DetahiM, till all too late to part from thence; 

To hate he ofier’d, witli the coining change, 

The deep reversion of delay’d revenge ; 

1 To love, long baftled by tlie une<;ual matcli, 

The well-won charms success was sure to snatch. 
All now was rijie, he \vaitK but to proclaim 
That slavery nothing which was still a name. 

^'h<* moment came, the liour wlien Otho thought 
Secure at last tlie vengeance which Iv sought* 

His summons founil the destined criminal 
Begirt liy thousands in his swarming hall, 

Fresh from their feudal fetters newly riven, 

Defying earth, and confident of heaven. 

That morning he had freed the soil-bound slaves 
Who dig no land for tyrants but their graves! 

Such is their cry — some watchword for tlie fight 
Must vindicate the wrong, and war}) the right ; 
Religion — freedom — vengeance — what you will, 

A word’s enough to raise mankind to kill ; 

Some factious phrase by cuiiniug caught and sproac 
That guilt may reign, and w'olves and worms be fed 


Throughout that clime the feudal chiefs had gain’d 
Such sway, th» ir infant monarch hardly reign'd ; 
Now was the hoar for faction’s rebel growth, 

The Serfs contemn’d the one, and hated tiolh 
They wailed but a leader, and they found 
One to their cause inseparably bound ; 

By circumstance eoinjadl’d to plunge again, 

In self-defence, amidst the strife of men. 

Cut otr by some mysterious fate from those 
Whom birtli and nature meant not for his foes, 
Had Lara from that night, to him accurst, 
Prepared to meet, but not alone, the worst ; 

Some reason urged, whate’er it was, to shun 
Inquiry into deeds at distance done ; 

By mingling witli his own tlie cause of all, 

E’en if he fail’d, he still delay’d his fall. 

The suUon calm that long his bosom kept, 

The storm that once had spent itself and slept. 
Roused by events that seem’d foredoom’d to urge 
His gloomy fortunes to their utmost verge. 

Burst forth) and made him all he once had been, 
And is again ; he only changed the scene. 

Light care had he for lifo, and less for fome, 

But not less fitted for the desperate game : 
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Hf) himself maihM out Ibr others' hate, 

And mock'd at nan so they shared his fate. 

What eared he for the freedom of the crowd? 

He raised the humble but to bend the proud. 

He had hoped quiet in bin sullen lair, 

But man and destiny beset him there; 

Inured to buntere, he was found at bay; 

And they must kffi, they cannot snare the prey. 
Stem, unambitious, silent, ho had been 
Henceforth a cahn spectator of life’s scene ; 

But, dragg'd again upon the arena, stood 
A leader not imequal to the feud ; 

In voice — rnien~~gesture — savage nature spoke, 
And from his eye tlie gladiator broke. 

z. 

Wiiat boots the oft-repeated tale of strife, 

The feast of vultures, and the waste of life? 

The varying fiirtime of each separate field, 

. The fierce that vanquish, and the faint that yield ? 
The smoking ruin, and the crumbled wall? 

In this the struggle was tlic same with all ; 

Save that distempt^r’d passions lent their force 
In bitterness tliat banish’d all remorse. 

None sued, for Mercy Imew her cry was vain, 

'riic captive died upon the battle-plain : 

In either causti, one rage alone possest 
The empire of the alteniate victor’s breast ; 

And they that smolo for freedom or for sway, 
Deem’d fow wore slain, while more remain’d to slay. 
It was too late tu check tli(^ wasting brand, 

And Desolation reap’d the famish'd land ; 

The torch was lighted, and tlie flame was spread. 
And Carnage smiled iq»on her daily dead. 

Zf* 

Fresh witli the nerve the new-born impulse strung, 
The first success to Inara’s numbers clung: 

But that vain victory hath ruin’d all, 

They form no longer to tlieir leader’s call ; 

In blind confusion on tlic fi)e they press, 

And tlunk tu .snatch is to secure success. 

The lust of booty, and the tliirst of hate. 

Lure on the broken brigands to their fate : 

In vain he doth whate’er a chief may do, 

To check the headlong fury of that crew ; 

In vain their stubborn ardour he would tame, 

The hand that kindles cannot quench the flame 
The wary foe alone hath turn’d their mot>d, 

And shown their rashness to that erring brood: 

The feign’d retreat, the nightly ambuscade, 

The daily harass, and the fight delay’d, 

The long privation of tlie hoped supply, 

The tentless rest beneath the huimd sky, 

The stubborn wall that mocks the leaguer’s art., 

And palls tlic patience of his baffled heart, 

Of these they had not deem’d : the battle-day 
They could encounter as a veteran may ; 

But more preferr’d the fiiry of the strife, 

And present death, to hourly suffering life : 

And famine wrings, and fever sweeps away 
His numbers melting fast from their array ; 
Intemperate triumph fades to discontent, 

And Lara’s soul alone seems still unbent : 

But few remain to aid his voice and hand, 

And tliousands dwindled to a scanty band 
Desperate, though fow, the last and best rentaiifd 
To mourn the ducipltne they late disdain’d. 

One hope survives, the frontier is not ftu*. 

And thence they may escape foom native war; 

And hjpA within them to the neighbouring state 
A»:'0mwt sorrows, or aji outlaw’s hate: 

HiiiNiif the task their fother>land to qiik, 

Bit Irttder still to perish or submit. 


Zit. 

It is resolved— 4hoy march — consenting Night 
Guides with her star their dim and torchless flighty 
Already they perceive its tranquil beam 
Sleep on the surface of the barrier stream; 

Already they descry — Is yon the bank ? 

Away ! ’t is lined with many a hostile rank. 

Return or fly ! — What glitters in the roar ? 

’T is Otho’s banner — the pursueris spear ! 

Are tliose the shepherds’ fires upon the height? 

Alas! they blaze too widely for the flight: 

Cut off from hope, and compass’d in the toil, 

Less blood perchance hath bought a richer spoil ! 

XIII. 

A moment’s pause, ’t is but to breathe their band, 

Or shall they onward press, or here withstand ? 

It matters little — if they charge the foes 
Wfio by the border-stream their march oppose, 

Some few, perchance, may break and pass the line, 
However link’d to baffle such design. 

“ The charge be ours ! to wait for tlieir assault 
Were fate well wortliy of a coward’s halt.” 

Forth flies each sabre, rein’d Is every steed, 

And the next word shall scarce outstrip tlie deed : 

In the next tone of Lara’s gathering breath 
How many shall but hear the voice of death ! 

ZIV. 

His blade is bared, in him there is an air 
As deep, but far too tranquil for despair; 

A something of indiffcroncc more than then 
Becomes the bravest, if thejy feel for men — 

He turn’d liis eye on Kaled, ever near, 

And slii! too faithful to betray one fear ; 

Perchance ’i was but the moon’s dim twilight threw* 
Along his aspect an unwonted hue 
* Of mournful paleness, wht>se deep tint exjMrest 
The truth, and not the terror of liis breast. 

This Lara mark’d, and laid lus hand on his: 

It trembled not in such an hour as tliis ; 

His lip was silent, scarcedy beat his heart, 

His eye alone proclaim’d, “We will not part! 

I Thy baud may fierish, or thy friends may flee, 
Farewell to life, but not adieu to thee !” 

The word hath pass’d his lips, and onward driven, 
Pours the link’d band through ranks asunder riven; 
Well has each steed obey’d the armed heel, 

And flash tlie Bcimitars, and rings the steel ; 
Outnumber’d not outbraved, they still oppose 
Despair to daring, and a front to foes ; 

And blood is mingled with the dashing stream, 

Which runs all redly till tlie morning beam. 

XV. 

Commanding, aiding, animating all, 

Where foe appear’d to press, or friend to fall. 

Cheers Lara’s voice, and waves or strikes his steal. 
Inspiring hope himself had ceased to feel. 

None fled, for well they knew that flight were vain , 
But those tliat waver turn to smite again. 

While yet they find the firmest of the foe 
Recoil before tlieir leader’s look and blow : 

Now girt with numbers, now almost altme, 

He foils tlieir ranks, or reunites his own ; 

Himself he spared not — once they seem’d to fly— 
Now was the time, be waved his hand on high, 

And shook — ^^Why sudden droops that plumed creet? 
The shaft is sped — the arrow ’s in his Weast ! 

That fatal gesture left tlie unguarded side, 

And Death hath striken down yon arm of pride. 

The word of triumph funted from his tongue ; 

That hand, so rais^, how droopingly it hung I 
But yet the sword instinctively retains. 

Though from its follow diirink the foiling reins 
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These Kaled matches ; dizzy with the blow, 

And senseiesi bending o’er his saddie-bow, 

Perceives not Lara that his anxious page 
Beguiles his charger from t>ie combat’s rage : 
Meantime his followers charge, and charge again ; 
Too mix’d the slayers now to heed the slain ! 

XVI. 

Day glimmers on the dying and the dead, 

The cloven cuirass, and the helmlcss head ; 

The war-horse masterless is on the earth. 

And that last gasp hath burst his bloody girth ; 

And near, yet quivering wilit what life remain’d, 

The heel that urged him and the hand that rein’d ; 
^And some too near tliat rolling torrent lie, 

Whoso waters mock the lip of those that die ; 

That panting thirst which scorches in the breath 
Of those that die the soldier’s fiery death, 

In vain impels the burning month to crave 
One drop — the last — to cool it for the grave ; 

With leehle and convulsive effort swept, 

Tlnur limbs along the crimson’d turf have crept ; 

The faint remains of life such struggles waste, 

But yet they reach the stream, and bend to taste: 
They feel its freshness, and almost partake — 

Why pause ? No further thirst have they to slake— 
It is unqucnch’d, and yet they feel it not ; 

It was an agony — but now forgot ! 

XTII. 

Beneath a lime, remoter from the scene, 

Where but for him that strife had never been, 

A breathing but devoted warrior lay : 

’'r as Lara bleeding fast from life away. 

"^His follow(T once, and now his only guide, 

Knt'els Kaled watchful o’er his welling side, 

And with his scarf would stanch the tides that rush, 
With each convulsion, in a blacker gush ; 

And th(‘n, as his faint breathing waxes low, 

In feebler, not less fatal tricldings flow : 

He scarce can speak, but motions him ’tis vain, 

And merely adds another throb to pain. 

H<i clasps the hand tliat pang which would assuage, 
Ainl sadly smiles his thanks to that dark page, 

Who nothing fears, nor feels, nor heeds, nor secs, 
b»avo that damp brow w-hich rests upon his knees ; 
Save that pale aspect, where the eye, though dim, 
Held all the light that shone on earth for liitii. 

XVIII. 

The foe arrives, who long had search’d the field, 
Their triumph nought till Lara too should yield ; 

I’hey would remove him, but they see ’t were vain, 
And he regards them with a calm disdain, 

That rose to reconcile him with his fate. 

And that escape to death from living hate : 

And Otho comes, and leaping from his steed, 

Looks on the bleeding foe that made him bleed, 

And questions of his state ; he answers not, 
fcscarco glances on him as on one forgot. 

And turns to Kaled : — each remaining word, 

They understood not, if distinctly heard ; 

Ills dying tones are in that other tongue, 

To which some strange rcmcmbronco wildly clung. 
I’hey speak of other scenes, but what — is known 
To Kaled, whom their meaning reach’d alone ; 

And ho replied, though faintly, to their sound, 

While gazed the rest in dumb amazement round: 
f hey seem’d even then — that twain — ^unto the last 
To half forget the present in the past; 

^ share between themselves some separate fate, 
Whose darkness none beside should penetrate, 

XIX. 

^heir wenrds though fomt were many — from the tone 
Their import those who heard could judge alone ; 

11 


n§ 

From this, you might have deem’d young Kalcd’s death 
More near than Lara’s by his voice and breath, 

So sad, so deep, and hesitating broke 

The accents his scarce-moving pale Ups spoke ; 

But Lara’s voice, though low, at, first was clear 
And calm, till murmuring death gasp’d hoarsely noart 
But from liis visage little could we guess, 

So unrepentanl, dark, and passionless, 

I Save that when struggling nearer to his last, 

Upon that page his eye was kindly cast; 

And once as Kaled’s answering accents coast, 

Rose Lara’s hand, and pointed to the East : 

Where (as then the breaking sun from high 
Roll’d back the clouds) the morrow caught liis eye, 

Or that ’twas chance, or some rerneniberVl scene, 

That raised his arm to point where such had been, 
Scarce Kaled seem’d to know, but turn’d away, 

As if his heart abhorr’d that coming day. 

Ann shrimk his glance before that morning liglit, 

To look on Lara’s brow — where all grew night. 

Yet sense seem’d lefl, though better were its loss 
'For when one near display’d the absolving cross, 

And j)rofier’d to his lojjch the holy bead, 

Of which his parting soul might own the n<’!ed, 

He look’d upon it with an eye profane, 

And smiled — Ht^aven pardon! if ’t were with disdain: 
And Kaled, though he spoke not, nor withdrew 
From Lam’s face his liv’d despairing view, 

With brow repulsive, and with gesture swift, 

Flung back iJic hand which held tl»o sacred gift, 

As if such but rlisttirb'd the expiring man, 

Nor seem’d to know his life bttl. tfim began. 

That hfe of fmmortahty, sec'urc 

To none, save them whose faith in Christ is sure. 

XX. 

But gasping heaved the breath that T.ara drew, 
dVrid dull the film along his dim eye grew ; 

His limbs stretch’d fluttering, ami his head droop’d oer 
Tlie weak yet still untiring knee that bore ; 

Ho press’d the hand he hedd upon his heart — 

It beats no more, but Kaled will not |»arl 
With the cold grasp, but feels, and feels in vain, 

Ftir tliat faint throb which answers not again. 

It beats !” — away, thou dreamer ! ho is gone— 

It once was Lara wliich thou look’st ufx>n. 

XXI. 

He gazed, as if not yet had pass'd away 
The haughty spirit of that humble clay ; 

And those around have roused him from his trance, 

But cannot tear from thence his fixed glance ; 

And when in raising him from where he bore 
Within liis arms the form that felt no more, 

He saw the head his breast would still sustain, 

Roll down like earth to earth iij»on the plain ; 

'lie did not dash him.sclf tliorcdiy, nor U?ar 
The glossy tendrils of his raven hair, 

But strove to stand and gaze, but reel’d and fell, 

Scarce breathing more than that he loved so well. 

Than tliat he loved ! Oh ! never yet beneath 
The breast of man such trusty love may breatlie ! 

That trying moment hath at once reveal’d 
The secret long and yet but half-conceal’d ; 

In baring to revive that lifeless breast, 

Its grief seem’d ended, but the sex coiifest ; 

And life return’d, and Kaled felt no shame — 

What now to her was Womanhood or Fame? 

xxn. 

And Lara sleeps not where his fathers sleep, 

But where he died his grave was dug as deep ; 

Nor is his mortal sluml^r less profound, 

Though priest nor bless’d nor marble deck’d the mound 
And he was mourn’d by one whose quiet grief, 

Less loud, outlasts a people’s for their chief. 
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Vm wis all quettkin ask’d her of the past, 

And vain e’en menace — silent to the last ; 

She told nor whence, nor why she left beWd 
Her all for one who seem’d but little kind. 

Why did she love him? Curious fool! — be still-— 
Is human love the growth of human will ? 

To her he might be gentleness ; the stern 
Have deeper thoughts tlian your dull eyes discern, 
And when they love, your smilers guess not how 
Beats the strong heart, tliough less tiio lips avow. 
They were not common links, that form’d the chain 
That bound to Lara Kalod’s heart and brain, 

But that wild tale she brook’d not. to unfold, 

And seal’d is now eacli lip tiiat could have told. 

XX71I. 

They laid him in the earth, and on his breast, 
Besides the wound that sent hi.s soul to rest, 

They found the scatter’d dints of many a scar, 
Which were not planted there in recent war; 
Where’er had juiss’d his stimmer years of life, 

It seems they vanish’d in a land of strife; 

But all unknown his glory or his guilt, 

These only told that somewhere blood was spilt, 
And Kz/elin, who might have spoke the past, 
lieturn’d no more — tliat night appear’d his last. 


Upon that night (a peasant’s is the tale) 

A Serf that cross’d the intervening vale, 

"WTien Cynthia’s light alnio.st gave way to mom, 

And nearly veil’d in mist her waning horn ; 

A Serf, that rose betimes to thread the wood, 

And hew the bough iliat htnighl his cliildren’s food, ' 
Pass’d by the river that divides the plain 
Of Otho’s lands and Lara’s broad domain : 

He ht^ard a tramp — a horse and horseman broke 
From out the wockI — before him was a cloak 
Wrapt round some burden at his saddlo-bow, 

Bent wa.s his head, and hidden was his brow. 

Roused by die sudden sight at such a tinic^ 

And some foreboding Utat it might be crime, 

Himself unheeded watch’d tlie stranger’s course, 

Who reach’d llie river, bounded from his horse, 

And lifting thence the burden which be boro, 

Heaved up the bank, and dash’d it from the shore, 

Then paused, and look’d, and turn’d, and seem’d to watch, 
And still another hurried glance would snatch, 

And fillow witli his step the stream that flow’d, 

As if even yet too much its surface show’d : 

At once he started, stoop’d, around him strown 
The winter floods had scatter’d heaps of stone ; 

Of these the heaviest thence he gather’d there, 

And slung them with a more thim common care. 


Meantime the Serf had crept to where unseen 
Himself might safely mark what this might mean; 

He caught a glimpse, as of a floating breast, 

And something glitter’d starlike on the vest. 

But ere he well could mark the buoyant trunk, 

A massy fragment smote it, and it sunk: 

It rose again but indistinct to view, 

And left the Waters of a purple hue, 

Then dcejily disappear’d : the horseman gazed, 

Till ebb’tl the latest eddy it had raised ; 

Then turning, vaulted on his pawing steed. 

Ami instant spurr’d l\im into panting speed. 

Ilis face was mask’d — the features of the dead, 

Tf dead it were, escaped the observer’s dread ; 

But if in sooth a star its bosom bore, 

Such is the badge that knightliocxl ever wore^ 

And such ’tis known Sir Ezzelin had worn 
Upon the night that led to such a morn. 

If thus he perish’d, Heaven receive his soul ! 

His iindiscover’d limbs to ocean roll ; 

And charity upon the hope would dwell 
It was not Lara’s hand by which he fell. 

XXV. 

And Kaled — Larai — Ezzelin, are gone, 

Alike without tlieir monumental stone ! 

The first, all efibrts vainly strove to wean 

From lingering where her chieftain’s blood had been; 

Grief had so tamed a spirit once too proud, 

Her tears were few, her wailing never loud; 

But furious would you tear her from the sfiot 
Where yet she scarce believed that he was not, 

Her eye shot forth with all the living fire 
That liaunts the tigress in her whelpless ire 
But left to waste her weary moments there, 

She talk’d all idly unto shapes of air, 

Such as the busy brain of Sorrow paints, 

And WOOS to listen to her fond complaints : 

And she would sit beneath tl»o very tree 
Where lay his drooping head u[>on her knee ; 

And in that posture whore she saw him fall, 

His words, his looks, his dying grasp recall ; 

And she had shorn, but saved her raven hair, 

And oft would snatch it from her bosom there, 

Aim! fold, and press it gently to the ground, 

As if she stanch’d anew some phantom’s wound. 
Herself would qtiestion, and for him reply ; 

Then ris’mg, start, and beckon him to fly 
From some imagined spectre in pursuit ; 

Then seat her down upon some linden’s root, 

And hide her visage with her meagre hand, 

Or trace strange characters along the sand — 

This could not last — she lies by him she loved ; 

Her tale untold — ^her truth too dearly proved. 


NOTE TO LARA. 


The event in section 24, Canto 2d, was suggested by ] visit of pleasure. Dismissing therefore all his atlen 
the description of the death or rather burial of the Duke | ants, excepting his stq/flero, or footman, and a person 
of Gandia. | a mask, who had paid him a visit whilst at supper, a> 

The most interesting and particular account of this I who, during tlic space of a month or thereabouts, pr 
mysterious event is given by Hurchard, and is in sub- vious to this time, had called upon him almo^ daily, 
stance as follows : “On the eight day of June, the car- i the apostolic palace, he took this person behind h»m 
dinal of Valenza, and the duke of Gandia, sons of the his mule, and proceeded to the street of the Jews, whe 
Pope, supped with their mother, Vanozza, near the he quitted his servant, directing him to remain the 
church of i?, Pietro ad vinetda ; several other persons until a certain hour ; when, if he did not return, he niit 
being present at the entertainment. A late hour ap- repair to the palace. The duke then seated the perc 
preaching, and the eardinal having reminded his brother, in the mask behind him, and rode, I know not whith 
llkat it was time to rdfttrn to the ^stolic palace, they but in that night he was assassinated, and thrown i 
mounted Uieir horses or mules, with only a few attend- tlie river. The servant, after having been dismiss 
ants, and proceeded togetlier as far as the palace of was also assaulted and mortally wounded ; and 
cardinal Ascanio Sforaa, when the duke informed the though he was attended with great care, yet such 
cardinal, that before he retiimed home, he had to pay a his situation, that be could give uo intelligible acce 
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of what had befallen his master. In the morning, tlie i 
duke not having returned to the palace, his servants 1 
began to bo alarmed; and one or them informed the: 
pontilf of the evening excursion of his sons, and tliat 
the duke had not yet made his appearance. This gave 
the pope no small anxiety , but ne conjectured that the 
duke had b(;en attracted bv some courtesan to pass the 
night with her, and not choosing to quit the nuuse in 
open day, had waited till the following evening to return 
home. When, however, the evening arrived, and he 
found himself disappointed in his expectations, he be- 
came deeply afflicted, and began to make inquiries from 
dilferent persons, whom he ordered to attend him 
f(3r that purpose. Among these was a man named 
Giorgio Schiavoni, who, having discharged some tiniher 
► from a bark in the river, had remained on board the 
vfiSfffel to watch it, and being interrogated wlietlier he 
had seen any one thrown into the river on the night pre- 
ceding, he replied, that he saw two men on foot, who 
came down the street, and looked diligently about, to 
observe whether any person was passing. That see- 
ing no one, they returned, and a short lime afterwards 
two otliers came, and looked around in the .same man- 
ner as the former ; no person still appearing, they gave 
a sign to their companions, when a man came, inountcid 
on a white horse, having behind him a dead body, 
head and arms of which hung on one side, and the feet 
on the other side of the horse ; the two persons on foot 
supporting the body, to prevent its falling. They 
thus proceeded towards that part, where the filth of the 
city is usually discharged into the river, and turning | 
the horse, with his tail towards the water, the two per- j 
sons took the dead body by the arms and feet, and with 
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all Uieir strength flung it into the river. The person on 
horseback then asked if they had thrown it in, to which 
they replied, Signor, si, (ye.s, Sir.) He then looked 
towards the river, and seeing a inuiitlc floaling on the 
stream, he inquired what it was that appeared black, to 
winch they answered, it was a mantle ; and one of them 
threw stones upon it, in coiis(i<|ucnce of wlfieh it sunk. 
The attendants of the pontift' then inquired from Gior- 
gu>, why lie had not revealed this to the governor of tho 
city; to wliich he replied, that he had seen in his time 
a hundred dead bodies thrown into the river at the same 
place, without any inaniry being made respecting them, 
and that ho had not, therefore, considered it as a matter 
of any inqiortance. The fishermen and seamen wore 
then collected, and ordered to search the river, where, 
on the following evening, they found the body of tho 
duke, witli his habit entire, and thirty ducats in his purse, 
lie was pierced with nine wounds, one of which was in 
his throat, the others in his head, body, and limbs. No 
sooner was the pontiff informed of the death of liis son, 
and that In! had been thrown, like filth, into the river, 
than, giving way to his griefi he shut hiiiiself up in a 
chainher, and wept bitterly. The carilinal of Segovia, 
arul other attendants on the pope, went to the door, and 
after many hours spent in persuasions and exhortations, 
prevailed unon him to admit them. From the evening 
of Wednesday, till the following Saturday, the pop*! took 
no food; nor did lie sleep from Thursday morning till 
the same hour on the ensuing day. At length, however, 
giving way to the entreaties of his attendants, he began 
to restrain his sorrow, and to consider the injury which 
his own he.alth might sustain, by the further indulgence 
of his grief .” — RoscoeU Leo Tenths vol. i, page 265* 
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ADVERTISEMENT. 

“The grand army of the Turks, (in 1715,) under th< 
Prime Vizier, to open to themselves a way into the heart 
of tho Morca, and to form the siege of Napoli cli Roma- 
nia, the most considerable place in all that country,* 
thought it best in the first place to attack Corinth, upon 
which they made several storms. The garrison being 
W(!akenod, and the governor seeing it was impossible to 
hold out against so mighty a force, thought it fit to !>cat 
a parley : but wliilo they were treating about the articles, 
one of the magazines in the Turkish camp, wlierein they 
had six hundred barrels of powder, blew up by a(!cident, 
whereby six or seven hundred men were killed ; wliich 
so enraged the infidels, that they would not grant any 
capitulation, but stormed the place with so much fury, 
that they took it, and put most of the garrison, with 
Signior Minotti, the governor, to the sword. Tho rest, 
with Antonio Bembo, proveditor extraordinary, were made 
prisoners of war.” — History of the Turks^ vol. iii. p. 161. 

• Napoli dl Rotnatiia U not oow the tnoet coneiderable place In the 
Morea, bat TripoUtaa, where the Paoha retidea, and maintaiiw hie 
gureniroent. NapoU ie near ArgM. Ivialted all three in ISlO-It; and 
ill the coiirae of )oumeyiog through the r^ountry from my first arrival in 
1809, I croeeed the Isuimue eight Utnea io my way from Attica to tlie 
Morea, over the moanulne, or la the other direction, wlien paming from 
the (.iuif of Athena to that of Lepaoto. Both the route* are pictureaque 
and beautiful, though very diflTenmt ; that by aea ha* more waaenees, hut 
the voyage bohtg alwa/f within a^rht of land, and often very near it, 

‘ preaenti many attmctfvs vtewe of tbe Ubtide Solamia, Jl^ina, Pon», Ac. 
Ud Um coMl of the CdotiiMut. 


Many a vanish’d year and ago, 

And tempest’s breatli, and battle’s rage, 

Have swept o’er Corinth; yet she stands 
A fortress form’d to Freedom’s hands. 

The whirlwind’s wrath, the eartht|uake’s shock. 
Have left untouch'd her hoary rock, 

The keystone of a land, which still, 

Though fall’ll, looks proudly on that hill, 

The landmark to the double tide 
That purpling rolls on either side, 

As if their waters chafed to meet, 

Yet pause and crouch beneath her feet. 

But could the blood bc*forc her shixi 
Since first Timolcou’s brother bled, 

Or baffled Persia’s despot fled, 

Arise from out the eartli which drank 
Tlio stream of slaughter as it sank, 

That sanguine ocean would o’erflow 
Her isthmus idly spread below : 

Or could the liones of all the slain, 

Wlio perish’d there, bo piled again, 

That rival pyramid would rise 

More mountain-like, through those clear tkiei^ 

Than yon tower-capt Acropolis, 

Which soems the very clouds to kiss. 

On dun Citlnnron’t ridge appears 
The gleam of twice ten thonsaod spotrs ; 
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And downward to the lathmian plain, 
From shore to shore of either main, 

The tent is pitch’d, the crescent shines 
Along the Moslem’s letiguering lines ; 
And the dusk Spahi’s bands advance 
Beneath cadi bearded pacha’s glance; 
And far and wide as eye can reach 
The tnrban’d cohorts tlirong the beach ; 
And there the Arab’s camel kneeli^ 

And there his steed the I'artar wheels ; 
The Turcoman hath loft his herd,* 

The sabre round his loins to gird ; 

And there the volleying thunders pour, 
Till waves grow smoother to the roar. 
The trench is dug, the cannon’s breath 
Wings tlie far bistiing globe of death ; 
Fast whirl the fragments from the wall, 
Which crumbles with the ponderous ball ; 
And from tliat wall the foe replies, 

O’er dusty plain and smoky skies, 

With fires that answer fast and well 
The summons of the Infidel. 


But near and nearest to the wall 
Of those who wish and work its fall, 

With deeper sltill in war’s black art 
Than Otlimnn’s sons, and high of heart 
As any chief that over stolid 
Triumphant in the fit lds of blood ; 

Prom post to post, and deed to deed, 

Fast spurring on his reeking steed, 
Wlicre sallying ranks the trench assail, 
And make lh<^ foremost Moslem quail ; 

Or where the battery, guarded well, 
Remains as yet impregnable, 

Alighting cheerly to inspire 
The soldier slackening in his fire 
The first and freshest of the host 
Which Stamboul’s sultan tiiere can boast, 
To guide the follower o’er the field, 

To point tile tube, tJi<5 lance to wield 
Or whirl around the bickering blade 
Was Alp, tlie Adrian renegade ! 


From Venice— once a race of worth 
His gentle sires — ^Vie drew his birth; 

But late an exile from her shore, 

Against his countrymen he boro 
The arms they taught to bear ; and now 
The turbaji girt his shaven brow. 

Thrmigh many a cliange had Corinth pass’d 
With Greece to V cnice’ rule at last ; 

And here, before her walls, with those 
To Greece and Venice equal foes, 

He stood a foe, with all the zeal 
Which young and fiery amverts fecH 
Withm whose heated bosom throngs 
The memory of a thousand wrongs. 

To him had Venice ceased to be 
Her ancient civic boast — “the Free;** 

And in the palace of St. Mark 
Unnamed accusers in tho dark 
Within the “Lion’s month” had placed 
A charge against him unef&iced: 

He fled in time, and saved his life, 

To waste his future years in strife, 

That taught his land how great her loss 
In lum Who triumph’d o’er tlie Cross, 
Xjlainst which he rear’d the Crescent high, 
And batllsd to avenge or die. 


T 

Couinourgi *— he whoso closing sceno 
Adorn’d the triumph of Eugene, 

When on Carlowitz’ bloody plain, 

The last and mightiest of tho slain, 

He sank, regretting not to die^ 

But curst the Christian’s \ict017— 
Coumourgi — can liis glwy cease, 

That latest conqueror of Greece, 

Till Christian hands to Greece restore 
The freedom Venice gave of yoro? 

A hundred years have roll’d away 
Since he refix’d the Moslem’s sway, 
And now he led the Mussulman, 

And gave the guidance of the van 
To Alp, who well repaid the trust 
By cities levell’d with the dust; 

And proved, by many a deed of death, 
How firm his heart in novel faith. 


The walls grew weak ; and fast and hot 
Against them pour’d the ceaseless shot, 
With unabating fury sent 
From battery to battlement; 

And thunder-like tho pealing din 
Rosts from each heated culverin; 

And here and there some crackling domo 
Was fired before tho exploding bomb: 
And as the fabric sank beneath 
The slialtering shell’s vt)lcanic breath, 

In red and wreatliing columns flash’d 
The flame, as loud the ruin crash’d, 

Or into countless meteors driven, 

Its earth-stars melted into heaven ; 
Whose clouds that day grew doubly dun, 
Impervious to the hidden sun, 

With volumed smoke that slowly grew 
To one wide sky of sul(>liuroiis hue. 


But not for vengeance, long delay’d, 
Alone, did Alp, tlie renegade, 

The Moslem warriors sternly teach 
His skill to pierce the promised breach: 
Within these walls a maid was pent 
His hope would win without consent 
Of that, inexorable sire, 

Whose heart refused him in its ire, 
When All), beneath his Christian name, 
Her virgin hand aspired to claim. 

In happier mood, and earlier time, 

While unimpeach’d for traitorous crime 
Gayest in gondola or hall, 

He glitter’d through the Carnival ; 

And tuned the softest serenade 
That e’er on Adria’s waters play’d 
At midnight to Italian maid. 


And many deem’d her heart was won , 

For sought by numbers, given to none, 

Had young Francesca’s hand remain’d 
Still by the church’s bonds unchain’d: 

And when the A«lrialic boro 
Lanciotto to the Paynim shore, 

Her wonted smiles were scon to fail, 

And pensive wax’d the maid and pale ; 

More constant at confessional, 

More rare at masque and festival; 

Or seen at such, with downcast eyei^ 

Which conquer’d hearts they ceased to piu»: 
With listless look she seems to gaze 
With humbler care her form aimys; 
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Her voice less lively in the song; 

Her 8te}», though light, less fleet among 
I’he pairs, on whom the Morning’s gliuice 
Breaks, yet unsated with the dance. 


Sent by the state to guard the land, 

(Which wrested from the Moslem’s hand, 
While Sobieski tamed his pride 
By Buda’s wall and Danube’s side, 

The chiefs of Venice wrung away 
From Patra to Euboea’s bay,) 

Minotti held in Corinth’s towers 
The Doge’s delegated powers, 

_While yet the pitying eye of Peace 
Smiled o’er her long-forgotten Greece : 

And ere that faithless truce was broke 
Which freed her from the unclnistian yokc^ 
With him his gentle daughter came 
Nor there, since Menelaus’ dame 
Forsook her lord and land, to prove 
What woes await on lawless love, 

Had fairer form adorn’d the shore 
Than she, die matchless stranger, bore. 


The wall is rent, the ruins yawn ; 

And, with to-morrow’s earliest dawn, 

O’er the disjointed mass shall vault 
The foremost of the fierce assault. 

The bands are rank’d ; the chosen van 
Of Tartar and of Mussulman, 

The full of hope, misnamed “ forlorn,” 

Who hold the thought of death in scorn, 
And win their way with falchion’s force, 

Or pave the path with many a corse, 

O’er which the following brave may rise, 
Their 8te{»ping-atone — ^the last who dies ! 

XI. 

’T is midnight : on the mountains brown 
The cold, round moon sliines deeply down ; 
Blue roU the waters, blue the sky 
Spreads like an ocean hung on high, 
Bespangled with those isles of light, 

So wildly, spiritually bright ; 

Who ever gazed upon tliera shining, 

And turn’d to earth without repining, 

Nor wish’d for w’uigs to flee away, 

And mix with their eternal ray? 

The waves on either shore lay there 
Calm, clear, and azure as the air; 

And scarce their foam the pebbles shook, 
But murmur’d meekly as the brook. 

The winds were pillow’d on the waves ; 
The banners droop’d along their staves, 
And, as they fell around them furling, 
Above them shone the crescent curling; 
And that deep silence was unbroke, 

Save where the watch his signal spoke, 
Save where the steed neigh’d oft and shrill, 
And echo answer’d from the hill, 

And the wide hum of that wild host 
Rustled like leaves from coast to coast, 

As rose the Muezzin’s voice in air 
In midnight call to wonted prayer ; 

It rose, that chanted mournful stra^ 

Like some lone spirit’s o’er the plain : 

’T was musical, but sadly sweet. 

Such as when winds and harp-strings meet, 
And take a long unmeasured tone, 

To mortal minstrelsy unknown. 

It seem’d to those within the wall 
A cry (Htiphetic of their fiiU: 


It struck even the besieger’s ear 
With something ominous and drear, 

An undefined and sudden thrill, 

Which makes the heart a moment still, 
Then beat with quicker pulse, ashamed 
Of that strange sense its silonce framed; 
Such as a sudden passing-bell 
Wakes, tliough but for a stranger’s kneU. 


The tent of Alp was on the shore ; 

The sound was hush’d, tlie prayer was o’er ; 
The watch was set, the night-round nuide, 
All mandates issued and obey’d : 

’T is but another anxious night. 

His pains the morrow may requite 
With all revenge and love can pay, 

In giierdon for their long delay. 

Few hours remain, and he hath need 
Of rest, to nerve for many a deed 
Of slaughter ; hut within his soul 
The thoughts like troubled waters roll. 

He stood alone among the host; 

Not his the loud fanatic boast 
To ])lant the crescent o’er the cross, 

Or risk a life with little loss, 

Secure iii paradise to be 
By Houris loved immortally: 

Nor Ills, what burning patriots feel, 

The stern exaltcdness of zeal, 

Profuse of blood, untired in toil, 

When battling on the parent soil. 

He st(K)d alone — a renegade 
Against the country he betray’d ; 

He stood alone amidst his band, 

Without a trusted heart or hand : 

They fi)llow’d him, for he was brave, 

And great the spoil he got and gave ; 

They crouch’d to him, for he had skill 
To warp and wield the vulgar will : 

But still his Christian origin 
With them was little less than sin. 

They envied ovfm tlio faithless fame 
He earn’d beneath a Moslem name; 

Since he, their mightiest chiefj had been 
In youth a bitter Nazareno. 

They did not know how pride can stoops 
When baffled feelings withering droop ; 
They did not know how hate can bum 
In hearts once changed from soft to stem ; 
Nor all the false and fatal zeal 
The convert of revenge can feel. 

He ruled them — man may rule the worst, 
By ever daring to be first ; 

So lions o’er the jackal sway ; 

The jackal fwints, he fells the prey, 

Then on the vulgar yelling press, 

To gorge the relics of success. 

His head grows fever’d, and his pulse 
The quick successive throbs convulse ; 

In vain from side to side he throws 
His form, in courtship of repose ; 

Or if he dozed, a sound, a start 
Awoke him with a sunken heart. 

The turban on his hot brow press’d, 

The mail weigh’d lead-like on his broast; 
Though oft ai^ tong beneath its weight 
U(K>n his eyes had shimber sate, 

Without or couch or canopy, 

Except a rougher field and sl^ 

Than now mi^t 3 rieid a warriorh bed. 

Than now along the heaven was spread ; 
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He could not rwt, he could not stay 
Within his tent to wait for day, 

But walk’d him forth along the sand, 

Where tliousand sleepers strew’d tlje strand. 
What pillow’d them? and why should ho 
More wakeful than the humblest be, 

Since more their peril, worse their toil ? 

And yot they fearless dream of spoil ; 

While he alone, whore thousands pass’d 
A night of sleep, perchance their last, 

In sickly vigil wander’d on, 

And envied all ho gazed upon. 

XIV. 

He felt his soul become more light 
Beneath the freshness of the night. 

Cool was the silent sky, though calm., 

And bathed his brow with airy balm : 

Behind, the camp — before him la}", 

In many a winding creek and bay, 

Lepantu’s gulf; and, on the brow 
Of Delphi’s hill, unshaken snow. 

High and eternal, such as shone 
Through thousand summers brightly gone, 
Along the gul^ die mount, the clime ; 

It will not melt, like man, to lime : 

Tyrant and slave are swept away, 

Less form’d to wear before the ray ; 

But that white veil, the lightest, frailest, 

Which on llie mighty mount thou hailcst, 
While tower and tree are tom and rent, 
Shines o’er its craggy battlement ; 

In form a peak, in height a cloud, 

In te^.viure like a hovering shroud, 

Thus high by parting Freedom spread, 

As from her fond abode she fled, 

And linger’d on the spot, where long 
Her prophet spirit spake in song. 

Oh, still her step at moments falters 
O’er wither’d fluids, and ruin’d altars, 

And fain would wake, in souls too broken. 

By pointing to each glorious token. 

But vain her voice, till better days 
Dawn in those yet remember’d rays 
Which shone upon the Persian flying, 

And saw the Spartan smile in dying. 

XV. 

Not nundless of these mighty times 
Was Alp, despite his Aigh^t and crimes ; 

And through this night, as on he wander’d, 
And o’er the past and present ponder’d, 

And thought upon the glorious dead 
Who there in better cause had bled. 

He felt how faint and feebly dim 
The fame that could accrue to him, 

Who cheer’d the band, and waved the sword, 
A traitor in a turban’d horde ; 

And led tliem to the lawless siege, 

Whose best success were sacrilege. 

Not so had those his fancy number’d, 

The chiefs whose dust around him slumber’d ; 
Their phalanx marshall’d on the plain, 

Whose bulwarks were not then in vain. 

They fell devoted, but undying ; 

The very gale tlieir names seem’d sigliing: 
The waters murmur’d of their name ; 

The woods were peopled witli their fame ; 
The silent pillar, lone and gray. 

Claim’d kindred with their sacred clay ; 

Their spirits wrapt tlie dusky mountain, 

Their memory sparkled o’er the fountain ; 
The meanest nil, the mightiest river 
Roll’d mingling with their fame for ever. 
I^espite of every yoke she bean^ 

That land is glory’s atiU and theirs ! 


’T is still a watchword to the earth: 

When man would do a deed of worth 
He points to Greece, and turns to tread| 

So sanction’d, on the tyrant’s head : 

He looks to her, and rushes on 
Where life is lost, or freedom won. 

XVI. 

Still by the shore Alp mutely mused. 

And woo’d the freshness Night diffused. 

Tliere shrinks no ebb in tliat tideless sea,* 

Wliich changeless rolls eternally ; 

So that wildest of waves, in their angriest mood, 
Scarce break on the bounds of the land for a rood 
And the jiowerloss m^ion beholds them flow. 
Heedless if she come or go: 

Calm or high, in main or bay, 

On their course she hath no sway. 

The r«x:k unworn its base doth bare, 

And looks o’er the surfj but it comes not there ; 
And the fringe of the foam may be seen below, 
On the line that it left long ages ago : 

A smooth short space of yellow sand 
Between it and the grc?ener land. 

Ho wander’d on, along tlie beach. 

Till within the range of a carbine’s reach 
Of the kiaguer’d wall ; but they saw him not, 

Or how could he ’scape from the hostile shot ? 

Did traitors lurk in the Christians’ hold ? 

Were tlieir hands grown stiff, or their hearts wax’< 
cold? 

I know not, in sooth ; but from yonder wall 
There flash’d no fire, and there hiss’d no ball, 
Though he stood beneath the bastion’s frown, 

That flank’d the sea-ward gate of the town ; 
Though he heard the sound, and could almost tell 
The sullen words of the sentinel, 

As his measured step on tlie stone below 
Clank’d, as ho paced it to and fro; 

And he saw the lean dogs beneath the wall 
Hold o’er the dead their carnival. 

Gorging and growling o’er carcass and limb ; 

They were too busy to bark at him ! 

BVom a Tartar’s skull they had stripp’d the flesh, 
As ye peel the fig when its fruit is fresh ; 

And tlieir white tusks crunch’d o’er the w'hiter skull, 
As it slipp’d tlirough their jaws, when their edj 
grew dull, 

As they lazily mumbled the bones of the dead. 
When they scarce could rise from the spot whe 
they fed ; 

So well had they broken a lingering fast 
With those who had fallen for that night’s repast 
And Alp know*, by tlie turbans that roll’d on t 
sand, 

The foremost of these were the best of his band 
Crimson and green were the shawls of their wer 
And each scalp had a single long tuft of hair,* 

All the rest was shaven and bare. 

The scalps were in the wild dog’s maw, 

The hair was tangled round his jaw. 

But close by the shore, on the edge of the gulf, 
There sal a vulture flapping a wolf. 

Who had stolen from the lulls, but kept away. 
Scared by tlie dogs, from the human prey ; 

But he seized on his share of a steed tliat lay 
Pick’d by die birds, on the sands of the bay. 
xrii. 

Alp turn’d him from the sickening sight* 

Never had shaken his nerves in fight; 

But he better could brook to behold the dyings 
Deep in the tide of their warm blood lying, 
Scorch’d with the death-thirst, and writhing in . 
Than tiie perishing dead who are past all pain. 
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There is something of pride in the perilous hour, 
Whete’er be the shape in which death may lower ; 
For Fame is there to say who bleeds, 

And Honour’s eye on daring deeds ! 

But when all is past, it is humbling to tread 
O’er the weltering held of the tombless dead, 

And see worms of the earth, and fowls of the air, 
Beasts of the forest, all gathering tliere ; 

All regarding man as tlieir prey, 

All rejoicing in his decay. 

I 

There is a temple in ruin stands, 

Fashion’d by long forgotten hands ; 

Two or tliree columns, and many a stone, 
jVlarble and granite, witli grass o’ergrown ! 

Out upon Time ! it will leave no more 
Of the tilings to come than the tilings before ! 

Out upon Time ! who for ever will leave 
But enough of the past for the future to grieve 
O’er that whioh hatli been, and o’er that which must 
be: 

What we have seen, our sons shall see ; 

Remnants of things tliat have pass’d away, 
Fragments of stone, rear’d by creatures of clay ! 

XIX. 

He sate him down at a pillar’s base, 

And pass’d his hand atliwart has face ; 

Like one in dreary musing mood, 

Declining was his attitude ; 

His head was droofdng on his breast, 

Fever’d, throbbing, and opprest ; 

And o’er his brow, so downward bent, 

Oft his beating fingers wimt, 

Hurriedly, as you may see 
Your own run ovesr the ivory key, 

Kre the measured tone is taken 
By the chords you would awaken. 

There hr sate all heavily, 

As he hoard the night-wind sigh. 

Was it the wind, througli some hollow stone," 

Sent that soft and tender moan ? 

He lifted his head, and he look’d on the sea, 

But it w'as unrippled as glass may be ; 

He look’d on the long grass — it waved not a blade ; 
How was that gentle sound convey’d ? 

He look’d to the banners — each flag lay still, 

So did the leaves on Cithaeron’s hill. 

And he felt not a breath come over his clieek ; 
What did that sudden sound bespeak ? 

He turn’d to the left — is he sure of sight ? 

There sate a lady, youthful and bright ! 

He started up with more of fear 
Than if an armed foe were near. 

“Qod of iny fathers ! what is here? 

Who art thou, and wherefore sent 
So near a hostile armament?” 

His trembling hands refused to si^ 

The cross he deem’d no more divine; 

He had resumed it in that hour, 

But conscience wrung away the power. 

He gazed, he saw ; he knew the face 
Of beauty, and the form of grace ^ 

It was Francesca by his side, 

The maid who might have been his bride ! 

The rose was yet upon her cheek, 

But mellow’d with a tenderer streak : 

Where was the play erf* her soft lips fled ? 

Gone was the smile that enliven’d their red* 

The ocean’s calm within their view, 

Beside her eye had less of blue : 


But like Uiat cold wave it stood still, 

And its glance, though clear, was chill ; 

Around her form a thin robe twining, 

Nought conceal’d her bosom shining ; 

Through tlie parting of her hair, 

Floating darkly downward there, 

Her rounded arm show’d white and bare ; 

And ere yet she made reply, 

Once she raised her hand on high ; 

It was so wan, and transparent of hue, 

You might have seen the moon shine through. 

“I come from my rest to him I love best, 

That I may be happy, and he may be blest. 

1 have pass’d the guards, the gate, the wall 
Sought thee in safety through foes and all. 

*T is said llie lion will turn and flee 
From a maid in the pride of her purity ; 

And the Power on high, tliat can shield tlie good 
Thus from tlie tyrant of the wood. 

Hath extended its mercy to guard me as well 
From the hands of the leaguering infidel* 

I come — and if I come in vain, 

Never, oh never, we meet again ! 

Thou hast done a fearful deed 
In falling away from thy father’s creed : 

But dash that turban to earth, and sign 
The sign of tho cross, and for ever be mine 
Wring the black drop from thy heart, 

And to-morrow unites us no more to part.” 

“ And where should our bridal couch be spread ? 

In the midst of the dying and the dead ? 

For lo-morrow we give to the slaughter and flame 
The sons and tiie shrines of the Christian name. 
None, save thou and thine, I ’vc sworn, 

Shall be left upon the morn; 

But thee will 1 bear to a lovely spot, 

Wliero our hands shall be join’d, and our sorrow 
forgot. 

There thou yet shall be my bride, 

When once again 1 ’ve quell’d the prido 
Of Venice ; and her hated race 
Have felt the arm they would debase, 

Scourge, with a whip of scorpions, those 
Whom vice and envy made my foes," 

Upon his hand she laid her own — 

Light was the touch, but it thrill’d to the bone, 

And shot a chillness to his heart. 

Which fix’d him beyond the power to start. 

Though slight was tliat grasp so mortal cold, 

He could not loose him from its hold; 

But never did clasp of one so dear 
Strike on the pulse with such feeling of icar, 

As those thin fingers, long and wliite, 

Froze through his blocxl by their touch that night. 
The feverish glow of his brow was gone, 

And his heart sank so still that it felt like stone, 

As ho Uiok’d on the face, and beheld its hue 
So deeply changed from what he knew : 

Fair but faint — without the ray 
Of mind, tliat made each feature play 
Like sparkling waves on a sunny day ; 

And her motionless lips lay still as death, 

And her words came fortli witlmut her breath, 

And there rose not a heave o’er her bosom’s swell 
And there seem’d not a pulse in her veins to dwell. 
Though her eye shone out, yet the lids were fix’d, 
And the glance that it gave was wild and unmix’d 
With aught of change, as the eyes may seem 
Of the restless who walk in a troubled dream ; 
Like the figures on arras, that gloomily glare, 
Stirr’d by the breath of tlie wintry air 
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So seen by the dying lamp’s fitful light, 

Lifeless, but life-like, and awful to sight *, 

As they seem, through the dimness, about to come 
down 

Prom the shadowy wall where their images frown ; 
Fearfully flitting to and fro, 

As tlie gusts on the tapestry come and go. 

“ If not for love of me be given 

Thus much, then, for the love of heaven, — 

Again I say*— that turban tear 
From off thy faithless brow, and swear 
Thine injured country’s sons to spare?, 

Or thou art lost ; and never shall see 
Not earth— -that ’s past — but heaven or me. 

If this thou dost accord, albeit 
A heavy doom ’tis thine to meet, 

That doom shall half absolve thy sin, 

And mercy’s gate may receive tlieo within : I 

But pause one moment more, and take ! 

The curse of Him thou didst forsake ; 

And look once more to heaven, and see 
Its love for ever shut from thee. 

There is a light cloud by the moon — 

*T is passing, and will pass full soon — 

IIJ by the time its vapoury sail 
Hath ceased her shaded orb to veil, 

Thy heart within thee is not changed, 

Then God and man are both avenged ; 

Dark will thy doom be, darker still 
Thine unmoriality of ill." 

Alp look’d to heaven, and saw on high 
The sign she spake of in the sky ; 

But his heart was swollen, and turn’d aside, 

By deep interminable pride. 

This first false passion of his breast 
Roll’d like a torrent o’er the rest. 

He sue for mercy ! He dismay’d 
By wild words of a timid maid ! 

He, wrong’d by Venice, vow to save 
Her sons, devoted to the grave ! 

No — though that cloud were thundei^s worst, 

And charged to crush him — let it burst ! 

He look’d upon it earnestly, 

Without on accent of reply ; 

He watch’d it passing ; it is flown : 

Full on his eye the clear moon shone, 

And thus he spake — “ Whate’er my fate, 

I am no changeling — is too late ; 

The reed in storms may bow and qmver. 

Then rise again ; the tree must shiver. 

What V enice made me, I must be, 

Her foe in all, save love to Uiee : 

But thou art safe : oh, fly witli mo I" 

He turn’d, but she is gone ! 

Nothing is there but the column stone. 

Hath she sunk in the earth, or melted in air ? 

He saw not, he knew not ; but nothing is there. 

XJCII. 

The night is past, and shines the sun 
As if that mom were a jocund one. 
l«ightly and brightly bre^s away 
The Morning from her mantle gray, 

And the Noon will look on a sultry day. 

Hark to the trump, and the drum, 

And the mournful sound of the barbarous bom, 
And the flap of the banners thatflit as they ’re borne, 
And the neigh of the steed, and the multitude’s hum, 
And the clash, and the shout, “ they come, they come !" 
The horsetails * are pluck’d iirom the ground, and the 
•word 

Fmm its sheath; and they form, and but wait for the 
word. 


Tartar, and Spalii, mid Turcoman, 

Strike your tents, and throng to the van ; 

Mount ye, spur ye, skirr the plain, 

That the fugitive may floe in vain. 

When he breaks from tlio town ; and none escape, 
Aged or young, in the Christian 8ha;>e ; 

While your fellows on foot, in a fiery mass. 
Bloodstain tlie breach through which tlioy pass. 
The steeds are all bridled, and snort to the rein ; 
Curved is each nock, and flowing each mane ; 
White is the foam of their champ on the bit ; 

The spears are uplifted ; the matches are lit ; 

The cannon are pointed, and ready to roar, 

And crush tlie wall they have crumbled before : 
Forms in his phalanx each Janiear ; 

Alp at their head ; his right arm is bare, ^ - 
So is the blade of his scimitar ; 

The khan and the pachas are all at their post; 

The vizier himself at the head of the host. • 
When the eulverin’s signal is fired, then on 
Leave not in Corinth a living one — 

A priest at her altars, a chief in her halls, 

A hearth in her mansions, a stone on her walls, 
God and the prophet — Alla Hu ! 

Up to the skies with that wild halloo ! 

“ There the breach lies for passage the ladder fo scale 
And y(Kir hands on your sabres, and how should yf 
fail? 

He who first downs with the red cross may crave 
His heart’s dearest wish ; let him ask it, and have !' 
Thus utter’d Cotiniourgi, the dauntless vizier ; 

The reply was the brandish of sabre and spear, 
And tlie shout of fierce thousands in joyous ire :- 
Silence — hark to the signal — fire ! 

XXIlI. 

As die wolves, that headlong go 
On the stately buflfalo, 

Though with fiery eyes, and angry roar. 

And hoofs that stamp, and horns that gore, 

Ho tramples on die eardi, or tosses on high 
The foremost, who rush on his strength but to die 
Thus against the wall they wont, 

Thus the first were backwark bent ; 

Many a bosom, sheath’d in brass, 

Strew’d the earth like broken glass, 

Shiver’d by the shot, that tore 

The ground whereon they moved no more : 

Even as they fell, in files diey lay, 

Like the mower’s grass at the close of day, 

When his work is done on the levcll’d plain ; 

Such was the foil of the foremost slain. 

XXIV. 

As the spring-tides, with heavy plash, 

Prom die cliffs invading dash 

Huge fragments, sapp'd by the ceaseless flow, 

Till white and thundering down they go, 

Like the avalanche’s snow 
On the Alpine voles below ; 

Thus at length, outbreathed and worn, 

Corinth’s sons were downward borne 
By the long and oft. renew’d 
Charge of the Moslem multitude. 

In firmness they stood, and in masses they foil, 
Heap’d, by the host of the infidel, 

Hand to hand, and fiiot to foot; 

Nothing there, save deadi, was mute ; 

Stroke, and thrust, and flash, and cry 
For quarter, or for victory, 

Mingle there vridi the volleying thunder, 

Which makes the distant cities wonder 
How the sounding battle goes, 

If with them, or ^ their foes; 

If they must mourn, or may rcgoice 
In that annihilating voice, 
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Which pierces tiie deep hills through and throllg^ 
With an echo dread and new : 

You might have heard it, on that day, 

O’er Salamis and Megara ; 

(We have heard the hearers say,) 

Even unto Piraeus bay. 


From the point of encountering blades to the hilt, 
Sabres and swords witli blotnl were gilt ; 

But the rampart is won, and the spoil begun, 

And all but the after carnage done. 

Shriller shrieks now mingling come 
From within the plunder’d dome : 

Hark to the haste of flying feet, 

splash in the blood of the sIif)[)ory street ; 
But hero and there, wIkto Vantage ground 
Against the foe may still be fliiind, 

• Desperate groups, of twelve or ten, 

Make a pause, and turn again — 

With banded backs against the wall, 

Fiercely stand, or fighting fall. 

There stood an old man — his hairs were white, 
But his veteran ann was full of might : 

So gallantly bore he the brunt of tlie fray, 

The dead before him, on that day, 

In a semicircle lay ; 

Still he combated un wounded. 

Though retreating, unsurroundod. 

Many a scar of former tight 
Lurk’d iKJncath his corslet bright; 

But of every wound his body bore, 

Each and all had been ta’en before : • 

Though aged, he was so iron of limb, 

’ Few of our youth could cope with him ; 

And the foes, whom he singly kept at bay, 
Outnumi)er’d his thin hairs of silver gray. 

From right to loft his sabre swept ; 

Many an Othmaii mother wept 
Sons that were unborn, when dipp’d 
His weapon first in Moslem gore, 

Ere his years could count a score. 

Of all he might have been the siro 
Who fell that day beneath his ire : 

For, sooless left long years ago, 

His wrath made many a childless foe ; 

And since the day, when in tlie strait • 

His only boy had met his fate, 

His parent’s iron hand did doom 
More than a human hecatomb. 

If shades by carnage be appeased, 

Patroclus’ spirit less was pleased 
Than his, Minotti’s son, who died 
Where Asia’s bounds and ours divide. 

Biu*ied he lay, where thousands before 
For thousands of years were inhumed on the shore ; 
What of them is left, to tell 
Wiere they lie, and how they fell ? 

Not a stone on their tur^ nor a bone in their graves ; 
But they live in the verse that immortally savew. 

Hark to the Allah shout ! a band 

Of the Mussulman bravest and best is at hand : 

Their loader’s nervous arm is bare, 

Swifter to smite, and never to spare — 

Unclothed to the shoulder it waves thorn on; 

Thus in the fight is he ever known: 

Others a gaudier garb may show, 

To tempt the spoil of the greedy foe ; 

Many a hand ’s on a richer hilb 
But none on a steel more ruddily gilt ; 

Many a loftier turban may wear, — 


Alp is but known by the white arm bore ; 

LtK>k through the thick of tlm fight, ’lis thero! 
There is n.»t a standard on that shore 
So well advanced the ranks before ; 

There is not a banner in Moslem war 
Will lure the Delhis half so far; 

It glances like a falling star! 

Where’er that mighty arm is seen, 

The bravest be, or late have been ; 

There the craven cries for (juarler 
Vainly to the vengeful Tartar; 

Or thi^ h(*ro, silent lying, 

Scorns to yeild a groan in dying ; 

Mustering his last fi?(;l>U‘ blow 
’(Taiiist the nearest lovell’d foe, 

1'hoiigh faint beti(;itth tln^ mutual wound, 
Grapplmg on the gory ground. 

XXVII. 

Still thti old man stood erect, 

And Alp’s career a moment check’d. 

“Yield tliee, JVJiiiolli; ijuarter take, 

For thine own, thy ilaughter's sake.” 

“Never, renegade, never! 

Though the life of lliy gifl would last fur ovar.” 

“Francesca! — Oh my promised bride I 

Must she too perish liy thv pride 

“Sh(* is safe.” — “Where? where ?” — “In heaven; 

From wluiiiec the traitor soul is driven — 

Fur from the<‘, and uiulefile<l.” 

Grim’v then Minofli smiled. 

As he saw’ Alp staggering bow 
Before his words, as with a blow. 

“ Oh God ! when died she ?” — ^ Yesternight— 

Nor wc<*p 1 for her spirit’s flight; 

None of my |)ure race shall bo 
Slaves to Mahomet and thee — 

Come on !” — That challenge is in vain — 

Alp ’s already with the slain ! 

While IVlinoiti’s words were wTcaking 
More revenge in bitter speaking 
Than his falchion’s |K>int had found, 

Hat! the time allow’’d to wound, 

From within the neighbouring j)orch 
Of a long defended church, 

Where the last and dcs[w’.rato few 
Would the failing fight renew, 

Thu sharp shot dashed Alp to tho ground ; 

Ere an eye could view the wound 

That crash’d through the brain of tlic infidel, 

Hound ho spun, and down he fell ; 

A flash like fire witliin his eyes 
Blazed, as he bent no more to rise, 

And then eternal darkness sunk 
Tlirough all the palpitating trunk; 

Nought of life left, save a quivering 
Where fas limbs were slightly shivering: 

They turn’d him on hi« back ; his breast 
And brow were stain’d with gore and dust, 

And through his lips the life-blood oozed, 

From its deep veins lately loosed ; 

But in his pulse tliere was no ihrob^ 

Nor on his lips one dying sob ; 

Sigh, nor word, nor struggling breath 
Heralded his way to death : 

Ere his very thought could pray, 

Unancl’d he pass’d away. 

Without a hope from mercy’s aid,— 

To tlic last a renegade. 

xxvni. 

Fearfully the yoU arose 
Of Ills followers, and his fc>es ; 

These in joy, in fury ttiose : 
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Then again in conflict mixing, 

Clashing e^rords, and spears transfixing, 
Interchanged the blow and thrust. 

Hurling warriors m the dust. 

Street by street, and foot by foot, 

Still Minotti dares dispute 
The latest portion of the land 
Left beneath his liigh command ; 

With him, aiding heart and hand, 

The remnant of his gallant band. 

Still the church is tenable, 

Whence issued late the fated ball 
That half avt nged the city’s fall, 

When Alp, her fierce assailant, fell ; 

Thitljcr bonding sternly back, 

They leave bef »re a bloody track ; 

And, with tlieir faces to the foe, 

Dealing wounds with every blow, 

The chief! and his retreating train, 

Join to those within the fane ; 

There they yet may breath awhile, 

Shelter’d by the massy pile. 

ZXIX. 

Brief breathing-time ! the turban’d host, 

With adding ranks and raging boast, 

Press onwards with such strength and heat, 
Their numbers balk their own retreat ; 

For narrow the way that led to Uie spot 
Where still the Christians yielded not; 

And the foremost, if fearful, may vainly try 
Through the massy column to turn and fly ; 
They perforce must do or die. 

They die ; but ere their eyes could close, 
Avengers o’er their bodies rose ; 

Fresh and furious, fast they fill 
The ranks unlhinn’d, though slaughter’d still ; 
And faint the weary Christians wax 
Before the still renew’d attacks : 

And now the Oihmans gain the gate; 

Still resists its iron weight, 

And still, all deadly aim’d and hot, 

From every crevice comes the shot; 

From every shatter’d window pour 
The volleys of the sulphurous shower: 

But the portal wavering grows and weak — 
The iron yields, the hinges creak — 

It bends — it falls — and all is o’er ; 

Lost Corinth may resist no more ! 

XXX. 

Darkly, sternly, and all alone, 

Minotti stood o’er the altar stone: 

Madonna’s face upon him shone, 

Painted in heavenly hues above. 

With eyes of light and looks of love ; 

And pl^ed upon that holy shrine 
To fix our tlioughts on things divine, 

When pictured there, we kneeling see 
Her, and the boy-God on her knee, 

Smiling sweetly on each prayer 
To heaven, as if to waft it tliero. 

Still she smiled ; even now she smiles, 

Though slaughter streams along her aisles: 
Minotti lifted his aged eye, 

And made tlie sign of a cross with a sigh, 
Then soixed a torch which blazed thereby ; 
And still he stood, while, with steel and flame, 
Inward and onward tite Mussulman came. 

XXXI. 

The vaults beneath tlie mosaic stono 
psmtain’d the dead of ages gone ; 

names were on the graven floor, 

WK now iUe|ilde with gore, 


The carved crests, and curious hues 
The varied marble’s veins diffuse, 

Were smear’d, and slippery — stain’d, and strown 
With broken swords, and helms o’erthrown: 
There were dead above, and tlie dead below 
Lay cold in many a coffin’d row; 

You might see them piled in sable state, 

By a pale light through a gloomy grate ; 

But War had enter’d their dark caves, 

And stored along the vaulted graves 
Her sulphurous treasures, fliicldy spread 
In masses by the fleshless dead: 

Here, throughout the siege, had been 
Tlie Christians’ chiefest magazine ; 

To these a late form’d train now led, 

Minotti’s last and stern resource t. 

Against tiie foe’s o’erwhelming force. 


The foe came on, and few remain 
To strive, and tlioso must strive in vain : 

For lack of further lives, to slake 
The thirst of vengeance now awake, 

With barbarous blows tho}^ gash the dead, 

And lop the already lifeless head, 

And fell the statues from their niche, 

And Hfioil the shrines of offerings rich, 

And from each other’s rude hands wrest 
The silver vessels saints had bless’d. 

To the high altar on they go ; 

Oh, but it made a glorious show ! 

On its table still beliold 
The cup of consecrated gold ; 

Massy and deep, a glittering prize. 

Brightly it sparkles to plunderers* eyes: 

That mom it held the holy wine, , 

Converted by Christ to his blood so divines. 
Which his worshippers drank at the break of da^ 
To shrive their souls cre they join’d in the fray. 
Still a few drops within it lay; 

And rorind the sacred table glow 
Twelve lofty lamps, in splendid row. 

From the purest metal cast ; 

A spoil — tJie richest, and the last. 


So near they came, the nearest stretch’d 
To grasp Uie spoil he almost reach’d. 

When old Minotti’s hand 
Touch’d with tlio torch the train-^ 

’Tis fired! 

Spire, vaults, the shrine, tlie spoil, the slain, 
The turban’d victors, the Christian band, 

All that of living or dead remain, 

Hurl’ll on high with the shiver’d fane, 

In one wild roar expired ! 

The shatter’d town — the walls thrown down— • 
The waves a moment backward bent — 

The hills that shake, altliough unrent. 

As if an earthquake pass’d — 

The thousand shapeless things all driven 
In cloud and flame atliwart the heaven, 

By that tremendous blast — 

Proclaim’d the desperate conflict o’er 
On that too long afflicted shore : 

Up to the sky like rockets go 
All that mingled there below : 

Many a tall and goodly man, 

Scorch’d and shrivell’d to a span, 

When he fell to earth again 
Like a cinder strew’d the plain: 

Down the ashes shower Tike rain ; 

Some fell in the gulf, which received the sprin 
With a thousand circling wrinkles ; 
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Borne fell on the shore, but, far away. 
Scatter’d o’er the isthmus lay ; 
Christian or Moslem, which be they ? 
Let their molliers hov. and say ! 

When in cradled rest they lay, 

And each nursing motlior smiled 
On the sweet sleep of her child, 

Little deem’d she such a day 
Would rend those tender liinbs away. 
Not tlic matrons that them boro 
Could discern their oflapring more ; 
l^hat one moment left no trace 
More of human ft»rm or face 
Save a scatter’d scalp or bone : 

And down came blazing rafters, strown 
• '-'Around, and many a falling stone, 
Deeply dinted in the clay. 

All blacken’d there and reeking lay. 

All the living things that heard 
That deadly eartli-shock disappear’d : 
The wild birds flew ; the wild dogs fled, 
And howling left the imburied dead ; 


The camels from their keepers broke ; 
The distant steer forsook the yoke — 
The nearer steed plunged o’er the plain, 
And hurst his girth, and tore his rein; 
The bull-frog’s note, from out the marsli, 
Deepmouth'd arose, and doubly harsh 
The wolves yellVl on the cavern’d hill 
Where eclio roll’d in thunder still ; 

The jackal’s troop, in gather’d cry,'® 
Bay’d from afair cornphiiningly, 

With a mix’d and mournful sound, 
liike crying babe, and beaten hound : 
With sudden wing, and ruffled breast, 
The eagle left his rocky nest, 

And mounted nearer to the, sun, 

The clouds beneath him seem’d so dun ; 
Their smoke assail’d his startled beak, 
And made him higher soar and shriek— 
Thus WM Corinth lost and won ! 
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Note 1, page 132, line 11. 

The Turcoman hath left his herd, 

Tbe life of the Turcomans is wandering and patriar- j 
chal : they dwell in tents. ; 

Note 2, page 132, line 69. , 

Coumourgi — he whose closing scene, 

Ali Coumourgi, the favourite of three sultans, and 
Grand Vizier to Achinet UI. after recovering Pelopon- 
ne.sus from the Venetians in one campaign, was mor- 
tally wounded in the next, against the. Germans, at the 
battle of Peterwaradin, (in tlie plain of Garlowilz,) in 
Hungary, endeavouring to rally his guards. lie died 
of his wounds next day. His last order was the de- 
capitation of General Hreuner, and some other Gor- 
man prisoners; and his last words, “Oh that I could 
thus serve all the Christian dogs!” a speech and act 
not unlike one of Caligula. He was a young man of 
great ambition and unbounded presumption : on being 
told that Prince, Eugene, then opposed to him, “was a 
great general,” he said, “ 1 shall become a greater, and 
at his expense.” 

Note 3, page 134, lino 81. 

There shrinks no ebb in that tideless sea. 

The reader need hardly be reminded that there are 
no perceptible tides in the Mediterranean. 

Note 4, page 134, line 115. 1 

And their white tusks cruncKd o’er the whiter skull. 

This spectacle I have seen, such as described, beneath 
the wall of the Sera^o at Constantinople, in the little 
cavities worn by the Bosphorus in the rock, a narrow 
terrace of which projects between the wall and the 
water. I think the fact is also mentioned in Hobhouse’s 
Travels. The bodies were probably those of some 
refractory Janizaries. 

Note 5, page 134, line 124. 

And each scalp had a single long tuf of hmr. 

This tuft, or long lock, is left from a superstition that 
* Mahomet will draw them into Paradise by it. 


Note 6, page 135, line 37. 

I must here acknowledge a close, though unintention- 
al, resemblance in these twelve lines to a passage in an 
unpublished poem of Mr. Coleridge, called “ Chnstabel.” 
It was not till after these lines were \^rirten thatl heard 
tliat wild and singularly original and beautiful poem 
recited ; and the MS. of that production 1 ru^vor saw 
till very r(‘cently, by the kindness of Mr. Coleridge hirn- 
jelll who, I hope, is convinced that 1 have not been a 
iviifiil plagiarist. The original idea undoubtedly per- 
tains to Mr. Coleridge, who.se poem has been composed 
above fourteen years. Let me i.‘f>ncludo by a hope that 
he will not longer delay the publication of a production, 
of which I can only add iny mite of approbation to the 
applause of fur moVc competent judges. 

Note 7, page 13(5, line 22. 

There is a light doud Iry the moon. 

I have boon told that the idea expressed from linet 
588 to 603 has been admired by those whose approba- 
tion is valuable. I am glad of it : but it is not original 
—at lea.si not mine ; it may be found much better ex- 
pressed in riage.s 182-3-4 of the English version of 
^ Vaihck,” (I forget the prcci.se page of the French,) a 
work to which 1 have before referred, and never recur 
to, or read, without a renewal of gratification 

Note 8, page 136, line 67. 

The horsetails are jduck\l from the ground^ and the award. 
The horsetail, fixed upon a lance, a Pasha’s standard. 
Note 9, page 137, line 45. 

And since the when in fhe strait. 

In the naval battle, at the mouth of the Dardanelles 
between the Venetians and the Turks. 

Note 10, page 139, line 31. 

Thejackats troop, in gather* d cry, 

I believe I have taken a poetical license to transiilant 
the jackal from Asia. In Greece I never saw nor heard 
these animals ; but among the ruins of Ephesus 1 nave 
heard them by hundreds. They haunt ruins, and lollow 
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TO SCROPE BERDMORE DAVIES, Esq. 

THE FOLLOWING POEM IS INSCRIBED 

BT ONE WHO HAS LONG ADMIRED HIS TALENTS AND VALUED BIS FRIENDSHIP. 


Januaty 22, 1816. 

The foilowin^ poem is grounded on a circumstance 
mentioned in Gibbon’s “Antiquities of the Houso of 
Brunswick/' — I am aware, that in modern times the deli- 
cacy or fastidiousness of the reader may deem 8iichsul>- 
jecls unfit fijr the purposes of poetry. The Greek drama- 
tists, ami some of the best of our old Englisli writers, were 
of a different opinion : as Alfieri and Scliiller have also 
been, more recently, upon the continent. The following 
extract will explain the fact^ on which tin* story is founded. 
The name of Azo is substituted for Nicholas, as more 
metrical. | 

*•' Under the reign of Nicholas III, Ferrara was pol- 
luted witli a domestic tragedy. By the testimony of an 
attendant, and his own observation, the Man^uis of Este 
discovered the incestuous loves of his wife Parisina, and 
Hugo his bastard son, a beautiful and valiant youth. They 
were beheaded in the castle by tlie sentence of a fatlier 
and husband, who published his shame, and survived their 
execution. He was unfortunate, if they were guilty ; if 
they were innocent, he was still more unfortunate ; nor 
b there any possible situation in which I can sincerely 
approve the last act of justice of a parent.” — Gth&onV 
ji^ucdlaneimf Work^ vol. iii. p. 470, new edition. 


A moment more — and they shall meet — 
’T is past — ^hor lover ’s at her feet. 


And what unto them is the world beside, 
With all its change of time and tide? 

Its living things — its earth and sky — 

Arc nothing to their mind and eye. 

And heedless as the dead are they 
Of aught around, alwve, beneath ; 

As if all else had pass’d away, 

They only for each oUier breathe ; 
Their very sighs arc full of joy 
So deep, that did it not decay, 

That happy madness would destroy 
The hearts which feel its fiery sway : 
Of guilt, of peril, do they deem 
In that tumultuous tender dream? 

Who that have felt that passion’s power, 
Or paused or fear’d in such an hour? 

Or thought how brief such moments last 7 
But yet — tliey are already past ! 

Alas ! we must awake before 
We know such vbion comes no more. 


1 . 

It is the hour when from the boughs 
The nightingale’s high note is heard ; 

It is the hour when lovers’ vows 

Seem sweet in every whisper’d word ; 
And gentle winds, and waters near, 

Make music to the lonely ear. 

Each flower the dews have lightly wet, 

And in the sky the stars are met, 

And on the wave b deeper blue, 

And on the leaf a browner hue, 

And in the heaven that clear obscure^ 

So soflly dark, and darkly pure, 

Which follows the decline of day, 

As twilight molte beneath tlie moon away.’ 


With many a lingering look they leave 
The spot of guUty gladness past ; 

And though they hope, and vow, they grieve 
As if that parting were the last. 

Tlie frequent sigh — the long embrace— 

The Up that Uicre would cling for ever, 
While gleams on Parbina*s face 
The Heaven she fears will not forgive her, 
As if each calmly conscious star 
Beheld her frailty from afar — 

The frequent sigh, the long embrace, 

Yet binds them to their trysting-place. 

But it must come, and they must part 
In fearful heaviness of heart. 

With all tlie deep and shuddering chill 
Which follows fast the deeds of Ui. 


But it is not to list to Uie waterfall 
That Parbina leaves her hall, 

And it is not to gaze on the heavenly light 
That the lady wdks in the shadow of night ; 

And if she sits in Este’s bower, 

’T is not for the sake of its full-blown flower — 

Slie Ibtons — but not for the nightingale— 

Though her ear expects as soft a tale. 

There glides a step through the foliage thick, 

And her chaek grows pale — and her heart beats 
quick. 

There whbpeni m voice through the rustling leaves, 
And her blush returns, and her bosom heaves: 


And Hugo b gone to his lonely bed, 

To covet there another’s bride ; 

But she must lay her conscious head 
A husband’s trusting heart beside. 

But fever’d in her sleep she seems. 

And red her cheek with troubled dreams^ 
And mutters she in her unrest 
A name she dare not breathe by day, 
And clasps her lord unto the breast 
Which pants for one away : 

And he to tliat embrace awaken^ 

And, happy in the thought, mistato 
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That dreaijiing sigh) and warm caress^ 

For such as he was wont to bless ; 

And could in very fondness weep 
O’er her who loves him even in sleep. 

VI. 

He clasp’d her sleeping to his heart, 

And listen’d to each broken word : 

He hears — Why doth Prince Azo start, 

As if the Archangel’s voice he heard ? 
And well ho may — deeper doom 
Gould scarcely Sunder o’er his tomb, 

When he shall wake to sleep no more, 

And stand the eternal throne before. 

And well he may — his earthly fteace 
^Upon that sound is doom’d to cease. 

That sleeping whisper of a name 
Bespeaks her guilt and Azo’s shame. 

And whose that name ? that o’er his pillow 
Sounds fearful as the breaking billow, 

Which rolls the plank upon the sliore, 

And dashes on the pointed rock 
The wretch who sinks to rise no more, — 

So came upon his soul the shock. 

And whose that name ? ’t is Hugo’s, — his — 

In sooth he had not deem’d of tliis I — 

’T is Hugo’s,— he, the child of one 
Ho loved — his own all-evil son — 

The offspring of Ills wayward youth. 

When he hotrayed Bianca’s truth, 

The maid whose folly could confide 
In him who made her not his bride. 

VII. 

Ho pluck’d his poniard in its sheath, 

But sheath’d it ere the point was bare — ■ 
Howe’er unworthy now to breathe, 

He could not slay a thing so fair — 

At least, not smiling — sleeping — there—' 
Nay more : — he did not wake her then, 

But gazed upon her with a glance 
Which, had she roused her from her trance, 
Had frozen her sense to sleep again— 

And o’er his brow the burning lamp 
Gleam’d on the dew-drops big and damp. 

She spake no more — but still slic slumber’d — 
While, in his thought, her days are number’d. 

VIII. 

And with the mom ho sought, and found, 

In many a tale from those around, 

The proof of all he fear’d to know. 

Their present guilt, his future wo ; 

The long-conniving damsels seek 
To save themselves, and would transfer 
The guilt — ^the shame — the do(jm — to her : 
Concealment is no more — they speak 
All circumstance which may compel 
Full credence to the tale they tell : 

And Azo’s tortured heart and ear 
Have nothing more to feel or hear. 

IX. 

He was not one who brook’d delay : 

Within the chamber of his state. 

The chief of Este’s ancient sway 
Upon his throne of judgment sate ; 

His nobles and liis guards are there,— 

Before him is the sinful pair ; 

Both young — and one bow passing fair ! 

With swordless bolt, and fetter’d hand, 

Oh, Christ ! that such a son should stand 
Before a father’s face! 

Yet thus must Hugo meet his sire, 

And hear the sentence of his ire, 

The tale of his disgrace ! 


And yet he seems not overcome, 

Altliough, as yet, his voice be dumb. 

X. 

And still, and pale, and silently 
Did Parlsina w ait her duorn ; 

How changed since lost her speaking eye 
Glaiicetl gladness round the glittering room 
Where high-born men were proud to wait— 
Whert5 Beauty watch’d to imitate 
Her gentle voice — her lovely mien — 

And gather from her air and gait 
The graces of its queen : 

Then, — had her eye in sorrow wept, 

A thousand warriors forth had leapt, 

A thousand swords had sheathless shone, 
And made her quarrel all their own. 

Now, — what is slic ? and what arc they ? 
Can she command, or these obey ? 

All silent and unheeding now, 

With downcast eyes and knitting brow, 

And f(*ldcd arms, and freezing air, 

And lips that scarce their scorn forbear, 

Her knights, and dames, her court — Is there : 
Anil he, the chosen one, wliose lance 
Had yet been couch’d before her glance, 

Who — where his arm a momt nt free— • 

Had died or gain’d her liberty ; 

7’hc minion of his father’s bride,— 

He, too, is fetter’d by her side ; 

Nor sees her swoln and full eye swim 
Loss for her own despair than him : 

Those lids — o’er which the voilet vein 
Wandering, leaves a tender stain, 

Shining through the smoothest w'hito 
That o’er did softest kiss invito — 

Now seem’d with hot and livid glow 
To press, not shade, the orbs below; 

Which glance so heavily and fill, 

As tear on tear grows gatliering still. 

XI. 

And he for her liad also wept, 

But for tlie eyes that on him gazed ; 

His sorrow’, if ho felt it, slept ; 

Stern and erect his brow was raised. 
Whate’er the grief his soul avow’d, 

He would not shrink before the crowd ; 

But yet he dared not look on her : 
Remembrance of the hours that were — 

His guilt — his love — his present state — 

His fatlier’s wrath — all good men’s hate — 

His earthly, his eternal fate — 

And hor’s, — oh, hcr’s ! — he dared not throw 
One look upon that deathlike brow I 
Else liad his rising heart betray’d 
Remorse for all the wreck it made. 


And Azo spake : — “ But yesterday 
I gloried in a wife and son ; 

That dream this morning pass’d away ; 

Ere day declines, 1 shall have none. 

My life must Unger on alone ; 

Well, — ^let tliat pass, — there breathes not one 
Who would not do as I have done : 

Those ties are broken — not by me ; 

Let that too pass ; — The doom ’s prepared ! 
Hugo, the priest awaits on thee, 

And then — ^tliy crime’s reward ! 

Away ! address thy prayers to Heaven, 

Before its evening stars are met — 

Learn if thou there canst bo forgiven ; 

Its mercy may absolve thee yet. 
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But hero, upon the earth beneath, 

There is no spot where thou and I 
Together, for an hour, could breathe ; 

Farewell ! I will not see thee die— 

But thou, frail thing ! shalt view his head — 
Away ! I cannot speak the rest : 

Go ! woman of the wanton breast 
Not 1) but thou his blood dost shed : 

Go! if that sight thou caiist outlive, 

And joy thee in the life I give.” 


And hero stern Azo hid his face — 

For on his brow the swelling vein 
Throbbed as if back upon his brain 
The hot blood ebb’d and flow’d again ; 

And therefore bow’d ho for a space. 

And pass’d his shaking hand along 
His eye, to veil it from the throng ; 

While Hugo raised his chained hands. 

And for a brief delay demands 
His father’s ear; the silent sire 
Forbids not what his words require. 

“ It is not that I dread llie d(3alh— 

For thou hast seen me by thy side 
All redly through the battle ride, 

And that not once a useless brand 
Thy slaves have wrested from my hand, 

Hath shed more blood in cause of tliine, 

Than e’er can stain the axe of mine : 

Thou gay’s!, and niay’st resume my breath, 

A gift for wluch I thank thee not \ 

Nor are my mother’s wrongs forgot, 

Her slighted love and ruin’d name. 

Her offspring’s heritage of shame ; 

But she is in the grave, whore he, 

Her son, thy rival, soon shall be. 

Her broken heart — my sever’d head— 

Shall witness for thee from the dead 
How trusty and how tender were 
Thy youthful love — ^[laternul care. 

’T is true, that I have done thee wrong— 

But wTong for wrong ; — this, deem’d thy bride, 
The other victim of thy pride, 

Thou know’sl for me was destined long. 

Thou saw’st, and coveted’st her cliarms— 

And with thy very crime — my birth, 

Thou taunted’st me — as little worth; 

A match ignoble for her arms. 

Because, forsooth, 1 could not claim 
The lawful heirship of thy name, 

Nor sit on Este’s lineal throne : 

Yet, were a few short summers mine, 

My name should more than Esto’s shine 
With honours all my own. 

I had a sword — and have a breast 
That should have won as haught ® a crest 
As ever waved along the line 
Of all these sovereign sires of thine. 

Not always knightly spurs are worn 
The brightest by the better born ; 

And mine have lanced my courser’s flank 
Before proud cliiefs of princely rank. 

When charging to the cheering cry 
Of ‘Este and of Victory !’ 

I will not plead the cause of crime, 

Nor sue thee to redeem from time 
A few brief hours or days that must 
At length roll o’er my reckless dust ; — 

Such maddening moments as my past, 

They could not and they did not, last — 

Albeit my birtli and name be base^, 

And thy nobility of race 


Disdain’d to deck a thing like 
Yet in my lineaments they trace 
Some features of my father’s face, 

And in iny spirit — all of thee. 

From thoo — tliis tamelessness of heart- 
From thee — nay, wiierefore dost thou start?— 
From thee in all their vigour came 
My arm of strength, my soul of flame- 
Thou didst not give me life alone. 

But all that made me more thine own. 

See what ihy guilty love hath done ! 

Repaid thee with too like a son ! 

I am no bastard in my soul, 

For that, like thine, abhorr’d control; 

And for my breath, that hasty boon 
Thou gav’st and wilt resume so soon, 

I valued it no more than thou. 

When rose thy casque above tliy brow, 

And we, all side by side, hare striven, 

And o’er the dead our coursers driven : 

The past is noticing — and at last 
The future can but bo the past ; 

Yet would I that I then had died: 

For though tliou work’dst my mother’s ill, 
And made thy own my destined bride, 

I feel thou art my father still ; 

And, harsh as sounds tliy hard decree, 

’T is not unjust, although from tliee. 

Begot in sin, to die in shame, 

My life begun and ends the same ; 

As err’d the sire, so err’d the son, 

And thou must punish both in one. 

My crime seems worst to human view, 

But God must judge between us too!” 

He ceased — and stood with folded arms, 

On which the circling fetters sounded; 

And not an ear but felt as wounded, 

Of all the chiefs that there were rank’d, 
When those dull chains in meeting clank’d: 
Till Parisina’s fotal charms 
Again attracted every eye — 

Would she thus hear him doom’d to die! 

She stood, I said, all pale and still, 

The living cause of Hugo’s ill : 

Her eyes unmoved, but full and wide, 

Not once Ijad turn’d to either side — 

Nor once did those sweet eyelids close, 

Or shade the glance o’er which they rose, 

But round their orbs of deepest blue 
The circling white dilated grew — 

And there with glassy gaze she stood 
As ice were in her curdled blood ; 

But every now and then a tear 
So large and slowly gather’d slid 
From the long dark fringe of tliat fair lid, 

It was a thing to sec, not hear ! 

And those who saw, it did surprise, 

Such drops could fall from human eyes. 

To speak she Uiought — the imperfect note 
Was choked within her swelling throat, 

Yet seem’d in that low hollow groan 
Her whole heart gushing in the tone. 

It ceased — again she tliought to speak, 

Then burst her voice in one long shriek, 

And to the earth she fell like stone 
Or statue from its base o’erthrown, 

More like a tiling that ne’er had life — 

A monument of Azo’s wife, — 

Than her, that living guilty thing, 

Whoso every passion was a sting. 

Which urged to guilt, but could not bear 
That guilt’s detection and despair. 
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But yet filie lived'— and all too soon 
Recover’d from that death-like swoon-— 

But scarce to reason — every sense 
Had been o’erstrung by pangs intense ; 

And each frail fibre of her brain 
(As bowstrings, when relax’d by rain, 

The erring anow lanch aside) 

Sent forth her thoughts all wild and wide— 

The past a blank, the future black, 

With glimpses of a dreary track, 

Like lightning on the desert path, 

When midnight storms are mustering wrath. 

She fear’d — she felt that sometliing ill 
I<ay on her soul, so deep and cliill — 

That there was sin and shame she knew ; 
i^That some one was to die — but who ? 

She had forgotten: — did she breathe? 

Could this be still the earth beneath, 

The sky above, and men around ; 

Or were they fiends who now so frown’d 
On one, before whose eyes each eye 
Till tlicn had smiled in sympathy ? 

All tvas confused and undefined 
To her all-jarr’d and wandering mind ; 

A chaos of wild hopes and fears : 

And now in laughter, now in tears, 

But madly still in each extreme, 

She strove with that convulsive dream; 

For so it seem’d on her to break: 

Oil ! vainly must she strive to wako ! 

XV. 

The Convent hells are ringing, 

But mournfully and slow ; 

In the gray square turret swinging. 

With a deep soimd, to and fro- 
Heavily to the heart tliey go! 

Hark! the hymn is singing— 

The song for the dead below, 

Or the living who shortly shall bo so ! 

For a departing being’s soul 

The doath-hyrnn peals and the hollow bells knoll : 

He is near his mortal goal ; 

Kneeling at the F riar’s luiee ; 

Bad to hear — and piteous to see— 

Kneeling on the bare cold ground, 

With the block before and the guards around — 
And the headman wiiii his bare arm ready, 

That the blow may be both swift and steady, 
Feels if the axe be sharp tmd true— 

Since he set its edge anew : 

While the crowd in a speechless circle gather 
To see the Son fall by the doom of tho Father ! 

XVI. 

It is a lovely hour as yet 
Before the summer sun shall set, 

Which rose upon that heavy day, 

And mock’d it with his steadiest ray ; 

And his evening beams are shed 
Full on Hugo^s fated head, 

As his last confession pouring 
To the monk, his doom deploring 
In penitential holiness, 

Ho bends to hear his accents bless 
With absolution such as may 
Wipe our mortal stains away. 

That high sun on his head did glisten 
As he there did bow and listen — 

And the rings of chestnut hair 
Curl’d half down his neck so bare ; 

But brighter still the beam was thrown 
Upon tl»e axe which near him shone 

With a clear and ghastly glitter - 

Oh! that parting hour was bitter! 


Even the stem stood chill’d with awe : 

Dark the crime, and just the law — 

Yet they shudder’d as Uioy saw. 

XVII. 

Tho parting prayers are said and over 
Of that false son — and daring lover ! 

His beads and sins are all recounted, 

His hours to their last minute mounted — 

His mantling cloak before was stripp’d, 

His bright brown locks must now be clipp’d ; 

’T is done — all closely are they shorn — 

The vest whudi till tliis moment worn— 

The scarf which Parisina gav 
Must not adorn him to the grave. 

Even that must now be thrown aside, 

And o’er his eyes the kercliief tied ; 

But no — that last indignity 

Shall ne’er approach his haughty eye. 

All feelings seemingly subdued. 

In deep disdain were half renew’d. 

When headman’s hands prepared to bind 
Those eyes which would not brook such blind: 
As if they dared not look on death. 

“No — ^yours my forfeit blood and breath — 
These hands are chain’d — but let me die 
At least with an unshackled eye— 

Strike :” — and as the w’ord he said, 

Upon the block he bow’d his head ; 

These the last accents Hugo spoke 
“Strike” — and flashing fell the stroke— 

Roll’d the head — and, gushing, sunk 
Back the stain’d and heaving trunk 
In the dust, which each deep vein 
Slaked with its ensanguined rain ; 

His eyes and lips a moment quiver. 

Convulsed and quick — then fix for ever. 

He died as erring man should die, 

Without display, without parade; 

Meekly had he bow’d and pray’d, 

As not disdaining priestly aid, 

Nor desperate of ail hope on high. 

And while before the Prior kneeling, 

His heart was wean’d from earthly feeling ; 

His wratliful sire — his paramour — 

What were they in such an hour? 

No more reproach — no more despair; 

No thought but heaven — no word but prayer— 
Save tlie few which from him broke, 

When, bared to meet the headman’s stroke, 

He claim’d to die with eyes unbound. 

His solo adieu to those around. 

XVIII. 

Still as the lips that closed in death. 

Each gazer’s bosom held his breath 
But yet, afar, from man to man, 

A cold electric shiver ran, 

As down llie deadly blow descended 
On him whose life and love thus ended ; 

And with a hushing sound comprest, 

A sigh shrunk back on every breast; 

But no more tlirilling noise rose there, 

Beyond the blow that to the block 
Pierced tlirough with forced and sullen shocl^ 
Save one : — what cleaves the silent air 
So madly shrill, so passing wild ? 

That, as a mother’s o’er her child, 

Done to death by sudden blow, 

To the sky those accents go. 

Like a soul’s in endless wo. 

Through Az(fs palace-lattice driven. 

That horrid voice ascends to heaven. 

And every eye is turn’d thereon ; 

But sound and sight alike are gone! 
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It was a woman’s shriek — and ne’er 
In madlier accents rose despair ; 

And those who heard it, as it past, 

In mercy wishM it wore the last. 

XIX. 

Hugo is fallen ; and, from that hour, 

No more in palace, hall, or bower, 

Was Parisina heard or seen : 

Her name — as if she ne’er had been— 

Was banish’d from each lip and ear. 

Like words of wantonness or fear ; 

And from Prince Azo’s voice, by none 
Was mention heard of wife or son ; 

No tomb — no memory had they; 

Theirs was unconsocrated clay ; 

At least tlie knight’s who died that day, 

But Parisina’s fate lies hid 
Like dust beneath tlie coffin lid : 

Whetlier in convent she abode, 

And won to heaven her dreary road, 

By blighted and remorseful years 
Of scourge, and fast, and sleepless tears ; 

Or if she fell by bowl or steel, 

For tliat dark love she dared to feel ; 

Or ifj upon tlie moment smote, 

She died by tortures less remote ; 

Like liim she saw upon the block, 

With heart tliat shared the headman’s shock, 
In (juickun’d brokenness that came, 

In jiity, o’er her shatter’d frame, 

None laiew — and none can ever know : 

But whatsoe’er its cud below, 

Her life began and closed in wo! ’ 

XX. 

And Azo found another bride, 

And goodly sons grew by his side ; 

But none so lovely and so brave 
As him who wither’d in the grave ; 

Or if tliey wore— on his cold eye 
Their growth but glanced unheeded by, 

Or noticed with a smother’d sigh. 

But never tear his dieek descended, 

And never smile his brow unbended 
And o’er tliat fair broad brow were wrought 
The intersected lines of tiiought ; 


Those furrows which the burning share 
Of Sorrow ploughs untimely there ; 

Scars of the lacerating mind 

Which the Soul’s war dotli leave behiiid. 

H e was past all mirth or wo : 

Nothing more remain’d below 
But sleepless nights and lieavy days, 

A mind all dead to scorn or praise, 

A heart which shunn’d itself— and yet 
That would not yield— nor could forget, 
Wliich when it least appear’d to melt, 
Intensely thought — ^intensely foil; 

The deepest ice which over froze 
Can only o’er the surface close — 

The living stream lies quick below. 

And flows — and cannot cease to flow. 

Still was his seal’d-up bosom haunted 
By thoughts which Nature hath implanted; 
Too deeply n>otcd thence to vanish, 
Howe’er our stifled tears wo banish ; 

When, struggling as they rise to start, 

We check those waters of the heart. 

They are not dried — those tears unshed 
But flow back to the fountain head. 

And resting in their spring more pure, 

For ever in its depth endure, 

Unseen, unwept, but uncongcal’d, 

And cherish’d most where least reveal’d. 
With inward starts of feeling left, 

T o throb o’er those of life bereft ; 

Without the power to fill again 
The desert gap which made his pain; 
Without the hope to meet them where 
United souls shall gladness share, 

With all the consciousness that he 
Had only pass’d a just decree ; 

That tlicy had wrought their doom of ill , 
Yet Azo’s age was wretched still.' 

The tainted branches of the tree, 

If lopp’d with care a strength may give, 
By which the rest shall bloom and live 
All greenly fresh and wildly free : 

But if the lightning, in its wratli, 

The waving bougl^ with fury scathe^ 

The massy trunk tlie ruin feels, 

And never more a leaf reveals. 


NOTES TO 

Note 1, page 140, line 14. 

As twilight jnelts beneath the moon awc^. 

The lines contained in Section I. were printed as set 
! to music some time since ; but belongecf to the poem 
' where they now appear, the greater part of which was 
composed prior to Lara,” and other compositions since 
published. 

Note 2, page 142, lino 56. 

I T^tat have won as haught a crest, 

Haught — ^haughty— Away, haught man, thou art 
I insulting me.” ShakspearCf Richard II* 

Note 3, page 144, line 32. 

Her life began and dosed in wo, 

'I' “ This turned out a calamitous year for the people of 

: Ferrara, for there occurred a very tramcal event in the 
court of their sovereign. Our annals, noth prmted and 
» in manuscript, with the exception of the unpolished and 
' negligent work of Sardi, and one other, have given the 
following relation of it, from which, however, are rejected 
many details, and especially the narrative of Bandelli, 
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who wrote a century afterwards, and who does not ac 
cord with the contemporary historians. 

“ By the above-mentioned Stella dell’ Assossino, thi 
Marquis, m the year 1405, had a son called Ugo, a beau 
tiful and ingenious youth. Parisina Malatesta, secom 
wife of Niccolo, like the generality of step-mothers 
treated him with little kindness, to the infinite regret o 
the Marquis, who regarded him with fond partiality 
One day she asked leave of her husband to undertake f 
certain journey, to which he consented, but upon cond: 
tion that Ugo should bear her company ; for he hope* 
by these means to induce her, in the end, to lay asid^ 
the obstinate aversion which she had conceived agains 
him. And indeed his intent was accomplished but tot 
well, since, during the journey, rfie not only divested her 
self of all her hatred, but fell into the opposite extreme 
After their return, the Marquis had no longer any occa 
sion to renew his former reproois. It happened one da 
that a servant of the Marquis, named Zoese, or, a 
some call him, Giorgio,' passing before the apartment 
of Parisina, saw going out from them one of her chamber 
maids, all terrified and in tears. Asking the reason 
she told him that her mistress, for some slight offence 
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if.d been beating her ; and, giving vent to her rage, she 
idded, that she could easily be revenged, if she chose to I 
nake known the criminal familiarity which subsisted 
letweeu Parisina and her step-son. The servant took 
lote of the words, and related them to his master. He 
vas astounded thereat, but scarcely believing his ears, 
le assured himself of the fact., alas! too clearly, on the 
i8th of May, by looking through a hole made in the 
veiling of his wife’s chamber. Instantly ho broke into 
i furious rage, and arrested both of them, together with 
ildobrandiuo Rangoni, of Modena, her geutloman, and 
ilso, as some say, two of the women of her chamber, 
IS abettors of this sinful act. He ordered them to be 
irought to a hasty trial, desiring the judges to pronounce 
ientence, in the accustomed forms, upon the culprits. 
This sentence was death. Some there w'erc that be- 
jtirred themselves in favour of the delinquents, and, 
im:^?lg others, Ugoccion Contrario, who was all-power- 
ul with Niocolo, and also his aged and much deserving 
ninistor Alberto dal Sale. Both of those, their tears 
flowing down their cheeks, and ufion their knees, im- 
plored him for mercy : adducing whatever reasons they 
could suggest for sparing the otfenders, besides those mo- 
tives of honour and decency which might persuade him 
to conceal from the public so .scandalous a deed. But liis 
rage made him inilexiblo, and, on llic instant, he com- 
manded that the sentence should be put in execution. 

“ It was, then, in the prisons of the castle, and exactly 
in those frightful dungeons which are seen at this day 
beneath the chamber called the Aurora, at the foot of 
the Lion’s tower, at the top of the street Giovec.ca, that 
on the night of the twenty-first of May were hehea«led, 
first, Ugo, and afterwards Parisina. Zoese, he that 
accu.sed her, conducted the latter under his arm to the 
place of punishment. She, all along, fancied that she 
was to be thrown into a pit, and asked ui every step, 
whether she was yet come to the spot ? She was told 
that her punishment was the axe. Slie in(|uired what 
was become of TTgo, and received for answeri that ho 
wtis already dead ; at the which, sighing grievously, she. 
exclaimed, ‘ Now, then, I wish not myself to live and, 
being come to the block, she stripped herself with her 
own bands of all her ornaments, and wrapping a cloth 
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around her head, submitted to the fatal stroke, which 
terminated the cruel scene. The same was done with 
Rangoni, who, together with the others, according to 
two calendars in the library of St. Francesco, was 
buried in the cemetery of that convent. Nothing else 
is known resjiecting the women. 

“The Marquis kept watch the whole of tliat dread- 
ful night, and, as ho was walking backwards and for- 
wards, in(|uired of the captain of the castle if Ugo was 
dead yet / who answered him. Yes. He then gave him- 
self up to tlie most desperate lamentations, exclaiming, 
^ Oh ! that I too were dead, since I have been hurried 
m to resolve thus against my own Ugo !’ And then, 
nawiiig with his teeth a cane which he had in his hand, 
c passed the rest of the night in siglis and in tears, call- 
ing fre<|uently upon his own dear Ugo. On the fidlovv- 
ing day, calling to mind that it would he necessary to 
make public his justification, seeing that the transaction 
could not be kept secret, he ordered the narrative to be 
drawn out U{)on paper, and sent it to all tlie courts of 
Italy. 

“On receiving this advice, the Doge of Venice, Fran- 
cesco Foscan, gave orders, but without publishing hia 
reasons, that st()[» should he put to the preparations for 
a tournament, which, under the au.spices of the Mar- 
quis, and at the expense of the city of Padua, was about 
to take place, in the .square of St, Mark, in order to 
celebrate liis advancement to the ducal chair. 

“Tlie Maripiis, in addition to wbat he liad already 
done., from some unaccountable burst c)f vimgeance, com- 
manded tliat as many of the married women as were 
well known to him to be faithless, like, his Parisina, 
should, like her, be beheaded. Amongst others, Bar- 
berina, or, as some call her, Laodamia Roinei, wife of 
the court judge, underwent this sentence, at the usual 
place of execution, that is to say, in the quarter of St, 
Giacomo, opposite the pre.sent fortress, beyond St. Paul’s. 
It cannot be told how strange appeared this proceeding 
in a prince, who, considering his own disposition, should, 
as it seemed, have been in such cases most indulgent. 
Some, however, there were, who did not fail to com- 
mend him,”* 

* B'rizzi— History of B'errara. 
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A FABLE. 


SONNET ON CHILLON. 

Eterna l spirit of the chainless mind ! 

Brightest in dungeons, Liberty ! thou art, 

For there thy habitation is the heart — 

The heart, which love of thee alone can bind; 
And when thy sons to fetters are consign’d — 

To fetters, and the damp vault’s dayless gloom, 
Their country conquers with their martyrdom, 
And Freedom’s fame finds wings on every wind. 
Chillon! thy prison is a holy place, 

And thy sad floor an altar — for ’t was trod, 

Until his very steps have left a trace 
Worn, as if thy cold pavement were a sod, 

By Bonnivard — May none those marks efface ! 
For they appeal from tyranny to God, 

I. 

iMv hair is gray, but not with years, 

Nor grew it white 
In a single night,* 

As men’s have grown from jBudden fears : 

T 


My limbs arc bow’d, though not with toil, 
JBiit rusted with a vile repose, 

For they have been a dungeon’s spoil, 
And mine has been the fate of those 
To whom the goodly earth and air 
Are bann’d, and barr’d — forbidden fare ; 
But this was for my father’s faith 
I suffer’d chains and courted death ; 

That father perish’d at the stake 
For tenets he would not forsake ; 

And for the same liis lineal race 
In darkness found a dwelling-place ; 

We were seven — who now are one, 

Six in youth and one in age, 

Finish’d as they had begun, 

Proud of Persecution’s rage ; 

One in fire, and two in field. 

Their belief with blooil have seal’d ; 
Dying as their father died, 

For the God their foes denied ; 

Three were in a dungeon cast, 

Of whom this wreck is left the last. 
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tz. 

There are seven pillars of gothic mold, 

In Chillon*8 dungeons deep and old, 

There are seven columns, massy and gray. 
Dim with a dull imprison^ ray, 

A sunbeam which hath lost its way, 

And through the crevice and the cleft 
Of the thick wall is fallen and left ; 
Creeping o’er the floor s<.) damp, 

Like a marsh's meteor lamp : 

And in each pillar there is a ring, 

And in each ring there is a chain ; 

That iron is a cankering thing, 

For in those limbs its teetli remain. 
With marks that will not wear away, 

Till I have done with this new day, 

Which now is painful to those eyes. 

Which have not seen the sun so rise 
For years — I cannot count tliem o’er, 

I lost their long and heavy score 
When my last brother droop’d and died. 
And 1 lay living by his side. 

III. 

They chain’d us each to a column stone. 
And wo were three — yet, each alone: 

We could not move a single pace, 

We could not sec each other’s face, 

But with tliat pale and livid light 
That made us strangers in our sight 
And thus together — ^yct apart, 

Fetter’d in hand, but y»ined in heart; 

’T was still some solace, in the dearth 
Of the pure elements of earth, 

To hearken to each other’s speech, 

And each turn comforter to each 
With some new hope, or legend old. 

Or song heroically bold ; 

But even tliese at length grew cold. 

Our voices took a dreary tone, 

An echo of tlie dungron-stone, 

A grating sound — not full and free 
As they f>f yore were wont to be ; 

It might be fancy — but to me 
They never sounded like our own. 

IV. 

1 was the eldest of the three, 

And to uphold and cheer the rest 
1 ought to do — and did my best— 

And each did well in his degree. 

The youngest, whom my fatlicr loved, 
Because our mother’s brow was given 
To him — with eyes as blue as heaven, 

For him my soul, was sorely moved ; 
And truly might it be distrest 
To see sucli bird in such a nest ; 

For he was beautiful as day — 

(When day was beautiful to me 
As to young eagles, being free) — 

A polar day, which will not see 
A sunset till its summer ’s gone, 

Its sleepless summer of long light, 

The snow-clad offspring of the sun : 

And thus he was as pure and bright. 
And in his natural spirit gay, 

With tears for nought but others’ ills, 

And then they flow’d like mountain rills. 
Unless he could assuage the wo 
Which ho abhorr’d to view below. 

The olibst wm as pure of mind, 

But io combat with his kind ; 

Strong lirllis frame, and of a mood 
Whiok the world in war had stood, 


And perish’d in the foremost rank 
With joy : — ^but not in chains to pine : 
His spirit wither’d with their clank, 

I saw it silently decline — 

And so perchance in sooth did mine ; 
But yet I forced it on to cheer 
Those relics of a home so dear. 

He was a hunter of the hills, 

Had follow’d there the door and wolf ; 
To him this dungeon was a gulfj 
I And fetter’d feet the worst of ills. 

Lake Leman lies by Chillon’s walls: 

A thousand feet in depth below 
Its massy waters meet and flow ; 

Thus much the fathom-line was sent 
From Chillon’s snow-wliite battlement,^ 
Which round about the wave enthrals ; 
A double dungeon wall and wave 
Have made — and like a living grave. 
Below the surface of the lake 
The dark vault lies wherein we lay, 

We heard it ripple night and day; 

Sounding o’er our heads it knock’d ; 
And r have felt the winter’s spray 
Wash through llie bars when winds were 
And wanton in the happy sky ; 

And then tlie very rock hath rock’d, 
And I have felt it shake, imshock’cl. 
Because I could have smiled to see 
The death that would have sot me free. 

I said my nearer brother pined, 

1 said his mighty heart declined, 

He loathed and pul away his food ; 

It was not that *t was coarse and rude. 
For we wore used to hunter’s fare, 

And for the like had little care : 

Tlie milk drawn from the mountain goat, 
Was changed for water from the moat, 
Our broad was such as captive’s tears 
Have moisten’d many a thousand years, 
Since man first pent his follow men 
Like brutes within an iron dcri: 

But what were tliese to us or him ? 
These wasted not his heart or limb, 

My brother’s soul was of tliat mold 
Which in a palace had grown cold, 

Had his free breathing been denied 
The range of tlie Kt<jep mountain’s side ; 
But why delay the truth ? — he died, 

I saw, and could not hold his head. 

Nor reach bis dying hand— nor dead, 
Though hard I strove, but strove in vain, 
To rend and gnash my bonds in twain. 
He died — and tliey unlock’d bis chain, 
And scoop’d for him a shallow grave 
Even from the cold earth of our cave. 

J begg’d tliem, as a boon, to lay 
His corse in dust whereon the day 
Might shine — it was a foolish thought, 
But then within my brain it wrought, 
That even in death his freeborn breast 
In such a dungeon could not rest. 

I might have spared my idle prayer— 
They coldly laugh’d— and laid him there: 
The flat and turfless earth above 
The being wc so much did love ; 

His empty chain above it leant, 

I Such murder’s fitting monument! 

But he, the favourite and the flower, 
Most cherish’d since his natal hour, 
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His moUier’s image in fair face, 

The infant love of all his race, 

His martyr’d father’s dearest thought, 

My latest care, for whom I sought 
To hoard my life, that his might he 
Less wretched now, and one day free \ 

He, too, who yet had held unlired 
A spirit natural or inspired — 

He, too, was struck, and day by day 
Was wither’d on the stalk away. 

Oh God ! it is a fearful thing 
To see the human soul take wing 
In any shape, in any mood: — 

1 ’ve seen it rushing forth in blood, 

I ’ve seen it on the breaking ocoan 
SHrive with a swoln convulsive motion, 

I ’ve seen the sick and ghastly bed 
Of Sin delirious with its dread : 

But these were horrors — this was wo 
Unmix’d with such — but sure and slow: 
He faded, and so calm and meek, 

So softly worn, so sweetly weak, 

So tearless, yet so lender — kind, 

And grieved f )r those he left behind ; 

With all tlie wiiile a cheek whose bloom 
Was as a mockery of the tomb, 

Whose tints as gently sunk away 
As a departing rainbow’s ray — 

An eye of most transparent light, 

That almost made the dungeon bright, 

And not a word of murmur — not 
A groan o’er his untimely lot, — 

A little talk of better days, 

A little hope rny own to raise, 

For I was sunk in silence — lost 
In tills last loss, of all the most ; 

And then Uie sighs he would suppress 
Of fainting nature’s feebleness. 

More slowly drawn, grew less and less: 

I listen’d, but I could not hear — 

I call’d, for 1 was wild witli fear ; 

1 knew ’t was hopeless, but my dread 
Would not be thus admonished ; 

I call’d, and tlit>ught I heard a sound — 

I burst rny chain with one strong bound, 
And rush'd to him: — I found liim not, 

I only stirr’d in this black spot, 

I only lived — / only drew 

The accursed breath of dungeon-dew; 

The last — the sole — the dearest link 
Between me and the eternal brink, 

Which bound me to rny failing race, 

Was broken in this fatal place. 

One on the earth, and one beneath — 

My brothers — botli had ceased to breathe : 
I took that hand which lay so still, 

Alas ! my own was full as chill ; 

I had not strength to stir, or strive, 

But felt that I was still alive — 

A frantic feeling, when we know 
That what wo love shall ne’er be so. 

I know not why 
I could not die, 

I had no earthly hope — but faith, 

And that forbade a selfish death. 

IX. 

What next befell me then and there 
I know not well — I never knew — 

First came the loss of light, and air, 

And then of darkness too : 

I had no tliought, no feeling— none— 
Among the stones I stood a stone. 

And was, scarce conscious what I wist, 

As shrubless crags within the mist ; 

For all was blan^ and bleak, and gray, 

It was not night — ^it was not day. 


It was not even the dungeon-Ught, 

So hateful to my heavy sight, 

But vacancy absorbing space, 

And fixedness — without a place ; 

There were no stars — no earth — no time — 
No check — no change — no good — ^no crime — 
But silence, and a stirless breath 
Which neither was of life nor death ; 

A sea of stagnant idleness, 

Blind, boundless, mute, and motionless ! 

X, 

A light broke in upon ray brain,-— 

It was the carol of a bird ; 

It ceased, and tlien it came again, 

The sweetest song ear ever heard, 

And mine was thankful till my eyes 
Ran over with the glad surprise, 

And they that morntmt could not see 
I was the mate of misery ; 

But then by dull di'grees came back 
My senses to tlioir wonted track, 

1 saw the dungeon walls and floor 
Close slowly round mo as before, 

1 saw the glimmer of the sun 
Creeping as it heftiro had done, 

But through the crevire w'liere it came 
That bird was perch’d, as fond and tame, 

And lamer than uptin the tree ; 

A lovely bird, with azure wings, 

And song that said a thousand things, 

And seem’d to say them all for me ! 

I never saw its like before, 

I ne’er sliall sec its likeness more : 

It seem’d like me to want a mate, 

1 But w as not half so desolate, 

And it was come to love me when 
None lived to love me so again, 

I And cheering from my dungeon’s brink. 

Had brought, me back to feel and think. 

I know not if it late were free. 

Or broke its cage to p<*rch on mine, 

Bui knowing well captivity, 

Sweet bird ! I could not wish for thino 
I Or if it were, in winged guise, 

A visitant from Paradise ; 

For — Heaven forgive that thought ! the while 
Which made me both to weep and smile ; 

I sometimes deem’d that it might be 
My brotlier’s soul come down to me ; 

But then at last away it flew, 

And then ’twas mortal — well J knew, 

For he would never thus liave flow'n, 

And left mt; twice so doubly lone, — 

Lone — as the corse witliiu its shroud, 

Lone — os a solitary cloud, 

A single cloud on a sunny day, 

While all the rest of heaven is clear, 

A frown upon the atmosphere, 

That hath no business to appear 

When skies are blue, and earth is gny 

xz. 

A kind of change came in my fate, 

My keepers grew compassionate, 

I know not what had made them so, 

They were inured to sights of wo. 

But 80 it was: — my broken chain 
With links unfasten’d did remain, 

And it was liberty to stride 
Along my cell from side to side, 

And up and down, and tJien atliwart, 

And tread it over every part ; 

And round the pillars one by one, 

Returning where my walk begun, 

Avoiding only, as 1 trod, 

My brothers* graves without a sod ; 



For if I thouj^ht with heedless tread 
My step profaned tlieir lowly bed, 

My breath came gaspingly and thick, 

And my crush’d heart fell blind and sick, 
xir. 

X made a footing in the wall, 

It was not therefrom to escape, 

For I had buried one and all. 

Who loved me in a human shape ; 

And the whole eartli would henceforth be 
A wider prison unto me : 

No child — ^no sire — no kin had I, 

No partner in my misery ; 

I thought of this, and I was glad, 

For thought of thorn had made me mad; 
But I was ctirious to ascend 
To iny barr’d windows, and to bend 
Once more, upon the mountains high, 

The quiet of a loving eye. 

XIII. 

I saw them — and they were the same, 

They were not changed like me in frame ; 

I saw their thousand years of snow 
On high — their wide long lake below, 

And the blue Rhone in fullest flow ; 

1 heard the torrents leap and gush 
O’er channell’d rock and broken bush ; 

I saw the white-wall’d distant town, 

And whiter sails go skimming down ; 

And then there was a little Lsle,^ 

Which in my very face did smile, 

The only one in view ; 

A small gre(Mi isle, it seem’d no more. 
Scarce broader than my dungeon floor, 

But in it there were three tall trees, 

And o’er it blow the mountain breeze, 

And by it tliore were waters flowing. 

And on it there were young flowers growing 
Of gentle breath and hue. 

The fish swam by the castle wall. 

And they seem’d joyous each and all ; 


The eagle rode the rising blast, 
Methought ho never flew so fast 
As then to me he seem’d to fly, 

And then new tears came in my eye, 
And I felt troubled — and would fam 
1 had not left my recent chain ; 

And when I did descend again, 

The darkness of my dim abode 
Fell on me as a heavy load ; 

It was as is a new-dug grave. 

Closing o’er one we sought to save, 
And yet my glance, too much opprest, 
Had almost need of such a rest. 


It might be months, or years, or days, 

1 kcipt no count — I took no note, 

I had no hope my eyes to raise, 

I And clear them of their dreary mote ; 
At last men came to set me free, 

I ask’d not why, and reck’d not where, 
It was at length the same to me, 

Fetter’d or fetterless to be, 

1 learn’d to love despair. 

And thus when they appear’d at last, 
And all my bonds aside were cast, 
These heavy walls to me had grown 
A hermitage — and all my own ! 

And half 1 felt as tliey were come 
To tear me from a second home : 

Witii spiders I had friendship mode, 

And watch’d them in their sullen trade, 
Had seen llic mice by moonlight play, 
And v/hy should I feel lesvS than they ? 
Wc were all inmates of one plac'.e, 

And I, the monarch of each race, 

Had power to kill — ^yct, strange to tell ! 
In quiet we had learn’d to dwell — 

My very chains and 1 grew friends, 

So much a long communion tends 
To make us what we are : — even I 
Regain’d my freedom with a sigli. 
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Note 1, page 145, line 13. 
hy Bonnivard /— moy none thoee marhs ^ace ! 

Fran9ois de Bonnivard, fils de Louis dc Bonnivard, 
orimnaire de Soyssel et Seigneur de Lunes, naquit on 
1496; il fit ses etudes k Turin: en 1610 Jean Aime de 
Bonnivard, son oncle, lui r6signa le Prieur^ de St. Vic- 
tor, qui aboutissoit aux murs de Genkve, et qui formoit 
un hen6fice considerable. 

Ce grand homme (Bonnivard m^rite ce titre par la 
force do son Ame, la clroiturc dt* son coeur, la noblesse 
de ses intentions, la sagesse de ses conseils, le courage 
de ses demarches, I’etendue de ses connaissanccs et la 
vivacite de son esprit,) ce grand homme, qui excitera 
radmiration d© tous ceux qu'une vertu h^roique peut 
encore emouvoir, inspirora encore la plus vive recon- 
naissance dans le« cteurs des Genevois qui aimcnt Ge- 
Bonnivard en fat toujours un des plus fermes 
appuis : pour assurer la Uberld de uotre R^publiquc, il 
ne craignit nas do perdre souveiit la sienne ; il oublia 
son repos ; il meprisa ses richesses ; il ne iiegUgea rien 
pour artermir 4e bonheur d’un© fialrie qu’il honora de son 
choix : dks ce moment il la cherit comme le plus zele 
d© ses citoyens ; il la servit avecl’intrcpidite d’un Iutos. 
et il ^crivil son Histoire avec la naivete d’lm plidosophe 
et la chaleur d’un patriote. 

11 dit dans le comincncement de son histoire de Ge- 
neve quo, dti (ju'd cut commence de lire rhistoire des na- 


liofis, U se sentit entraM par son go&t pour les Ripuh^ 
liqueSf dont il 6pousa toujours les int&tts : e’est ce goQt 
pour la Uberte que lui fit sans doute adopter Genkve pour 
sa patrie. 

Bonnivard, encore jeune, s’annon9a hautement comme 
le defenseur de Genkve contre le Due de Savoye et 
I’Evftque. 

£n 1519, Bonnivard devient le martyr de sa patrie: 
Le Due de Savoye ^tant entre dans Geneve avec cinq 
cent hommes, Bonnivard craim le ressentiment du Due ; 
il voiilut so retirer k Fribourg pour en eviter les suites ; 
mais il fut trahi par deux hommes qui I’accompagnoient, 
et conduit par ordre du Prince h Groleo oil il resta 
prisoniiier pendant deux ans. Bonnivard 6toit malheu- 
reux dans ses voyages : comme ses malheurs n’avoicnt 
point ralenti son zMe pour Geneve, il ^toit toujours un 
ennemi redoutable pour ceux qui la mena9oient, et par 
consequent il devoit ^tre expose h leurs coups. 11 fut 
rencontre en 1630 sur le Jura par des voleurs, qui le 
di'pouill^rent, el qui le mirent encore entre les mains 
du Due de Savoye : ce Prince le fit enfermer dans le 
Chdteau de Chilton, oil il resta sans 6tre interroge jus- 
qiies en 1536; il fut alors delivr6 par les Bernois, qui 
s’empanVent du Pays de Vaud. 

Bonnivard, en sortant de sa captivity, cut le plaisir de 
trouver Geneve libro et reform^© ; la Rt^.publique s’em- ^ 
pressa tie lui t^moigner sa reconnaissance et de le d6- 
dommager Ues maux quHl avoit souiTerts ; eile ie recut 



Bourgeois de la ville au mois de Juio 1536 ; elle lui donna 
la mauson habitee autrefois par le Vicaire-Gen6ral, et 
die lui assigna une pension de 200 6cus d'or tant qu’il 
B^journeruit k Genfeve. 11 fut admis dans le Conseil 
de Deux-Cent en 1537. 

Bonnivard n’a pas bni d'etre utile : appres avoir tra^ 
vaille k rendro Genfevo libre, il reussit k la rcndre to- 
lerante. Bonnivard engagea le Consuil U accorder aux 
Eccldsiastiques et aux paysans un terns sudisant pour 
examiner les propositions qu’on leur faisoit ; il reussit 
par sa douceur: on pr^che toujours le Christianismc 
avec succ^s quand on le pr6che avec charity. 

Bonnivard fut savant ; ses manuscrits, qui sont dans 
la Bibliotheque publique, prouvent qu'il avoit bien lu los 
auteurs classiques latins, et qu’il avoit approfondi la 
thdologie et rliistoire. Ce grand homme aimoit les 
« 8cierf.e8, et il croyoit qu'elles pouvoient faire la gloire 
de fienftve ; aussi il no n^.giigea ricn pour les fixer 
dans cette ville naissante ; en 1551 il donna sa biblio- 
th6que au public ; elle fut lo commencement de notro 
bibliotheque publique ; et ces livres sont cn partiu les 
rares et belles editions du quinzi^rnc si(icle qu’on voit 
dans noire collection. £nnn, pendant la m^me aunee, 
ce bon patriote institua la Republique son herili6re, k 
condition qu’elle employeroit ses biens k entretenir le 
college dont on projettoit la fondation. 

Il paroit que Bonnivard mourut en 1570 ; mais on 
ne peut I’assurcr, parce qu’il y a une lacune dans le Nc- 
crologe depuis le mois de Juillet 1570 jusques on 1671. 

Note 2, page 145, lino 17. 

In a single night. 

Ludovico Sforza, and others. — The same is asserted 
of Mane Antoinette’s, the wife of Louis XVI. though 
not in quite so short a period. Grief is said to have the 
same ofiect: to such, and not to fear, this change in Iters 
was to be attributed. 

Note 3, page 146, line 85. 

From ChiUon's snouhwhite hattiemerU. 

The Chateau do Chillon is situated between Clarens 


and Villeneuve, which last is at one extremity of the 
Lake of Geneva. On its left are the entrances of the 
Rhone, and opposite arc the heights of Mcillerie and 
the range of Alps above Boveret and St. Gin go. 

Near it, un a hill behind, is a torrent ; below it, wash* 
\ng its walls, the lake ha.s been fathomed to the depth 
of 800 feet, (French measure ;) within it are a range of 
dungeons, in which the early refonners, and subsequent* 
ly prisoners of state, were confined. Across one of the 
vaults is a beam black with age, on which we were in- 
formed that the condemned were formerly executed. 
In the cells are seven pillars, or, rather, eight, one being 
half merged in the wall ; in some of these are rings for 
the fetters and the fettered : in the pavement the steps 
of Bonnivard have left their traces— he was confined 
here several years. 

It is by this castle that Rousseau has fixed the catas* 
trophe of his Heloise, in the rescue of one of her chil- 
dren by Julie from the water ; the shock of which, and 
the illness produced by the immersion, is the cause of 
her death. 

The cliateau is large, and seen along the lake for a 
groat distance. The walls are white. 

Note 4, page 148, line 28. 

And then there toas a little isle 

Between the entrances of the Rhone and Villenouve, 
not far from Chilloii, is a very small island ; the only 
one I could perceive, in my voyage round and over the 
lake, within its circumference. Il contains a few trees. 
(I think not above three,) and from its singlcnes.s ana 
diminutive size has a peculiar effect upon the view. 

When the foregoing poem was composed I was not 
sufficiently aware of the history of Bonnivard, or I should 
have endeavoured to dignify the subject ^ an attempt 
to celebrate his courage and his virtues. Some account 
of hi.s life will he found in a note appended to the “ Son- 
net on Cliillon,” with which I have been furnished by 
the kindness of a citizen of tliat Republic, which is still 
proud of the memory of a man worthy of the best ago 
of ancient freedom. 


BE P P 0, 

A VENETIAN STORY. 


Rojalind. Farewell, Monnieur Traveller : Look, you lisp, niul wear atrange aulta : tlisalile all the benrflta of your owb 
country ; be out of love with your Nativity, nml ahuust chide Oodfor making you that countenance you are ; or I will 
scarce think that you have awam in a Gondola,. 

At You Like Jt^ Act IV. Sc, I. 


Atmotaiion of the Commentaton. 

That la, been at Venice, which was much vialw-*! by the young EngUah gentlemen of those timea, and waa theu whal 
Parie ia now~4be aeai of all dJaauluteneaa.— 3. A. 


I. 

’T IS known, at least it should be, fbat throughout 
All countries of tlie Catholic persuasion, 

Some weeks before Shrove Tuesday comes about, 
The people take tlicir fill of recreation, 

And buy repentance, ere they grow devout, 
However high their rank, or low their station, 
With fiddling, feasting, dancing, drinking, masquing, 
And otlier tilings which may be had fur asking. 

II . 

The moment night with dusky mantle covers 
The skies, (and the more duskily the better,) 

The time less liked by hasbands than by lovers 
Begins, and prudery flings aside her fetter *, 

And gayety on restless tiptoe hovers, 

Giggling with all tlie gallants who beset her ; 

And there are songs and quavers, roaring, humming, 
Guitars, and every otlier sort of strumming. 


ni. 

And there are dresses splendid, but fantastical, 
Masks of all times and nations, Turks and Jews, 
And harlequins and clowns, with feats gymnastical, 
Greeks, Romans, Y ankee-doodles, and Hindoos ; 
All kinds of dress, except the ecclesiastical, 

All peojde, as their fancies hit, may choose, 

But no one in these parts may quiz the clergy. 
Therefore take heed, ye Freethinkers ! I charge ye, 
xr. 

You ’d better walk about begirt with briers, 

Instead of coat and small-clothes, than put on 
A single stitch reflecting upon friars, 

Although you swore it only was in fun ; 

They ’d haiil you o’er the coals, and stir the fires 
Of Phlegetlion with every mother’s son, 

Nor say one mass to cool the caldron’s bubble 
That boil’d your bones, unless you paid them double. 



V. 

lut saving this, yoa may put on whatever 
You lilce by way of doublet, cape, or cloak, 

:?uch as in Moninouth-street, or in Rag Fair, 

Would rig you out in seriousness or joke ; 

A.nd even in Italy such places are. 

With prettier name in softer accents sjK^e, 

For, bating Covent Garden, I can hit on 
No place that ’s cull’d Piazza” in Great Britain, 
n. 

This feast is named the Carnival, which being 
Interjireted, implies “ farewell to flesh 
So call’d, because the name and tiling agreeing, 
Through Lent they live on fish boUi salt and fresh. 
But why they uslier Lent with so much glee in, 

Js more tlian I can tell, although 1 guess 
’T is as we take a glass witii friends at parting, 

In the stagecoach or packet just at starting. 

VII. 

And thus they bid farewell to carnal dishes, 

And solid meats, and higlily spiced ragouts, 

To live for forty days on ill-dress’d fishes, 

Because they have no sauses to their stews, 

A thing which causes many “ poohs” and “ pishes,” 
And several oaths (which would not suit tlie Muse) 
From travellers accustom’d from a boy 
To eat their salmon, at the least, with soy ; 

VIII, 

And therdfore humbly I would recommend 
The curious in fish-sauce,” before they cross 
The sea, to bid tlieir cook, or wife, or friend, 

Walk or ride to the Strand, and buy in gross, 

(Or if set out beforehand, these may send 
By any means least liable to loss,) 

Ketchup, Soy, Chili-vinegar, and Harvey, 

Or, by die Lord I a Lent will well nigh starve ye ; 

IX. 

That is to say, if your religion ’s Roman, 

And you at Rome would do as Romans do, 
According to the proverb, — altliough no man, 

If foreign, is obliged to fast ; and you. 

If protestont, or sickly, or a woman, 

Would rather dine in sin on a ragout — 

Dine and be d — d ! I do n’t mean to bo coarse, 

But that ’s the penalty, to say no worse. 

X. 

Of all the places where the Carnival 
Was most facetious in the days of yore, 

For dance, and song, and serenside, and ball, 

And masque, and mime, and mystery, and more 
Than I have Ume to tell now, or at all, 

Venice the bell from every city bore, 

And at the moment when I fix my story 
That seaborn city was in all her glory. 

XI. 

They ’ve pretty faces yet, tliosu same Venetians, 

Black eyes, arch’d brows, and sweet expressions still ; 
Such as of old were copied from the Grecians, 

In ancient arts by moderns mitnick’d ill ; 

And like so many Venuses of Titian’s, 

(The best’s at Florence — see it, if ye will,) 

They look when leaning over tlie balcony, 

Or stepp’d from out a picture by Giorgione, 
xn. 

Whose tints are truth and beauty at their best ; 

And when you to Maiifrini’s palace go, 

That picture (howsoever fine the rest) 

Is loveliest to my mind of all the show ; 

It may perhaps be also to yovr zest, 

And ^at ’s the cause I rhyme upon it so; 
is but the portrait of liis son, and wife, 

And seif; but such a woman ! love in life. 


xui. 

Love in full lifl» and length, not love ideal, 

No, nor ideal beauty, that fine name, 

But sometliing better stiU, so vory real, 

That tlie sweet model must have been the same; 

A thing tliat you woiil<l purchase, beg, or steal, 
Wer’t not impossible, besides a shame: 

The face recalls some face, as ’t were with pain, 

You once have seen but ne’er will see again ; 

XIV. 

One of those forms which flit by us, when wo 
Are young, and fix our eyes on every face 
And, Oh ! the loveliness at times we see 
In momentary gliding, the soft grace. 

The youth, the bloom, the beauty which agree, 

In many a nameless being we retrace, i 

Wliose course and home wc knew not, nor shall know 
Like the lost Pleiad^ seen no more below. 

XV. 

I said that like a picture by Giorgione 
Venetian women were, and so they ore, 

Particularly s(5cn from a balcony, 

(For beauty ’s soinclinios best set off afar,) 

And there, just like a heroine of Goldoni, 

They peep from out the bliisl, or o’er the bar^ 

And truth to say, they ’re mostly very pretty, 

And rather like to show it, more ’s the pity ! 

XVI. 

For glances beget ogles, ogles sighs, 

Sighs wishes, wishes words, and words a letter, 
Which flies on wings of light-heel’d Mercuries, 

Who do such things because tliey know no belter ; 
And then, God knows, what miscliief may arise, 
When love links two young people in one fetter, 
Vile assignations, and adulterous beds, 

Elopements, broken vows, and hearts, and heads. 

XVII. 

Shakspeare described the sox in Desdemona 
As very fair, but yet suspect in fame, 

And to this day from Venice to Verona 
Such matters may be probably the same, 

Ixcept that since U^iose times was never known a 
Husband whom mere suspicion could inflame 
To suffocate a wife no more than twenty, 

Because she had a “ cavalier servente.” 

xvni. 

Their jealousy (if tliey are ever jealous) 

Is of a fair complexion altogether, 

Not like tliat sooty devil of Othello’s 
Which smothers women in a bed of feather. 

But wortliicr of these much more jolly fellows, 

When weary of the matrimonial tether 
His head for such a wife no mortal bothers. 

But takes at once another, or another’s. 

XIX. 

Didst ever see a gondola? For fear 
You should not, I ’ll describe it yoa exactly : 

T is a long cover’d boat that ’s common her^ 

Carved at the prow, built lightly, but compactly, 
Row’d by two rowers, each call’d “ Gondolier,” 

It glides along the water looking blackly, 
ust like a coffin clapt in a canoe, 

AThere none can make out what you say or do. 

XX. 

.nd up and down the long canals they go, 

And under the Rialto shoot along, 

By night and day, all paces, swift or slow, 

And round Uie theatres, a sable throng, 

'hey wail in their dusk livery of wo, 

I But not to them do woful things belongi 
: ^or sometimes they contain a deal of fun, 

1 ,ike mourning coaches when the funeral ’s done. 



XXI. 

But to my story. — *T was some years ago, 

It may be thirty, forty, more or less, 

The carnival was at its height, and so 
Were all kinds of buffoonery and dress ; 

A certain lady went to see the show, 

Her real name I Imow not, nor can guess, 

And so we *11 call her Laura, if you please, 
Because it slips into my verse w^tb ease. 

XXII. 

She was not oW, nor young, nor at the years 
Which certain people call a ^certain age,” 
Which yet the most uncertain age appears, 
Because I never heard, nor could engage 
, A person yet by prayers, or bribes, or tears, 

To name, defme by speech, or write on page, 
The period meant precisely by that word, — 
Wliich surely is exceedingly absurd. 

XXIII. 

Laura was blooming still, had made the best 
Of time, and time return’d the compliment, 

And treated her genteelly, so that^ drest, 

She look’d exiremely well where’er she went: 

A pretty woman is a welcome guest, 

And Laura’s brow a frown had rarely bent, 
Indeed she shone all smiles, and scorn’d to flatter 
Mankind with her black eyes for looking at her. 

XXIV. 

She was a married woman ; ’t is convenient, 
Because in Christain countries ’tis a rule 
To view their little slips with eyes more lenient; 

Whereas, if single ladies play the fool, 

(Unless within tlio period intervenient 
A well-timed wedding makes the scandal cool) 

I do n’t know how they ever can get over it^ 
Except tliey manage never to discover it. 

XXV. 

Her husband sail’d upon the Adriatic, 

And made some voyages, too, in other seas, 

And when he lay in quarantine for pratique, 

(A forty days’ precaution ’gainst disease,) 

His wife would mount, at times, her highest attic, 
For thence she could discern the sliip with ease: 
He was a merchant trading to Aleppo, 

His name Giuseppe, call’d more briefly, Beppo.* 

XXVI. 

He was a man as dusky as a Spaniard, 

Sunburnt with travel, yet a portly figure ; 

Though colour’d, as it were, within a tanyard, 

He was a person both of sense and vigour— 

A better seaman never yet did man yard: 

And s/ie, although her manners show’d no rigour, 
Was doero’<l a woman of the strictest principle, 

So much as to be thought almost invincible. 

xxrri. 

But several years elapsed since they had met ; 

Some people thought the ship was lost, and some 
That he had somehow blunder’d into debt, 

And did not like the thought of steering homo ; 
And there were several offer’d any bet, 

Or that he would, or that he would not come, 

For most men (till by losing render’d sager)* 

Will back their own opinions with a wager. 

xxvnr. 

’T is said that their last parting was pathetic, 

As partings often are, or ought to be, 

And their presentiment was quite prophetic 
That they should never more each other see, 

(A sort of morbid feeling, half' poetic, 

Which I have known occur in two or three) 
When kneeling on the shore upon her sad knee, 

« He left this Adriatic Ariadne. 


XXIX. 

And Laura waited long, and wept a little, 

And thought of wearing weeds, as well she might ; 
She almost lost all appetite for victual, 

And could not sleep with ease alone at night ; 

She deem’d the window-frames and shutters brittle 
Against a daring housebreaher or sprite, 

And so she thought it prudent to connect her 
With a vice-husband, to protect her* 

XXX. 

She chose, (and what is there they will not choose, 

If only you will but oppose their choice?) 

Till Beppo should return from his long cruise, 

And bid once more her faithful heart rejoice^ 

A man some women like, and yet abuse — 

A coxcomb was he by the public voice ; 

A count of wealth, they said, as well as quality. 

And in his pleasures of great liberality, 

XXXI. 

And then be was a count, and then he know 
Music, and dancing, fiddling, PVench and Tuscan ; 
The, last not easy, be it known to you. 

For few Italians speak the right Etruscan. 

He was a critic upon operas, too, 

And knew all niceties of the sock and buskin ; 

And no Venetian audience could endure a 
Song, scene, or air, when he cried “ seccatura.” 

XXXIl. 

His “ bravo” was decisive, for that sound 
Hush’d “acadtmiic” sigh’d in silent awe; 

The fiddlers trembled as he look’d around, 

For fear of some false note’s detected flaw. 

The “prima donna’s” tuneful heart would bound, 
Dreading the deep damnation of his “bah !” 
Soprano, basso, even the contra-alto, 

Wish’d him five fathom under the Rialto. 

xxxm. 

He patronized the Improvisatori, 

Nay, could himself extemporize some stanzas, 

Wrote rhymes, sang songs, could also tell a story. 

Sold pictures, and was skilful in the dance as 
talians can be, though in this their glory 
Must surely yield tlie palm to that which France has 
n short, he was a perfect cavaliero, 

/Vnd to liis very valet seem’d a hero. 

XXXIV. 

Then he was faithful, too, as well as amorous ; 

So that no sort of female could complain, 

Although they’re now and then a little clamorous, 

Ho never put the pretty souls in pain ; 

His heart was one of tiiose which most enamour ui^ 
Wax to receive, and marble to retain. 

He was a lover of the good old school, 

Who still become more constant as they cool. 

XXXV. 

Mo wonder such accomplishments should turn 
A female head, however sage and steady — 
iVith scarce a hope that Beppo could return, 

In law he was almost as good as dead, he 
Mor sent, nor wrote, nor show’d the least concern, 

And she had waited several years already ; 

And really if a man won’t let us know 
That be ’s alive, he ’s dead^ or should be so. 

XXXVI. 

Besides, within the Alps, to every woman, 

(Although, God knows, it is a grievous sin,) 

’T is, I may say, permitted to have iu)o men ; 

I can’t tell who first brought tlie custom in, 

But “Cavalier Serventes” are quite common, 

And no one notices, nor cares a pin ; 

And we may call this (not to say the worst) 

A second marriage which corrufits tlie^mf. 



f»3 


The word was formerly a ^‘Cicwbeo,” 

But that 18 now grown vulgar and indecent ; 

The Spaniards call the person a ® Cort^oj^* 

JPor the same mode tmbsiata in Spain, though recent ; 
In short it reaches from the Po to Teio, 

And may perhaps at last be o’er the sea sont« 

But Heaven preserve Old England from swell courses ! 
Or what becomes of damage and divorces ? 


I like the women too, (forgive my folly,) 

From the rich poasant-dieok of ruddy 1 
And large black eyes that flash on you a volley 
Of rays that say a thousand things at once, 
To the high dama’s brow, more melancholy, 

But clear, and with a wild and liquid glance, 
Heart on her lifis, and soul within her eyes, 

Soft as her clime, and siuuiy as her skies. 


XXXVIII, 

However, I still think, wiUi all due deference 
To the fair single part of the Creation, 

That married ladies should preserve the preference 
In C^te^dhti^te or general conversation — 

And this 1 say widiout peculiar reference 
To England, France, or any other nation — 
Because they know the world, and are at ease, 
And being natural, naturally please. 


XLVI. 

Eve of the laiul which still is Paradise ! 

Italian beauty ! didst thou not inspire 
RaphatO,^ w'ho died in thy embrace, and vies 
With all we know of Heaven, or can desire^ 

In what he hath bequeath’d us? — ^in what guise, 
Thf>iigh flashing from the fervour of the lyre, ' 
Would toorcls describe thy past and present glow, 
W^hile yet Caiiova can create below ?* 


XXXIX. 

’T is true, your budding Miss is very charming, 

But shy and awkward at first coming out, 

So much alarm’d, that she is quite alarming, 

All Giggle, Blush ; half Pertness, and half Pout ; 
And glancing at Mamma, for fear there ’s harm in 
What you, she, it, or they, may be about, 

The Nursery still lisps out in all they utter — 
Besides, they always smell of bread and butter. 

XL. 

But “Cavalier Servente” is the phrase 
Used in politest circles to express 
This supernumerary slave, who stays 
Close to the lady as a part of dress. 

Her word the only kiw which he obeys. 

His is no sinecure, as you may guess ; 

Coach, servants, gondola, he goes to call. 

And carries fan and tippet, gloves and s^wL 

XLI. 

With all its sinful doings, I must say, 

That Italy ’s a pleasant place to me, 

Who love to see the Sun shine every day, 

And vines (not nail’d to walls) from tree to tree 
Festoon’d, much lilce the back scene of a play, 

Or melodrame, which people flock to see, 

When Uie first act is ended by a dance 
In vineyards copied from the soutli of France. 

XLII. 

I like on Autumn evenings to ride out, 

Without being forced to bid my groom be sure 
My cloak is round his middle strapp’d about, 
Because tlie skies are not the most secure; 

I know too that, if stopp’d tipon ray route, 

Where the green alloys windingly allure, 

Reeling with grapes red waggons choke the way, — 
In England ’t would be dung, dust, or a dray. 

XLIII. 

1 also like to dine on becaficas, 

To see the Sun set, sure he ’ll rise to-morrow, 
Not through a misty morning twinkling weak as 
A drunken man’s dead eye in maudlin sorrow, 

But witli all Heaven t’ himself; Uiat day will break 
Beauteous as cloudless, nor be forced to borrow 
That sort of farthing candlelight which glimmers 
Where reeking London’s smoky caldron simmers. 


XLvn. 

“England ! with all thy faults I love thee still,” 

I said at Calais, and have not forgot it ; 

1 like to speak and lucubrate my fill ; 

I like the government, (but that is not it ;) 

I like the freedom of the press and quill ; 

I like the Habeas Corpus, (w'hen wo ’vo got it;) 
I like a parliamentary debate, 

Particularly when ’t is not too late ; 

XLVIII. 

I like the taxes, when they ’re not too many ; 

I like a seacoal fire, when not too dear ; 

1 like a beef-steak, too, as well as any ; 

Have no objection to a pot of beer ; 

I like Uie weather, when it is not rainy, 

That is, I like two months of every year. 

And so God save the Regent, Church, and King ! 
Which means that 1 like all and every thing. 

XLIX. 

Our standing army, and disbanded seamen, 

Poor’s rate, Reform, my own, the nation’s debt, 
Our little riots just to show we are free men, 

Our trifling bankruptcies in the Gazette, 

Our cloudy climate, and our chilly women, 

All these I can forgive, and those forget, 

And greatly venerate our recent glories, 

And wish they were not owing to the Tories. 

L. 

But to my tale of Laura, — for I find 
Digression is a sin, that by degrees 
Becomes exceeding tedious to my mind, 

And, therefore, may the reader too displease-^ 
The. gentle reader, who may wax unkind, 

And caring little for the author’s ease, 

Insist on knowing what he means, a hard 
And hapless situation for a bard. 

LI. 

Oh that I had the art of easy writing 
What should bo easy reading ! could I scale 
Parnassus, where the Muses sit inditing 
Those pretty ;>oem8 never known to fail, 
as How quickly would 1 print (the world delighting) 
A Grecian, Syrian, or Assyrian tale ; 

And sell you, mix’d with western sentimentalion, 
Some samples of the finest Orientalism. 


XLIV. 

I love the language, that sf>fl bastard Latin, 

Which molts like kisses from a female mouth, 

And sounds as if it should be writ on satin, 

With syllables which breathe of tlie sweet Sooth, 
And gentle liquids gliding all so pat in. 

That not a single accent seems uncouth, 

Lika mr h^h northern whistling, grunting guttural, 
WMk^Ve obliged to hiss, aiid spit, and sputter all. 


• Note. 

(In talkiiiK thus, Ihe writer, more eepeoleUy 
Of women, would be understood to uiy. 

He speaks as a spectator, uut officially, 

And always, reader, In a modest way ; 

Perhaps, too, In no very great degree shaU he 
Appear to have offended in this lay. 

Since, as all know, without the sex, our sonnets 
Would SMm unflnish’d like their untrimmM bonnets. 

(Silioed) printer’s Deri* 



But I am but a nameless sort of person, 

(A broken Dandy lately on my travels) 

And take for rhyme, to my rambling verse on, 

The hrst that W^ker’s l46xicon unravels, 

And when I can\ find that, I put a worse on, 

Not caring as I ought for critics' cavils ; 

1 've half a mind to tumble down to prose, 

But verse is more in fashion — so here goes. 

LXIl. 

The Count and Laura made their new arrangement, 
Which lasted, as arrangements sometimes do, 

For half a dozen years without estrangement ; 

They had their little differences, too ; 

« Those jealous whifis, which never any change meant : 
In such afiairs there probably are few 
Who have not had this pouting sort of squabble, 

From sinners of high station to the rabble. 

LIV. 

But on the whole, they were a happy pair, 

As happy as unlawful love could make them ; 

The gentleman was fond, the lady fair, [them : 

Their chains so slight, 't was not worth while to break 
The world beheld them with indulgent air ; 

The pious only wish’d “the devil take them!” 

He took them not ; he very often waits, 

And leaves old sinners to be young ones* baits. 

LV. 

But they were young : Oh ! what without our youth 
Would love be ! What would youth be without love ! 
Youth lends it joy, and sweetness, vigour, truth, 

Heart, soul, and ail that seems as from above ; 

But, languishing with years, it grows uncouth — 

One of few things experience do n't improve, 
l^ich is, perhaps, the reason why old fellows 
Are always so preposterously jealous. 

LVI. 

It was the Carnival, as 1 have said 
Some six and thirty stanzas back, and so 
Laura the usual preparations made, 

Which you do when your mind 's made up to go 
To-night to Mrs. Boehm’s masquerade. 

Spectator, or partaker in the show ; 

The only difference known between the cases 
Is — hercj we have six weeks of “ varnish’d faces.* 

IVII. 

Laura, when drest, was (as I sang before) 

A pretty woman as was ever seen, 

Fresh as the Angel o’er a new inn door, 

Or frontispiece of a new Magazine, 

With ail the fashions which the last month wore. 
Colour'd, and silver paper leaved between 
That and the title-page, for fear the press 
Should soil with parts of speech the parts of dress. 


LX. 

This is the case in England; at least was 
During the dynasty ^ Dandies, now 
Perchance succeeded by some other class 
Or imitated imitators: — how 
Irreparably soon decline, alas ! 

The demagogues of fashion : all below 
Is frail ; how easily the world is lost 
By love, or war, and now and then by frost! 

LXI. 

Crush'd was Napoleon by the northern Thor, 

Who knock’d his army down with icy hammer, 
Stopp’d by the demmtSj like a whaler, or 
A blundering novice in his new French grammar; 
Good cause had he to doubt the chance of war, 

And as for Fortune — but I dare not d — n her, 
Because, were 1 to ponder to infinity, 

The more I should believe in her divinity. 

LXII. 

She rules the present, past, and all to be yet, 

She gives us luck in lotteries, love, and marriage ; 

I cannot say that she 's done much for me yet ; 

Not that I moan her bounties to disparage, 

We 've not 3 ^et closed accounts, and we shall see yet 
How much she *11 make amends for past miscarriage 
Meantime the goddess I ’ll no more importune, 

Unless to thank her when she 's made my fortune. 
Lxni. 

To turn, — and to return; — the devil take it! 

This story slips for ever through my fingers, 
Because, just as the stanza likes to moke it, 

It needs must be — and so it rather lingers ; 

This form of verse began, 1 oon’t well break it, 

But must keep time and tune like public singers ; 
But if I once get through my present measure, 

I ’ll take another when I ’m next at leisure. 

LX IV. 

They went to the Ridotto, (’t is a place 
To which I mean to go myself to-morrow, 

Just to divert my thoughts a little sfiace, 

Because 1 ’ra rather hippisli, and may borrow 
Some spirits, guessing at wliat kind of face 
May lurk beneath each mask, and as my sorrow 
Slackens its pace sometimes, I ’ll make, or find, 
Sometliing shall leave it half an hour behind.) 

LXV. 

Now Laura moves along the joyous crowd. 

Smiles in her eyes, and simpers on her lips ; 

To some she whispers, others speaks aloud ; 

To some she curtsies, and to some she dips, 
/omplains of warmth, and this complaint avow’d. 

Her lover brings the lemonade, she sips ; 

She then surveys, condemns, but pities still 
Her dearest friends for being drest so ill. 


LTIII. 

They went to the Ridotto ; — ^’t is a hall 
Where people dance, and sup, and dance again ; 
Its proper name, perhaps, were a masqued ball. 
But that’s of no importance to my strain; 

T is (on a smaller scale) like our Vauxhall, 
Excepting that it can’t be spoilt by rain : 

The company is “nux’d,” (the phrase I quote is 
As much as savings they ’re below your notice ;) 

LIX. 

For a “ mix’d company* implies that, save 
Yourself and friend^ and half a hundred more, 
Whom you may bow to without looking grave, 

The rest are but a vulgar set, the b(^e 
Of public places, where they basely brave 
The fashionable stare of twenty score 



LXVI. 

One has false curls, another too much paint, 

A third — ^where did she buy that frightful Uirban? 
A fourth ’.s so pale she fears she ’s going to faint, 

A fifth 's look’s vulgar, dowdyish, and suburban, 

A sixtli’s white silk has got a yellow taint, 

A seventh’s thin muslin surely will be her bane, 
And lo! an eighth appears, — ^“1 ’ll see no more !” 
For fear, like Banquo’s kings, they reach a score. 

LXVII. 

Meantime, while she was thus at others gazing. 
Others were levelling their looks at her ; 

She heard the men’s half-whisper’d mode of praisings 
And, till *1 was done, determined not to stir ; 

The women only thought it quite amazing 
That at her time of life so many were 
Admirers still, — but men are so debased, 

Those brazen creatures always suit their taste* 

I 



1M 


LICTIII. 

For my part, now, I ne’er could understand 
Why naughty women-«4>ut 1 won’t discuaa 
A thing which is a scandal to the land, 

I only do n’t see why it should be thus ; 

And if I were but in a gown and hand, 

Just to entitle me to make a fuss, 

I *d preach on this dll Wilberforco and Romilly 
Should quote in their next speeches from my homily. 

LXIX. 

While Laura thus was seen and seeing, smiling. 
Talking, she knew not why and cared not what. 

So that her female friends, with envy broiling. 

Beheld her airs and triumph, and all that ; 

And well drest males still kept before her Bling, 

And passing bow’d and mingled with her chat ; 

More than the rest one person seem’d to stare 
With pertinacity Uiat’s rather rare. 

LXX. 

He was a Turk, the colour of mahogany ; 

And Laura saw him, and at first was glad, 

Because the Turks so much admire philogyny, 
Although their usage of their wives is sad ; 

’T is said tiiey use no better than a dog any 
Poor woman, whom they purchase like a pad : 

They have a number, though they ne’or exhibit ’em, 
Four wives by law, and concubines “ ad libitum.” 

I. XXI. 

They lock them up, and veil, and guard them daily. 
They scarcely can behold their male relations. 

So that their moments do not pass so gaily 
As is supposed the cose with northern nations ; 
Confinement, too, must make them look quite palely : 

And as the Turks abhor long conversations, 

Their days are either past in doing nothing, 

Or ballung, nursing, making love and clothing, 

LXXII. 

They cannot read, and so do n’t lisp in criticism ; 

Nor write, and so they do n’t affect the muse; 

Were never caught in epigram or w'itticism, 

Have no romances, sermons, plays, reviews,— 

In hararns earning soon would make a pretty scliism ! 

But luckily these beauties are no “ blues,” 

No bustling Botherbys have they to show ’em 
* That charming passage in tlie last new poem.” 

LXXIII. 

No solemn, antique gentleman of rhyme 
Who having angled all his life for fame. 

And getting but a nibble at a time, 

Still fussily keeps fishing on, the same 
Small “ Triton of the minnows,” the sublime 
Of mediocrity, the furious tame, 

The echo’s echo, usher of the school 
Of female wits, ^y bards — ^in short, a fool ! 

Lxxir. 

A stalking oracb of awful plirase, 

The approving “ Good!” (by no means good in law) 
Humming like flies around the newest blaze, 

The bluest of bluebottles you o’er saw, 

Teasing with blame, excruciating with praise, 

Gorging the little fame he gets all raw, 

Translating tongues he knows not even by letter, 

And sweating plays so middling, bad were better. 

Lxxr. 

One hates an author that ’s aU author^ fellows 
In foolscap uniforms turn’d up with ink, 

So very anxious, clever, fine, and jealous, 

One don’t know what to say to them, or think, 

Unless to pufl^ them with a pair of bellows; 

Of coxcomfais^ worst coxcombs e’en the pink 
Ai» peeferable to these shreds of paper, 

TIMoo unquench’d snuflings of the midnight taper. 


LXXVI. 

Of these same we see several, and of other% 

Men of the world, who know the world like 
Scott, Rogers, Moore, and all the better brothersi 
Who think of something else besides the pen ; 

But for the children of the “ mighty mother’s,” 

The would-be wits and can’l-be gentlemen, 

I leave them to their daily “ lea is ready,” 

Smug coterie, and literary lady. 

LXXVII. 

The poor dear Mussul women whom I menticm 
Have none of these instructive pleasant freople, 
And one would seem to them a new invention, 
Unknown as bells within a Turkish steeple ; 

I tliink ’t would almost be worth while to pensioil « 
(Though best-sown projects very often reap ill) 

A missionary author, just to preach 
Our Cljristian usage of the parts of speech. 

txxviii. 

No clremistry for them unfolds her gasses, 

No met a[>hy sics are let loose in lectures^ 

No ciretjiating library amasses 
Religious novels, moral talcs, and strictures 
Upon the living manners, as they pass ns ; 

No exhibition glares with annual pictures ; 

They stare not on the stars from out their attics. 

Nor deal (thank God for that !) in mathematics. 

LXXIX. 

Why I tliank God for that is no great matter, 

I have my reasons, you no doubt suppose, 

And as, perhaps, they would not highly flatter, 

J ’ll keep them for my life (to come) in prose ; 

I fear I have a little turn for satire, 

And yet methinks the older that one grows 
Inclines us more to laugh than scold, though laughter 
Leaves us so doubly serious shortly after. 

LXXX. 

Oh, Mirth and Innocence! Oh, Milk and Water! 

Ye happy mixtures of more happy days ! 

In thesfj sad centuries of sin and slaughter, 
Abominable Man no more allays 
His thirst with such pure beverage. No matter, 

I love you both, and both shall have my praise: 

Oh, for old Saturn’s rengn of sugar-candy ! — 
Meantime I drink to your return in brandy. 

LXXXI. 

Our Laura’s Turk still kept his eyes upon her, 

Less in the mussulman than Christian way. 

Which seems to say, “ Madam, I do you honour. 

And while I please to stare, you ’ll please to stay^ 
/ould staring win a woman, this had won her, 

But Laura could not thus be led astray ; 

She had stood fire too long and well, to boggle 
Even at this stranger’s most outlandish ogle. 

LXXXII. 

The morning now was on the point of breaking, 

A turn of time at which I would advise 
Ladies who have been dancing, or partaking 
In any other kind of exercise, 

To make their preparations for forsaking 
The ball-room ere the sun begins to rise, 

Because when once the lamps and candles fail, 

His blushes make them lode a little pale. 

I.XXX1II. 

1 ’ve seen some balls and revels in my time, 

And stayed them over for some silly reason, 

And then I look’d, (I hope it was no crime,) 

To see what lady best stood out the seasem ; 

And though I ’ve seen some thousands in their prime, 
Lovely and pleasing, and who still may please cm, 

I never saw but one, (the stars withdrawn,) 

Whose bloom could after dancing dare the dawn. 



LXXZIV. 

The name of thb Aurora X ’ll not mention, 

Although I might, for she was naught to me 
More than that i^atent work of God’s invention, 

A cliamiing woman, whom wc like to see ; 

But writing names would merit reprehension, 

Y et if you like to find out this fair ahe^ 

A.t the next London or Parisian ball 

You still may mark her cheek, out-blooming all. 

LXXXV. 

Laura, who knew it would not do at all 
To meet the daylight after seven hours’ sitting 
Among three thousand people at a ball, 

1*0 make her curtsey tliought it right and fitting ; 

• The Qount was at her elbow with her shawl, 

And they the room were on tlie point of quittting, 
When lo ! those cursed gondoliers had got 
•Just in the very place where they a/tould not, 
txxxvi. 

In this they ’re like our coachmen, and the cause 
Is much the same — the crowd, and pulling, hauling, 
With blasphemies enough to break their jaws. 

They make a never intermitting bawling. 

At home, our Bow-street genunen keep the laws, 

And here a sentry stands within your (jailing ; 

But for all th'at, there is a deal of swearing, 

And nauseous words past mentioning or bearing. 

LXXXVII. 

The Count and Laura found tlieir boat at last, 

And homeward floated o’er the silent tide, 
Discussing all the dances gone and past ; 

The dancers and their dresses, too, beside ; 

Some little scandals eke : but all aghast 
(As to their palace stairs the rowers glide) 

Sa^e Laura by the side of her Adorer, 

When lo ! the Mussulman was tliere befi)re her. 
i.xxxviir. 

“ Sir,” said the Count, with brow exceeding grave, 
“Your unexpected presence here will moke 
It necessary for myself to crave 
Its import? But perhaps ’tis a mistake; 

I hope it is so ; and at once to wave 
All compliment, I hope so for your sake ; 

You understand my meaning, or you shall,^^ 

“Sir,” (quoth the Turk,) “’t is no mistake at all. 

LXXXIX. 

“ That lady is my wife J” Much wonder paints 
The lady’s changing cheek, as well it might ; 

But where an Englishwoman sometimes faints, 

Italian females do n’t do so outright ; 

They only call a little on their saints, 

And then come to themselves, almost or quite ; 
Which saves much hartshorn, salts, and sprinkling foces, 
And cutting stays, as usual in such coses. 

xc. 

She said, — what could she say ? Why not a word : 

But the Count courteously invited in 
The stranger, much appeased by what he heard : 

* Such things, perhaps, we ’d best discuss within,” 
Said he ; “don’t let us make ourselves absurd 
In public, by a scene, nor raise a din, 

For then the chief and only satisfaction 
Will be much quizzing on the whole transaction.” 
xci. 

They enter’d, and for coffee call’d — it came, 

A beverage for Turks and Christians both, 

Although the way they make it ’s not the same. 

Now Laura, much recover’d, or less loth 
To speak, cries “Beppo! what^ your pagan name? 

Bless roe ! your beard is of amazing growth ! 

And how came you to keep away so long? 

Are you not sensdbte ’t was very wrong? 


XCII. 

“ And are you really^ truly^ now a Turk ? 

With any other women did you wive? 

Is ’t true they use tlieir fingers for a fork? 

Well, that ’s the prettiest shawl — as I ’m alive ! 
You ’ll give it me ? They say you eat no pork. 

And how so many years did you contrive 
T(j — Bless me ! did I ever ? No, I never 
Saw a man grown so yellow ! How ’s your liver? 

xciu. 

“Bepfxj! that heard of your’s becomes you not; 

it shall be shaved liefore you’re a day older: 

Why do you wear it ? OJi I 1 had forgot — 

Pray do n’t you think the weather here is colder ? 
How do I look ? You sha’n’t stir from tliis spot 
In that queer dress, for fear tliat some beholder 
Should fin(i you out, and make the story known. 
How short your hair is ! Lord ! how gray it ’s growi 

xciv. 

What answer Beppo made to thes(5 demands 
Is more than I know. He w’as cast away 
About where Troy stood once, and nothing stands ; 

Became a slave of course, and for his pay 
Had bread and bastinadoes, till some bands 
Of pirates landing iu a neighbouring bay, 

He join’d the rogues and prosper’d, and becam« 

A rerK!gado of indiflerent fame. 

xcv. 

But he grew rich, and with his riches grew so 
Keen the desire to see his home again, 

He thought himself in duty bound to do so, 

And not be always thieving on the main ; 
lonely he felt, at times, as Robin Crusoe, 

And so he hired a vessel come from Spain, 

Bound for Corfu : slie was a fine polacca, 

Mann’d with twelve hands, and laden with tobacco, 
xcvi. 

.liniselfj auid much (heaven knows how gotten) cash, 
He then embark’d witli rbk of life and limb, 

Vnd got clear off; although the attempt was rash ; 

Uc said that Providence protected him — 

<\)r my part, I say nothing, lest we clash 
In our opinions: — well, the ship was trim, 
et sail, and kept her reckoning fairly on, 

Ixcept llirec days of cairn when off Capo Bonn. 

XCVII. 

'hey reach’d the island, he transferr’d his lading, 

And self and live-stock, to another bottom, 
nd pass’d for a true Turkey merchant, trading 
With goods of various names, but I ’ve forgot ’em. 
'owever, he got off by this evading, 

Or else the people would perhaps have sliot him; 
nd thus at Venice landed to reclaim 
-lis wife, religion, house, and Christian name. 

XCVIII. 

;is wife received, the patriarch rebaptized him, 

(He made the church a present by the way ;) 

Ic then threw off the garments which disguised hin 
And borrow’d the Count’s small-clothes for a day 
lis friends the more for his long absence prized bin 
Finding he ’cl wherewithal to make them gay, 

Vitli dinners, where he oft became Uie laugli of the 
'or stories — but I don’t believe the half of them. 

xcix. 

iVhate’er his youth had suffer’d, his old age 
With wealth and talking made him some amend 
'hough Laura sometimes put him in a rage, 

I ’ve heard the Count and he were always friend 
My pen is at the bottom of a page, 

Which being finish’d, here the story ends ; 

'T is to be wish’d it hod been sooner done, 

But stories somehow lengtlton when begun. 



NOTES TO BEPPO. 


Note 1, pi^e 150, line 80. 

Ukt the /ost Pieiad seen no mare bdow, 

** stjitem did sex tamen esse solent.” Ovid. 
Note 2, page 151, line 40. 

His name Giusm^ called nwre 6rt^, Beppo, 
Beppo is the Joe of the Italian Joseph, 

Note 3, page 152, line 3. 

Tke Bpmdardk call the person a << Coritjo.” 

* Cortejo** is pronounced “ CorteAo,*’ with an aspi-i 


rate, according to the Arabesque guttural. It means 
what there is as yet no precise name for in England, 
though the practice is as common as in any tramontane 
country whatever. 

Note 4, page 152, line 75. 

Raphady who died in % embrace. 

For the received accounts of the cause of Raphael’s 
death, see his Lives. 


M AZEPPA. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

“CcLUi qui remplissait alors cette place ^tait un gen> 
tilhomme Polonais, nomm^ Mazeppa, n6 dans le palatinat 
de Padolie ; il avait tie ^leve page de Jean Casimir, ei 
avail pris k sa cour quelque teinture des belles-lettres. 
Une intrigue qu’il eut dans sa jeunesse avec la femme 
d’un gentilhommc Polonais, ayant el6 d^ouverte, le 
mari le fit lier tout nu sur un cheval farouche, et le 
iaissa aller en cet 6tat. Le cheval, qui ^tait du jiays de 
I’Ukraine, y retourna, et y porta Mazeppa, demi-mort de 
fatigue et de faim. Q^ueUjues paysans le secoururent : 
il resta longtems parmi eux, et se signala dans plusieurs 
courses contre les Tartares. La superiorite de ses lu- 
mitres lui donna uno grande consideration parmi les 
Cosaques: sa reputation s’augmentant de jour en jour, 
obligea le Czar k le faire Prince de I’Ukrame.” — V ol- 
TAIAE, Hist, de Charles XII. p. 196 . 

**Le roi fuyant et poursuivi eut son cheval tud sous 
lui{ le Colonel Gieta, bless6, et perdant tout son sang, 
lui donna le sien. Ainsi on remit deux fois k cheval, 
dans la fuite,ce conqu^rant qui u’avait pu y monter pen- 
dant la batailie.” — Voltaire, Hal, de Charles XII, 

p. 216. 

’^Le roi alia par un autre chemin avec quelques ca- 
valiers. Le carrosse, ou il dtait, rompit dans la marche ; 
on le remit k cheval. Pour comble de disgraco, il s’6- 
gara pendant la nuit dans un bois ; Ik, son courage ne | 
pouvsAt plus suppler k ses forces ^uisees, les douleurs 
de sa blessure devenues plus insupportables par la far 
tigue, son cheval ^tant tonab^ de lassitude, il se ooucha 
quelques heures au pied d’un arbre, en danger d’etre 
furpris k tout moment par les vainqueurs qui le cher- 
chaient de tons cOtea.” — Yovsxoi&^Histoirede Charles 
Xf/.p.21& 


^ WAS after dread Pdtowa’s day, 
When fortune left the royal Sweden 
Around a slaughter’d army lay, 

No more to combat and to bleed. 
The power and glory of the war, 
Faitfaless as tlmir vain votaries, mei^ 
Had pass’d to the triumphant Czar, 

And Moscow’s walls were sale agan^ 
Until a day more dark and drear, 

And a more memorable year, 

Should give to slaughter and to shimo 
A mightier host aad haughtier name; 


A greater wreck, a deeper fall, 

A shock to one — a thunderbolt to all. 


Such was the hazard of the die; 

The wounded Charles was taught to fly 
By day and night through field and flow!, 
Stain’d with his own and subjects’ blood ; 

For thousands fell that flight to aid : 

And not a voice was heard t’ upbraid 
Ambition in his humbled hour, 

When trutli had naught to dread from power. 
His horse was slain, and Gieta gave 
His own — and died the Russians’ slave. 

This too sinks after many a league 
Of well sustained, but vain fatigue ; 

And in the depth of ibrests, darkling 
The watch-fires in the distance sparkling-^ 
The beacons of surrounding foes— 

A king must lay his limbs at length. 

Are these the laurels and repose 
For which the nadons strain their strength ? 
They laid him by a savage tree, 

In outworn nature’s agony ; 

His wounds were stiff— his limbs were stark— 
The heavy hour was chill and dork ; 

The fever in his blood forbade 
A transient slumber’s fitful aid, 

And thus it was ; but yet through all, 

Kinglike the monarch bore his fall, 

And made, in this extreme of ill, 

His pangs the vassals of his will: 

All silent and subdued were they, 

As once the nations round him lay. 

nz. 

A band of chiefs I— alas ! hew few, 

Sinee but the fleeting of a day 
Had thimi’d it ; but this wreck was trua 
And chivalrous: upon the clay 
Each sate him down, all sad and mute, 

Beside his monarch and his steed, 

For danger levels man and brute^ 

And all are fellows in their need. 

Among the rest, Mazeppa made 
His pillow in an old oak’s shade— 

Himself as rough, and scarce less old, 

The Ukraine’s hetman, calm and bold ; 

But first, outspent with this long course, 

The Cossack prince rubb’d down ^ hoisa^ 



And made for hun a leefy bed, 

And amooth'd his fetlocks and liis mane, 
And slack’d his girth, and stripp’d his rein, 
And joy’d to see how well he fed ; 

For until now he had the dread 
His wearied courser might refuse 
To browse beneath the midnight dews : 

But he was hardy as his lord, 

And little cared for bed and board ; 

But spirited and docile too; 

Whate’er was to be done, would do. 

Shaggy and swift, and strong of limb, 

All Tartar-like he carried him ; 

Obey’d his voice, and came to call, 

And knew him in the midst of all : 

I'hough thousands were around, — and Night, 
Without a star, pursued her flight,-— 

That steed from sunset until dawn 
His chief would follow like a fawn. 

IV. 

This done, Mazeppa spread his cloak, 

And laid his lance beneath his oak, 

Felt if his arms in order good 

The long day’s march had well withstood— 

If still the powder fill’d the pan, 

AndHints unloosen’d kept their lock — 

His sabre’s hilt and scabbard felt, 

And wlicther they had chafed his belt — 

And next the venerable man, 

From out his havresack and can, 

Prepared and spread his slender stock ; 

And to the monarch and his men 
The whole or fiortion otfer’d then 
With far less of inquiettidc 
Than courtiers at a banquet would. 

And Charles of this his slender share 
With smiles partook a moment there, 

To force of clieor a greater show, 

And seem above botli wounds and wo;— 
And then ho said — “Of all oiu- band, 

Though firm of heart and strong of hand, 

In skirmish, march, or forage, none 
Can less have said or more have done 
Than thee, Mazeppa ! On tlie earth 
So fit a pair had never birth, 

Since Alexander’s days till now, 

As thy Bucephalus and thou ; 

All Scythia’s fame to thine should yield 
For pricking on o’er flood and field.” 

Mazeppa answer’d — “III betide 
The school wherein I leam’d to ride !” 

Quoth Charles — “ Old Hetman, wherefore so, 
Since thou hast leam’d the art so well?” 
Mazeppa said — “ ’T were Icmg to tell ; 

And we have many a league to go, 

With every now and then a blow, 

And ten to one at least the foe, 

Before our steeds may graze at ease 
Beyond tlie swifl Borysthenes : 

Ajnd, sire, your limbs have need of rest, 

And I will be the senfinel 

Of this your troop .” — ** But I request,” 

Said Sweden’s monarch, “ thou wilt tell 
This tale of thine, and 1 may reap, 
Perchance, from this the boon of sleep, 

For at this moment from my eyes 
The hope of present slumber flies.” 

“Well, sire, with such a hope, I’ll track 
My seventy years of memory back: 

I foink *t was in my twentieth spring,— 

Ay, ’twas, — when Casimir was kin^ — 

John Casimir, — I was his page 
Six summers, in my earlier age ; 


A learned monarch, faith! was he, 

And most unlike your majesty ; 

He made no wars, and did not gain 
New realms to lose them back again; 

And (save debates in Warsaw’s diet) 

He reigned in most unseemly quiet ; 

Not that he had no cares to vex, 

He loved the muses and tlte sex; 

And Bomotimes these so froward are, 

They made him wish himself at war; 

But soon his wrath being o’er, he took 
Another mistress, or new book : 

And then he gave prodigious fetes— 

All Warsaw gather’d round liis gates 
To gaze upon his splendid court, 

And dames, and chiefs, of princely port : 

He was the Polish Solomon, 

So sung his poets, all but one, 

Who, being unpensioned, made a satire, 

And boasted that he could not flatter. 

It w'as a court of jousts and mimes, 

Where every courtier tried at rhymes ; 

Even I fur once produced some verses, 

And sign’d my odes Despairing Thirsis. 
There was a certain Palatine, 

A count of far and high descent. 

Rich as a salt or silver mine;* 

And he was proud ye may divine. 

As if from heaven he had been sent, 

He had such wealth in bloo<l and ore 

As few could match beneath the throne, 
And he would gaze upon his store, 

And o’er his pedigree would pore. 

Until by some confusion led, 

Which almost look’d like want of head. 

He thought their merits were his own. 

His wife was not of his opinion— 

His junior she by thirty years— 

Grew daily tired of his dominion ; 

And, after wishes, hopes, and fears, 

To virtue a few farewell tears, 

A restless dream or two, some glances 
At Warsaw’s youth, some songs, and dances, 
Awaited but the usual chances, 

Those happy accidents which render 
The coldest dames so very tender, 

T['o deck her Count with titles given, 

’T is said, as passports into heaven ; 

But, strange to say, they rarely boast 
Of these who have deserved them most. 


“ I was a goodly stripling then ; 

At seventy years I so may say. 

That there were few, or boys or men, 

Who, in my dawning time of day, 

Of vassal or of knight’s degree, 

Could vie in vanities with me; 

For I had strength, youth, gayety, 

A port, not like to this ye see. 

But smooth, as all is rugged now ; 

For time, and care, and war, have plough’d 
My very soul from out my brow ; 

And thus I should be disavow’d 
By all my kind and kin, could they 
Compare my day and yesterday ; 

This change was wrought, too, long ere age 
Had ta’en my features for his page : 

With years ye know, have not declined 
My strength, my courage, or my mind. 


♦Thl* comparison of a ** gait mine” may perhaps be pormiu. 
Pote, as the wealth of the country eouij^sts greatly in the salt mm 
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Or $x this hour 1 dtoiild not bo 
Telling old tales beneath a tree, 

With starless skies my canopy. 

But. let roe on : Tlieresa^s form — 

Methinks it glides before me now, 

Between me and yon chestnut’s bough, 

The memory is so quick and warm ; 

And yet 1 find no words to tell 
The shape of her I loved so well 
She had the Asiatic eye, 

Such as our Turkish neighbourhotxl 
Hath mingled with our Polish blood, 

Dark as above us is the sky ; 

But through it stole a tender light, 

Like tVie first moonrise of midnight; 

Large, dark, and swimming in tlte stream, 
Which seem’d to melt to its own beam ; 

All love, half languor, and half fire, 

Like saints that at the stake expire, 

And lift their raptured looks on liigh, 

As though it were a joy to die. 

A brow like a midsummer lake, 

Transparent with the sun tlierein, 

When waves no murmur dare to make. 

And licaven beholds her face within. 

A cheek, and lip — ^but why proceed? 

I loved her then — I love her still 
And such as I am, love indeed 

In fierce extremes — in good and ill. 

But still we love oven in our rage, 

An<l haunted to our very age 
With the vain shadow of the past, 

As is Mazeppa to the last. 

VI, 

*We met — we gazed — I saw, and sigh'd, 

She did not speak, and yet replied ; 

There are ten thousand tones and signs 
We hear and see, but none defines— 
Involuntary sparks of thought, 

Which strike from out the heart o’erwrought, 
And form a strange intelligence, 

Alike mysterious and intense, 

Which link the burning chain that hinds, 
Without their wall, young hearts and minds; 
Conveying, as the eh;ctric wire, 

We know not how’, the absorbing fiBe.— 

I saw, and sigh’d — in silence w'ept, 

And still reluctant distance kept, 

Until I was made known to her, 

And we might then and there confer 
Without suspicion — then, even then, 

I long’d, and was resolved to speak; 

But on my lips they died again, 

The accents tremulous and weak, 

Until one hour. — There is a game, 

A frivolous and foolish play, 

Wherewith we while away the day; 
ft is — I have forgot the name — 

And wc to tins, it seems, were set, 

By some strange ciiance, which 1 forget: 

I reck’d not if I won or lost, 

It was enough for me to be 
So near to hear, and oh I to see 
The being whom I loved the most.— 

I watch’d her as a sentinel, 

(May ours this dark night watch as well!) 
Until I saw, and thus it was, 

That she was pensive, nor perceived 
Her occupation, nor was grieved 
Nor glad to lose or gain ; but still 
Play’d on for hours, as if her will 
Yet bound her to the place, though not 
That liers might be the winning lot. 

Then through tfty brain the thought did pass 


Even as a flash of lightning there, 

That there was somethuig in her air 
Which would not doom me to despair ; 

And on the tiioiight niy words broke Ibrtl^ 
All incoherent os tliey were — 

Their elofjuonce was little worth, 

But yet she listened — ^*1 is enough— 

Who listens onc^e will listen twice 
Her heart, be sure, is not of ice, 

And one refusal no rebutf. 

VII. 

“ I loved, and was beloved again — 

They tell me, Sire, you never knew 
Those g<*ntle frailties; if ’tis true, 

I shorten all my joy or pain ; 

To you ’t w'ould seem absurd as vain ; 

But all men are not born to reign, 

Or o’er their passions, or as you 
Tims o’er themselves and nations too. 

I am — or rather a prince, 

A chief of thousands, and could lead 
Them on where each would foremost bleed 
But could not o’er myself evince 
'I’he like control — But to resume: 

I loved, and was beloved again; 

In sooth, it is a happy doom, 

But ye.t where iiappiest ends in pain.— 

We me5t in secret, and the hour 
Which led me to that lady’s bower 
Was fiery Expectation’s dower. 

My days and nights w'ere nothing — all 
Except that hour, which doth recall 
In the long lapse from youth to age 
No other like itself — I’d give 
The Ukraine back again to live 
It o’er onco more — and be a page, 

The haf)py page, wlio w'as tlic lord 
Of one soft heart, and his own sword, 

And had no other gem nor wealth 
Save nature’s gift of youth and health.^ 

We met in secret — doubly sweet, 

Sorno say, they find it so to meet ; 

I know not that — I would have given 
My life but to have call’d her mine 
In tlie full view of earth and heaven; 

For I did oft and long repine 
That we could only meet by stealth. 

VIII. 

“ For lovers there are many eyes, 

And such there wore on us ; — the devil 
On such occasions should be civil— 

The devil ! — I ’m loath to do him wrong, 

It might be some untoward saint, 

Who would not be at rest too long, 

But to his pious bile gave vent— 

But one fair night, some lurking spies 
Sur{>rised and seized us both. 

I’he Count was something more than wrothr» 
I was unarm’d ; but if in steel, 

All cay>-k-pie from head to heel, 

What ’gainst their numbers could I do?— 

*T was near his castle, far away 
From city or from succour near, 

And almost on tlio break of day ; 

I did not think to see another, 

My momenU seem’d reduced to few ; 

And with one prayer to Mary Mother, 

‘And, it may be, a saint or two. 

As 1 resign’d me to my fate, 

They led roe to the castle gate: 

Theresa’s doom I never knew. 

Our lot was henceforth separate.— 

An angry man, ye may opine, 

Was he, the proud Count Palatine; 



And he had reason good to be, 

But he was most eyiraged lest such 
An aocident should chance to touch 
Upon his future pedigree ; 

Nor less amazed, that such a blot 
Hts noble Vcutchcon should have got, 

While ho was highest of his lino ; 

Because unto himself he seem’d 
The first of men, nor less he deem’d 
In others’ eyes, and most in mine. 

*S death ! with a page — perchance a king 
Had reconciled him to the thing ; 

But with a stripling of a page — 

X felt — ^but cannot paint his rage. 

» IX. 

“ ‘ Bring forth tlie horse I’ — the horse was brought ; 
In truth, he was a noble steed, 

A Tartar of the Ukraine breed, 

Who look’d as though the speed of thought 
Were in his limbs; but ho was wild, 

Wild as the wild deer, and untaught, 

With spur and bridle uiidehled— • 

’T was but a day he had b<‘en caught ; 

And snorting, willi erected mane, 

And struggling fiercely, but in vain. 

In the I’ull loam of wrath and dread 
To ino tlie desert-horn was led : 

They bound me on, that menial throng, 

Upon his back with many a thong ; 

Then loosed him with a sudden lash-— 

Away !~— away !— and on we dash !— 

Torrents less rapid and less rash. 

• Away !— «-way ! — ^My breath was gone— 

I saw not whore he hurried on : 

*T was scarcely yet the break of day, 

And on he foam’d — away ! — away ! — 

The last of human sounds which rose, 

As 1 w'as darted from my foes, 

Was the wild shout of savage laughter, 

Which on the wind came roaring after 
A moment from that rabble ro»it : 

With sudden wrath I wrench’d my head, 

And snapp’d the cord, which to the mane 
Had bound my neck in lieu fif rein, 

And, writhing half my form aliout, 

Howl’d back my curse ; but ’midst Uie tread, 

Tho thunder of my courser’s speed, 

Perchance they did not hear nor heed: 

It vexes me— for I would fain 
Have paid Uieir insult back again. 

I paid it well in after days : 

There is not of that castle gate, 

Its drawbridge and portcullis’ weight, 

Stone, bar, moat, bridge, or barrier left ; 

Nor of its fields a blade of grass, 

Save what grows on a ridge of wall, 

Where stoc^ the hearth-stone of tho hall ; 

And many a time ye there might pass, 

Nor dream that e’er that fortress was : 

I saw its turrets in a blaze, 

Their crackling battlements all cleft, 

And tlie hot lead pour down like rain 
From off the scorch’d and blackening roof) 

Whoso thickness was not vengeance-proof. 

They little thought that day of pain, 

When launch’d, as on the lightning’s flash, 

They bade me to destruction dasi^ 

That one day I should come again, 

With twice five thousand horse, to thank 
The Count fi>r las uncourteous ride. 

They pla 3 rVl me then a bitter prank, 

When, with, the wild hoxaa for my guide, 


They bound me to his foaming flank : 
At length I play’d them one as frank— 
For time at last sets all things even— 
And if we do but watch the hour, 
There never yet was human power 
Which could evade, if unforgiven, 

The patient search and vigil long 
Of him who treasures up a wrong. 


“ Away, away, my steed and I, 

Upon the pinions of tlie wind, 

All human dwellings left behind ; 

We sped like meteors tlirough tho sky, 
When w’iih its crackling sound the niglit 
Is chequer’d with tlie northern light : 
Town — village — none were on our track, 
But a wild plain of fiu- extent, 

And bounded by a forest black ; 

And, save- tho scarce seen battlement 
On distant heights of some strong hold, 
Against tlie Tartars built of old, 

No trace of man. The year before 
A Turkish army had march’d o’er; 

And where the Spain’s hoof hath trod, 
The verdure flies the bloody sod; — 

The sky was dull, and dim, and gray, 
And a low breeze crept moaning by— 

I could have answer’d with a sigh— 
But fast we lied, away, aw^ay— 

And 1 could neither sigh nor pray ; 

And my cold sweat-drops fell like rain 
Upon the courser’s bristling mane; 

But, snorting still with rage and fear, 

He flew upon his far career : 

At times 1 almost thought, indeed, 

Ho must have slacken’d in his speed ; 

But no — my bound and slender frame 
Was nothing to his angry might, 

And merely like a spur became : 

Each motif)!! which I made to free 
My swoln limbs from their agony 
Increased his fury and aflright: 

I tried my voice, — ’twas faint and low, 
But yet he swerved as from a blow ; 

And, starting to each accent, sprang 
As from a sudden trumpet’s clang; 
Meantime my cords were w^et with gore, 
Which, oozing through my limbs, ran o’er 
And in my tongue the thirst became 
A something fierier far than flame. 


“We near’d the wdld wood — ^’t was so wide, 

I saw no bounds on either side ; 

*T was studded witli old sturdy trees. 

That bent not to tho roughest breeze 
Wliich howls down from Siberia’s waste, 
And stnj>s tho forest in its haste, — 

But those were few’, and far between, 

Set thick with shrubs more young and green, 
Luxuriant with their annual leaves, 

Ere strown by those autumnal ovos 
That nip the forest’s foliage dead, 

Discolour’d with a lifeless red, 

Which stands thereon like stiffen’d gore 
Upon the slain when battle *s o’er, 

And some long winter’s night hath shed 
Its frost o’er every tombless head, 

So cold and stark the raven’s beak 
May peck unpierced each frozen cheek : 

’T was a wild waste of underwood, 

And here and there a chestnut stood, 



The strong and the hardy pine; 

But far aimr^aiid well it were) 

Or else a d^iierent lot were mine-^ 

The boughs gave way, and did not tear 
My limbs ; and 1 found strength to bear 
My wounds, already scair’d with cold-» 

My bonds forbade to loose my bold. 

We rustled through the leaves like wind, 
Left shrubs, and trees, and wolves behind; 
By night 1 heard them on the track, 

Their troop came hard upon our back, 

With their long gallop, which can tire 
The hounds deep hate, and hunter's fire : 
Where'er we flew they follow’d on, 

Nor left us with the morning sun ; 

Behind 1 saw them, scarce a rood, 

At day-break winding through the wood. 
And through the night had heard their feet 
Their stealing, rustling step repeat. 

Oh I how I wish’d for spear or sword, 

At least to die amidst the horde, 

And perish — if it must be so— 

At bay, destroying .many a foe. 

When first my courser's race begun, 

I wish’d the goal already won ; 

But now I doubted strength and speed. 

Vain doubt! his swift and savage breed 
Had nerved him like the mountain-roe ; 

Nor faster falls the blinding snow 
Which whelms the peasant near the door 
Whose threshold he shall cross no more, 
Bewilder'd with the dazzling blast, 

Than through the forest-paths he past— 
Untired, untamed, and worse than wild ; 

All furious as a fkvour'd child 
Balk'd of its wish ; or fiercer still— 

A woman piqued— who has her will. 

Xlll. 

“ The wood was past ; *1 was more than noon, 
But chill the air, although in June ; 

Or it might be my veins ran cold — • 
Prolong'd endurance tames tlie bold; 

And 1 was then not what 1 seem. 

But lieadlong as a wintry stream, 

And wore my foellngs out before 
1 well could count their causes o'er : 

And what with fury, fear, and wrath, 

The torturer which beset my path, 

Cold, hunger, sorrow, shame, Stress, 

Thus bound in nature's nakedness ; 

Sprung from a race whose rising blood 
When stirr'd beyond its calmer mood, 

And trodden hard upon, is like 
The rattlesnake’s, in act to strike, 

What marvel if this worn-out trunk 
Beneath its woes a moment sunk ? 

The earth gave way, the skies roll’d round, 

1 seem’d to sink upon the ground ; 

But err’d, for I was fastly bound. 

My heart turn’d sick, my brain grew sore. 
And throbb'd awhile, then beat no more: 
The skies spun like a mighty wheel; 

1 saw the trees like drunkards reel, 

And a slight flash sprang o’er my eyes. 
Which saw no farther : he who dies 
Can die no more than then I died. 
O’ertortured by that ghastly ride, 

I felt the blackness come and go^ 

And strove to wake ; but codd not make 
My senses climb up from below : 

1 felt as on a plank at sea, 

When all the waves that dash o'er thee, 

At the same time upheave and whelm. 

And huri thee towards a desert realm. 


My undulating life wtm «« 

T^ fancied lights that fiitti^ pus 
Our shut eyes in deep midnight when 
Fever begins upon the brain ; 

But soon it pass’d, with little pain, 

But a confusion worse than such : 

I own that 1 should deem it much, 
Dying, to feel the same again ; 

And yet I do suppose we must 
Feel far more ere we turn to dust: 

No matter ; I have bared my brow 
Full in death's face — before — and now. 

XIV. 

* My thoughts came back ; where was I ? 
And numb, and giddy ; pulse by pulse 
Life reassunied its lingering hold, 

And throb by throb : till grown a pang 
j Which for a moment would convulse. 

My blood reflow’d, thougli thick and chill 
My ear with uncouth noises rang, 

My heart began once more to thrill ; 

My sight return'd, though dim ; alas I 
And thicken’d, as it were, with glass. 
Methought the dash of waves was nigh ; 
There was a gleam too of the sky, 

Studded with stars ; — it is no dream ; 

I The wild horse swims the wilder stream ! 
The bright broad river's gusliing tide 
Sweeps, winding onward, far and wide, 
And we are half-way, struggling o’er 
To yon unknown and silent shore. 

The waters broke my hollow trance, 

And with a temporary strength 
My stiffen'd limbs were rebaptized. 

My courser's broad breast proudly bravos, 
And dashes off die ascending waves. 

And onward we advance! 

Wo reach the slippery shore at length, 

A haven 1 but little prized, 

For all behind was dark and drear. 

And ail before was night and fear. 

How many hours of night or day 
In those suspended pangs 1 lay, 

I could not tell ; I scarcely knew 
If this were human breath I drew. 

I XV- 

** With glossy skin, and dripping mane, 

And reeling limbs, and reeking flank, 
The wild stem's sinewy nerves still strain 
Up the repelling bank. 

We gain the top : a boundless plain 
Spreads through the shadow of the night, 
And onward, onward, onward, seems. 
Like precipices in our dreams, 

To stretch beyond the sight ; 

And here and there a speck of white, 

Or scatter’d spot of dusky green, 

In masses broke into the light, 

As rose the moon upon my right. 

But naught distinctly seen 
In the dim waste would indicate 
The omen of a cottage gate ; 

No twinkling taper from afar 
Stood like a hospitable star ; 

Not even an igni»-faiuu8 rose 
To make him merry with my woes : 

That very cheat had cheer'd me then! 
Although detected, welcome still, 

Reminding me, through every ill, 

Of the abodes of men. 

XVI. 

• Onward we went— but slack and alow ; 
His savage force at length o’erspent. 



The drooping courser, faint and low, 

All feebly foaming went. 

A sickly infant had had power 
To guide him forward in that hour ; 

But useless all to me. 

His new-born tameness naught avail’d, 

My limbs were bound ; my force had fail’d, 
Perchance, had tliey been free. 

Witli l^cble effort still I tried 
To rend tlie bonds so starkly tied— 

But still it was in vain ; 

My limbs were only wrung the more, 

And soon the idle strife gave o’er, 

Which hut prolong’d their {>ain : 

The dizzy race seem’d almost done, 
Although no goal was nearly won : 

Boiiie streaks announced the coming sun— 
How slow, alas ! he came ! 

Methought that mist of dawning gray 
Would never dapple into day; 
flow heavily it roll’d away 
Before tiie eastern flame 
Rose crimson, and deposed tlie stars, 

And call’d the radiance from their cars, 
And fill’d the eartli, from his deej) tlirono, 
With lonely lustre, all his own. 


“ Up rose the sun ; the mists were curl’d 
Back from the solitary world 
Wliich lay around— Ixdiind — before ; 
What booted it to traverse o’er 
Plain, forest, river ? Man nor brute, 

Nor dint of hoofj nor print of foot, 

Lay in tlie wild luxuriant soil ; 

No sign of travel— none, of toil ; 

'I’he very air was inuU' ; 

And not an insect’s shrill small horn, 

Nor matin bird’s new voice was borne 
Prom herb nor thicket. Many a we.rst, 
Panting as if his heart would burst. 

The weary brute still stagger’d on ; 

And still wc were— or seem’d — alone: 
At length, while reeling on our way, 
Methought I heard a courser neigh, 
From out yon tuft of blackening firs. 

Is it the wind those branches stirs ? 

No, no ! from out the forest prance 
A trampling troop ; 1 see them comt; ’ 
In one vast squadron tliey advance ! 

I strove to cry— ray lips were dumb. 
The steeds rush on in plunging pride ; 
But where are tliey the reins to guide ? 

A thousand horse — and none to ride ! 
With flowing tail, and flying mane, 

Wide nostrils — never stretch’d by pain, 
Mouths bloodless to the bit or rein, 

And feet that iron never shod. 

And flanks unscarr’d by spur or rod, 

A thousand horse, the wild, tlie free, 
Like waves that follow o’er the sea. 
Came tliickly thundering on, 

As if our front approach to meet; 

The sight re-nerved my courser’s feet, 

A moment staggering, feebly fleet, 

A moment, with a faint low neigh, 

He answer’d, and then fell; 

With gasps and glazing eyes ho lay, 

And reeking limbs immoveable, 

Hk first and last career is done ! 

On came the troop — Uiey saw him 8too{^ 
They saw me strangely bound along 
His bock with many a bloody thong 


They stop— they start— they snuff the air, 
Gallop a moment here and diere, 

Approach, retire, wheel round and round, 
Then plunging back with sudden bound, 
Head^ by one black mighty steed, 

W’^ho seem’d the patriarch of lus breed 
Without a single s{)eck or hair 
Of white upon his shaggy hide ; 

They snort — ^tliey foam — ^rieigh— swerve aside, 
And backward to the forest fly. 

By instinct, from a human eye.— 

They left rne there, to my despair, 

Link’d to the dead and stiffening wretcli, 
Whose lifeless limbs beneath me stretch, 
Relieved from that unwonted weight, 

Prom whence I could not extricate 
Nor him nor me — and there we lay 
The dying on the dead ’ 

I little deem’d another day 
Would see my houseless, helpless head 

“ And there from morn till twilight bound, 

I felt the heavy hours toil round, 

With just enough of life to see 
My last of suns go down on me, 

Jn hopeless certainty of mind, 

Tliat makes us feel at length resign’d 
To that which our foreboding years 
Presents tlie worst and last of fears 
Inevitable — even a boon, 

Nor more unkind for coming soon ; 

Yet shunn’d and dreaded with such care, 

1 As if it only were a snare 

That prudence might escape : 

At times botli wish’d for and implored, 

At times sought with self- pointed sword, 

Yet still a dark and hideous close 
To oven intfdcrablo woes. 

And welcome in no shai>e. 

1 Ami, strange to say, the sons of pleaaui e, 
'J’hey who have revell’d boyond measure 
In beauty, wassail, wine*, and treasure*, 

Die calm, or calmer, oft than ho 
1 Whose heritage was misery; 

For he who hath in turn run through 
All that was beautiful and new, 

Hath naught to Iiopts, and naught to leave ; 

1 And, save the future, (which is view’d 
Not quite as men are base or good, 

X^ut as their nerves may be endued,) 

Witli imught perhaps to grieve : — 

The wretch still hopes his woes must end, 

And Death, whom he should deem his friend, 
Appears, to Ins distemper’d eyes, 

Arrived to rob him of his ])rizc, 

The tree of his new Paradise. 

To-morrow would have given him all, 

Repaid liis pangs, repair’d his fall ; 

To-morrow would have been the first 
Of days no more deplored or curst, 

But bright, and long, and beckoning years, 
Seen dazzling through the mist of tears, 
Guerdon of many a painful hour ; 

To-morrow would have given him power 
To rule, to shine, to smite, to save— 

And must it dawn upon hts grave ? 

xviii. ^ 
m 

“The sun was sinking — still I lay 

Chain’d to the cliill and stiffening steed, 

1 thought to mingle there our clay ; 

And my dim eyes of death had need, 

No hope arose of being freed ; 



I cttst my last looks tip the sky. 

And there between me and Ihe Bua 
I saw the expecting raven fly, 

YHio scarce wonld wait till both ihould diej 
Kre his repast begun ; 

He flew, and perch’d, then flew cmce more. 
And each time nearer than before ; 

I saw his wing through twilight flit, 

And once 60 near me he atit 
I could have smote, but lack’d the strength ; 
But the slight motion of my hand, 

And feeble scratching of the saiu^ 

The exerted throat’s faint struggling noise, 
Which scarcely could be called a voice, 
Together scared him ofl* at length.— 

I know no more — ^my latest dream 
Is something of a lovely star 
Which 6xM my dull eyes from afar, 

And went and came with wandering beam, 
And of the cxild, dull, swimimng, dense 
Sensation of recurring sense, 

And then subsiding back to death, 

And then again a little breatli, 

A little thrill, a short suspense, 

An icy sickness curdling o’er 
My heart, and sparks tliat cross’d my brain — 
A gasp, a throb, a start of pain, 

A sigh, and nothing more. 

XIK. 

“ I woke — Whore was 1 7 — Do I see 
A human face look down on mo ? 

And doth a roof above rao close 7 
Do these limbs on a couch repose 7 
Is this a chamber wliero I lie ? 

And is it mortal yon bright eye, 

That watches me with gentle glance ? 

I closed my owti again once more, 

As doubtful that the former trance 
Could not as yet be o’er. 

A slender girl, long-hair’d, and tall, 

Sate watching by tlie cottage wall ; 

The sparkle of lier eye I caught, 

Even with my first return of thought 
For ever and anon she threw 
A prying, pitying glance on me 
With her black eyes so wild and free : 

I gazed, and gazed, until I knew 
No vision it coidd be,— 

But that 1 lived, and was released 
From adding to Uie vulture’s feast : 

And when the Cossack maid behold 

My heavy eyes at length unseal’d, 


She smiled — and I essayVl to speak^ 

But fail’d — and she approach’d, made 
With lip and finger signs that said, 

I must not strive as yet to break 
The silence, till my strengtli should be 
Enough to leave my accents free ; 

And Sten her band on mine she laid, 

And smooth’d the pillow for my head, 

And stole along on tiptoe tread, 

And gently oped the door, and spake 
In whispers — ne’er was voice so sweet ! 

Even music follow’d her light feet ; — 

But those she call’d were not awake, 

And she went forth ; Imt, ere she pass’d, 
Another look on me she cast, ^ 

Another sign she made, to say, 

That I had naught to fear, that all 
Were near, at my command or call, 

And she would not delay 
Her due return: — while she was gone, 
Methought 1 felt too much alone. 

XX. 

“ She came with mother and with sire— 

What need of more 7 — I will not tiro 
With long recital of the rest, 

Since) 1 became the Cossack’s guest: 

They found me senseless on the plain — 

Tliey bore me to the nearest hut — 

They brought me into life again — 

Me — t>ne day o’er their realm to reign ! 

Thus the vain fool who strove to glut 
His rage), refining on my pa'm, 

Sent me forth to the wilderness, 

Bound, naked, bleeding, and alone, 

To pass the desert to a throne,— 

What mortal \m own doom may guess ?— 
Let none despond, let none despair ! 
To-morrow the Borystlioues 
May see our coursers graze at ease 
Upon liis Turkish bank,— and never 
Had I such welcome for a river 
As 1 shtdl yit'ld when safely there. 
Comrades, good night !” — The Hetman threw 
His lengtii beneath tlie oak-tree shade, 
With leafy couch already made, 

A bed nor comfortless nor new 
To him, who took his rest whene’er 
The hour arrived, no matter where : 

His eyes the hastening slumbers steep. 

And if ye marvel Charles forgot 
To thai^ his tale, he wondered not, — 

The king had been an hour asleep. 
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ACT I. 

Scene I. — Manfred alcme — Scene^ a Gothic Gallery — 
Timcj Midnight. 

Man. The lamp must be re{)lenish\l, but even then 
It will not burn so long as I must watch ; 

My slumbers — if I slumber — are not sleep, 

But a continuance of endiiring thought, 

Which then I can resist not : in my heart 
There is a vigil, and these eyes but close 
To look within ; and yet t live, and bear 
The aspect and the form of breathing men. 

But grief should be the instructer of the wise ; 

Sorrow is knowledge : they who know the most, 

Must mourn the doepe.st o’er tlie fatal truth, 

The Tree of Knowledge is not that of life. 

Philoso}>hy and science, and the springs 
Of wonder, and the wisdom <jf the world, 

1 have essay’d, and in my mind there is 
A power to make these subject to itself — 

But they avail not : I have done men good, 

And 1 have met. with good even among men— 

But thi.s avail’d not : I have had my fties, 

And nonc5 have baffled, many lallen before me— 

But tills avail’d not : — Good, or evil, life, 

Powers, passions, all 1 see in otlier beings, 

Have been to me as rain unto the sands 
Since that all-nameless hour. 1 have no dread, 

And feel the curse to have no natural fear, 

Nor fluttering tlirob, that beats wdth hopes or wishes, 
Or lurking love of soraetliing on the earth.— 

Now to ray task, — 

Mysterious Agency ! 

Ye spirits of the unbounded Universe ! 

Whom I have sought in darkness and in light— 

Y e, who do compass eartli about, and dwell 
In subtler essence — ye, to whom tlie tops 
Of mountains inaccessible are haunts, 

And earth’s and ocean’s caves familiar things — 

I call upon ye by the written charm « 

Which gives me power upon you — "Rise ! appear ! 

[A pause. 

They come not yet. — ^Now by Uie voice of him 
Who is the first among you — ^by this sign, 

Which makes you tremble — by the claims of him 
Who is undying,— Rise ! appear !— Appear ‘ 

[A pause. 


If it be so. — Spirits of earth and air, 

Ye shall not thus elude me : by a power, 

Deeper than all yet urged, a tyrant-spell, 

Which had its birthplace in a star condemn’d, 

The burning wreck of a demolish’d world, 

A wandering hell in the eternal space ; 

By the strong curse which is upon my soul, 

The thought which is within me and around me, 

1 do compid yo to my will.— Ap|>ear ! 

[A star is seen at the darker end of the gallery ; 
statminry ; and a voice is heard singing. 

First Spirit. 

Mortal ! to tliy bidding bow’d, 

From my rnan.sion in the cloud. 

Which the breath of twilight builds, 

And the summer’s sunset gilds 
With the azure and vermilion, 

Which is mix’d for my pavilion; 

T.'hough thy quest may be forbidden, 

On a star-beam I have ridden ; 

To thine adjuration bow’d, 

Mortal — ^be thy wish avoVd. 

Voice of the Second Spirit. 

Mont Blanc is the monarch of mountains ; 

They crown’d him long ago 
On a throne of rocks, in a robe of cloudi^ 
With a diadem of snow. 

Around his waist are forests braced, 

The Avalanche in his hand ; 

But ere it fall, that thundering ball 
Must pause for my command. 

The Glacier’s cold and restless mass 
Moves onward day by day ; 

But X am he who bids it pass, 

Or with its ice delay. 

I am tlie spirit of the place, 

Could make the mountain bow 
And (juiver to his cavern’d base— 

And what witli me wouldst Thou f 

Voice of the Third Spirit. 

In tlie blue deptli of the waters, 

Where the wave hath no strife, 

Where the wind is a stranger, 

And the sea-snake hatli hfe, 

AVhore the mermaid is decking 
Her green hair with shells ; 

Like the storm on the surface 
Came the sound of thy spells; 

O’er my calm Hall of Coral 
The deep echo roll’d— 

To the Spirit of Ocean 
Thy wishes unfold I 

Fourth Spirit. 

Where the slumbering earthquake 
Lies pillow’d on fire, 

And the lakes of bitumen 
Rise boilingly higher ; 



Where the roots of the Andes 
Strike deep in the earth, 

As their summits to heaven 
Shoot soaringly forth; 

1 have quitted my birthplace, 

Thy bidding to bide — 

Thy spell hath subdued me, 

Thy will be my guide ! 

Fifth Spirit. 

T am the Rider of the wind, 

The Stirrer of the storm ; 

The hurricane I loft behind 
Is yet witli lightning warm ; 

To speed to thee, o’er shore and sea 
I swept upon the blast : 

The ^oct I met sail’d well, and yet 
’T will smk ero night be past. 

Sixth Spirit. 

My dwelling is the shadow of the night. 

Why dotli thy magic torture me with light 7 

Sevkitth Spirit. 

I’he star which rules (hy destiny 
Was ruled, ere earth began, by mo ; 

It was a world as fresh and fair 
As o’er revolved round sun in air, 

Its course was free and regular, 

Space bosom’d not a lovelier star. 

The hour arrived — and it became 
A wandering muss of shapeless flamo, 

A pathless comet, and a curse, 

The menace of the universe ; 

Still rolling on with innate force, 

Without a sphere, without a course! 

A bright deformity on high, 

The monster of the upper sky ! 

And tliou ! beneath its influence bom— 

Thou worm ! whom I obey and scorn— 

Forced by a power, (which is not thine 
And lent thee but to make thee mine,) 

For Uiis brief moment to descend, 

Where ttiese weak spirits roiuid dioe bend 
And parley with a thing like thee — 

What wouldst thou, Child of Clay ! with mo ? 

The Seven Spirits, 

!arth, ocean, air, night, mountains, winds, thy star, 

Are at thy beck and bidding, Child of Clay ! 
lefore thee at thy quest their spirits are — 

What wouldst thou with us, son of mortals — say? 

Man, Forgetfulness— 

Pirst Spirit. Of what — of whom — and why ? 

Man, Of that which is within me ; read it there — 

Te know it, and I cannot utter it. 

Spirit. We can but give thee that which we possess: 
Lsk of us subjects, sovereignty, the power 
fer earth, the whole, or portion, or a sign 
Vhich shall control the elements, whereof 
Ve are the dominators, each and all, 
i’hese shall be thine. 

Man. Oblivion, self-obUvion— 

'an ye not wring from out the hidden realms 
’'e ofer so profusely what I ask 7 
Sjnrit. It is not in our essence, in our skill; 
lut — ^thou mayst die. 

Mm. Will death bestow it on me ? 

Spirit. We are immortal, and dn not forget ; 

V^e are eternal; and to us the past 

I, as the future, present. Aft^tkeu answer’d? 

Man. Ye mock me — but' W power which brought 
ye here 

Lath made you mine. Slaves, scoff not at my will! 


The mind, the Spirit, the Promethean spark, 

The lightning of my being, is as bright, 

Pervading, and far-darting as your own, 

And shall not yield to yours, thougli coop’d in clay ! 
Answer, or I will teach yo what I am. 

Spirit. We answer as we answer’d ; our reply 
Is even in thine own words. 

Man. Why say ye so ? 

S][hrit. If, as thou say’st, thine essence be as ours, 
We have replied in telling thee, tlie thing 
Mortals call death hath naught to do with mb. 

Man. 1 then have call’d yc; from your realms in vain 
Ye cannot, or ye will not, aid me. 

Spirit. Say ; 

What we possess we offer ; it is thine : 

Bethink ere thou dismiss us, ask again— * 

Kingdom, and sway, and strength, and length of dayi 
Man. Accursed! what have I to do wilh days? 
They are too long already. — Hence— begone ! 

Spirit. Yet pause: being here, our will would do ilico 
service ; 

Betliink thee, is there then no other gift 
Which wo can make not worthless in tliino eyes 7 
Man. No,TM>ne: yet stay — one moment, ere wo part— 
I would behold yc face to fact’. I hear 
Your voices, sweet and melancholy stHinds, 

As music on the waters ; and I see 
The steady aspect of a clear large star ; 

But nothing more. Approach me as ye are, 

Or one, or all, in your accustom’d forms. 

Spirit. We have no forms beyond the elements 
Of which we are the mind an<l principle : 

But choose a form — in that we will appear. 

Man. 1 have no choice ; there is no form on earth 
Hideous or beautiful to me. liCt him, 

Who is most powerful of ye, take .such aspect 
As unto him may seem most fitting— Conic ! 

Seventh Spirit. (Appearing in the shape of a heavtifu% 
female fgure. ) Behold ! 

Man. Oh Goti ! if it be thu.s, and thou 
Art not a madness and a mockery, 

' yet might be most happy. I will clasp llioe. 

And wc again will be-* [Thefgurc vanishes 

My heart is crush’d ! 

[Manfreh falls senseless 

(A voice is heard in the Imantation which follov^s.) 
When the moon is on the wave, 

And the glow-worm in the grass, 

And the meteor on the grave, 

And the wisp on the morass ; 

When the falling stars are shooting, 

And the answer’d owls are hooting, 

And tlie silent leaves are still 
In the shadow of the hill, 

Shall my soul be upon tliine, 

With a power and witli a sign. 

Though thy slumber may be deep, 

Yet thy spirit shall not sleep ; 

There are shades which will not vanish, 

There are thoughts thou canst not banish ; 

By a power to thee unknown. 

Thou canst never be alone ; 

Thou art wrapt as with a shroud, 

Thou art gather’d in a cloud ; 

And for over shalt thou dwell 
In the spirit of this spell. 

Though tliou secst me not pass hy, 

Thou shalt feel me with thine eye 
As a tiling that, though unseen, 

Must be near thee, and hath been; 

And when in that secret dread 
Thou hast turn’d around thy head, 



Thou shall marvel I am not 
As thy shadow on the spot, 

AikI the power which Uiou dost feel 
Shall be what thoti must conceal. 

And a magic voice and verso 
Hath baptized thee with a curse 
And a spirit of the air 
Hath begirt thee with a snare ; 

In the wind there is a voice 
Shall forbid thee to rejoice ; 

-And to thee shall Night deny 
All tlie quiet c^l' her sky ; 

And the day shall have a sun, 

Which shall make thee wish it done. 

From thy false tears I did distil 
An essence which hath strength to kill ; 

From thy own heart 1 then did wring 
The black blood in its blackest spring; 

From thy own smile I snatch’d the snake, 

For there it coil’d as in a brake ; 

Prom thy own lip T drew the charm 
Which gave all those their chiefest harm ; 

In proving every pois<in known, 

I found the strongest was thine own. 

By thy cold breast and serpent smile, 

By thy unfatliorn’d gulfs of guile, 

By that most seeming virtuous eye, 

By thy shut soul’s hytKicrisy; 

By the perfection of thine art 

Wliich pass’d tor human thine own heart ; 

By thy delight in other’s pain, 

And by thy brotherho.Ml of Gain, 

1 call upon thee I and comp(d 
Thyself to bo thy [)roper Hell ! 

And on tliy head I pour the Viol 
Which doth devote thee to this trial ; 

Nor to slumber, nor to die, 

Shall be in thy d<3sliny ; 

I’hough thy ilt^ath shall still seem near 
To thy wish, but, as a ft^ar ; 

Lo! the spell now works around thee, 

And the clanUle.ss chain hath liound thee; 

O'er thy heart and brabi together 
Hath the word been pars’d — now witlier ! 

ScEiSTE ir. — TTie JifemfUain of the Jungfrau. — Time, 
Morning. — Mawfred alonv u}yonth€ Cliffs. 

Man. The spirits I have raised abandon me— 

^The spells which I have studied baffle me — 

The remedy I reck’d of tortured me ; 

I lean no more on super-human aid, 

It hath no power upon the past, and f )r 
The future, till the past bt? gulfd in darkness, 

It is not of my search. — My mother Earth 1 

And thou fresli breaking Day, and you, ye Mountains, 

Why are ye beautiful ? I cannot love ye. 

And thou, the bright eye of the universe, 

That openest over all, and unto all 

Art a delight, — tliou shin’st not on my heart. 

And you, ye crags, upon whose extreme edge 
I stand, and on the torrent’s brink beneath 
Behold the tall pines dwindled as to shrubs 
In dizziness of fflstance ; when a leap, 

A stir, a motion, even a breath, would bring 
My breast upon its rocky bosom’s lied 
To rest for ever— wherefore do I pause ? 

I feel the impulse— yet I do not plunge ; 
r see tlte peril — do not recede ; 

And ray brain reels — and yet my foot is firm i 
There is a power upon me which withholds, 

And makes it my fatality to live ; 

If it be life to wear witiun myself 


This barrenness of spirit, and to be 
My own soufs sepulchre, for I have ceased 
To justify my de^s unto myself-^ 

The last infirmity of evil. Ay, 

Thou winged and cloud-cleaving minister, 

[An eagiepc 

Whose happy flight is highest into heaven, 

Well may’st tliou swoop so near me — I should be 
Thy prey, and gorge thine eaglets ; thou art gone 
Where the eye caimot follow fflee ; but thine 
Vet pierces downward, onward, or above, 

With a pervading vision. — Beautiful! 

How beautiful is all this visible world! 

How glorious in its action and itself! 
j But w'tj, who name ourselves its sovereigns, we, 
Half dust, half deity, alike unfit 
To sink or soar, with our mix’d essence make 
A conflict of its elements, and breathe 
The breath of degradation and of pride, 

Contending with low wants and lofty will, 

Till our mortality predominates, 

And men are — what they name not to tliemselves, 
And trust not fo each other. Hark ! the note, 

[T/tc ShepfuTf^spipc in the distance is t 
I The natural mu.sic of the mountain reed — 

For here the j)atriarchal days are not 
A pastoral fahle, — pipes in the liberal air, 

Mix’d with the sweet hells of the sauntering herd 
My soul would drink those echoes. — Oh, that I w; 
Tlie viewless spirit of a lovely sound, 

A living voire, a breathing harmony, 

A bfKiilesR enjoyment — bom and dying 
With the blest lone which mode me ! 

from bdov) a Chamois Hunter - 

Chamois Hunter. Even so 

This way the chamois leapt : her nimble feet 
Have baffled mo; my gains to-day will scarce 
Kriiay my breakneck travail. — What is here ? 

Who seein.s not ot’ my trade, and yet hath reach’i 
A h<ught wliich none even of our mountaineers, 
Save our l><*Bt hunters, may attain: his garb 
»orxlly, his mien manly, and his air 
Proud as a freeborn peasant’s, at this distance— 

I will a)>proach him nearer. 

Man. {not perceiving the. other.) To be thus — 
3ray-hair’d with anguish, like these blasted pineh 
►Vrecks of a single winter, barkless, branclilcss, 

A blighted trunk upon a cursed root, 

Wliich but supjilios a feeling to decay— 

And to bo thus, eftTiially but thus, 

Having boon otherwiso! Now furrow’d o’er 
With wrinkles, plough’d hy momonts, not by ye» 

Aiid hours— i;ll tortured into ages — liours 
Which I outlive! — yo toppling f:rags of ice! 

Yc avalanches, whom a breath draws down 
I) mountainous o’erwhelrnirig, come and emsh r 
hear ye momently above, beneath, 

:Urash with a frequent conflict ; but ye pass, 
id only fall on things that still would live ; 

III the young flourishing forest, or the hut 
\nd hamlet of the harmless villager. 

C. Hun. The mists begin to rise from up th 
’ll warn him to descend, or he may chance 
'o lo.se at once his way and life together. 

Man. The mists boil up around the glaciers 
I iso curling fast beneath me, white and sulphu 
.ike foam from the roused ocean of deep Hell, 
iVhose every wave breaks on a living shore, 

Reap’d with the damn’d like pebbles. — I am gk 
C. Hun, I must approach him cautiously; if 
sudden step will startle him, and he 
Seems tottering already. 

Mm. Mountains have fallci 

weaving a gap in the clouds, and with the shoe 
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Eocking their Alpine brethren ; filling up 

The ripe green valleys with destruction’s splinters ; 

Damming the rivers with a sudden dash, 

Which crush’d the waters into mist, and made 
Their fountains find another channel — ^thus, 

Thus, in its old age, did Mount Rosenberg — 

Why stood I not beneath it ? 

C. Hun. Friend ! have a care, 

Your next stop may be fatal !— for the love 
Of Him who made you, stand not on that brink ! 

Man. (not fmring him,) Such would have been for 
me a fitting tomb ; 

My bones had then been quiet in their depth ; 

They had not then been strewn upon tho rocks 
For the wind’s pastime. — as thus — ^thus they shall be — 
In this one plunge. — Farewell, ye opening heavens! 
Look not upon me thus reproachfully — 

• Ye were not meant fur me — Earth! take these atoms! 
[.dls Manfred is m act to spring from the diff] 
the Chamois Hunter adzes and retains 
him with a sudfien grasp. 

C. Hun. Hold, madman ! — though aweary of thy life?, 
Stain not our pure vales with thy guilty blood — 

Away with me 1 will not quit my hold. 

Man. I am most sick at heart— -nay, grasp me not — 
I am all feebleness — the mountains whirl 

Spinning around me— I grow blind What art 

thou? 

C. Hun. I’ll answer that anon. — Away with me 

The clouds grow thicker— there — now lean on me — 
Place your foot here — ^liero. take this statf, and cling 
A moment to that shrub— now give mo your hand, 

And hold fast by iny girdle — sofdy — well— 

The Chalet will be gained within an hour — 

Como on, we ’ll quickly find a surer fijoting, 

And sometliing like a pathway, which tho torrent 
Hath wash’d since winter.— Como, ’tis bravely done— 
You should have been a hunter. — F<"olIow mo. 

[As they descend the rocks vnifi d\ffkuUy^ the scene closes. 

ACT ir. 

Scene I. — A Cottage among the Bemese Alps. 

Manfred and the Chamois Hunter. 

C. Hun. No, no— yet pause — thou must not yet go 
fortli ; 

Thy mind and body are alike unfit 

To trust each oihcr, for some hours, at least ; 

When thou art better, I will be thy guide— 

But whither ? 

Man. It imports not: I do know 

My route full well, and need no further guidance. 

C. Hun. Thy garb and gait besf)eak thee of liigh 
lineage — 

One of the many chiefs, whose castled crags 
Look o’er tlie lower valleys — which of these 
i May call thee lord? I only know their portals; 

My way of life leads me but rarely down 
To bask by tho? huge hearths of those old lialls, 
Carousing wdth the vassals; but the paths, 

Which stop from out our mountains to th(?ir doors, 

1 know from childhood — which of those is thine ? 

Man. No matter. 

r C. Hun. Well, sir, pardon mo the question, 

And be of better cheer. Come, taste my wine; 

’T is of an ancient vintage ; many a day 

’T has thawed my veins among our glaciers, now 

Let it do thus for thine — (yoine, pledge me fairly. 

Maw. Away, away ! there ’s blood upon the brim ! 
Will it tlien never — never sink in the earth? 

C. Hun. What dost tlmu mean? thy senses wander 
from thet?. 

Man. I say ’t is blood— «iy blood I the pure warm 
stream 


Whidi ran in the veins of my fathers, and in ours 
When we were in our youtli, and had one heart, 

And loved each otlier as we should not love) 

And this w'^as shed : but still it rises up, 

Colouring tho clouds, tliat shut me out from heaven, 
Whore thou art not — and I shall never be, 

C. Hun. Man of strange words, and some halfi>inad- 
dening sin, 

Which maJvcs thee people vacancy, whato’er 
Thy drnad and sufferance bo, there ’s comfort yet— 
The aid of holy men, and heavenly patience —— 

Man. Patience and patience! Hence — ^that word 
was made 

For brutc?s of burden, not for birds of prey ; 

Preach it to mortals of a dust like thine, — 

I am not of thine order. 

C. Hun. Thanks to heaven ! 

1 would not be of thine for Uie free fame 
Of William Tell ; but whatsoe’er thine ill, 

It must be borne, and the.se wild starts are useless. 
Man. Do I not bear it ? — ^Look on mo — I live. 

C. Hun. This is convulsion, and no healthful lile. 
3Ian. I tell thee, man ! I have lived many years, 
Many long years, but they are nothing now 
Tc> those vviiicli I must number : ages — ages — 

Space uiid eternity — and (?f)nsciousnoss, 

With the fierce thirst of death — and still nnslaked! 

C. Hun. Why, on thy brow the seal of middle age 
Hath scarce been set ; I am thine elder far. 

Man. Thinlv’st Ihou e.xistenctj dotli depend on time? 
It. doth ; but actions are. our epochs : nune 
Have made my days and nights imperishable, 

Endless, and all alike, as sands on tiie shore, 
Innuincrabb* alums; and one desert, 

Barren and cold, on which ibc wild waves break, 

Bui notlurig re.yt,s, save carcasses and wrecks, 

Rocks, aiui the r, alt-surf w’oeds of bitternoss. 

C. Hun, Alas! he ’s mad — but yet I must not leave 
him. 

Man. I would I were — for then the tilings I see 
■Would be but a distemper’d dream. 

C. Hun. Wliat is it 

That tliou dost sec, or think thou look’st upon ? 

Man. Myself] and thee — a peasant of the Alps— 
Thy humble virtues, hospitable home, 

And spirit j)aticnf, pious, proud and free ; 

Thy self-respect, grafted on innocent thoughts ; 

Thy days of health, and nights of sleep; thy toils, 

By danger dignified, yet guiltless ; hopes 
Of cheerful old age and a quiet gravt', 

With cross and garland over its green iur^ 

And thy grandchildren’s love for oj)itaph ; 

This do I see — and then I look witliin — 

It matters not — my soul was scorch’d already! 

C. Hun. And wouldst thou then excliange thy lot 
for mine ? 

Man, No, friend! I would not wrong thee noi 
exchange 

My lot with living being : I can boar — 

However wretchedly, ’tis still to boar— 

In life what others could not brook to dream, 

But perish in their slumber. 

C. Hun. And with tliis— 

This cautious feeling for another’s pain, 

Canst lliou be black with evil?— say not so. 

Con one of gentle thoughts have wreak’d revenge 
Upon his enemies ? 

Man. Oh ! no, no, no ! 

My injuries came down on those who loved roe— 

On those, w’hom I best loved : T never quell’d 
An enemy, save in my just defence— 

But my embrace was fatal. 

C. Hun. Heaven give thet rest 

And penitence restore thoe to thyself; 

My prayers shall be for thee. 



Act II. 




Man. 1 need them not, 

But can endure tliy pity. I depart — 

*T is time — farewell ! — ^Here *s gold and thanks for thee — 
No words — it is tliy due.— Follow me not — 

I know my path — ^the mountain peril’s past: 

And once again, 1 cliargo dice, follow not ! 

Manfueu. 

Sccvc II. — A hwfir Valley in the Alps. A Cataract. 
Enter Manfred. 

It is not noon — llie sunbow’s rays^ still arch 
The torrent with the many hues of heaven, 

And roll the sheeted silver’s waving column 
O’er the crag’s headlong perpendicular, 

And fling its lines of foaming light along, 

And to and fro, like the pale courser’s tail, 

The Giant steed, to be bestrode by Death, 

As told in the Apocalypse. No eyes 
But mine now drink this sight of loveliness ; 

I should be sole in tliis sweet solitude, 

And with the Spirit of the place divide 
The homage of tlicsc waters. — I will call her. 

[Manfred tak(^ some of the water into the palm 
of his hand^ and. JlinQ;s it in the air.^ mutterin" 
the adjuration. Ajler a pause, theWiTcn of 
THE Alps rises beneath the arch of the sunbeam 
of the torrent. 

Beautiful Spirit ! with thy hair of light, 

And dazzling eyes of glory, in w hfise form 
The charms of eartli’s least-mortal daughters grow 
To an unearthly stature, in an essence 
Of purer elements ; while the hues of youth, — 
Carnation’d like a sleeping infant’s cheek, 

Rock’d by the beating of her mother’s lu^art, 

Or the rose tints, which summer’s twilight loaves 
Upon the lofty glazier’s virgin snow, 

7’he blush of earth embracing with her heaven, — 

^ingo thy celestial aspect, and make tamo 
The beauties of the sunbow which bends o*er thee. 
Beautiful Spirit ! in thy calm clear brow, 

Wherein is glass’d serenity of soul, 

Whicli of itself shows immortality, 

I read that thou wilt pardon to a Son 
Of Earth, whom the abstruser powers permit 
At times to conunune with them — if that he 
Avail him of his spells — to call thoc thus, 

And gaze on thee a moment. 

Witch. Son ofEarUi! 

I know thee, and the powers wdiich give thee power ; 

I know thee for a man of many thoughts, 

And deeds of go(xl and ill, extreme in both, 

Fatal and fated in Ihy sufferings. 

-J[ have expected this — what would’st thou witlt me ? 

Man. To look upon thy beauty — ^nothing further. 
The face of the earth hath madden’d me, and 1 
Take refuge in her mysteries, and pi<?rco 
To the abodes of those who govern her — 

But they can nolliing aid me. I have sought 
From them what they could not bestow, and now 
I search no further. 

Witch. What could be the quest 
Which is not in the power of the most powerful, 

The rulers of the invisible? 

Man. A boon ; 

But why should I repeat it? *twcrc in vain. 

Witch. I lunow not that ; let thy lips utter it. 

Mem. Well, though it torture me, ’tis but tlio same ; 
My pang shall find a voice. From my youth upwards 
My spirit walk’d not with the souls of men, 

Nor look’d upon the earth with human eyes ; 

The thirst of tlieir ambition was not mine, 

The aim of their existence was not mine ; 

My joys, my griefs, my passions, and my powers, 

Made me a stranger ; though T wore the form. 

I had no sympathy with breathing flesh, 

Nor midst the creatures of clay that girded me 


Was there but one who— -but of her anon. 

I saifl with men, and with the thoughts of men, 

I held but slight communion; but instead, 

My joy was in tlie Wilderness, to brcatlie 
7'he diflicult air of tlio ictni mountain’s top, 

Where the birds dare not build, nor insect’s wing 
Flit o’er the herbles.s granite ; or to plunge 
Into tlio torrent, and to roll along 
On the swift whirl of the new breaking wave 
Of river-stream, or ocean, in their flow. 

In lliest' my early strength exulted ; or 
'ro follow through the night the moving moon, 

The stars and their development ; or catch 
The dazzling lightnings till my eyes grew dim ; 

Or to look, list'iiing, on the scatter’d leaves. 

While Autumn winds were at their evening song. 
These were my pastimes, and to be alone; 

For if the beings, of whom I. was one, — 

Hating to be so, — cross’d me in my path. 

I felt myself degraded back to them, 

And was all clay again. And then I dived. 

In my lone wanderings, to tlie caves of death, 
S<‘arcliiiig its cause in its effect ; and drew 
From with<‘r’d boiujs, and skulls, and heap’d up du; 
Conclusions most f(>rbidde.n. 77ion I pass’d 
'Die nights of years in sciences untaught, 

Sav<? in the old time ; and with time ami toil, 

And terrible ordeal, and such perianeo 
As in itself liath power upon the air, 

And spirits tliat flo ctunpass air and earth. 

Space, and the people infinite, I made 
Mine eyes familiar with Eternity, 

Such as, before mo, did the Magi, and 

H(‘ who from out their fountain dwellings raised 

Eros and Antcros,'^ at Gailara, 

Ah I do thee ; — and with my knowledge grew 
Tfic thirst of knowledge, and the power and joy 

Of this most briglit intelligence, until 

Witch. Proceed. 

Alan. Oh ! I but thus prolong’d my \ 

Boasting these idle attributes, because 
As I afiproach the core of my heart’s grief— 

But to my tusk. I have m)t named to thee 
Father or mother, mistress, friend, or being, 

With whom I wore the eliain of human ties ; 

If I had such, they seem’d not such to me— 

Yet there was one 

Witch. Spare not thyself — ^pro< 

Man. Siic was like me in lineaments — her eye 
Her liair, her features, all, to the veiy tone 
Evi’.n of her voice, they said were like to mine; 
But soften’d all, and temper’d into beauty ; 

She had the same lone thoughts and wanderings, 
The cpiesl of hidden knowledge, and a mind 
To coinpreliend the universe: nor tliese 
Alone, hut with tliein gentler power.s than mine, 
Pity, and smiles, and tears — ^which 1 had not; 

And tenderness — ^but that I had for her ; 
Huniilify— and that I never hod. 

Her faults were mine — ^her virtues were her own 
I loved her, and destroy’d her I 

Witch. With % hand ? 

Man. Not with my hand, but heart — which br< 
heart — 

It gazed on mine, and wither’d. I have shed 
Blood, but not hers— and yet lier blood was shet 
I saw — and could not stanch it. 

Witch. And for tliis 

A being of the race thou dost despise, 

The order which thine own would rise above, 
Mingling with us and ours, thou dost forc^ 

The gifts of our great knowledge, and shrink’st I 
To recreant mortality— —Away ! 

Man. Daughter of Air I 1 tell thoa, since that 
But words are breath — cat niio in my sleep 
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Or watch my watchings — Come and sit by me ! 

My solitude is solitude no more, 

But (>eopled with the Furies ; — have gnash’d 
My teetli in darkness tUl returning mom, 

Then cursed myself till sunset I have pray’d 
For madness as a blessing — ^’tis denied me. 

I have affronted death — ^but in the war 
Of elements the waters shrunk from me, 

And fatal things pass’d harmless— the cold hand 
Of an all-pitiless demon held me back, 

Back by a single hair, which would not break. 

In phantasy, iinagination, all 

The affluence of my soul — ^which one day was 

A Croesus in creation — 1 plunged deep. 

But, like an ebbing wave, it dash’d me back 
Into the gulf of my unfathom’d thought. 

I plunged amidst mankind — ^Forgetfulness 
1 sought hi all, save whore ’t is to be found, 

And that I have to learn — my sciences, 

My long pursued and super-human art, 

Is mortal hero — I dwell in my despair — 

And live — ^and live for ever. 

Witch. It may be 

That I can aid thee. 

Man, To do this thy power 

Must wake the dead, or lay me low with them. 

Do so — in any shape — in any hour — 

With any torture — so it be the last. 

Witch. That is not in my province ; but if thou 
Wilt swear obedience to my will, and do 
My bidding, it may help thee to thy wishes. 

Man. 1 will not swear — Obey ! and whom ? the spirits 
Whose presence I command, and be the slave 
Of those who served me — Never ! 

Witch. Is this all ? 

Hast thou no gentler answer? — ^Yet bethink thee, 

And pause ere tliou rejectest. 

Man. I have said it. 

Witch. Enough ! — may retire tlien — say ! 

Man. Retire ! 

[TVie Witch disappears. 

Man. (aUmc.) We are tlic fools of time and terror; 

Days 

Steal on us and steal from us ; yet we live, 

Loatliing our life, and dreading still to die. 

In all the days of this detested yoke— 

This vital weight u}»on the struggling lieart, 

Which sinks with sorrow, or beats quick with pain, 

Or joy that ends in agony or faintness— 

In ail the days of past and future, for 
In life there is no present, wo can number 
How few— how less than few — wherein the soul 
Forbears to pant for death, and yet draws back 
As from a stream in winter, though the chill 
Be but a moment’s. I have one resource 
Still in my science — I can call the dead, 

And ask them what it is we dread to be : 

The sternest answer can but be the Grave, 

And that is nothing — ^if tliey answer notr— 

The buried Prophet answer’d to the Hag 
Of Endor ; and the Spartan Monarch drew 
From the Byzantine maid’s unsleeping spirit 
An answer and his destiny — he slew 
That which he loved, unknow'ing what he slew, 

And died unpardon’d — ^though he call’d in aid 
The Phyxian Jove, and in Phigalia roused 
The Arcadian Evocators to compel 
The mdignont shadow to depose her wrath, 

Or fix her term of vengeance — she replied 
In words of dubious import, but fulfilled.* 

If I had never livei^ thitt which I love 
Had still been A I never loved, 

That which 1 still be beautiful— 

Happy and |ilil|fliippmess. What is she ? 

What is sufferer for my sins— 


A thing I dare not think upon — or nothing. 

Within few hours 1 shall not call in vain— 

Yet in this hour 1 dread the thing I dare : 

Until tills hour I never shrunk to gaze 
On spirit, good or evil— now I tremble, 

And feel a strange cold thaw u|>on my heart, 

But 1 can act even what I most abhor, 

And champion human fears. — The night approaches. 

[Emt. 

Scene III. — The Summit of the Jungfrau Mountam. 
1 Enter First Destiny. 

The moon is rising broad, and round, and bright ; 

And here on snows, where never human foot 
Of common mortal trod, we nightly tread. 

And leave no traces ; o’er the savage sea, 

The glassy ocean of the mountain ice, 

We skim its rugged breakers, which put on 
The aspect of a tumbling tempest’s fbam, 

Frozen in a moment — a dead whirlp(x>l’s image j 
And tliis most steep fantastic pinnade, 

The fretwork of some earthquake — where the clouds 
Pause to repose themselves in passing by — 

Is sacred to our revels, or our vigils ; 

Here do I wait my sisters, on our way 

To the Hall of Arimanes, for to-iiight 

Is our great festival — ’tis strange they come not. 

A Voice without^ singing. 

The Captive Usurper, 

Hurl’d down from the throne, 

Lay buried in torpor, % 

Forgotten and lone ; 

I broke through his slumbers, 

I shiver’d his chain, 

I leagued him with numbers — 

He ’s Tyrant again ! 

With the blood of a million he’ll answer rny care, 

With a nation’s destruction — his fligivt and despair. 

Second Voice, witiumt. 

The ship sail’d on, the ship sail’d fast, 

But I left not a sail, and I left, not a mast ; 

There is not a plank of the hull or the decik, 

And there is not a wretch to lament o’er his wreck ; 
Save one, whom I held, as he swam, by tlic hair, 

And he was a subject well worthy iny care ; 

A traitor on land, and a pirate at sea — 

But 1 saved him to wreak further havoc for me ! 

First Destiny, answering. 

The city lies sleeping ; 

The mom, to deplore it, 

May dawn on it weeping: 

Sullenly, slowly, 

The black plague flew o’er it — 

Thousands lie lowly ; 

Tens of tliousands shall perish — 

The living shall fly from 
The sick they should cherish ; 

But notliing can vanquish 
The touch that they die from. 

Sorrow and anguish, 

And evil and dread, 

Envelope a nation — 

The blest are the dead, 

Who see not the sight 
Of their own desolation — 

This work of a night — 

This wreck of a realm — this deed of my doing — 

For ages I ’ve done, and shall stiU be renewing ! 

Enter the Second and Third Destinies. 

The Three. 

Our hands contain the hearts of men, 

Our footsteps are their graves ; 

We only give to take again 
The spirits of our slaves ? 
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First Des. Welcome ! — ^Whcre ’a Nemesis ? 

Second Des. At some great work ; 

But what 1 know not, for my hands were full. 

Tfdrd Des. Behold she cometh. 

Enter Nemesis. 

First Des, Say, where hast th(Ki been 

My sisters and thyself are slow to-night. 

Nem. I was detain’d rejiairing shatter’d thrones, 
Marrying fools, restoring dynasties, 

Avenging men upon their enemies, 

And makkg them repent their own revenge ; 

Goading the wise to madness ; from the dull 
Shaping out oracles to rule the world 
Afresh, for they were waxing out of date, 

And mortals dared to ponder for themselves, 

7'o weigh kings in the balance, and to speak 
Of freedom, the forbidden fruit. — Away ! 

We have outstayed tlie hour — amount we our clouds I 

[Exeunt 

Scene IV. — 7Vie Hall of jinmanes — Arimanes on his 
Throntj a Globe of Fire^ surrounded, by the Spirits. 
Hymn of the Spirits. 

Hail to otir Master! — Prince of Earth and Air ! 

Who walks the clouds and waters — in his hand 
The ace.ptre of the elements, w’hich tear 
'I’liemselves to chaos at lus high command ! 
lie brcatht'lh — and a tcmjxjst shali<is the sea ; 

lie speaketh — and the clouds reply in thuinler ; 

Ue gazeth — ^from liis glance tlic sunheams flee; 

He moveth—earthquakes r«^iid the world asunder. 
Beneath his C.*of steps the volcanos rise; 

His shadow is the Pestilence ; his path 
The cornets herald through tin? crackling skies ; 

And planets turn to ashes at his wratli. 

To him War offtirfi daily sacrifice; 

To him Death pays his tribute ; Life is his, 

With all its infinite of agonies — 

And his tiie spirit of whatever is ! 

Enter the Destinies and Nemesis. 

FirtA Des, Glory to Arimanes ! on the ear h 
His power incrcaseth — both iny sisters did 
His bidding, nor did I neglect my duty ! 

Second Des. Glory to Arimanes ! W’e who bow 
The necks of men, bow down before his throne! 

Third Des, Glory to Arimanes ! we await 
His nod ! 

Nem. Sovereign of Sovereigns ! wo are thine, 

And all that livelh, more or less, Is ours, 

And most things wholly so ; still to increase 
Our power, increasing thine, demands our care. 

And we are vigilant — Thy late commands 
Havo been fuiiill’d to the utmost. 

Enter Manfhed. 

A Spirit, What is here? 

A mortal ! — Thou most rash and fatal wretch, 

Bow down and worship ! 

Second Spirit. I do know the man — 

A Magian of great power and fearful skill ! 

Third Spirit. Bow down and worslrip, slave ! — 
What, know’st thou not 

Thine and our Sovereign ? — Tremble, and obey ! 

AU the Spirits. Plostrato tliysolfj and thy con- 
demned clay, 

Child of the Earth ! or dread the worst. 

Man. I know h ; 

And yet ye see I kneel not. 

Fenurih Spirit. ’T will be taught thee. 

Man. ’Tis taught already ;-^many a night on the 
earth, 

On the bare ground, have I bow’d down my face, 

And stirow’d my head with ashes ; I have known 

w 


The fulness of humiliation, for 
I sunk befuro my vain despair and knelt 
To my own dosolation. 

Ffth Spirit. Dost thou dafc 

Refuse to Arimanes on hLs throne 
What the whole earth accords, beholding not 
The terror of his Glory — Crouch ! 1 say. 

Man. Bid him bow down to that which is above hi 
The overruling Infinite — the Maker 
Who made him not for worsliip— let him kneel, 

And we will kneel together. 

7'he Spirits. Crush the worm 

Tear him in pieces !— 

First Des. Hence ! Avaunt !— .lie ’s ink 

Prince of thf3 Powers invisible ! This man 
Is of no common order, as bis port 
And presence here denote ; his sufferings 
Have been of an irnnmrtal nature, like 
Our own ; his knowle<lge and his powers and will, 

As far as is compatible with clay, 

Which dogs tlui ethereal essence, have been such 
As clay hatli seldom borm; ; his aspirations 
I Have been beyond the dwellers of the earth, 

I And they liavc only taught him what we knovv- 
That knowledge is not happiness, and science 
But an exchange of ignorance for that 
Which is another kind of ignorance.. 

This is not all — the passions, attributes 

Gf earth and heaven, from wbieii no power, nor bein 

Kor breath from the worm upwards is eAemj>t, 

Have piiTccd his heart; iind in their consequence 
Made him a thing, wliich I, who pity not, 

Yet pardon those who pity. He is mine, 

And tliinc, it may bo — b(5 it so, or not, 

No other Spirit in this region hath 
A soul like, his — or power ujion his soul. 

Ncm. What dotli lio here then? 

First Des. Let him answer • 

3'Ian. Vo know what I have known; and wit 
power 

JO. coukl no! be among ye; but (liero arc 
•Powers deeper still beyond — 1 come in quest 
)fsueh, to answer unto what I seek. 

Ncrn. What would^st thou ? 

J)tun. Thou canst not reply to 

yall up the dead — my question is for them, 

Nem. Great Arimanes, doth thy will avouch 
The wishes of this mortal ? 

An. Yea. 

Nem. Whom would’st 

Jnchamd ? 

Man. On© without a tomb— call up 
Astarte. 

Nemesis. 

Shadow ! or Spirit ! 

Whatever thou art, 

Which still cloth inherit 
Tlio whole c^r a part 
Of the form of thy birth. 

Of the mould of thy clay, 

Which return’d to the earth, 

Reappear to the day ! 

Bear what thou borest, 

The heart and the form, 

And the aspect thou worcst 
Redeem from the worm. 

Appear !— Appear ! — ^Appear ; 

Who sent thee there required tliee here ! 

[The PhanUm of Astarte rises and 
in the mklst. 

Man. Can this be death ? there ’s bloom upt 
cheek ; 

But now I sec it is no living hue, 

But a strange hectic — like the unnatural red 
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Wuch Autumn plants upon Uie perish’d leaf. 

It is the same! Oh, Oocl I tliat I should dread 
To look upon the same — Astartel— No, 

I cannot speak to her — ^l>ut bid her spesik— 

Forgive me or condemn me. 

N£M£8XS. 

By tlie power which hatli broken 
The grave which enthrall’d thee, 

Speak to him who hath spoken, 

Or thoso who have call’d thee ! 

Man, She is silent, 

And in that silence I am more than answer’d. 

ATcm. My power extends no further. Prince of air ! 
It rests with thee alone — command her voice. 

An. Spirit— obey this sceptre ! 

Nan. Silent still ! 

She is not of our order, but belongs 

To the other f)owers. Mortal ! thy quest b vain 

And we arc baflled also. 

Man. Hear mo, hear me — 

Astartc ! niy beloved ! speak to me : 

I have so much endured — so much endure — 

Look on me! the grave hath not clianged thee more 
Than I am changed for thee. Thou lovedsl me 
Too much, as I loved thee .* we were not made 
To torture thus each other, though it w^ere 
The deadliest sin to love as wc have loved. 

Say that thou loatlfst me not — that I do bear 
This punishment for both — that thou wilt be 
One of llie blessed— and that I shall die ; 

For hitlierlo all hateful things conspire 
To bind me in existonco— in a life 
Which makes rnc shrink from immortality— 

A future like the past. I cannot rest. 

1 know not what I ask, nor w'hat I seek : 

J feel hut what iliou art — and what I am j 
And I would hear yet once before 1 perish 
The voicc5 which was my music — Speak to me ! 

For I have call’d on thee in the still tiight, 

Startled the slumbering birds from tlie hush’d boughs, 
And woke the mountain wolves, and made the caves 
Acquainted with thy vainly echoed name, 

Whicli answer’d me — many things answer’d me — 
Spirits and men — hut thou wort silent all. 

Yet speak to me ! I have outwatch’d the stars, 

And gazed o’er heaven in vain in search of thee. 

Speak to me ! I have wander’d o’er the earth, 

And never found thy likeness — Speak to n»e! 

Look on tJie fiends around — they feel for me ; 

I fear tliein not, and feel for thee alone — 

Speak to me ! though it be in wrath ; — but say — 

I reck not what— but let mo hear tliee once— 

This once — once more ! 

Phantom of Aatarte, Manfred ! 

Man. Say on, say on — 

I live but in the sound — it is thy voice ! 

Phan. Manfred! To-morrow ends thine cartlily ills. 
Farewell ! 

Man. Yet one word more — am I forgiven ? 
Phan. Farewell! 

Man, Say, shall we meet again ? 

Phm. Farewell! 

Man. One w'ord for mercy ! Say, thou lovest me. 
Phan, Manfred! 

[Tho Spirit of AsTAaTK disappears. 
Nem. She ’s gone, and will not be recall’d ; 

Her words will be fulfill’d. Return to the earth. 

A Spirit. He is convulsed— This is to be a mortal, 
And seek the things beyond mortality. 

Another Spirit, Yet, see, ho mastereth himself^ and 
makes 

His torture tributary to his will. 


Had he been one of us, he would have made 
An awful spirit. 

Nem. Hast thou furtlier question 

Of our great sovereign, or his worshippers ? 

Mcen, None. 

Nan. Then for a lime farewell. 

Man. We meet then! Where? On the earth?— 
Even as thou wilt : and for the grace accorded 
I now depart a debtor. Fare ye well ! 

[Exit Majnfrap. 

(Scene doses.) 

I ACT III. 

ScEWE I. — A Hail in the Castle of Manfred, 
Manfred and Herman. 

Man. What is the hour? 

Her. It wants but one till sunset, 

Ah 4! promises a lovely twilight. 

Man. Say, 

Are all things so disjwsed of in the tower 
As J directed? 

Her. All, my lord, are ready ; 

Here Is the key and casket. 

Man. It is well : 

Thou may’sl retire. [Exit Herman. 

Mom. (ahm .) There is a calm upon me— 
Inex})licabie .stillness ! wliich till now 
Did not belong to ^vhat I knew of life. 

If that T dkl not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the inotliest, 

Tlie mere.st word that ever fool’d the car 
From out the schoolman’s jargon, I should deem 
The goklen secret, the sought “ Kalon” found, 

And seated in my soul. It will nut last, 

But it is well to have known it, though but once ; 

It halli enlarged my thoughts w’itli a new sense, 

And 1 within my tablets would note down 
That there is such a feeling. Who is there ? 

Re-enter Herman. 

Her. My lord, the abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

Enter the Abbot of St. Maurice. 

Abbot. Peace be w'ith Count Manfrec’ 

Man. Thanks, holy father! welcome to tlieso walls 
Tliy presence honours them, and blessctli tliose 
Who dwell witliin them. 

Ablmt. Would it were so, Count! 

But I would fain confer with thee alone. 

Man. Herman, retire. What would my reveroi 
guest? 

Abbot. Thus, without prelude; — ^Age and zeal, n 
office, 

And gofKl intent, must plead my privilege ; 

Our near, though not acquainted neighbourhood, 

May also bo my herald. Rumours strange, 

And of unholy nature, are abroad, 

And busy with thy name ; a noble name 
For centuries ; may he w ho bears it now 
Transmit it unimpair’d ! 

Man. Proceed,— I listen. 

Abbot. ’T is said thou boldest converse with the tliir 
Wliich ere forbidden to the search of man ; 

That with the dwellers of the dark abodes, 

The many evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 

Thou communest. I know that with mankind, 

Thy fellows in creation, thou dost rarely 
Exchange thy thoughts, and that thy solitude 
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch these thini 
Abbot. My pious brethren— the scared peasanti^ 
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Even thy own vassals — who do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life ’s in peril. 

Man, Take it. 

Abbot. I como to save, and not destroy— 

I would not pry into thy secret soul ; 

But if these things be sooth, there still is time 

For penitence and pity; reconcile thee 

With the true church, and tlirough the church to heaven. 

Man. I hear tliec. This is my reply ; whate’er 
I may have been, or am, doth rest between 
Heaven and myself. — shall not choo.se a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I .sinn’d 
Against your ordinances ? prove and punisli ! 

Abbot. My son! I did not speak of })imishment, 

But penitence and pardon ; — with thyself 
Th6 choice of such remains — and for the last, 

Our institutions and our strong belief 
Have given me power to smooth the path from sin 
To higher hope and better thoughts ; the first 
T leave to heaven — ^“Vengeance is mine alone” 

So saith the Lord, and with all humbleness 
His servant cchoe.s back tlie awful word. 

Man. Old man I there is no [jower in holy men. 

Nor charm in prayer — nor purifying form 
f)f penitence — nor outward look — nor fast — 

Nor agony — nor, greater than all these, 

The innate tortures of that deep (iesj>air, 

Whicli is remorse witliout tlu; fear of hell, 

But all in all suHicicnt to itself 
W ould make a hell of heaven— can exorcise 
From out tiui unbounded spirit, the, quick sense 
Of its own sins, wrongs, sufli?rance, and revenge 
Upon itself; there is 7io future pang 
Can deal that justice on the scll-condemn’d 
He deals on his own soul. 

Abbot. All this is well ; 

For this will pass away, and be succeeded 
By an au.spicious hope, wdiich shall look up 
With calm assuranct* to that hlc.ssed place 
Which all wdio seek may win, wliatevcr be 
Their earthly errors, so they bo atoned: 

An<l the comruencernent of atonement is 
The .sense of its necessity. — Say on — 

And all our church can teach thee shall be taught; 
And all w(? can absolve thee shall be pardon’d. 

31a7i. When Ilome’.s sixth emjieror was near his last, 
The victim of a self-inflicted wound, 

To shun the torments of a public death 
From senates once his slaves, a certain soldier, 

With show of loyal jiity, would liavc stanch’il 
The gushing throat with his otFicious robe, ; 

The dying Roman tlirust him back and said — 

Some empire still in his expiring glance, 

“ It is too late — is this fidelity ?” 

Ahftot. And what of tliis ? 

Man. I answer with the Roman — 

“ It is too late !” 

Abbot. It never can be so, 

To reconcile thyself with thy own soul, 

And thy own soul with heaven. Hast thou no hope ? 
’T is strange — even those- who do despair above, 

Yet shaj)e themselves some phantasy on eartli. 

To which frail twig they cling like drowning men. 

Man. Ay — ^father ! I have had those earthly visions 
And noble aspirations in my yoiifh, 

To make my own the mind of other men, 

The enlightener of nations ; and to rise 
I knew not whither — it might be to fall ; 

But fall, oven as the moiuitain-cataract, 

Which having leapt from its more dazzling lieight, 

Even in the foaming strength of its abyss, 

(Which ca.sis up misty columns that become 
Clouds raining from the re-ascended skies,) 

Lies low but mighty still. But this is past, 

My thoughts mistook themselves. 


Abbot. And wherefore 

Man. I could not tame my nature dowm ; for he 
Must serve who fain would sway — and sootli— 
sue — 

And watch all time — and pry into all place— 

And be a living lie — who would become 
A mighty thing among the mean, and such 
The masM arc ; I disdain’d to mingle with 
A herd, ihongli to be leader — and of wolves. 

The lion is alone, and so am 1. 

Abbot. And why not live and act with other men? 

Alan. Because my nature was averse from life; 
And yet not cTuel; for 1 would not make, 

F5ut find a desolation: — like tin* wind, 

The red-hot breath of the most lone Simoom, 

Which dwells but. in the- dc'sert, and sweeps o’er 
The barren sands which hear no .‘jlirubs to blast, 
And revels o’er their ^^ild and arid waves, 

And secketh not, so that it is not sought, 

But being met is deadly ; such hath been 
Tlie course of my cxistenct* ; hut there came 
Things in my path which are no more. 

Abbot. Alas ! 

I ’gin to fear that thou art j)ast all aid 
From me and from iny calling'; yet so young, 

I still would 

3Tan. IiOr»k on me! there i.s an order 

Of mortals on tlie earth, wlu> do hecoiiH^ 

Old in their y(»uth, and divi ere middle age, 

Without the viohmee of warlike death; 

Some perishing of pleasure. — some of study— 

Some worn with toil — sc»nic of mere weariness — 
Some of di.soaso — and some insanity — 

And some of wither’d, or of broken hearts; 

P’or this last is ti malady which slays 
More than arc number’d in Ihi: lists of Fate, 
Taking all .shap<'s, and hearing many names. 

I>ook u})ou me 1 for ev(‘n of ail these things 
Have 1 partaken ; artd of all these things, 

One w'<‘re enough ; llnuj wonder not that I 
Am what I am, hut that I ever was, 

Or having bt.en, that 1 am si ill on earth. 

Ablfot, Yet, hear me still 

3 fan. Old man ! I do res 

ThiiK?. order, and revi're thy years; I deem 
Thy purpose pious, hut it is in vain: 

'I’hink mo not churlish ; i would .spare thyself) 

Far more than me, in shunning at this timo 
All further colloquy — and so — farewe 

[Eadt Man: 

Abbot. This should have been a noble creature 
Hath all tlie energy wiiich would have made 
A goodly framo td’ glorious elements, 

Had tliey bctui w isely mingled ; as it is, 

It is an aw’ful chaos — light and darkness — 

And mind and dusl — and passions and pure thou 
Mix’d, and contending wiilmut end or order, 

All dormant or tl«\strnctive ; he will perish, 

Anti yet he mu.st not ; 1 will try once more, 

For such ar€i worth redemption; and my duty 
Is 1o dare all things for a righteous end. 

I’ll follow him — ^but cautiously, though surely 

[Exit / 

Scene II. — Another Chamber. 

M anfred and Herman. 

Her. My lord, you bade me wail on you at »\ 

He sinks behind the mountain. 

Alan. Dotli he so? 

T will look on liim. 

[Manfred mhmnr.cn to the Window of th 
Glorious Orb ! the idol 
Of early nature, and the vigorous race 
Of imdiseascd mankind, the giant sons*' 

Of the embrace of angels, with a sox 





More beautiful than they, which did draw down 
The erring spirits who can ne’er return.— 

Most glorious orb ! that wert a worsliip, ore 
The mystery of thy making was reveail’d ! 

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

Which gladden’d, on their mountain tops, tlie hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour’d 
Themselves in orisons i Thou material God i 
And representative of the Unknown— 

Who chose thee for his shadow ! Thou chief star ! 
Centre of many stars ! which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and temperost the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays ! 

Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwell in them ! for near or far, 

Our inborn s])irits have a tint of thee, 

Even as our outward aspects ; — thou dost rise, 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well! 

I ne’er shall see thee more. As my first glance 
Of love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest look : thou wilt not beam on one 
To whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
Of a more fatal nature. He is gone : 

I follow. [£xii Manfred. 

Scene III. — T%€ Mouniaxns — Tlie CaMle of Manfr&i 
at some distance — A Terrace before a Tower r^Time^ 
Twilight. 

Herman, Manuel, and oOwr Dependants of Manfred, 

Her. T is strange enough ; night after night, for years, 
He hath pursued long vigils in this tower, 

Without a witness. 1 have been within it,— 

So have we all been ofltinrcs ; but from it, 

Or its contents, it were impossible 
To draw conclusions absolute, of aught 
His studies tend to. To be sure, there is 
One chamber where none enter: I would give 
The foe of what I have to conic these three years, 

To pore upon its mysteries. 

Manuel. ’T were dangerous ; 

Content thyself witli what thou know'st already. 

Her. Ah ! Manuel ! tliou art elderly and wise, 

And couldst say much; thou hast dwelt within the 
castle— 

How many years is ’t ? 

Manuel. Ere Count Manfred’s birth, 

I served his father, whom he naught resembles. 

Her. There be more sons in like predicament. 

But wherein do they differ ? 

Manuel. I speak not 

Of features or of form, but mind and habits: 

Count Sigismund was proud, — ^but gay and free,— 

A warrior and a reveller; he dwelt not 
With books and solitude, nor made the night 
A gloomy vigil, but a festal time, 

Merrier than day ; he did not walk the rocks 
And forests like a woKJ nor turn aside 
From men and their delights. 

Her. Beshrew the hour, 

But those were jocund times ! I would that such 
Would visit the old walls again ; they lode 
As if they had forgotten them. 

Manuel. These walls 

Must change their chieftain first. Oh ! I have seen 
Some strange things in them, Herman. 

Her, Come, be friendly ; 

Relate me some to while away our watch : 

1 ’ve heard thee darkly speak of an event 
Which happen’d hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Manuel. That was a night indeed! I do remember 
’T was twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening ; — yem red cloud, which rests 
On Eigher’s pinnacle^ so rested then, — 


So like that it might be the same ; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter witli the climbing moon ; 

Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower,— 

How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The sole companion of his wanderings 
And watchings — her, whom of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing he seem’d to love, — 

As he, indeed, by hltxid was bound to do, 

The lady Astarte, his— 

Hush ! who comes here 
HrUer the Abbot, 

Abbot. Where is your master ? 

Her, Yonder in the to we 

Abbot. I must speak with him. 

Manuel. ’T is impossible ; 

He is most private, and must not be thus 
Intruded on. 

Abbot. Upon myself I take 
The forfeit of my fault, if fault there be — 

But I must SCO liim. 

Her. Thou hast seen him once 

This eve already. 

Abbot. Herman ! I command thee, 

Knock, and apprize the Count of my approach. 

I Her. We dare not. 

Abbot. Then it seems I must Le hors 

Of my own purjiose. 

Manuel. Reverend father, stop — 

I pray you pause. 

Abbot. Why so? 

Manuel. But step this way, 

And I v.’Ul tell you further. [Exeuf 

Scene IV. — Interior of the Tower, 
Manfred alone, 

Man. The stars are forth, the moon above the top 
Of the snow-shining mountains. — Beautiful ! 

I linger yet with Nature, for the night 
Hath been to me a nioi'e familiar face 
Than that of man ; and in her starry shade 
Of dim and solitary loveliness, 

1 Icarn’d the language of another world. 

I do remember me, that in my youth, 

Wlum 1 was wandering, — upon such a night 
I stood witliin the tyoliseum’s wall, 

Midst the chief relics of almighty Rome ; 

The trees which grew along the broken arches 
Waved dark in the blue midnight, and the star 
Shone through the rents of ruin ; from afar 
The w'atch-dog bay’d beyond the Tiber ; and 
More near from out the Ciesars’ palace came 
The owl’s long cry, and, interruptedly, 

Df distant sentinels the fitful song 
Begun and died upon the gentle wind. 

Some cypresses beyond the time-worn breach 
Appear’d to skirt the horizon, yet they stood 
Witliin a bowshot — Where tlie Caesars dwelt, 

And dwell the tuneless birds of night, amidst 
A grove which springs through levell’d battloments, 
And twines its roots with the imperial heartlis, 
vy usuq>s the laurel’s place of growth 
But the gladiators’ bloody Circus stands, 

A noble wreck in ruinous perfection ! 

While Cmsars’ chambers and the Augustan halls, 
Grovel on earth in indistinct decay.— 

And thou didst sliine, tliou rolling moon, upon 
All this, and cast a wide and tender light, 

Wliich soften’d down the hoar austerity 
Of rugged desolation, and fill’d uf>, 

As ’t were anew, the gaps of centuries , 

~i caving that beautiful which still was so, 

And m^ing that which was not; till the place 
Became religion, and the heart ran o’er 
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Willi silent worship of the great of old ! — 

The dead, but sceptred sovereigns, who still rule 
Our spirits from their urns. — 

’T was such a night ! 
*T is strange that I recall it at this time ; 

But I have found our thoughts lake wildest flight 
Even at the moment when they should array 
Themselves in pensive order. 

Enter the Abbot. 

Abbot, My good lord I 

I crave a second grace for this approach ; 

But yet let not my humble zeal offend 
By its abruptness— all it hath of ill 
Recoils on me ; its good in the effect 
, Ma^ light upon your head — could I say heart — 

Could 1 touch tficUf with words or prayers, I should 
Recall a noble spirit which hath wander’d ; 

But is not yet ail lost. 

Afan. Thou know’st mo not ; 

My days arc number’d, and my deeds recorded: 

Retire, or ’twill be dangerous — Away! 

Abbot. Thou dost not mean to monace me ? 

Man, Not 1 ; 

1 simply tell thee peril is at hand. 

And would preserve thee. 

Abbot. ^ What dost thou mean? 

Look tlicre! 

What dost thou see? 

Abbot. Nothing. 

Man. Look there, I say. 

And steadfastly, — ^novv tell me what thou seest? 

Abbot. That ^^'hicll should shake mo, — but 1 fear it 
not — 

J seti a dusk and awful figure rise 
Like an infernal god from out the earth ; 

Ills face wrapt in a m.infh', and lus form 
Robed as with angry riouds ; ho stands betw'cen 
Tliysolf and me — hut J. do fear him not. 

Man. Thou hast no cause — he shall not harm thee — 
but 

His sight may shock 1 1 jinn old lirnhs into ptilsy. 

1 say to thee — Ra.*tire ’ 

Abfwt. And T reply— 

Never — till I have hattlod with tiiis fiend— 

What doth he here ? 

Man. Why — ay — what doth he here? — 

I did not .send for him, — lie is unbidden. 

Ahlmt. Alas ! lost mortal ! what with guests like tliese 
Hast tliou to do ? I tremble for thy sake ; 

Why doth he gaze on thee, and thou on him ? 

Ah ! he unveils his asf»cct ; on his brow 
The thunder-scars are graven ; from his eye 
Glares forth the immortality of hell — 

Avaunt ! 

Man. Pronounce — what is thy mission ? 

Spirit.. Come ! 

Abbot. What art thou, unknown being ? answer ! — 
speak ! 

Spirit. The genius of this mortal. — Come! ’tis lime. 
Man. I am prepared for all tilings, but deny 
The power which summons me. Who sent thee here? 
Spirit. Thou ’It know anon — Come ! come ! 

Man. 1 have commanded 

Things of an essence greater far than thine, 

And striven with thy masters. Got thee hence I 
Spirit. Mortal ! thine hour is come — Away ! I say. 
Man. I knew, and know my hour is come, but not 
To render up my soul to such as thoe : 

Away 1 I ’ll die as I have lived — alone. 

Spirit Then I must summon up my brethren. — ^Riso! 

[Other ipiriU rise up. 


Abbot Avaunt ! ye evil ones ! — Avaunt ! I say, 
Ye have no power where piety haffi power, 

And 1 do charge ye in the name— - 
Spirit. Old man ! 

We know ourselves, our mission, and thine order : 
Waste not thy holy words on idle usee, 

It were in vain ; this man is forfeited. 

Once more I summon him — ^Away! away! 

Man, I do defy ye, — though I feel my soul 
Is ebbing from me, yet I do defy ye ; 

Nor will I hence, while I have earthly breath 
To breathe my scorn uf>on ye— earthly strength 
To wrestle, though with spirits ; what ye take 
Shall be ta’en limb by limb. 

Spirit. Reluctant mortal! 

Is this the Magian who would so pervade 
The world invisible, and make liimsolf 
Almost our equal? — Can it be tliat thou 
Arl thus in love with life ? the very life 
Which made thee wretched ! 

Man. Thou false fiend, thou 

My life is in its last hour, — that I know, 

Nor would rodoern a moment of that hour ; 

I do not combat against deatli, but thee 
And thy surrounding angels; my past power 
VV^as purchased by no compact with thy crew, 

Blit by superior science — penance — daring — 

And length of watching — strength of mind — and 
'n knowledge of our fathers — when tlic earth 
5aw men and spirits walking side by side, 

And gave yo no supremacy : I stand 
U[>on my sirength — 1 do defy— deny — 

Spurn back, and scorn ye ! — 

Spirit. But thy many erb 

Have made thee — 

Man. What are they to such os J 

Must crimes be punish’d but by other crimes, 

And greater criminals? — Back to tliy hell! 

Thou hast no power upon me, that 1 fool ; 

Thou never shalt possi'ss me, that I know : 

What 1 have done is done ; 1 bear within 
A lorlure whicli could notliing gain from thine: 
The mind which is immortal makes itself 
ticquital for its good or evil thoughts — 

's its own origin of ill and end — 

And its oAvn place and time — it.s innate sense, 
When strijipM of this mortality, derives 
No colour from the fleeting things without; 

hit is absorb’d in siiircrane,c or in joy, 

Born from the knowledge of its own desert. 

IViou diiJst not tempt me, and thou couldst not 
me ; 

have not been thy dupe, nor am tliy prey— 

But was my own destroyer, and will be 
My own luneafler. — Back, yo haflk*d fiends! 

Thc! hand of death is on rue— hut not yours ! 

f 7'he Demons dU 
Abbot. Alas ! how pale thou art — thy lips are r 
And thy breast heaves — and in thy gasping ihn 
The accents rattle — Ciive thy prayers to heaver^ 
Pray — albeit but in thought,— but die not thus. 

Man. ’T is over — my dull eyes can fix thee i 
But alt things swim around me, and the eartli 
Heaves as it were beneath me. Fare thee wel 
live me thy hand. 

AUfot Cold — cold — even to the he 

But yet one prayer — sdas ! how fares it wdth th-* 
Man. Old man! ’tis not so difficult to die. 

[Manfrbd 

Abbot. He ’b gone — his soul hath ta’en its e 
flight — 

Whither? 1 dread to think— but ho is gone. 



NOTES TO MANFRED. 


Note 1, jmge 167, lines 7 and 8. 

— tht nmW’s rcof^ niM arch 

torrent with the many hues of hecwen. 

This iris is formed by the rays of the sun over the 
lower part of the Alpine torrents ; it is exactly like a 
rainbow, come down to pay a visit, and so close that 
you may walk into it ; — ^this effect lasts till noon. 

Note 2, page 167, lines 103 and lOd. 

He who from out thdr fountain dwellings raised 
Hros and Anteros^ at Gadara. 

The philosopher lamblicus. The story of the raising 
of Eros and Anteros may be found in his life by Euna- 
pius. It is well told. 

Note 3, page 168, lines 67 and 68. 

— - she replied 

In words of dulnous impart^ butfidJWtd. 

The story of Pausanias, king of Sparta, (who com- 


manded the Greeks at the battle of Platea, and afle 
wards perished for an attempt to betray the Laced-- 
monians,) and 0 Iconic e, is told in Plutarch’s life 
Cimon ; and in the Laconics of Pausanias the S« 
phist, in his description of Greece. 

Note 4, page 171, lines 142 and 143. 

• the giant wns 
Of the embrace of angels, 

“ That the Sons of God saw the daughters of me 
that they were fair,” &c. 

“ There were giants in the earth in those days ; ar 
also after that, when the Sons of God came in unto tl 
daughters of men, and they bare children to them, tl 
same became miglity men winch were of old, men 
renown.” Genesis^ ch. vi. verses 2 and 4. 


HEBREW MELODIES. 


ADVERTISEMENT. 

The subsequent poems were written at the request of 
my friend, the Hon, D. Kinnaird, for a selection of 
Hebrew Melodics, and have been published, with the 
music, arranged, by Mr. Bbaham and Mr. Nathan. 

SHE WALKS IN BEAUTY. 

1 . 

She walks in beauty, like the night 
Of cloudless climes and starry skies \ 

And all that ’s be.sl of dark and bright 
Meet in her aspect and her eye.s : 

Thus mellow’d to that tender light 
Which heaven to gaudy day denies. 

2 . 

One shade the more, one ray the less, 

Had half impair’d the nameless grace 
Which waves in every raven tress. 

Or softly lightens o’er her face ; 

Whore tlioughts serenely sweet express 
How pure, how dear their dwelling-place, 

3. 

And on that cheek, and o’er that brow, 

So soft, so calm, yet eloquent, 

The smiles that win, tlie tints tliat glow, 

But tell of days in goodness spent, 

A mind at }>eace with all below, 

A heart whose love is innocent! 

THE HARP THE MONARCH MINSTREL 
SWICPT. 

1 . 

The harp the monarch minstrel swept, 

The King of men, the loved of Heaven, 

Wl&eh music hallow’d while she wept 
' 0% tOMu her heart of hearts had given, 

HetalM be her tears, its chords are riven! 


It soften’d men of iron mould, 

It gave them virtues not their own; 

No ear so dull, no soul so cold. 

That felt not, fired not to the tone, 

Till David’s lyre grew mightier than his throne! 

2 . 

It told the triumphs of our King, 

It wafted glory to our God ; 

It made our gladden’d valleys ring, 

The cedars bow, the montains nod ; 

Its sound aspired to Heaven and Uiere abode ! 

Since then, though heard on earth no more. 
Devotion and her daughter Love 

Still bid tlie bursting spirit soar 

To sounds that seem as from above. 

In dreams that day’s broad light can not remove; 


IF THAT HIGH WORLD. 

1 . 

If that high world, which lies beyond 
Our own, surviving Love endears ; 

If there tlie cherish’d heart be fond, 

The eye the same, except in tears — 
How welcome those untrotlden spheres! 

How sweet this very hour to die ! 

To soar from earth and find all fears 
Lost in thy light— Eternity ! 

2 

It must be so : ’t is not for self 
That we so tremble on the brink ; 

And striving to o’erleap the gulf, 

Yet cling to Being’s severing link. 

Oh! in that future lot us thinlc 

To hold each heart the heart that shares, 
With them the immortal waters drink, 

And soul in soul grow deathless theirs! 



HEBREW MElfODXES. 


THE WILD GAZELLE. 

1 . 

The wild gazelle on Judah’s hills 
Exulting yet may bounds 

And drink from all the living rills 
That gush on holy ground ; 

Its airy step and glorious eye 
May glance in tameless transport by: — 

2 . 

A step as fleet, an eye more bright, 

Hath Judah witness’d there ; 

And o’er her scenes of lost delight 
Inhabitants more fair. 

The cedars wave on Lebanon, 

But Judah’s statelier maids are gone 

3 . 

More blest each palm that shades those plains 
Than Israel’s scatter’d race ; 

For, taking root, it there remains 
In solitary grace: 

It cannot quit its place of birtli, 

It will not live in otlicr earth. 

4 . 

But we must wander witheringly, 

Jn other lands to die ; 

And where our fathers’ ashes be, 

Our own may never lie : 

Our temple hath not left a stone, 

And Mockefy sits on Salem’s tlirone. 


OH! WEEP FOR THOSE. 

1 . 

Oh ! weep for those that wept by Babel’s stream, 
Whose shrines are desolate, whose land a dream ; 
Weep for the harp of Judah’s broken shell ; 

Mourn — where their God hath dwelt tlie Godless dwell 

2 . 

And whore shall Israel lave her bleeding feet ? 

And when shall Zion’s songs again seem sweet ? 

And Judah’s melody once more rejoice 

The hearts tliat leap’d before its heavenly voice ? 

3 . 

Tribes of the wandering foot and weary breast, 

How shall ye floe away and be at rest ! 

The wild-dove hatli her nest, the fox his cavo, 
Mankind their country — Israel but the grave ! 

ON JORDAN’S BANKS. 

1 , 

On Jordan s banks the Arabs’ camels stray. 

On Sion’s hill the False One’s votaries pray, 

The Baal-adoror bows on Sinai’s steep — 

Yet there — even there — Oh God ! tlry thunders sleep : 

2 . 

There — where thy finger scorched the tablet stone ! 
There — where thy sh^ow to thy people shone ! 

Thy glory shrouded in its garb of hre : 

Thyself— none living see and not expire ! 

3 . 

Oh ! in the lightning let thy glance appear ! 

Sweep from 1^ shiver’d hand the oppressor’s spear : 
How long by tyrants shall thy land be trod ! 

How long thy temple worohipless, Oh God ! 

JEPHTHA’S DAUGHTER. 

1 . 

Since our Country, our God — Ob, my Sire ! 

Demand that thy Daughter expire ; 


Since thy triumph waa bought by thy vow— - 
Strike tlie bosom that’s bared for thee now! 

2 . 

And tlie voice of my mournitig isJ o’er, 

And the mountains behold me no more : 

If the hand that I love lay me low, 

There cannot be pain in the blow ! 

3 . 

And of this, oh, my Fatlier ! be sure — 

That the blood of thy child is as pure 
As the blessing I beg ere it flow. 

And the last thought that soothes mo below. 

4 . 

Though tlie virgins of Salem lament, 

Be the judge and the herounlient! 

I have won the great battle for thee, 

And my Father and Country are free ! 

6 . 

When this blood of tliy giving hath gush’d, 
When tlie voice that thou lovest is hush’d, 
Let my memory still bo thy pride. 

And forget not I smiled as I died ! 


OH! SNATCH’D AWAY IN BEAUTY 
i BLOOM. 

1 . 

Oh ! snatch’d away in beauty’s bloom, 

On thee shall press no ponderous tomb ; 

But on thy turf shall roses rear 
Their leaves, the earliest of the year ; 

And the wild cypress wave in tender gloom : 

2 . 

And ofl- by yon blue gushing stream 
Shall Sorrow lean her drooping head, 

And feed deep thought with many a dream, 

And lingering pause and lightly tread ; 

Pond wretch ! as if her step disturb’d tlie dead 
3 . 

Away ! wo know that tears arc vain, 

That death nor heeds nor hears distress : 

Will this unteach us to complain ? 

Or make one mourner weep the loss ? 

And thou — who tell’st mo to forget, 

Thy looks are wan, thine eyes are wet. 

MY SOUL IS DARK. 

1 . 

My soul is dark — Oh ! cjuickly string 
The harj) I yet can brook to hear ; 

And let thy gentle fingers fling 
Its melting murmurs o’er mine ear. 

If in this heart a hope be dear. 

That sound shall charm it forth again 
If in these eyes there lurk a tear, 

’T will flow, and cease to bum my brain. 

2 , 

But bid the strain be wild and deep, 

Nor let thy notes of joy be first : 

I tell thee, minstrel, I must weep, 

Or else this heavy heart will burst; 

For it hath been by sorrow nurst. 

And ached in sleepless silence long ; 

And now H is doom’d to know the worst, 

And break at once — or yield to song. 


I SAW THEE WEEP. 

1 . 

I saw thee weep — ^thebig bright tear 
Came o’er that eye ofblue ; 



And then metbought it did appear 
A violet dropping dew : 

I saw thee smile— the sapphire’s blaze 
Besido thee ceased to shine ; 

It could not match the living rays 
That bird that glance of thine. 

2 . 

As clouds from yonder sun receive 
A deep and mellow diej 

Which scarce the shade of coming eve 
Can banish from the sky, 

Those smiles unto the moodiest mind 
Their own pure joy impart; 

Their sunshine leaves a glow behind 
That lightens o’er the heart. 

THY DAYS ARE DONE. 

1 . 

Thy days are done, thy fame begun ; 

Thy country’s strains record 

The triumphs of her chosen Son, 

The slaughters of his sword ! 

The deeds ho did, the fields he won. 

The freedom he restored 1 

2 . 

Though thou art fall’n, while wc are free 
Thou shall not taste of death ! 

The generous blood that flow’d from thee 
Disdain’d to sink beneath : 

Within our veins its currents be. 

Thy spirit on our breath 1 

3 . 

Thy name, our charging hosts along. 

Shall be the battle-word! 

Thy fall, the theme of choral song 
Prom virgin voices pour’d ! 

To weep would do tliy glory wrong ! 

Thou shaft not be deplored. 

SONG OP SAUL BEFORE HIS LAST 
BATTLE. , 

1 . 

Warriors and Chiefs I should the shafl or the sword 
Pierce me in leading the host of the Lord, 

Heed not the corse, though a king’s, in your path: 
Bury your steel in the bosoms of Gath ! 

2 . 

Thou who art bearing my buckler and bow. 

Should the soldiers of Saul look away from the foe. 
Stretch me that moment in blood at thy feet ! 

Mine be the doom which they dared not to meet. 

S. 

Farewell to others, but never we part, 

Heir to my royalty, son of my heart ! 

Bright is the diadem, boundless the sway, 

Or Ungly the death, which awaits us to-day ! 

SAUL. 

1 . 

Thou whose spell can raise the dead, 

Bid the prophet’s form appear. 

^ Samuel, raise thy buried head ! 

King, behold the phantom seer !” 

Earth yawn’d ; he stood the centre of a cloud ; 
Light changed its hue, retiring from his shroud. 
Death stood all glassy m his fixed eye ; 

His hand was witlier’d, and his veins were dry ; 

His foot, in bony whiteness, glitter’d there, 

Shrunken and sinewless, and ghastly bare ; 

From Hps that moved not and unbreathing frame, 
Like cavem’d winds, the hoUow accents came. 


Saul saw, and fell to earth, as falls the oak, 

At once, and blasted by the thunder-stroke. 

2 . 

* Why is my sleep disquieted ? 

Who is he that calls the dead 7 
Is it thou, O king? Behold, 

Bloodless are these limbs, and cold ; 

Such are mine ; and such shall be 
Thine to-morrow, when with me ; 

Ere the coming day is done, 

Such shalt thou be, such thy son. 

Fare thee well, but for a day; 

Then we mix our mouldering clay. 

Thou, thy race, lie pale and low, 

Pierced by shafts of many a bow ; 

And the falchion by thy side 
To thy heart thy hand shall guide: 

Crownless, breathless, headless fall, 

Son and sire, Uie house of Saul !” 

‘ALL IS VANITY, SAITHTHE PREACHE; 

1 . 

Fame, wisdom, love, and power were mine, 

And health and youth |>ossess’d me ; 

My goblets blush’d from every vino, 

And lovely forms caress’d me ; 

I sunn’d my heart in beauty’s eyes, 

And felt my soul grow tender ; 

All earth can give, or mortal prize, 

Was mine of regal splendour. 

2 . 

I strive to number o’er wliat days 
Remembrance can discover, 

Which all tliat life or earth displays 
Would lure me to live over. 

There rose no day, there roll’d no hour 
I Of pleasure iinimbitter’d ; 

And not. a trapping deck’d my power 
That gall’d not while it glitter’d. 

1 3. 

The serpent of the field, by art 
I And spells, is won from harming ; 

But that which coils around the heart, 

Oh ! who hath power of charming ? 

* It will not list to wisdom’s lore, 

Nor music’s voice can lure it ; 

But ihtjrc it stings for evermore 
The soul tliat must endure it. 

I WHEN COLDNESS WRAPS THIS SUFF 
I ING CLAY. 

1 . 

When coldness wraps this suffering clay, 

Ah, whither strays the immortal mind? 

It cannot die, it cannot stay. 

But leaves its darken’d dust behind. 

Then, unembodied, doth it trace 
By stops each planet’s heavenly way? 

Or ^l at once the realms of space, 

A thing of eyes, that all survey ? 

2 . 

Eternal, boundless, undecay’d, 

A thought unseen, but seeing all, 

All, aU in earth, or skies displapd, 

Shall it survey, shall it recall : 

Each fainter trace that memory holds 
So darkly of departed years, 

In one broad glance the soul beholds, 

And all, that was, at once appears. 



HS0HEW M£hODm&. 


8 . 

Befort) Creation peopled eartli, 

Its eye shall roll through chaos back 

And where the furthest heaven , had birdi, 
The spirit trace its rising track. 

And where the future mars or makes, 

Its glance dilate o^er all to be, 

While sun is quenclfd or system breaks, 
Fix'd in its own eternity. 

4. 

Above or Love, Hop6, Hate, or Fear, 

U lives all passionless and pure : 

An age shall tiioet like earthly year ; 

Its years as moments shall endure. 

Away, away> without a wing, 

O’er all, through all, its thought shall fly ; 

A nainaless and eternal tiling, 
b'orgetting what it was to cho. 


VISION OF BELSHAZZAR. 


1 . 

The King was on his throne, 
The Satraps throng’d the hall ; 
A tliousond bright luni]js shone 
O’er that high festival. 

A Lliousand cups of gold, 

In Judah deem’d <hviiie— 
Jehovah’s vessels hold 

I’he godless Heathen’s wine! 

2 . 

In that same hour and hall, 

The tiugers of a hand 
Came fosth against the wall, 

And wrote as if on sand : 

The fingers of a man; — 

A solitary hand 
Along the letters ran, 

And traced them like a wand. 

а. 

The monarch saw, and sliook, 
And bade no more rejoice; 

All bloodless w'ax’d his look, 

And treiiiulou.s his voice. 

** Lot the mc;n of loro ajipoar, 
The wisest of tlio earth, 

And expound the words of fear, 
Wliich mar our royal mirth.” 

4. 

Chaldea’s seers arc good, 

But iiere tiiey have no skill ; 
And the unltnown letters stood 
Untold and awful still. 

And Babel’s men of age 
Are wise and deep in lore 
But now they were not sage, 
They saw — ^biit knew no more. 

5. 

A captive in the land, 

A stranger and a youtli, 

He heard Uie king’s command, 

Ho saw tiiat writing’s truth. 
The lamps around were bright, 
The prophecy in view ; 

He read it on tliat night, — 

The morrow proved it true. 

б . 

Belshazzar’s grave is made, 

His kingdom pass’d away, 

He, in the balance weigh’d, 

Is light and wortliieBs clay. 


The shroud, his robe of state, 
His canopy the stone ; 
The Mede is at bis gate ! 
The Persian on his tlirone. 


SUN OF THE SLEEPLESS ! 

Sun of the sleepless! melancholy star! 

Whose tearful beam glows tremulously far, 

That show’st the darkness thou caiist not disfiel, 
How like art thou to joy remember’d well ! 

So glt^ams the past, the light of other days, 

Wliicli siiines, but warms not with its powerless rp 
A iiight^beain Sorrow watcheth to behold, 
Uistincl, but distant — clear — but, oh how cold ! 

WERE MY BOSOM AS FALSE AS TI 
DEEM’ST IT TO BE. 

1 . 

Were my })osorn as false as thou deeni’st it to be, 
I need not have wander’d from far CJralilee ; 

It was but abjuring my creed to efface 
I The curse which, thou say’st, is the crime of my 

If the bad never tnumph, then Gtxl is willi tlioe 
If tile slave only sin, thou art spotless and free ! 

If the Exile on earth is an Outcast on high. 

Live on in tliy faith, but in mine I will die. 

3 . 

I have lost flu* that faith more than thou cansl btf 
As the God wJio permits thecj to prosper doth ki 
In his hand is my heart and my hoj»o — orwl in tl 
The land and the life which for him 1 resign. 


I HEROD’S LAMENT FOR MARIAMI 
1 . 

Oh, Mariaiimc ! now for thee 

TlKiiieart fur which thou bicd’st is bleeding 
Revenge is lost in agony, 

Anil wild remorse to rage succeeding. 

Oh, Mariamne ! where art thou ? 

'I’hoii canst not hoar niy hitter pleading : 
Ah.couldst thou — thou wouldst pardon now, 
j Though Heaven were to my prayer unlieod 


I 

I 


And is she dijad ? — and did tiioy dare 
Obey my plirorisy’s jealous raving? 

My wratli but dooin’d my own despair : 

The sword that smote her ’s o’er mo wavuif 
But fJiou art ooltl, my murder’d love ! 

And this dark he art is vainly craving 
For her who soars alone above, 

And leaves my soul unworthy saving. 


3. 


She ’s gone, who shared my diadem ; 

She sunk, with her my joys entombing ; 

I swept tliat flower from Judah’s stem 

Whose leaves for mo alone were blooming 
And mine ’s the guilt and mine the hell, 

This bosom’s desolation dooming ; 

And I have earn’d tliose tortures well, 
Which unconsumed are still consuming ! 


ON THE DAY OF THE DESTRUCTI 
JERUSALEM BY TITUS. 

1 . 

From the last Iiill that looks on thy oncci holy d 
1 beheld thee, Oh Sion ! when render’d to Ron 
’T was the last sun went down, ami the flames o 
Flasli’d back on tlie last glance I gave to tliy v 



t look’d for thy temple, I look’d for my home, 

And forgot for a moment my bondage to come ; 

1 beheld but the death-fire that fed on thy fane, 

And the iast-fetter’d hands that made vengeance in vain. 

On many an eve, the high spot whence I gazed 
Bad refiected the last beam of day as it blazed ; 

VThile I stood on the height, and beheld the decline 
Of the rays from ‘ mountain that shone on thy shrine. 

And now on tliat mountam 1 stood on that day, 

But I mark’d not the twilight beam melting away ; 

Oh ! would that the lightning had glared in its stead, 
And tlio tliunderbolt burst on the conqueror’s head ! 

6 . 

But the Gods of tho Pagan shall never profane 
The shrine where Jehovah disdain’d not to reign; 

And scatter’d and scorn’d as thy people may be, 

Our worship, oh Father ! is only for thee. 

BY THE RIVERS OF BABYLON WE SAT 
DOWN AND WEPT. 

1 . 

We sat down and wept by the waters 
Of Babel, and thought of the day 

When our foe, in tlie hue of his slaughters, 

Made Salem’s high places his prey ; 

And ye, oh her desolate daughters ! 

Were scatter’d all weeping away. 

While sadly we gazed on the river 
Wliich roll’d on in freedom below, 

They demanded the song ; but, oh never 
That triumph the stranger shall know ! 

May this right hand be wither’d for over, 

Ere it string our high harp for tho foo ! 

3. 

On the willow that harp is suspended, 

Oh Salem ! its sound should be free ; 

And the hour when thy glories wore ended 
But left me that token of thee ; 

And ne’er shall its soft tones be blended 
With the voice of the spoiler by me ! 


THE DESTRUCTION OF BENNACHERD 

1 . 

The Assyrian came down like the wolf on the fold, 
And his cohorts were gleaming in purple and gold ; 
And the sheen of their spears was like stars on the s 
I When the blue wave rolls nightly on deep Galilee. 

’Like the leaves of the forest when Summer is green, 
That host with their banners at sunset were seen : 
Like the leaves of the firest when Autumn hath blov 
That host on the morrow lay wither’d and strown. 

3. 

For the Angel of Death spread his wings on the bla-*^ 
And breathed in the face of the foe as he pass’d ; 
And the eyes of the sleepers wax’d deadly and chill, 
And their iiearts but once heaved, and for ever grew sf 

4. 

And there lay tlio steed with his nostril all wide, 

But through it there roll’d not the breath of his pride 
And tho foam of his gasping lay white on the turf, 
And cold as the spray of the rock-beating surf. 

5. 

And there lay the rider distorted and pale, 

I With the dew on his brow, and the rust on his mail 
I And tlie tents were all silent, the banners alone. 

The lances unlifted, the trumpet unblown. 

6 . 

And tho widows of Ashur are loud in their wail, 

And the idols are broke in the temple of Baal ; 

And the might of the Gentile, unsmote by the sword 
Hatli melted like snow in tlie glance of tluo Lord ! 


FROM JOB. 

1 . 

A spirit pass’d before me : I beheld 
The face of Immortality unvoil’d — 

Deep sleep came down on every eye save mine- 
And there it stood, — all formless — but Uivbe : 
Along my bone.s the creeping flesh did quake ; 
And as my damp hair sliflenVl, thus it spake ; 

2 . 

“ Is man more just than God ? Is man more pure 
Than he who deems even Seraphs insecure ? 
Creatures of clay — vain dwellers in tlie dust ! 
The moth survives you, and are ye more just? 
Things of a day ! you wither ere the night, 
Heedless and blind to Wisdom’s wasted light I** 


ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 


' Expendc Annibnlem quot libras In duco sanuno. 

Inveuies ? ■ ■ — ■—■■■’ ’ 

Jwttnalf Bat. X. 


“ The Emperor Nepos was acknowledged by the Se- 
by 4he JtaUanSf and by the ProvincialB of Chid ; 
\B moral virtues, and mihtaiy talents, were loudly cele- 
‘ated ; and those who deriv^ any private benefit from 
a government announced in prophetic strains the re- 
oratkm of public felicity. 

y this shameful abdication he protracted his life a few 
sars, in a yeiy ambiguous between an Emperor 
id an exile, till 

CHbbon'a DeeUne and F&li^ vol. vi. p, 220. 


*T IS done— but yesterday a Kingt 
And arm’d with Kings to strive — 

And now thou art a nameless thing: 

So abject — ^yet alive ! 

Is this the man of thousand thrones, 

Who strew’d our earth with hostile bones, 
And can he thus survive 7 
Since he, miscall’d the Morning Star, 

Nor man nor fiend hath fallen so far, 

2 . 

IlLminded man ! why scourge thy kind 
Who bow’d so low the knee ? 





ODE TO NAPOLEON BUONAPARTE. 


By gazing on thyself grown blind, 

Thou taught’st the rest to see. 

With might unquestion’d, — power to save 
Thine only gift hath been the grave 
To those that worshipp’d tliee ; 

Nor till thy fall could mortals guess 
Ambition’s less than littleness ! 

3 . 

Thanks for that lesson — it will teach 
To after-warriors more 
Than high Philosophy can preach, 

And vainly preach’d before. 

That spell upon the minds of men 
Breaks never to unite again, 

That led them to adore 
Those Pag(xl things of sabre-sway, 

With fronts of brass, and feet of clay. 

4 . 

The triumph, and the vanity, 

The rapture of the strife — * 

The earthquake voice of Victory, 

To tliee the breath of life ; 

The sword, the sceptre, and that sway 
Which man seem’d made but to obey, 

.. Wherewith renown was rife— 

All quel I’d ! — Dark Spirit ! what must l)e 
The madness of tliy memory ! 

5 . 

The Desolator desolate ! 

The Victor overtlirown! 

The Arbiter of others’ fate 
A Suppliant for liis own ! 

Is it some yot imperial hope 

That with such change can calmly cope ? 

Or dread of death alone ? 

To die a prince— or live a slave — 

Thy choice is most ignobly brave ! 

6 . 

He * who of old would rend the oak, 
Droam’d not of tlie rebound ; 

Chain’d by the trunk he vainly broke— 
Alone- — how look’d he round ? 

Thou in the sternness of thy strength 
An e(|ual deed has done at IcngUi, 

And darker fate has found : 

He fell, the forest-prowlers’ prey ; 

But thou must eat thy heart away! 

7 . 

The Roman,* when his burning heart 
Was sluked with blood of Home, 

Threw down the dagger — dared depart, 

In savage grandeur, home. — 

He dared depart in utter sconi 
Of men that such a yoke had borne, 

Yet left him such a doom! 

His only glory was that hour 
Of self-upheld abandon’d oower. 

8 . 

The Spaniard,^ when the lust of sway 
Had lost its quickening spell, 

Cast crowns for rosaries away, 

An empire for a cell ; 

A strict accountant of his beads, 

A subtle disputant on creeds. 

His dotage trifled well: 

Yet better had he neither known 
A bigot’s shrine, nor despot’s throne. 

9 . 

But thou — from thy reluctant hand 
The thunderbolt is wrung — 

Too late thou leav’st the high command 
To which thy weakxtess clung ; 


All Evil Spirit as thou art, 

It is enough to grieve the heart, 

To see thine own unstrung; 

To think that God’s fair world hath be 
The ^otstool of a tiling so mean ; 

10 . 

And Earth hath spilt her blood for hiu 
Who thus can hoard his own ! 

And Monarchs bow’d the trembling lir 
And thank’d him for a throne ! 

Fair Freedom ! we may hold thee de? 
When thus thy mightiest foes their fes 
In humblest guise have shown. 

Oh ! ne’er may tyrant leave behind 
A brighter name to lure mankind! 

11 . 

Thine evil deeds are wit in gore, 

Nor written thus in vain — 

Thy triumphs tell of fame no more, 

Or deepen every stain — 

If tliou hadst died as honour dies, 

Some now Napoleon might arise, 

To shame the world again — 

But who w^ould soar the solar height, 

To set in such a starless night ? 

12 . 

Weigh’d in the balance, hero dust 
Is* vile os vulgar clay ; 

Thy scales, Mortality ! are just 
To all that pass away; 

But yet methougiit the living groat 
Some higher sparks should animate, 

To 'dazzle and dismay ; 

Nor deem’d Contempt cotild thus make 
Of tliese, the Conquerors of the earth. 
13 . 

And she, proud Austria’s mournful flowe 
Thy still imperial bride ; 

How bears her breast the torturing hour 
Still clings she to thy side 1 
Must she too bend, must she too share 
Thy late repentance, long despair, 

Thou thronoless Homicide ? 

If still she loyciis thee, hoard that gem, 

’T is worth thy vanish’d diadem ! 

^ 14 . 

Then haste .^ee to thy sullen Isle, 

And gaze upon the sea; 

That element may meet thy smile, 

It ne’er was ruled by thee ! 

Or trace with thine all idle hand 
In loitering mood upon the sand 
That earth is now as free ! 

That Corintli’s pedagogue hath now 
IVansferr’d his by-word to thy brow. 

15 . 

Thou Timour ! in his caj)tive’s cage * 
What thouglits will Utere he thine, 
While brootling in thy prison’d rage? 

But one — “ The world was m’me !” 
Unless, like he of Babylon, 

All sense is with tliy scoptro gone, 

Life will not long confine 
That spirit pour’d so widely forth — 

So long obey’d — so little worth ! 

16 . , 

Or like the tluef of fire from heaven,* 
Wilt thou withstand the shock ? 

And share with him, the iinforgivcn, 

His vulture and his rock ! 

Foredoom’d by God — by man accurst. 
And that last act, though not thy worst, 
The very Fiend’s arch mock ; ’ 

He in his fall preserved his pride, 

And, if a mortal, had as proudly died ! 



NOTES TO THE ODE. 


Note 1, page 179, line 18. 

! The rapture of the strife. 

' Certaminis gaudia^ the expression of Attila in his 
^airang[iie to his army, previous to the battle of Cha- 
given in Oassiodorus. 

Note 2, page 179, line 35. 

He who of old vxndd rend the oak, 

Milo. 

Note 3, page 179, lino 44. 

The RoTttan^ when his Imrving heart. 

, Sylla. 

Note 4, page 179, line 63. 

T/ie Spaniard^ wheti the lust of euxsy, 

Charles V. 


Note 5, page 179, line 116. 

Thou Timour ! in Ids captive's cage. 

The cage of Bajazet, by order of Tamerlane. 
Note 6, page 179, lino 125. 

Or like the thief of fire from heaven. 
Prometheus. 

Note 7, page 179, line 131, 

The very fends arch mock. 

“ The fiend’s arch mock— 
To lip a wanton, and suppose her chaste.” — 

Shakspeare, 


MONODY 

tm 

DEATH OF THE EIGHT HOH. R. B. SHERIDAN. 

SPOKES AT DRURY^tAJTE THEATRE, 


the last sunshine of expiring day 
summer’s twilight weeps itself away, 

’’ho hath not felt the soflnoss of the hour 
nk on the heart, ns dew along the flower ? 

'ith a pure feeling which absorbs and awcis 
"hile Nature makes that melancholy pause, 

Dr breathing moment on the bridge w’here Time 
* light and dai kness forms an arcli sublimiJ, 

"ho hath not shared that calm so still and deep, 

[le voiceless thought wtiich would not sptiak but weep, 
holy concord — and a bright regret, 
glorious sympathy wit.li suns that set ? 
is not harsh sorrow — a tenderer wo, 
ameless, but dear to gentle hearts below, 
j|t without bitterness — but full and clear, 
sweet dejection — a transparent tear, 

(imix’d witli worldly grief or selfish stain, 
led without shame — and secret without pain. 

ven as the tenderness that hour instils 


Wlien the loud cry of trampled Hindostan* 

Arose to heaven in her appeal from man, 

His was the thunder — his the avenging rod, 

I The wralJi— tluj delegated voice of God ! 

I Which shook the nations tJirough his lips — and blaze 
Till vanquish’d senatijs trembled as they praised. 

And here, oh! here, where yet all young and warm 
The gay creations of his spirit charm, 

The matchless dialogue — the deathless wit, 

Which knew not what it was to intermit ; 

The glowing portraits, frc.<5h from life, that bring 
Home to our hearts IhtJ truth from which they sprin^* 
These wondrous beings of his F’ancy, wrought 
To fulness by tlie fiat of his thought, 

Here in Uieir first abode you still may meet, 

Bright with the hues of liis Promethean heat; 

A halo of the light of other days, 

Which still the splendour of its orb betrays. 


Tien Summer’s day declines along the hills, 

) feels the fulness of our heart and eyes 
^hen all of Genius which can perish dies, 
mighty Spirit is eclips’d — a Power 
ath pass'd from day to darkness — to whose hour 
r light no likeness is bequeath’d — ^no name, 

[»cus at once of all the rays of Fame ! 
he flash of Wit — the bright Intelligence, 
he beam of Song— the blaze of Eloquence, 

?t with their Sun — but still have loft behind 
he enduring produce of immortal Mind ; 
ruits of a genial morn, and glorious noon, 
doatliless part of liim who died too soon, 
ut small that portion of the wondrous whole, 
hese sparkling segments of tliat circling soul, 

^liich all embraced — and lighten’d over all, 

0 cheer — to pierce— to please — or to appal, 
rom the charm’d council to the festive board, 
r human feelings thn unbounded lord ; 

1 whose acclaim ^ loftiest voices vied, [pride, 
he praised— the jtoond— who made his praise their 


But should there he to whom the fatal blight 
Of failing Wisdom yields a base delight, 

Men who exult when minds of heavimly tone 
Jar in the music whicli was horn their own, 

Still let them pause — Ah! little do they know 
That what to them seem’d Vico might be but Wo. 
Hard is his fate on whom the [>ublic gaze 
Is fix’d for ever to dt^tract or praise ; 

Repose denies her requie.m to his name, 

And Folly loves the martyrdom of Fame. 

The secret enemy whose sleepless eye 
Stands sentinel — accuser— judge — ^and spy, 

The foe— the fool — ^tbo jealous — and the vain. 

The envious who but breathe in others’ pain, 

Behold the host ! defighting to deprave, 

Who track the steps of Glory to the grave, 

* See Fox.Burkei and Z^tt’a eulogy on Mr. Sheridan apaech • 
chargee exhibited aminet Mr. Haetinge in the House of Common# 
Pitt entreated the House to adjourn, to give lime for a calmer c* 
ration of the question than could thon occur after the ImmedU* 
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Watch every fault that daring Genius owes 
Half to the ardour which its birlii bestows^ 

Distort the truth, accumulate the lie, 

And pile tlio Pyramid of Calumny! 

These are his portion — but if join’d to these 
Gaunt Poverty should league with deep Disease, 

If the high Spirit must forget to soar, 

And stoop to strive with Misery at the door, 

To sooth Indignity — and face to face 

Meet sordid Rage— and wrestle with Disgrace, 

To find in Hojjo but the renew’d caress, 

The serpent-fold of further Faithlessness, — 

If such may be tlio Tils which men assail, 

What marvel if at last the mightiest fsiil ? 

I^reasts to whom all the strength of feeling given 
Bear hearts electric — charged witli fire from Heaven, 
Black with the rude ct>llision, inly torn, 

By clouds surrounded, and on whirlwimls borne, 

Driven o’er the lowering atmosphere that nurst [burst. 
Thoughts which have turn’d to thunder — ^scorch^ — and 
But far from us and from our mimic .scene 
Such tilings should be — ^if such have ever been ; 

Ours he tlic gentler w’ish, the kinder task. 

To give the tribute Glory need not ask, 


To mourn tlio vanish’d beam — and add our : 
Of praise in payment of a long delight. 

Ye Orators ! whom yet our councils yield, 
Mourn for the veteran Hero of your field ! 
The worthy rival of the wondrous JVirec 
Whose words were sparks of Immortality ! 
Ye Bards! to whom the Drama’s Muse is d 
He w’as your Master — emulate him here I 
Ye men of wit and social eloquence! 

He was your brother — bear his ashes hence ! 
While l^owers of mind, almost of boundless 
Complete in kind — as various in their change 
While Elocjuence — Wit — Poesy — and Mirth 
That liumbie Harmonist of care on Eartli, 
Survive watliin our souls — while lives our ser 
Of jiridc in Merit’s proud pre-eminence, 

Long shall wo seek his likeness — ^long in vab 
And turn to all of him which may remain, 
Sighing that Nature form’d but one such m» 
And broke the die — in moulding Sheridan ! 


* Fox — Flu— Burk«. 


THE LAMENT OP TASSO. 


At Ferrara (in the library) are preserved the, origin? 
MSS. of 'J’'ass< »’s i< n isaU^rnme and < »f G uarini’s Pa.sloj 
• Fido, with letters of 'Fasso, one from Titian to Ariosto 
aufl the inksland an<l chair, the toiiih and llic- hoiis*; of tin 
latter. But as rnisforltine has a greater inter<tsl for pos- 
t<*rity, and little or iKdie for Uic eouteniporary, the cel 
where Tasso was conliiied in the hospital of St. Anna at- 
tracts a inon* fi.Vi‘d attealiori than the resulence or tlu 
monument of An(»sio — at least it had this etfecl on me 
There arc two inscriptions, ono on the outer gate, the 
second over the i.'ell itselfj inviting, iiniiceessarily, the 
wonder and the indignali<m of the sp(‘Ctator. Ferrara ih 
much decayed, and d<^populated ; the.ea.stle .still exists en- 
tire ; aiKl I saw the court w'here T’arisina and Hugo were 
beheaded, according to the annal of Gibbon. 


Long years! — It tries the thrilling frame to bear 
And eagle- spirit of a Child of Song — ♦ 

Long years of outrage, calumny, and wrong ; 
Imjiuted madness, prison’d solitude, 

Anri the mind’s canker in its savage? mood, 

When Uie impatient thirst of light and air 
Parcln^s the heart; and the abhorred grate. 
Marring the sunbeams with its hideou.s shade, 
Works through the throbbing ey<?baU to the brain 
With a hot seri.se of heaviness and pain ; 

And bare, at once, Captivity display’d 
Stands scoffing through the nevor-opon’d gate, 
Which nothing through its bars admits, save day 
And tasteless fJxxl, which I have cat alone 
Till its unsocial bitterness is gone ; 

And I can banquet like a beast of prey, 

Sullen and lonely, couching in the cavo 
Which is my lair, and — it may be — my grave. 

All this hath somewhat worn me, and may wear, 
l^ut must be borne. 1 stoop not to despair ; 

For I have battled with mine agony, 

And made me wings wherewitJi to overfly 
The narrow circus of my dungeon wall, 

And freed the Holy Sepulchre from thrall ; 


And revcdl’d among men and things divine. 
And pour’d my spirit over Palestine, 

111 lirmour of the sacred war for him, 

'J'he- (rod wdio wtis on earth ami is in heaven 
P’or ho hath strengtlu'ivd me in heart and iin 
That, tlirough this sufierance I might he forgi 
I have enifiloyed my p<*nance to record 
II ow Salem’s shrine was w^on, and how adoret 


II. 

Bui this is o’er — my pleasant task is done:— 
My long-sustaining friend of many years ! 

Jf T do blot thy final page, witii tears, 

Know, lliat my sorrows liave wrung from mo 
But thou, my young creation ! my soul’s child 
Which ever playing rotiml me ramt? and smil 
Ami woo'd me from myself with thy sw'eet sit 
I’hoii too art gone — and so is my delight : 

And lh(T:tfore rlo T wee]» and inly blood 
With this last brui<f' Ufxm a broken reed. 
Thou too art ended — what is left nn- now? 
For I have anguisli yet to bear — am! how ? 

I know not that — Imt in the innate force 
Of my own spirit sliall be found resource. 

I have not sunk, f^r I had no remorse, 

Nor cause for such: they call’d me mad — aiw 
Oh Ticonora! wilt not tihou reply? 

I was indeed delirious in my heart 
To lift my love so lofty a.s thou art ; 

But still my phrensy was not of the mind ; 

I knew my fault, and feel my punishment 
Not less because I suffer it unbent. 

That thou wert beautiful, and I not blind, 
latli been the sin which shuts me from manki 
But let them go, or torture as they wiU, 

My heart can multiply thine image still ; 
Successful love may sate itself away, 

The wretched are the faitliful ; ’t is tlieir fete 
To have all fooling save the one decay 
And every passion into ono dilate, 

As rapid rivers into ocean pour ; 

But ours is fathomless, and hath no sh<M‘e. 
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Above me, hark ! the long and maniac cry 
Of minds and bodies in captivity. 

^•And hark ! the lash and the increasing howl, 

And the half'inarticulate blasphemy! 

There be some here with worse than phrensy Ibtil, ^ 
^ome who do still goad on the o’er-labour’d mind, 

.And dim the little light that ’s lefl beliind 
^With needless torture, as their tyrants will 
Is wound up to the lust of doing ill : 

With these and with their victims am I class’d, 

:^id sounds and sights like these long years have pass’d 
:l!Mid sights and sounds like these my life may close : 
jSo let it be — for tlien I shall repose. 

4l have been patient, let me be so yet ; 

* I had forgotten half I would forget, 
yBul it revives — oh! would it were my lot 
To be forgetful as I am forgot ! — 
i Feel I not wrolli wifli those wdio bade me dwell 
' In this vast lazar-hoiise of many woes ? 

Where laughter is not mirth, nor thouglit tlic inin<l, 

; Nor words a language, nor ev’n men mankind; 

. Wlierc cries rej>)y to curses, shrielis to blows, 

; And each is tortured in his separate liell — 

For w’o are cr<Avded in (iur s<ililutles — 

Many, but each divided by tin? waJ!, 

Which fjchocs Madness in her bahhling moods ; — 

' While all can hear, none heed his neigiibojir’s call — 

. None! save that One, li>c veriest wre|<*h oral), 
ii' Who was not made tf»bc the mate of ilicsc, 

Nor bound between Distraction and Di^'oasc, 
t. Feel I not wroth with th'»sti who ]»la(*ed tnc liere ? 

V Who havo debased me in the iniinls of men, 

Debarring mo the usage of rny ouii, 

. Blighting my life in best of its career, 

4 Branding my thoughts a? things to shun and fear? 

3 Would I not pay them back those pangs a go in, 

And teach them inward sorrow^’s stiilrd groan? 

, The struggle to be calm, and ciild distn'ss, 

Which undermines our Stoical sMiceess ? 

; No! — still too proud to be viiidictivo — I 
; Have pardon’d princes' insults, aud would die. 

' Yos, Sister of my Sovereign ! tor tliy sake 
\ I weed all bitterness from out my breast, 

< It liath no business where art a guest ; 

I Thy brother hales — but 1 can iivit detest ; 

Thou pitiest not — but I can not forsake. 

V. 

Look on n love which know's not to despair, 

]But all uiiqucnch’d is si ill rny beticr f>art, 

Dwelling deep in iny shut and silent heart 
As dwtills the gather’d liglilning in ils cloud, 
Encompa<3s'd with its dark and rolling shroud, 

Till struck,-— forth lUes the a1l-(*lhcn;al dart ! 

' And thus at the collision of thy n;unc 

■- The vivid thought still ilashcs through my frame, 

' And for a moment all things as tiu’y Av<*re 
j Flit by me ; — ^they are gone — I am the same. 

And yet iny love without ambition grew ; 

’ I knew thy stare, my station, and 1 knew 
A princcs.s was no lf>v«-niule for a bard ; 

I told it not, I breathed it ntrt, it was 
Sufficient, to itself, its own reward ; 

And if iny eyes reveal’d it, they, alas! 

WciSb punish'd by the silentness of thine, 

And yet I did not venture to repine. 

Thou wert to me a crystal-girded shrine, 

Worshipp’d at holy di.stajico, and around 
Hallow^’d and meekly kiss’d the saintly ground ; 

Not for thou wert a princess, but tlmt Love 
Had robed thee with a glory, and array’d 
Thy lineaments in beauty that dismay’d — 

OK ! not dismay’d — but awed, Wietf One above ; 


And in that aweet eeverity there was 
A something which all sofliiess did surpajwh-* 

1 know not how — thy gerous master’d mine— 

My star stood still before thee : — ^if it were 
Presumptuous thus to love mthout design, 

That sad fatality hath cost me dear ; 

But thou art dearest still, and I should be 
Fit for this cell, which wrongs me, but for thee. 
The very love which lock’d me to my chain 
Hath lighten’d half its weight ; and for the rest, 
Though heavy, lent me vigour to sustain, 

And look to th<5e with undivided breast 
And foil tJje ingenuity of Pain. 

VI. 

It is no marvel — from my very birth 

My soul was drunk with love, which did pervade 

An«l mingle willi whate’er I saw on earth ; 

Of objects all iiianimafo 1 made 
Idols, aihi out, of w'ild aii<l lonely flowers, 

And rocks, whereby they grevv, a paradise, 

Where J did lay me dciwn within the shade 
Of waving trees, and dioarn’d uncounted hours, 
Tboiitdi 1 was chid fur wandering ,* and the wise 
fSliook their while aged }i<‘ads o’er me, and said 
f)f su<*!i inati'rials wreiclied men were made. 

And sticli a truant hoy would end in wo, 

And that tlu: only h'ssoii was a blow ; 

And then the;y smote me, and I did not weep, 

Hut cursed Unun in my licart, and to my haunt 
IteiurnM and we pt rdone, and dreamVI again 
The visions wdiicli arise v. itliout a slt'i’p. 

And with my ycar.s my soul luigan to pant 
With ibeluig'^ of strannc tumult atid boft jiain; 
And the whole heart e.xhalcd into One Want, 

Hut undefined and wandering, till tlie day 
I fvuiid the thing I sought, and that was theft; 
And then t lost my being all to bo 
Alworb’d in thine — the world wa.s past aw^ay— 
Thou di<1st annihilate- the earth to me! 

• VII. 

1 loved all solitude— but little tliouglit 
To spend I know not what of life, renioto 
From all communion with existence, save 
The maniac and his tyrant ; had I been 
Their fellow, many years cre this had seen 
My miuil like tlie-irs corrupted to its grave, 

But who hath seen me writhe, or heard me rave? 
I’crchancc in such a coll we suffer more 
Than the wreck'd sail.or on liis desert shore ; 

The worI<l is all before him — mine is hm’, 

Scarce, twice the s;>ace. they must accord my bier. 
VV'hal tliougli he jic.rish, ho may lift liis eye 
And w'itli a dying glance uphrakl tlie sky— 

1 w'ill not laiso my <u\n in such reproof, 

Allhougli ’i is clouded by niy dungeon roof. 

VIII. 

Yet do T feel at times my mind decline, 

But witli a sense of its decay : — I see 
Unw'ontcd lights along rny prison sliine, 

And a strange demon, who is vexing me 
With pilforing pranks and petty pains, below 
The feeling of the healthful and the free ; 

But much to One, who long hath siifTer’d »o, 
Sickness of heart, and narrowness of place, 

And all that may bo borne, or can debase. 

I thought mine enemies had been but man, 

But spirits may bo leagued with them — all Earth 
Abandons— Heaven forgets me; — in the dearth 
Of such defence the Powers of Evil can, 

It may be, tempt me further, and prevail 
Against the outworn creature they assail. 

Why in this furnace is my spirit proved 
Like steel in tempering fire? because I loved? 



POEMS. 


Because I loved what not to love, and see, 

Was more or leas than mortal, and than me. 

IX. 

1 once was quick in feeling — that is o*er ; — 

My scars are callous, or I should have dash’d 
My brain against these bars as the sun dash’d 
In mockery through them ; — if I bear and bore 
The much I have recounted, and the more 
Which hath no words, ’t is tliat I would not die 
And sanction with self-slaughter the dull lie 
Which snared me here, and with the brand of shame 
Stamp madness deep into my memory, 

And woo compassion to a blighted name, 

Scaling 4lie sentence which my foes proclaim. 

No^it sliall be immortal ! — and I make 
A future temple of my present cell, 

Which nations yet shall visit for my sake. 

While thou, Ferrara ! when no longer dwell 
The ducal chiefs within thee, shall fall down, 

And crumbling piecemeal view thy heartless halls, 

A |)oet’s wreath shall be thine only crown, 


A poet’s dungeon thy most lar renown, 

While strangers wander o’er thy unpeopled wall 
And thou, Leonora ! thou — who wen ashamed 
That such as I could love«<-who blush’d to hear 
To less than monarchs that thou couldst be de* 
Go ! toll thy brother that my heart, untamed 
By gricl^ y<'‘ars, weariness — and it may he 
A taint of that he would impute to me — 

From long infection of a den like this, 

WhtTo the mind rols congenial with the abyss, 
Adores thee still; — and add — that when the to.. 
And haftlemtints which guard his joyous hours 
Of banquet, dance, and revel, arc forgot. 

Or left untended in a dull repose. 

This — this shall be a consecrated spot! 
j But Thou — wlien all Uiat Birth and Beauty thr 
Of magic round thee is extinct — shall have 
One half the laurel which o’ershadcs my grave. 
No power in death can te.ar our names apart, 
As none in life could rend thee from my heairt. 
Yes, Leonora 1 it siiall be our iate 
To be entwined for ever— but too late 1 
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WRITTEN IN AN ALBUM. 

1 . 

As o’er the cold sepulchral stone 
Some name arrests the }»assor-l)y ; 

Thus, when thou view’st tliis y>agc alone, 

May mine attract thy pensive eye ! 

And when by thee that name is read, 

Perchance in some succeeding year, 

Reflect on mo as on the dead, 

And think my heart is buried here. 

September 14<h, 1809. 


TO 

Oh Lady ! when I left tlie shore, 

The distant shore, which gave me birtli,'' 

1 hardly thought to grieve once more. 

To quit another spot on earth : 

Yet here, amidst this barren isle. 

Where panting Nature droops the head, 
Where only thou art seen to smile, 

I view my parting liour with dread. 

Though far from Albin’s craggy shore, 

Divided by the dark-blue main ; 

A few, brief, rolling seasons o’er, 

Perchance I view her cliffe again ; 

But wheresoe’er I now may roam, 

Through scorching clime, and varied sea. 
Though Time restore me to my, hesne, 

1 ne’er shall bend mine eyes «in thee ; 

On thee, in whom at once oottspire 

All charms which heedless hmrhi can move. 
Whom but to see is to admire, 

And, oh I forgive tlie word — to love. 

Forgive the word, in one who ne’er 
’Witli sucli a word can more offend; 

And since thy heart I cannot share, 

Believe me, wlmt I am, thy frieiuL 
And who so cold aa look on thee, 

Thou lovely wand’rer, and be leas 7 


Nor be, what man should ever 
The friend of Beauty in distress? 

Ah ! who would think that form had past 
Through Danger’s most destructive path, 

Hath hravcil the Dealh-vving’d tempest’s bla 
And ’scaped a tyrant's fiercer wratli ? 

Lady ! wlieii I shall view the walls 
Whore free Byzantium once arose; 

I And Siamboul’s Oriental halls 

Tlie Turkish tyrants now enclose ; 

Thou mightiest in the lists of fame, 

That glorious city still shall be ; 

On mo ’t will hold a dearer claim, 

As spot of thy nativity: 

And though I bid thee now farewell, 

When 1 lichold that wond’rous scene, 

Since where thou art I may not dwell, 

’T will sootli to be, wlicre thou hast been. 

September 

I STANZAS 

WRITTEN IN PASSING THE AMBR 
GULP. 

IVOVEMBER 14, 1809. 

1 . 

Through cloudless skies, in silvery sheen, 
Full beams the moon on Actium’s coast: 

And on these waves, for Egypt’s qimen, 
The ancient world was won and lost. 


And now upon the scene I look, 

The azure grave of many a Roman ; 
Where stem Ambition once forsook 
His wavering crown to follow woman. 

S. 

Florence ! whom I will love as well 
As ever yet was sakl or sung, 

(Since Orpheus sang his spouse fit>m hell) 
Whilst thou art fair and I am young ; 
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4. 

Swe«t Florence ! tliose were pleasant timeS} 
When worlds were staked for ladies’ eyes : 
Had bards as many realms as rhymes, 

Thy charms might raise new Antiionies. 

6 . 

Though Fate forbids such things to be, 

Yet, by thine eyes and ringlets curl’d! 

1 cannot lose a world for tlico, 

But would not lose tiice for a world. 


STANZAS 

iOJUPOSEO OOTOBSn llTIJ, 1809, nURlNO THR NIORT, IN I 
A THUNDEIl-HTORM, WUBN THB OIJIDES HAD LOST TH 
HOAD TO 7AT/.K, NEAR THE RANOB OP MOUNTAINS FOR- 
MERLY CALLED FINDU3, IN ALBANIA. 

1 

Chill and mirk is the nightly blast, 

Where Pindus’ mountains rise, 

And angry clouds are pouring fast 
Th<5 vengeance of the skies. 

Our guides are gone, our hope is lost. 

And lightnings, as they play, 

But show where rocks our path have crost, 

Or gild die torrent’s sjiray. 

3. 

Is yon a cot I saw, though low ? 

When lightning broke tJie gloom— 

How welcome were its shade !— ah, no! 

’Tis but a Turkish tomb. 

4. 

Through sounds of foaming waterfalls, 

I hear a v<nco exclaim— 

My way-worn countryman, who calls 
On distant England’s name. 

A shot is fired — by foe or friend ? 

Anotlier — ’l IS to tell 
The mountain-peasants (o descend, 

And lead us where Uiey dwell. 

6 . 

Oh ! who in such a night will dare 
To teiufit the wilderness ? 

And who ’mid di under peals can hear 
Our signal of distress? 

7 . 

And who that heard our shouts would rise 
To try the dubious road ? 

Nor rather deem from nightly cries 
That outlaws were abroad. 

8 . 

Clouds burst, skies flasli, oil, dreadful hour ! 

More fiercely fiours the storm ! 

Yet here one thought has still tlie power 
To keep my bos<Hn warm. 

9 . 

While wand’ring through each broken path, 

O’er brake and craggy brow ; 

While elements exhaust their wrath. 

Sweet Florence, where art thou ? 

10 . 

Not on the sea, not on the sea, 

Thy bark iNkth long been gone : 

^ may tiliNikilw. Uiat {>ours on me, 

" Bow dovmmy IwMbd adone ! 


11 . 

Full swiftly blew tlie swift Siroc, 

When l^t I press’d tliy lip ; 

And long ere now, witli foaming shock, 
lm[>eli’d tlty gallant ship. 

12 . 

Now Uiou art safe ; nay, long ere now 
Hast trtxl the shore of Spain ; 

’T were hard if aught so fair as thou 
Should linger on tlie main. 

13. 

And since I now remember thee 
In darkness and hi dread. 

As in those hours of revelry • 

Which mirth and music s[>ed ; 

14. 

Do thou amidst tlie fair white walls, 

If Cadiz yet be free, 

At times from out her latticed halls 
Look o’er the dark-blue sea ; 

15. 

Then think upon Calypso’s isles, 

Endear’d by days gone by ; 

To others give atliousaiid smiles, 

To me a single sigh. 

16 . 

And when Uic a<Iiiiiriiig circle mark 
The paleness of thy face, 

A lialf-form’d tear, a transient spark 
Of melancholy grace, 

17 

Again tliou ’it smile, and blushing shun 
Some coxcomb’s raillery ; 

Nor own for oricc^ thou Ihought’st of one, 

Who ever thinks on thee. 

18. 

Though smile and sigh alike are vain, 

When sever’d hearts repine, 

My spirit flies o’er mount and main. 

And mourns in search of tliine. 

WRITTEN AT ATHE 
JANUARY 16, 1810. ^ 

The spell is broke, the charm is flown ! 

'I’hus is it with life’s fitful fever: 

We madly smile wiien we should groan ; 
Delirium is our h<jst deceiver. 

Eacli lucid interval of thought 
Recalls the woes of Nature’s charter, 

And he tliat acts as wise men ought. 

But lives, us saints have died, a martyr. 

WRITTEN AFTER SWIMMING FROa 
SESTOS TO ABYDOS,* 

MAY 9, 1810. 

1 . 

If; in the month of dark December, 

Leonder, who was nightly wont 

(What maid will not the tale remember ?) 

To cross thy stream, broad Hellespont ! 

2 . 

H when the wintiy tempest roar’d, 

He sped to Hero, nothing loth. 

And thus of old tliy current pour’d, 

Fair Venus! how I pity faoUi! 
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3. 

For me, degenerate niodern wretch, 

Though in the genial month of’ May, 

My dripping limbs I faintly stretch, 

And think 1 Ve done a feat to-day. 

4. 

But since he cross’d the rapid tide^ 

According to the doubtful story, 

To woo, — and — ^liord knows what beshle, 

And swam for Love, as 1 for Glory ; 

5 . 

’T were hard to say who fared tlie b<isl : 

Sad mortals ! tlius the Gods still plague you ! 
He lost his labour, I my jest : 

• For ho was drown’d, and 1 ’vc the ague. 

SONU^ 

Za)»; [AOVj aui ayairS)J^ 

ATHENS, 1810. 

1 . 

Maid of Athens, erti we part, 

Give, oh, give ino back iny heart ! 

Or, since tiiaf has left my breast, 

Keep it now, and take the rest ! 

Hear my vow before 1 go, 

Z^rj fiuvj ffdi dyaTru). 

2 . 

By those tresses une/jufined, 

W(K)’d by each /Egc'on wind; 

By those lids whose jetty fringe 
Kiss thy soft checks’ blooming tinge ; 

By tljose wild eycjs like the roe, 

Z<^tf /AuOf adi dyniruf. 

3. 

By that lip 1 long to taste ; 

By that zone-en<*ircled waist ; 

By all the token-flowers that tell 
What words ean never speak so well 
By Ijovc’s alternate joy and wo, 

Zdirj fiodj ads dya-nSt^ 

4. 

Maid of Athens ! I am gone : 

Think of me, sweet I when alone. 

Though 1 fly to Istanibol,'’ 

Athens holds ray heart and soul : 

Can I cease to love thee? No! 

Z «»7 gov, (rds dyareSr. 

TRANSLAl’lON OF I’HE FAMOUS GREEK 
WAR SONG,# 

•new^e.g riov 'EXXi/rwv, 

WRITTEN BY RKJA, WHO PEKISIIKD IN THE ATTEMPT TO 
REVOLUTIONIZE GltBKCE. THE FOLLOWING TRANSLATION 
IS AH LITBKAL AS THE AUTIIOK, COUIJJ MAKE IT IN VERSE; 
IT IS OF THE SAME MEASURE AS THAT OF THE ORIGINAL. 
SEE FACE 52. 

I. 

Sons of the Greeks, arise ! 

The glorious liour ’s gone fortii, 

And, wortliy of such ties, 

Display wlio gave us birUt. 

CHORXrs. 

Sons of Greeks ! lot us go 
In arms against the foe, 

Till their hated blood shall flow 
In a river past our feet. 

/ 2 - 
' Tiien manfully despising 

The Turkish tyrant’s yoke, 

Let your country see you rising, 

And all her chains arc broke. 

Y 


Brave shaduL? of chiefs and sages, 

Behold the coming strife ! 

Hellenes of past ages. 

Oh start again to life ! 

At the sound of my trumpet, breaking 
Your sleep, oli, join with me ! 

And the seven-hill’d ** city seeking, 

Fight, conquer, till we ’mj free. 

I Sons of Greeks 

3. 

Sparta, Sparta, why in slumbers 
LcUiargic, dost thou lies ? 

Awake, and join thy numbers 
W'lth Athens, old ally! 

Leonulas recalling. 

That chief of ancient song, 

Wlio saved ye once from falling, 

The terrible ! the strong ! 

WHio made that l)(>ld diversion 
In old Thcrniopyla;, 

And warring with the Persian 
To keej> his country free ; 

With his tijree hundred waging 
The batth*, long he stood, 

And lik(5 a lion nigiri 
Expired in seas of blood. 

Sons of Greeks 

TRANSLATION OF THE ROMAIC S 

‘‘Mn-ci'w pcf Vff’ Tr/pt/V/Xt 
’ilpaidrurr/ X(b}h/}" &e. 

THE SONG FROM WHICH THIS IS TAKEN IS A ORI- 
VOlUtlTB WITH THE YOttNO GIRI.H OF ATHENS, 
CLASSES. TUlilU MANNER OK HINGING IT IS BY 
IN ItOTATJON, THE WilOLK NUMBER FBB.SENT JDI 
THE CHORUS. I HAVE IIKARO IT KREHUENTLY 
“ IN THE WINTER OF THE AJIt ll 

TIV15 AND PRETTY. 

1 . 

I enter thy garden of roses, 

Beloved and fair Haidee, 

Eucli morning where Flora repf»scB, 

For surely I see her in thee. 

Oh, Lovely ! thus low I implore thcc, 

Receive this fond truth from my tongue, 
Which utters its song to adore thee, 

Yet Iremhlos for what it has sung; 

As the lirancli, at the bidding of Nature, 

Adds fragranei'. and fruit to the tree, 
Through her eyes, through her every feature, 

I Shines the soul of the young Haidee. 

2 . 

But the loveliest garden grows hateful 
W^hen Love has abandon’d the bowers ; 
Bring me hemlock — since mine is ungrateful. 

That herb is more fragrant than flowers. 
The poison, when pour’d from the chalice, 

Will deeply imbitter the bowl ; 

Bui when drunk to e.scape from thy malice, 
The draught shall be sweet to my soul. 

Too cruel ! in vain I implore theo 
My heart from tlieso horrors to save : 

Will naught to iny bosom restore time ? 

Then open the gates of the grave. 

3. 

As the chief who to combat advances 
Secure of his conquest before, 

Thus thou, with those eyes for fliy lances, 

Hast pierced tlirough my heart to its core. 
All, tell me, my soul ! must 1 perish 
By pangs which a smile would dispel ? 
Would the hope, which thou once bad’st me i 
For torture repay me too well t 
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Now sad is the garden of roseS) 

Beloved but false Haid^e ! 

There Flora all wither’d reiXMses, 

And mourns oV thine absence with me. 


WRITTEN BENEATH A PICTURE. 

1 . 

Dear object of defeated care ! 

Though not of Love and thee bereft, 

To reconcile me witli despair 

Thine image and my tears arc lefl. 

2 . 

*T is said with Sorrow Time can cope ; 

But tliis I feel can ne’er be true : 

For by tlie deatli-hlow of my Hope 
My Memory immortal grew. 

ON PARTING. 

1 . 

The hiss, dear maid ! thy lip has lefl, 

Shall never part from mine, 

Till lia{)pier hours roslorc the gift 
Untainted back to thine. 

2 . 

Thy parting glance, which fondly beams, 

An equal love may see : 

The tear that from lliine (jyelid streams 
Can weep no change in me. 

3. 

1 ask no pledge to make me blest 
In gazing when alone ; 

Nor one memorial for a breast, 

Whose thoughts are all thine own. 

4. 

Nor need I write — to toll (he tale 
My jien were doubly woiik : 

Oh ! wliat can idle words avail, 

Unless Uio heart could speak? 

5. 

By day or night, in weal or wo. 

That heart, no longer free, 

Must bear the love it cannot show 
And silent ache for thee. 


TO THYRZA. 

Without a Slone to mark the spot, 

And say, what trutli might welt have said, 
By all, save one, jierchance forgot, 

All, wherefore art thou lowly laid ? 

By many a shore and many a sea 
Divided, yet beloved in vain ; 

The past, the future fletl to Uiee 
To bid us meet— no — ^ne’er again ! 

Could this have been — a word, a look 
That softly said, “ Wo part in peace,” 
Had taught ray Ix^om how to bro^, 

WiUi fainter sighs, tliy soul’s release. 

And duisi tliou not, since Death for thee 
Prepared a light and pangless dart, 

Once long for him thou ne’er shall see, 

Wlio held, and holds tliee in his heart? 
Oh ! who like him had watch’d thee here ? 

Or sadly mark’d tliy glazing eye, 

In that dread hour ere death appear, 

'VlThen silent sorrow fears to sigh, 

Till til was past? But when no more 
’T was tliino to rock of human wo, 


Affection’s heart-drops, gushing o’er, 

Had flow’d as fast — as now they flow. 
Shall they not flow, when many a day 
In these, to mo, deserted towers, 

Ere call’d but f<>r a time away. 

Affection’s mingling tears were ours? 
Ours too the glance none saw beside ; 

The smile none else might understand ; 
The whisper’d thought of hearts allied, 

The pressure of the thrilling hand ; 

The kiss, so guiltless and reftnod 

That Love each warmer wish forbore ; 
Those eyes prrxilaim’d so pure a mind, 
Even passion blush’d to plead for more. 
’^I'he l<'!ie, that taught me to rejoice, 

Wiien prone, unlike llu*-c to repine ; 

The song, from thy voice, 

But sweet Wmo from none but thine; 
The j)l(‘ilgc we wore — I wear it still, 

Blit where is thine ? — all, where art thoU 
Oft have I borne tlic weight of ill, 

Blit riiwer bent beneath till now ! 

Well hast thou h‘ft in life’s best bloom 
The Clip of wo for me to drain, 

If rest alone be in the tomb, 

I would not wish thee here again ; 

But if in worlds more blest tlian this 
Thy virtues seek a filter sphere, 

Impart yomo portion of thy bliss, 

i’o ween mo from mine anguish here. 
'J’eiieh mo — too c'arly taught by thee! 

To hoar, fjrgiving and forgiven 
I On cartli thy love was such to me ; 

It fain would form my hope in heaven ! 


STANZAS. 

‘ 1 . 

Away, aw'ay, ye notes of wo . 

Bo silent, lliou once soothing strain, 

Or I must Hoc fr(/m hence, for, oh ! 

I dare not trust those sounds again. 

To mo they speak of brighter days— 

But lull tlie chords, for now, alas ! 

I must not think, I may not gaze 
On what 1 am — on what 1 w’as. 

2 . 

The voice that made tlioso sounds more swe. 

Is hush’d, and all their charms are fled ; 
And now their softest notes repeat 
A dirge, a^nlhein o’er the dead ! 

Yes, Thyrza^es, they breathe of tliee, 
Beloved dust ! Binoe dust thou art ; 

And all that once was harmony 
Is worse than discord to my heart ! 

3, 

’T ia silent all ! — but on my car 
The well-rcmember’d echoes tlirill ; 

I 1 hear a voice I would not hear, 

A voice that now might well be still : 

Yet oft my doubting soul ’twill shake ; 

Even slumber owns its gentle tone, 

Till consciousness will vainly wake 
To listen, though the dream be flown. 

4. 

Sweet Thyrza! waking as in sleep, 

Thou art but now a lovely dream ; 

A star that trembled o’er the deep, 

Then turn’d from eartli its tender beam. 
But he, who tlirough life’s dreary way 
Must pass, when heaven is veil’d in wrati 
Will long lament the vanish’d ray 
' That scattered gladness o’er his path. 
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TO THYRZA. 

1 . 

One struggle more, and 1 am free 
From pangs that rcml my heart in twain ; 

One last long sigh to love and thee 
Then back to busy life again. 

It suits me well to minglt< now 
With things that never pleased before: 

Though every joy is fled below, 

What future grief can touch mo more ? 

2 . 

Then bring mo wine, the banquet brit 
Man was not form’d to live alone : 

1 ’ll bo that light unmeaning thing 
That smiles with all, and weeps with none. 

It was not thus in days more dear, 

It never would hav(; bee|p^ut thoti 

Hast fled, and left me lo?ieIy here; 

ThouVt notliing, all are nothing now. 

3. 

In vain rny lyre would lightly breatlie! 

The smile that sorrow fain would wc%ar 

Bui mocks tlu^ wo that lurks beneath, 

Like roses o’er a scpulehn*. 

Thougli gay eonipanioiis o’er tlie bowl 
l.)i.sj)f‘l avvliilo the sense of ill ; 

Thougli pleasure fires the ninddeniiig isoul, 
The hi^irt — tlie heart is lonelv still ! 

4. 

On many a lone and lovely night 
It sooth’d to gaze upon tin* sky ; 

For then 1 deem’d the lioavcnly liglil 
8hone sw'eetly on (liy pensive eye ; 

And oft 1 tliought at Cyntliia’s noon, 

When sailing o’er tin? iF.gean wave, 

“ Now Thyrza gazes on that nuM>n — ’ 

Alas, it gleam’d upon her grave ! 

5. 

Whon slr«*tclid on fever’s sleepless hc<I. 

And sieUness shrunk my ihrohhing veins, 

“ *T is eomf)rt still,” I faintly said, 

“ Thai 'I’hvrza cannot know inv pains 

Like fr<'<MJorn t<.» the tinie-worii K!av<*, 

A boon ’1 is idle then to give, 

Relenting Nature vainly gave, 

My life, when Tliyrza ceased to live! 

6 . 

My Thyrza’s pledge in heller days, 

When love and life alike werf; new ! 

How diflerent now ihou nieel'si^my gaze! 
How tinged by time wilh sorrow’s hm* ! 

The heart that gave itself wit!) tln^c 
Is siltmt — ah, w’ore mine as still ! 

Though cold as e’en the dead can be, 

It lt*.els, it sickens witii the chill. 

7, 

Thou bitter pledge ! thou mournful l»Aen ! 
Though painful, we.l(‘,ome to my breast ! 

Still, still, preserve tliat love unbroken, 

Or break the heart to which thou ’rt presi ! 

Time tempers love, but not removes, 

More hallow’d when its ho[»e is lied ; 

Oh ! what arc tltousand living loves 
To that which cannot quit tlie dea<l ? 

EUTHANASIA. 

I. 

When Time, or soon or late, shall bring 
The dreamless slwp that lulls the dead. 


Oblivion ! may thy languid wing 
W'ave gently o’er my dying Iwed! 

2 . 

No band of friends or heirs be there, 

I'o weep, or wlsl), tlie coming blow : 

No maiden, with dishe veil’d hair, 

To feel, or feign, decorous wo, 

3. 

But silent lot me sink to F.arth, 

. With no offieious mourners near : 

1 I would not mar one hour of mirth, 

Nor startle friendship wilh a fear, 

I 4. 

Yet Love, ifliove in such an hour 
rjould nobly check its us<*lcsa aiglis, 
Miglit then (jxert its latest power 
111 her wlio lives and him who dies. 

5. 

’T were sweet, my Psycho ! to the last 
Thy features still serene to see : 
Forgetful of its struggles past, 

E’en Pain itself shmild smile on thoo. 

6 . 

But vain tlie wish — for Beauty still 

Will shrink, as shrinks the ebbing bread 
A ml woman’s tears, produced at will, 

1 Vecive in life, uninan in death. 

' 7. 

Then lonely he my latest hour, 

Wiihoul regret, without a groan! 

For thousands Death hatli ceased to lowi. 
And pain been transient or unknown. 

8 . 

“Ay, but to die, and go,” alas ! 

Where all liave gone, and all must go! 
To be tlio nothing that 1 was 
Ere born to life and living wo ! 

0 . 

Count o’er the joys thine liours have seci 
Count o’er thy days from anguish free, 
And know, wliatovor thou hast been 
’T is Bomothing better not to be. 

I STANZAS. 

' IIRIT (iUANTO MINUS RST CTTM RBnTQ,UIS VBRS 
Tin MBMINISSB.” 

1 . 

And thou art dead, as young and fair 
As aught of mortal birth ; 

And form so soft, and charms so rare, 
I'oo soon retuni’d to Earth ! 

Though Earth received them in her hot 
And o’er the spot tlie crowd may tread 
In carolessuc^ss or mirth, 

Tlierc is an eye which could not, brook 
A moment on that grave to look. 

2 , 

I I will not ask where thou liest low 
Nor gaze upon the spot ; 

There flowers or weeds at will may gn 
So I behold them not : 

It is enough for me to prove 
That vi’hai T loved and long must love 
Like common earth can rot ; 

To me there needs no stone to tell, 

’T is Nothing that I loved so well. 
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3. 

Yet did I love ihco to the last 
Ab fervently as thou, 

Who didst not change through all the past, 
And const not alter now. 

The love whore Death has .set his seal, 
Nor age can chill, nor rival steal, 

Nor falsehood disavow : 

And, what wore worse, thou canst not see, 
Or wrong, or change, or fault in me. 

4. 

The better days of life were ours ; 

The worst can ho but mine : 

The sun that cheers, the storm that lowers, 
Sliall never more be thine. 

The silence of that dreamless sleep 
I envy now too much to weep, 

Nor need I to repine 
That all those charms have pass’d away ; 

I might have watch’d through long decay. 

5. 

The flower in ripen’d bloom nnmatch’d 
Must fall tlie earliest prey ; 

Though by no hand iintimoly snatch’d, 

The loaves must drop away: 

And yet it were a greater grief 
To watch it withering, leaf by leaf, 

Than see it pluck’tl to-day; 

Since earthly eye but ill ciin bear 
To trace the change to foul from fair. 

6 . 

I know not if I coultl have homo 
To see thy beauties fade ; 

The night that follow’d such a mom 
Had worn a deeper slinxle : 

Thy day without a cloud hath past, 

And tlioH wort lovely to the lost ; 

Extinguish’d, not decay’d ; 

As stars that shoot along the sky 
Shine brightest as they fall froin high. 

7. 

As once I wept, if I could weep, 

My tears might well be shed, 

To think 1 was not near to keep 
One vigil o’er thy bed ; 

To gaze, how foudiy ! on thy face. 

To fold tliee in a faint embrace, 

Uphold thy dro<iping head ; 

And show that love, however vain, 

Nor thou nor I can feel again. 

8 . 

Yet how much less it were to gain, 

Though Ujou hast left me free. 

The loveliest tilings that still remain, 

Than thus remember thee ! 

The all of tliino that cannot die 
Through dark and dread Eternity, 

Returns again to me, 

And more Ihy buried love endears 
Than aught, except its living years. 


STANZAS. 

1 . 

If sometimes in the haunts of men 
Thine image from my breast may fade, 
The lonely hour presents again 

The semblance of thy gentle shade : 
And now that sad and silent hour 
Thus nsiMkjif thee can still restore, 
And may poor 

The dare not speak before. 


Oh, panlon that in crowds awhile, 

I waste one thought I owe to thee, 

An<I, ficlft-condemn’d, appear to smile, 
Unfaithful to ll\y Memory ! 

Nor deem that memory less dear, 

That then I seem not to repine ; 

I would not ffjols should overhear 
One sigh that should be wholly tkine. 

3. 

If not the goblet pass unejuafT’d, 

I It is not drain’d to banish care; 

Th<; cup must hoM a deadlier draught, 

That brings a Teethe for despair. 

And could Oblivion sot iny soul 
I From all her troubled visions free, 

* I ’d dash to cartluj^* sweetest bowl 

Tliat drown’d ^Sngle thought of thee. 

4. 

For wort thou vanish’d from my mind, 

Wh(‘rc could my vacant bosom turn ? 

And who would tlien remain behind, 

'I’o honour tliino abandon’d Urn ? 

No, no — it is my sorrow’s pride 
Thai liLSt dear duty to fulfil ; 

Though all th(^ world forget beside, 
is meet that J remember still. 

6 . 

For ivtdl I know, tliat such had been 
Thy gentle cari‘- for him, who now 

Unmunni’d shall (ptit this mortal scene, 

Where none, regarded him, but thou ; 

And, Oh ! 1 feci in tJuU w^as given 
A blessing never meant for me ; 

Thou w^ert too like a dream of Heaven, 

For earthly love to merit thee. 

March 181* 

DN A CORNF.LtAN HEART WHICH W 
lUlOKEN. 

1 . 

Ill-fated Heart : and can it bo 

That thou shouklst thus be rent in twain ? 

Have- years of care for thiiK^ and tbeo 
Alike been all emi»loy’d in vain? 

2 . 

Yot precious scorns each shatter’d part, 

And evc'ry fragmi^nt dearer grown, 

Since he. who wears thee, feels thou art, 

A fitter oiriblom of his men. 


TO A YOUTHFUL FRIEND. 

1 . 

Few years have pass’d since, tliou and I 
Were firmest friends, at least in name, 

And childhood’s gay sincerity 

Preserved our feelings long the same. 

2 . 

But now, like me, too well thou know’st 
What trifles oft the heart recall ; 

And those who once have lov’d the most, 
Too soon forget they loved at all. 

3. 

And such the change the heart displays, 
So frail is early friendship’s reign, 

A month’s brief lapse, perhaps a day’s, 
Will view thy mind estranged again. 

4. 

If so, it never shall be mine 

To mourn the loss of such a heart ; 

The fault was Nature’s fault, not thine, 
Wliich made thee fickle as thou art. 
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5. 

As rolls the ocean’s changing tide, 

So human feelings ebb and flow ; 

And who would in a breast coriflde 
Where stormy passions ever glow ? 

6 . 

It boots not, that together bred, 

Our childish days were days of joy: 

My spring of life has quic:kly fled ; 

Thou, too, hast ceased to be a boy. 

7. 

And when we bid adieu to youth, 

Slaves to the specious world’s control, 

We sigh a long fartiwell to truth ; 

* That world corrupts the noblest soul. 

8 . 

Ah, joyous season! when iWb mind 
Dares all things boldly but to lie; 

When thought ere s})oke is unconfined, 

And sparkles in the placid eye. 

9. 

Not so in Man s matun'r years, 

Wbf?n niaii liiinself is but a tool ; 

When interest sways our hcipcs and fears, 
And all must love and hate by rule. 

10 . 

With fools in kindred vk;e the same, 

We loam at length our faults to blend; 

And those, jukI those alone, may claim 
The ]»i\jslitiitcd name of friend, 

11. 

Such is llie common lot of man; 

Can we then ’scape from folly free? 

I'liii we reverse th(* general plan, 

Nor be wbat all in turn must be? 

12 . 

No, for myself, so <lark my fate 

Tbrougli every turn of lif«5 bath been ; 

Man ari<l the world I so much hate, 
r care not when f quit the sc<mc. 

13. 

But lliou, w'ith spirit frail and light, 

Wilt shine awhile and j)ass away; 

As glf>w-worm.s sparkle through the night, 
But dare not stand the test of day. 

14. 

Alas! whenever fully calls 

Where parasites and princes meet, 

(For cherish’d first in royal halls, 

The welcome vices kindly greet,) 

15. 

Ev’n now thou Vt nightly .s<^en to add 
One insect to the fluttering crowd ; 

And still tliy trifling heart is glad 

To join tlie vain, and court the proud. 

16. 

There dost thou glide from fair to fair, 

Still simpering on witli eager haste, 

As flies along the gay parterre, 

That taint the flowers they scarcely taste. 

17. 

But say, what nymph will prize the flame 
Wiiich seems, as marshy vappurs move, 

To flit along fi'om dame to dame, 

An ignis-latuus gleam of love ? 

18. 

What friend for thee, howe’er inclined, 

Will deign to own a kindred care ? 

Who will debase his manly mind, 

For friendship every fool may share ? 


19 , 

In time forbear; amidst the throngs 
No more so base a thing be seen; 

No more so idly pass along : 

Be something, any thing, but — mean. 

I TO 

1 . 

Well ! thou art happy, and I feel 
That I should thus bo happy too; 

For still my heart regards thy weal 
'Warmly, as it was wont to do. 

2 . 

Thy liushand’s blest — and ’twill impart 
Some pangs to view his happier lot : 

But let tliem pass — Oh ! how my heart 
Would hate him, if he loved thee not ! 
3. 

When late T saw thy favourite child, 

thought tny jealous heart would break 

i Bjjt when th’ unconscious infant smiled, 

I kiss’d it for its motlier’s sake. 

4- 

J kiss’d it, and repress'd my sighs. 

Its father in its face to see; 

But llicn it had its mother’s eyes, 
j And they were all to love and me. 

5. 

Mary, ndieii! I must away: 

While thou art blest 1 'll not repine. 
Hut near tliee I can never stay ; 

My heart would soon again be thine. 

6 , 

I de<?m’d tliat time, T deem'd that pride 
Had <]ut neh’d at Icrigtli rny boyish flamv 
Nor kiiew, till seated by thy side, 

My heart in all, save hope, the same. 

7. 

Yet was 1 calm : T ku<'w the time 

My breast wonhl thrill helbre thy look, 

I Btit now to trernhle were a crime — 

I We ineb and not a nerve was shook. 

8 . 

I saw thee gaze upon my face, 

Yet meet w’ith no confusion there 
One only ftreling could’sl thou trace ; 

The sullen calmness of despair 

Away ! away ! my early dream, 
Kemeinhranco never must awake: 

Oh! where is liCthe’s fabled stream? 

My foolish heart ho still, or break. 


FROM THE PORTUGUESE. 

In moments to delight devoted, 

“ My life !” w'itli tend’rcst tone, you cry ; 
Dear words ! on which ray heart hod dotei 
If youth could neither fedc nor die. 

To death even hours like these must roll, 
Ah ! then repeat those accents never ; 
Or change “my lifc!” into “my soul!” 
Which, like mv love, exists for over. 

IMPROMPTU, IN REPLY TO A FRl 

When from the heart where Sorrow sits, 
Her dusky shadow mounts too high. 

And o’er tlie changing aspect flits, 

And clouds the brow or fills the eye. 



im 
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Heed not that gloom, which soon shall sink : 

My thoughts their dungeon know too well ; 
Back to my breast die wanderers shrink, 
And droop within their silent cell. 


ADDRESS, 

•POKSN AT THE 01>KNINO OF DRTTllY-LANE THEATRE, 
SATURDAY, OCTOBER 10, 1S12. 

.n one dread night our city saw, and sigh’d, 

Bow’d to die dust, the Drama’s tower of pride; 
n one short hour beheld the blazing fane, 

VpoUo sink, and Shakspoare ceiise to reign. 

Ye who beheld, (oh ! sight admired and mourn’d 
iVbose radiance mock’d the ruin it adorn’d !) 
rhrf>ugh clouds of fire the massy fragments riven, 
jike, Israel’s pillar, chase the night from heaven ; 

3aw the long column of revolving flames 
^hake its red shawiow o’er die startled Thames, 

Vhilo thousands, throng’d around the. burning dome, 
Jhrank hack appall’d, and trembled for their homf*, 
ts glared the volnrned blaze, and ghastly shone 
^'he skies, with lightnings awful as tludr own, 

’ill blackening ashes and the lonely wall 
Jsurp’d the Muse’s realm, and niarkM her fall ; 
lay — shall tliis new, nor less aspiring pile, 
bear’d whore once rose the mightiest in tmr isle, 

Cnow the same favour which th(' former Knew, 

V. shrine for Shak.spcare-— worlliy him and yw '/ 

Yes — it shall be — the magic of tliat name 
Defies the scythe of time, ttie torch of flanuf ; 

the same spot still consecrates the .scene, 

\nd bids the Drama he where .she hath been. 

This fabiic’s birtli attests th<' [intent s[>e!l — 
indulge our honest pnde, and say, How weft! 

As soars this fane to emulate the last, 

‘)li! might we flraw our onien.s from the past, 

5lomo hour propitiotis to our prayers may boast 
^arne.s .such as hallow .still llm dome wo lost. 

)n Drury finst your Siddons’ thrilling art 
I’erwhelin’d the gentlest, stonn’d the stiirnest heart. 

)n Drury, Garrick’s latest laurels grew ; 
lore your last tears retiring Ro.^<*jus drew 
ligh’d liis last thanks, and wept his last adieu: 

But still for living wil the wresath-s may bloom 
[’hat only waste their odours o or the tomb. 

^uch Drury claim’d and claims — nor you refase 
)no tribute to revive his slumbering muse ; 

Yidi garlands deck your own Menander's bead! 

•^or hom'd your honours idly for the dead! 

Dear arc the days which made our annals bright, 

Sre Garrick fled, or Brinsley ceas(xi to write. 

'loirs to their labours, like all high-born heirs, 

V’ain of nur ancestry, as they of theirs; 

While thus Remembrance borrows Banquo’s glass 
To claim tho sceptred shadows as they ]>ass, 

And we the mirror hokl, where imaged shine 
Immortal names, emblazon’d on our line., 

Pause — ero their feebler offsjiriug you condemn, 

Reflect how hard tiie task to rival them ! 

Friends of the stage ! to whom both Players and Plays 
Must sue alike for pardon, or for pni’ise, 

Whose judging voice and eye alone direct 
T)»e boundless power to cherish or reject; 

If e’er frivolity has led to fame, 

And made us blush that you forbore to blame ; 

If e’er the sinking stage cotild condescend 
To sooth the tickly ta«»te it dare not mend, 


All past reproach may present scenes refute, 

And censure, wisely loud, be justly mute ! 

Oh 1 .since your fiat stanijis the Drama’s laws, 
Forbear to mock us w’ilh misplaced applause ; 

So pride sliall doubly nej-ve the actor’s powen^ 
And reason’s voice be echo’d back by ours ! 

This griMjting o’er, the ancient rule tibey’d, 

The Drcima’s homage by her herald paid, 
Receive mir welcome loo, whose every tone 
Spriiig.s from our hearts, and fain would win your 
'I’iie curtain rises — may our stage unfold 
8ecn(5S not unworthy Drury’s days of old ! 

Britons our judges, Natur(‘ for our guide, 

■^lill may jve please — long, long may you preside! 

Tp TIME. 

Time ! on whoso arhitrary wing 
'rhe varying hours must flag or fly, 

Whose tardy winter, fleeting spring, 

]But drag or drive us on to dit‘ — 

Hail thou ! wIjo on my mirth bestow’d 
'rhosc boons to all that, know thee known; 
Y«.'t boiler 1 snstain thy load, 

For now I bear the w'oighl alone. 

I wradil one fi;n<l heari should share 
Tiu‘. bitter morn'Miti? thou hast given; 

Ancl pardon tlua;, sinm^ thou eoulil'st spare 
All that T loved, to [)eaco or lieaveu. 

To them be joy «)r rest, on me 

Thy futUH' ills shall press in vain ; 

I nothing owe but yj'urs to tlico, 

A. «lebl aln-ady j>aiil in i)aiu. 

Yet even that }>oiji was some relief; 

It felt, but still forgot thy [►ower: 

The, aclivc ai'>;or»y of grief 

Retards, but nev<M' counts the hour. 

In joy IVc sigh'd to think thy flight 

Would soon subside from swift to slow; 
Thy cloud eoiild overcast the light, 

But could ni»t add a iiighl to wo 
For then, however drtiar and dark, 

AJy soul wa.‘? suited to thy .sky ; 

Orus star alone shot forth a .s[)ark 
To prove thee — not Eternity. 

That, beam hath sunk, and now tliou art 
A Idaiik ; a thing to count imd curse 
Through each dull tedious trifling [»art, 
Whicli all regret, yet all reliearso. 

One. .scene even thou canst not deXorm ; 

The limit of thy .sloth or s[)ee<l 
When future wanderers bear the storm 
Which we shall .sleep too .sound to heed : 
And I can smile to ihink how' weak 
Tliine efforts shortly .shall be shown, 
When all the vengeance thou canst wreak 
Must fall u[)on — a namele.ss stone. 


TRANSI.ATION OF A ROMAIC I.OVE S- 

1 . 

Ah ! Love was never yet. without 
The pang, tlic agony, the doubt, 

Which rends my heart with ceaseless sigh, 
While day and night roll darkling by. 

2 . 

Without one friend to hear my w'o, 

I faint, 1 die bencall) the blow. 

That Love liad arrows, well I knew ; 

Alas ! 1 find them poi.son’d loo. 

3. 

Birds, yet in freedom, shun the net, 

Which Love around your hannts hath set ; 
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Or circled by his fata! fire, 

Your hearts shall burn, your hopes expire. 

4. 

A bird of free and careless wing 
Was I, through many a smiling spring; 

But caught within tlie subtle snarti, 

I bum, and feebly flutter Uierc. 

6 . 

Wlio ne'er have loved, and loved in vain, 

Can neither feel nor pity pain, 

The cold repulse, the look askance, 

The lightning of Love’s angry glance. 

6 . 

flattering dreams I deem’d thee mine ; 
Now hope, and he who ht)pod, decline ; 

Like melting wax, or witlujring flower, 

I feel my passion, and thy power. 

7. 

My light of life ! ah, tell me why 
That pouting lip, and alter’d eye? 

My bird of love ! my beauteous mate 
And art tliou changed, and canst tliou hate ? 

8 . 

Mine eyes like wintry streams o’erflow; 

What wretch with mti would barter wo ? 

My bird ! reltml : one note could give 
A charm, to bid thy lover live. 

9 . 

My curdling blood, my madd’ning brain, 

In silent anguish I snstam; 

And still thy heart, without partak'mg 
One pang) exults — wliilc inine is breaking. 

10 . 

Pour me the poison ; fear not thou I 
Thou canst not murder more thuu now; 

I ’ve lived to curse my natal day, 

And love, that thus can lingering slay. 

11 . 

My wounded soul, my bleeding breast, 

Can patience preach thee into rest? 

Alas ! too late, ] dearly know, 

Tliat joy is harbinger of wo. 

A SONG. 

1 . 

Thou art not false, but thou art fickle, 

To those thyself so loudly sought; 

The tears that thou hast forced to trickle 
Are doubly bitter from that thought : 

*T is this which breaks the heart thou grievest, 
Too well thou lov’st — too soon tliou leavest. 

2 . 

The wholly false Uic heart despises, 

And spurns deceiver and deceit; 

But she who not a thought disguises, 

Whose love is a.s sincere as sweet, — 

When she can change who loved so truly, 

It feels what mine has felt so newly. 

3 . 

To dream of joy and wake to sorrow, 

Is doom’d to all who love or live ; 

And ilj when conscious on the morrow, 

We scarce our fancy can forgive, 

That cheated us in slumber only, 

To leave the waking soul more lonely, 

4. 

What must they feel whom no false vision, 

But truest, tenderoat passion warm’d 7 
Suicere, but swill in sad transition, 

As if a dream alone had charm’d ? 


Ah ! sure such grief is fancy’s scheming. 
And all thy change can be but dreaming 

ON BEING ASKED WHAT WAS 
“ORIGIN OF LOVET’ 

The “Origin of I^ovcl” — Ah, why 
j That cruel question ask of me, 

‘ Wlien thou may’sf. rt;ad in many an eye 
He starts to life on seeing tliee ? 

And .shouldsf thou seek las end to luiow 
My heart fl>re bodes, my fears foresee, 
He ’ll linger long in silent wo ; 

But live — until I cease to be. 

1 REMEMBER HIM, 

1 . 

Remember him, vvliom f>assif*ii*s power 
Severely, dtu'ply, vainly proved : 
Remember tliou that dangerous hour 
When neither fell, tliough both w'cre I- 

j That, yielding brea?t, that melting eye, 
Too much invitcil to b<i blest: 

That gentle prayer, lliat pleading sigh, 
The wilder wish nqiroved, reprosL. 

3 . 

. Oh! let mo fotd that all I lost 
• But saved thee all that conscience fe» 

And blush for every pang it cost 

To spare the? vain remorse of years. 

4. 

Yet think of Uiis when many a tongue, 
Whose busy accents whisper blame, 
Would do the heart that loved tliee wrt 
And brand a nearly blighted name. 

5. 

Think lliat, wliatc'er to others, thou 
! Hast seen each selfish thought subdiu 

1 bl€?ss thy purer soul even now, 

Even now’, in midnight solitude. 

6 . 

Oh, God! that wc had met in time, 

Our liearis as fond, thy hand more fr* 
When tliou hadst loved without a crime 
And I been less unworthy thee ! 

7. 

Far may thy days, as heretofore, 

From tills our gaudy world bo past ! 
And, that bx> bitter moment o’er, 

Oh ! may such trial be iJiy last ! 

8 . 

This heart, alas ! perverted long, 

Itself destroy’d might there destroy; 

To meet thee in the glittering throng, 
Would wake Presumption’s hope of j 

9. 

Then to the Uiings who.se bliss or wo, 
I^ike mine is wild and wortlileas all, 
That world resign — such scenes fbrogc 
Where those who feel must surely fl 

10 . 

Thy youtli, thy charms, tiiy tenderness 
I’hy soul from long seclusion pure ; 
From what even here hath past, may t 
What Lliero tliy bosom must endure. 

11. 

Oh ! pardon that imploring tear, 

Since not by Virtue shed in vain, 

My phrensy drew from eyes so dear ; 

For me they shall not weep again. 
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12 . 

Though long and mournful must it be, 

The tlioijght tlmt we no more may meet ; 
Yet I deserve tlie stem decree, 

And almost deem the sentence sweet. 

13. 

Still, had I loved thee loss, my heart 
Had then less sacrificed to thine ; 

It felt not half so irmcli to part, 

As if its guilt had made tlieo mine. 


LINES 

INSCRIBED DPON A CUP FORMED FROM A SKULL. 

1 . 

Start not — nor deem iny spirit fled : 

In me kdiold the only skull, 

From which, unlike a living head, 

Whatever flows is never dull. 

2 . 

I lived, 1 loved, I quaff’d, like thee ; 

I died ; let eartli my bones resign : 

Fill ufe — thou canst not injure me; 

The womi hatli fouler lips than Uiine. 

3. 

Better to hold the sparkling grape, 

Than nurse the earth-worm’s slimy brood ; 

And circle in the g<jblet’s shape 

The drink of Gods, than reptile’s food. 

4. 

Where once my wit, poreliance, hath shone, 

In aid of otliers’ let mo sliiiie ; 

And when, alas! our brains are gone, 

What nobler substitute tlian wine ? 

6 . 

duaff while thou canst — another race. 

When thou and thine like mo are sped, 

May rescue thee from cjarth’s embrace, 

And rhyme and revel with llio dead. 

6 . 

Wliy not ? since through life’s little day 
Our heads such sad effects produce ; 

Redeem’d from worms and wasting clay, 

This chance is theirs, to be of use. 

Newstead Abbey, 1808. 

ON THE DEATH OF SIR PETER PARKER, 
BART. 

1 . 

There is a tear for all that die, 

A mourner o’er tlio humblest grave ; 

But nations swell the fimeral cry. 

And Triumph weeps above tlie brave. 

For them is Sorrow’s purest sigh 
O’er Ocean's heaving bosom sent ; 

In vain dieir bones unburied lie, 

AU earth becomes their monument ! 

3. 

A tomb is theirs on every page, 

An epitaph on every tongue: 

The present hours, the future age, 

For them bewail, to tlnem belong. 

4. 

For them the voice of festal nurth 
Grows hwh’d, iheir name the only sound ; 

While dM Eemembrance pours to WorUi 
The geWot’f tributary round. 


6 , 

A theme to crowds that knew tltem not, 
Lamented by admiring foes, 

Who would not share their glorious lot ? 

'W’’ho would not die the death they chose ? 

6 . 

And, gallant Parker ! thus enshrined 
Thy life, thy fall, thy fame shall be ; 

And early valour, glowing, find 
A model in tliy memory. 

7. 

But there are breasts that bleed with thee 
In wo, that glory cannot quell 

And shuddering hear of victory, 

Where one so dear, so dauntless, fell. 

8 . 

Where shall they turn to mourn thee less ? 
When cease to hear thy cherish’d name ? 

Time cannot teach forgetfulness, 

While Grief’s full heart is fed by Fame. 

9 . 

Alas ! for them, though not for thee, 

They cannot choose but weep the more ; 

Deep for the dead the grief must be, 

Who ne’er gave cause to mourn before. 

TO A LADY WEEPING. 

1 . 

Weep, daughter of a royal lint), 

A Sire’s disgrace, a realm’s decay { 

Ah, happy ! if cadi tear of thine 
Could wash a father’s fault away ! 

2 . 

Weep— for thy tears are Virtue’s tears — 
Auspicious to these suflering isles ; 

And be each drop in future years 
Repaid thee by thy people’s smiles ! 

March, 1812. 


FROM THE TURKISH. 

1 . 

The chain I gave was fair to view, 

Tho lute I added sweet in sound ; 

The heart tliat offer’d both was true, 

And ill deserved the fate it found. 

2 . 

These gifts were chann’d by secret spell 
Thy truth in absence to divine ; 

And they have done their duty weH,' 

Alas ! tliey could not teach Uiee thine. 

3. 

That chain was firm in every link, 

But not to bear a strangei^s touch 

That lute was sweet — ^till thou could’st think, 
In other hands its notes were such. 

4. 

Let him, who from thy neck unbound 
The chain which shiver’d in his grasp, 

Who saw that, lute refuse to sound, 

Rostring the chords, renew the clasp. 

5. 

When thou wert changed, they alter’d too ; 
The chain is broke, the music mute. 

*T is past — to them thee adieu— 

False heart, frail chaiD, and silent lute. 





SONNET. 

TO OSNEVRA. 

Thine eyeg’ blue tenderness, thy long fair hair, 

And the wan lustre of tliy features — caught 
From contemplation— where serenely wrought, 
Seems Sorrow’s softness charm’d from ils despair — 
Have thrown such speaking sadness in thine air, 
That— but I know thy blessed bosom fraught 
tVith mines of unalloy’d and stainless thought — 

I should have deem’d thee doom’d to earthly care. 
With such an aspect, by his colours blent, 

When from his beauty-breathing pencil born, 
(Except that thou hast nothing to repent,) 

The Magdalen of Guido saw tlie morn — 

Such %eem’st thou — but how much more excellent ! 
With naught Remorse can claim — nor Virtue scorn. 


BONNET. 

TO OENEVRA. 

Thy cheek is pale with thought, but not from wo, 
And yet so lovely, that if Mirdi could flush 
Its rose of whiteness with tlie brightest blush, 
My heart would wish away that ruder glow : 

And dazzle not thy deef>-blue eyes — but oh ! 
While gazing on them sterner eyes will gush, 
And into mine iny mother’s weakness rush, 
Soft as the last dro[i6 round heaven's airy bow. 
For, through thy long dark lashes low depending, 
The soul of melancholy Gentleness 
Gleams like a seraph from the sky descending, 
Above all pain, yet pitying all distress ; 

At once such majesty with sweetness blending, 

X worship more, but cannot love flM>o less. 


INSCRIPTION 

OW THE MOtrUMERT OF A REWFOUTTrLAWI) DOO. 
**NBAR THIS SPOT 

ARB DEPOSITED TUB REMAINS OP CNB 
WHO POSSESSED FBAUTY WITHOUT VANITY, 
STRENGTH WITHOUT INSOLENCE, 

COURAGE WITHOUT FEROCITY, 

AND ALL THE VIKTUBS OF MAN WITHOUT IIIS VICES. 
THIS PRAISE, WHICH WOULD BE UNMEANING FLATTERY 
IP INSCRIBED OVER HUMAN ASHES, 

XS BUT A JUST TRIBUTE TO THE MEMORY OF 
BOATSWAIN, A DOO, 

WHO WAS BORN AT NEWFOUNDLAND, MAY 1 S 03 , 
AND DIED AT NBWSTEAD ABBEY, NOV. 18 , 1908 .” 

When some proud son of man returns to earth, 
Unknown to glory, but upheld by birth, 

The sculptor’s art exhausts tlie pomp of wo, 

And storied urns record who rests below ; 

When all is done, upon the tomb is seen, 

Not what ho was, but what he should have been : 

But the poor dog, in life tho firmest friem^ 

The first to welcome, foremost to defend, 

Whose lionest heart is still his master’s own. 

Who labours, fights, Lives, breathes for him alone. 
Unhonour’d fails, umioticed all his worth, 

Denied in heaven the soul he held on earth; 

While man, vain insect ! hopes to be forgivex^ 

And claims himself a sole exclusive heaven. 

Oh man ! thou feeble tenant of an hour, 

Debased by slavery, or corrupt by power, 

Who knows thee well must ejmt th^ widi diaigust, 
Degraded mass of animated dust ! 

Thy love is hist, thy friendship all a chest, 

Thy smiles hypocrisy, thy words deceit ! 

By nature vile, ennobled but by name, 

Each kindred brute might thee blush for shame. 

Ye ! who perchance behold tliis simide um. 

Pass oi>— it honours none you wish to moam: 

Z 


To mark a friend’s remains these stones arise ; 

1 never new but one, and here he lies. 

Newitcad Abbey^ Oct. 30, 1808. 


FAREWELL. 

Farewell ! if ever fondest prayor 
P'or other’s weal avail’d on high, 

Mine will not all be lost in air, 

But waft tliy name bey4md the sky. 

’T were vain to speak, to weep, to sigh ; 

Oh! more than tears of blood can fell, 
When wrung from guilt’s ex|dring eye, 

Are in that word— Farewell ! — Farewell 1 

These lips are rmite, tln^se eyes are dry ; 

But in rny breast, and in my brain, 
Awake tlie pangs that pass not by, 

The thought tiiat ne’er shall sleep again. 
My soul nor deigns nor dares complain, 
Though gri(‘f and passion there rebel; 

I only know we loved in vain — 

I only feel — ^Farewell ! — Farcw'ellJ 


1 . 

Bright be the place of thy soul! 
lovelier sfiirit than tliiiie 

E’er burst from its mortal control, 

In the orbs of the blessed to shine. 

On earlli thou wort all but divine. 

As thy soul shall immortally be ; 

And our sorrow may cease to repine, 

When we know t)iat tliy God is with tliee. 

2 . 

Light bo iho turf of thy tomb I 
May its verdure like emeralds be ; 

Tliere should not be the shadow of gloom, 

In aught that reminds us of thee. 

Young flowers and an evergreen tree 
May spring from the spot of thy rest : 

But nor cypress nor yew let us see ; 

Fw why should we mourn for the blest? 


h 

When wo two parted 
In silence and tears, 

Half bit^en-hcarted 
To sever for years, 

Pale grew' thy check and cold, 
Colder thy kiss ; 

Tnily that hour foretold 
Sorrow to this. 

2 . 

The dew of the momiiig 
Sunk chill on my brow— 

It felt like the warning 
Of what I foel now. 

Thy vows are all brokeiv 
And light is thy fome ; 

I hear thy name spoken, 

And share im its shame. 

8 . 

They name thee before ma^ 

A knell to mine ear ; 

A shudder comes o’er me— 
Why wert thou so dear ? 

They know not I kibew thee, 
’V^o knew thee too wdl 

Long, long shall I rue theo^ 
Too deeply to telL 
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4 . 

In secret we met— > 

In silence 1 grievs^ 

That thy heart could forget, 

Thy spirit deceive. 

If I should meet thee 
After long years, 

How should 1 greet thee ?— 

With silence and tchrs. 

1808 . 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC.* 

() Lttrhrymai'urn t'oua, tenpro aacros 
DitctiiiUu'in nrtua *'.x aiiimo : quutcr 
Fe-lix ! iti into qiil acateiUom 
Peclore te, pia Nympha, iK)nail.’ 

Gray'* Poctnala. 

1 . 

There ’s not a joy the world caun give like that it takes 
away, ; 

When the glow of early thought declines in feeling’s j 
dull (iticaV ; 

’T is not on youtii’s smooth cheek the blush alone, which 
fades BO fast, 

But the tender bloom of heart is gone, cro youth itself 
be past. 

2 . 

Then the few whose spirits float above the wreck of| 
happiness 

Arc driven o’er the shoals of guilt or ocean of excess : 

The magnet of their course is gone, or only points in 
vain 

The shore to which their shiver’d sail shall never stretch 
again. 

S. 

Then the mortal ccAdness of the soul like death itself i 
comes down ; 

It cannot feel lor otliers’ woes, it dare not dream its own ; 

That heavy cliill has frozen o’er tlie fountain of our 
tears, 

And though the eye may s])arlde still, ’t is where the ice 
appears. I 

Though wit may flash from fluent lips, and mirth dis- 
tract Uie breast, 

Tlirough midnight hours tliat yield no more tlicir former 
hope of rest ; 

T is but as ivy leaves around tlie ruin’d turret wreath, 

All green and wildly fresh without, but worn and gray 
beneath. 

5 . 

Oh could I feel as I have felt,— or be what I have been, 

Or weep as I could once have wept, o’er many a 
vanish’d scene ; 

Aa springs in deserts found seem sweet, all brackish 
though they bo, 

So midst Uio wither’d waste of life, those tears would 
flow to me. 

1816 . 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

There be none of Beauty’s daughters 
With a magic like thee ; 

And like music on tlie waters 
Is thy sweet voice to me : 

When, as if its sound were causing 
The charmed ocean’s pausing, 

The waves lie still and gleaming, 

And the lull’d winds seem dreaming. 

• TImm wrim wvre givan by- Lord Byron to Mr. Pbwer, Strand, who 

• jnibiitliwt thorn, with very boaotifol niuaie by Sir John Sievenaou. 


And the midnight moon is weaving 
Her bright chain o’er the deep i 
Whose breast is gently heaving, 

As an infant’s asleep : 

So the spirit bows before tliee, 

To listen and adore thee ; 

W'ith a full but soft emotion, ' 

Like tlie swell of Summer’s ocean. 

FARE THEE WELL. 

“ AIrr ! they had been frienda in Youth ; 

But whiapenng U>ngii«« can puinon truth ; 

And ronalancy livcH in reairns al»ove : 

And JiilV ia thority ; and youth ia vaiu : 

And tu he wroth with one we iovo, 

Doth work like madneaa in the brain : 

Blit never either found another 
To free the hollow heart from |Mi!ning~. 

They (^inod aloof, (he acara remaining, 
l.ike clitfa, which had been rent aaunder ; 

A dreacy nea now flowa betw , 

B»Jt iK.-itlier heat, nor frost, nor Uinnder 
Shall wholly do awny, 1 ween, 

The marks of that which once hath been.*’ 

Col*ridg*'t Cbrigta^U 

F are the© well ! and if for ever, 

Still for ever, ftu'e thee well : 

Even though unforgiving, never 
’Gainst thee shall my heart rebel. 

Would that breast were hared before thee 
Where thy head so soft hath lain. 

While that placid sleep came o’er thee 
Which thou ne’er canst know again : 

Would that breast, by thee glanced over, 

Every inmost thought could show ! 

Then tliou would’st at last discover 
’T was not well to spurn it so. 

Though the world for this commend Ihee— 

Though it smile upon the blow. 

Even its praises must offend thee, 

Founded on another’s wo— 

Though my many faults defaced me, 

Could no other arm be found 
Than the one which once embraced me, 

To inflict a cureless wounti ? 

Yet, oil yet, thyself deceive not; 

Love may sink by slow decay. 

But by sudden wrench, believe not 
HtJarts can thus be tom away : 

Still thine own its life retaineth— 

Still must mine, tliough bleeding, beat; 

And the undying thought which paineth 
Is — that we no more may meet. 

These are words of deeper sorrow 
Than the wail above the dead ; 

Both shall live, but every morrow 
Wake us from a widow’d bed. 

And when thou would’st solace gather, 

When our child’s first accents flow. 

Wilt thou teach her to say * Father !” 

Though his care she must forego? 

When her little hands shall press thee. 

When her Up to thine is prest, 

Think of him whose praver shall bless thee^ 

Think of him thy love had bless’d ! 

Should her lineaments lesemble 
Those thou never more may’st see, 

Then thy heart will softly tremble 
Witli a pulse yet true to me. 

AU my iaiflte perchance thou knowest. 

All my madiieiw none can know ; 

AU my hopes, where’er thou goest, 

Wither, yet with thee tliey go. 

Every feelii^ hath been shaken ; 

Pride, whi^ not a world could bow, 

Bows to Uiee-^by thee ibrsaken, 

Even my soul fomakes me now : 



But His done— all words are idlo^ 
Words from me are vainer still; 
Bt)t the thoughts we cannot bridle 
Force their way without the will. — 
Fare thee well ! — thus disunited, 

Torn from every nearer tie, 

Scar’d in heart, and lone, and blighted 
More than tills I scarce can die. 


A SKETCH.* 

•* Honetit — HorvpRt lago ! 

If lhat thou be’ii » rtetil, 1 cannot kill tlu'e.''--..V7iaX-«. 
Born in the garret, in tlie kitchen bred, 

Pnniiiited thence to deck her mistress’ head ; 

Next — for some gracious service unexpresf, 

And from its wages only to he guess’d — 
liaised from the toilet to Uie table, — w'hcre 
Her wandering betters wait behind her chair. 

With eye unmoved, and foreliead unabasli’d, 

Slic dines from otf the plate she lately wash’d. 

Quick with the tale, and ready with the lie — 

The gonial confidante, and general spy — 

Who could, yo gods ! her next employment guess — 
An only infant’s earliest governess ! 

She taught the child to read, and taught so well, 

Tliat Sslie liersedfj by teaching, learn'd to ppell. 

An adftj)l next in penmansliifj she grows, 

As many a nameless slander deftly shows: 

What she had made the jmpil of her art, 

None know — hut that higli Soul secured the heart, 
And panted for the trutii it could not hoar, 

With longing breast and undeludcd ear. 

Foil’d wiis perversion by that youthful mind, 

Which Flattery fool’d not — Baseness could not blind. 
Deceit infect not — near Contagion soil — 

Indtilgencc weaken^nor lOxample S|Kjil— 

Nor master’d Science tempt her to look down 
On humbler ta.lentfi with a pitying frown— 

Nor Genius swell — nor Beauty render vain— 

Nor Envy ruffle to retaliate [)ain — 

Nor Fortune change— Pride raise — nor Passion bow, 
Nor Virtue teach austerity — till now. 

Si^reiK'ly jmregt of her .*;ex lhat live, 

But wanting one, sweet vv(;akuess — to forgive, 

Too shocik’d at faults her soul can never know, 

She deems that all could bo like her below : 

Foe to all vice, yet hardly Virtue’s friend, 

For Virtue pardons tliose she would amend. 

But to the theme : — now laid aside too long 
The baleful burden of this honest song — 

Though all her former functions are no more, 

She rules the circle wliich she served before. 

If motliors — none know why — before her quake ; 

If dauglitcrs dread her for the motliers’ sake ; 

If early habits — those false links, which bind 
At times the loftiest to the meanest mind — 

Have given her power too deeply to instil 
The angry essence of her deadly will ; 

If like a snake she steal within your walls, 

Till the black slime betray her as she crawls ; 

If like a viper to the heart slio wind, 

And leave the venom there slie did not find ; 

What marvel that this hag of hatred works 
Eternal evil latent as she lurks, 

To make a Pandemonium where she dwells, 

And reign the Hecate of domestic hells ? 

Skill’d by a touch to deepen sc'jindal’s tinta 
With all the kind mendacity of hints 
While mingling truth with falsehood — sneers with 
smiles— 

A thread of candour with a web of wiles ; 


A plain blunt show of brieffy spoken seeming, 

To hide her bloodless heart’s soul-borden’d schaming , 
A lip of lies— a face form’d to conceal ; 

And, without feeling, mock at all who feel: 

With a vile mask the Gorgon would disown; 

A cheek of parchment — and an eye of stone. 

Mark, how the channels of her yellow blood 
Ooze to her skin, and stagnate there to mud, 

Cased like the centipede in saffron mail. 

Or darker gre<!iiness of the scorpion’s scale— 

(For drawn from reptiles only may we trace 
Congenial colours in that soul or face) — 

I iook on her features ! and behold her a^d 
As in a mirror of itself defined : ^ 

Tiook on the picture! deem it not o’erbhargod — 

There is no trait which might not be enlarged; 

Yet true to “Nature’s journeymen,” who made 
This monster when their mistress left off' trade, 

Tins female dugslar of her little sky, 

Where all beneath her infiucnce droop or die. 

Oh! wreti'h without a tear — without a thought, 

Save joy aliove tlic ruin Ihou hast wrought — 

The time shall come, nor long roiiwite, when thou 
Shalt feel far more than thou inflictest now ; 

Feel fur thy vile sedf-loving self in vain, 

And turn thee h(>\vling in iinpilied pain. 

May the strong curse; of crush’d aff'ee, lions light 
Back on thy bosom witli reflected blight! 

And mak«; thee in thy leprosy of mind 
As loathsome to thyself as to mankind ! 

'rill all thy self-thoughts curdle into hate, 

Black — as thy wfill f)r others w'ould create; 

Till tliy hard heart he calcined inb> dust, 

And tliy goiil welter in its hideous crust. 
f>h, may thy grave be sleepless as the bed,— 

The widow’d couch of fire, that thou hast spread ! 
Then, when tliou fain wouldst weary Heaven with 
prayer, 

TiOok on thine earthly victims — ^and despair ! 

Down to the dust ! — and, as thou rott’sl away, 

Even worms shall perish on thy poisonous clay. 

I But C)r the love I bore, and still must boar, 

To heir thy malice from all ties would tear— 

Thy name— Uiy )ium:m name — to every eye 
The climax of ail scorn s!u)uKI hang on higli, 

Exalted o’er thy less ahliorr’d compeers— 

And festering in tlie infamy of years. 

TO. 

1 . 

When all around grew drear and dark, 

And reason half w'itliheld her ray— 

An<I hope but shed a dying .spark 
Which more misled my lonely way; 

In that deep midnight of tlie mind, 

And that internai strife of heart, 

W’^hen dreading to be dutem’d too kind, 

The weak despair — the cold depart; 

3 . 

When fortune changed — and love fled fai; 

And hatred’s shafi^ ffew thick and iaat, 

Thou wert the solitary star 
Which rose and sot not to the laaU 

4 . 

Oh ! blest be thine unbroken light ! 

That watch’d me as a seraph’s eye, 

And Blood between me and the night, 

For ever shining sweetly nigh. 

* lliU JAn. Lw«ta. 


Mrt. ClMrlraont. 
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5 . 

And when the cloud upon t» came, 

Which strove to blacken o’er thy ray— 
Then purer spread its gentle damo. 

And dash’d the darkness all away. 

6. 

Still may thy spirit dwell on mine, 

And teach it what to brave or brook — 
There ’s more in one soft word of thine 
Than in the workl’s defied rebuke. 

7 . 

Thou stood!^ as stands a lovely tree, 

That sdU^broke, though gently bent, 

Still waves witli fond fidelity 
Its boughs above a ntonuincnt. 

8. 

The winds might rend — the skies might pour, 
But there thou wert — and still would’st bo 
Devoted in the stormiest hour 

To shed thy weeping leaves o’er me. 

9 . 

But thou and thine shall know no blight, 
Whatever fate on me may fall ; 

For heaven in sunshine will requite 
The kind— and thee the most of alL 
10 . 

Then let the ties of baffled love 
Be broken— thine will never break ; 

Thy heart can feel— but will not move ; 

Thy soul, though soft, will never shake. 

11 . 

And these, when all was lost beside, 

Were found and still are fix’d in thee— 
And bearing still a breast so tried, 

Earth is no desert— ev’n to mo. 

ODE. 

[from trk fbbnoh.] 

I. 

We do not curse thee, Waterloo ! 

Though Freedom’s blood thy plain bedew ; 
There ’t was shed, but is not sunk— 

Rising from each gory trunk, 

Like the Water-spout from ocean, 

With a strong and growing motion— 

It soars, and mingles in the air, 

With dial of lost Labcdoyeki: — 

With that of him whose honour’d grave 
Contains the “bravest of the bravo.” 

A crimson cloud it spreads and glow% 

But shall return to whence it rone ^ 

When H-is full ’twill burst asunder — 

Never yet was heard such thunder 
As then shall shake the world with wonder— 
Never yet was seen such lightning 
As o’er heaven shsU then be bright’ning ! 

Like the Wormwood Btar feret^dd 
By the siURted Seer of old, 

Show’riag down a fiery flood, 

Turning rivers into blood.* 

ci. 

The Chief has fallea, but not by yon, 
Vanquishers of Waliriooi 
When the soldier citizen 
Sway’d not o’er his fellow men— 

Save in deeds that led them on 
Where Glory smiled on Freedom’s son— 
Who, of all the despot’s bandtMl, 

With that youthful dhief competed? 

Who could boast o’er France defeated, 

Till lone Tjrranny oommaDded? 


Till, goaded by ambition’s sting, 

The Hero sunk into the King ? 

Then ho fell ; — So perish all, 

Who would men by man entlural. 

III. 

And thou too of the snow-white plume ! 
Whose realm refused ihec ev’n a tomb j’’ 
Better had^t tliou still been leading 
France o’er hosts of hirelings bleeding. 

Than sold thyself to death and shams 
For a meanly royal nante ; 

Such as he of Naples wears. 

Who thy bl'wd-boiight title bears, 
lattle didst thou deem, when dashing 
On thy war-horse through the ranks, 
liike a stream which burst its banks, 

While helmets cleft, and sabres clashing 
Shfme and shiver'd fast around thee 
Of the fate at last which found thee ; 

Was that haughty plume laid low 
By a slave’s dishonest blow? 

Once— as the Moon sways o’er the tide, 

It roll’d in air, the warrior’s guide ; 

Through the srnoke-created night 
Of the black and sulphurous fight. 

The soldier raised his seeking eye 
To catch that crest’s ascendancy, — 

And, as it onward rolling rose, 

So moved his heart ufion our foes, 

There, where death’s brief pang was quickest, 
And the battle’s wTeck lay thickest, 

Strew’d beneath the advancing banner 
Of the eagle’s burning crest — 

{There with thtindcr-clouds to fan her, 

IV/w could then her wing arrest— 

Victory beaming from her breast ?) 

While the broken line enlarging 
Fell, or fled along the plain ; 

There be sure was Murat charging! 

I’Jiere he ne’er shall charge again ! 

O’er glories gone the invaders march, 

Weeps Triumph o’er each levell’d arch- 
But let Freedom rejoice, 

With her heart in her voice; 

But, her hand on her sword, 

Doubly shall she bo adored; 

France has twice too well boon taught 
The “ moral lesson” dearly bought — 

Her safety sits not on a throne, 

Witli Capet or Napoleon! 

But in equal rights and laws, 

Hearts and hands in one great causo— 
Freedom, such as God hath given 
Unto all beneath his heaven. 

With their breath, and from their birtlt. 

Though Guilt would sweep it fnmi the earth; 
With a fierce and lavudi hand 
Scattering nations’ wealth Hke sand ; 

Pouring nations’ blood like water, 

In imperial seas of slaughteri 


But the heart and the mind, 

And the voice of mankind, 

Shall arise in communion— 

And who shall resist that proud union ? 
The time is past when swords subdued- 
Man may die— the soul *s renew’d : 
Even in this low world of care 
Freedom ne’er shall want an heir { 
Millions breathe but to inherit 
Her ior ever bounding spirit— 
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When once more her hosts assemble, 

Tyrants shall believe and tremble^ 

Smile they at Uiis idle threat? 

Crimson tears will follow yet. 

PROM THE FRENCH. 

AJX WBPT, ntTT PABTICtTLARtY SAVARY, AND A POLISH 
OPFIGBB WHO HAD BBBN BXALTBD FROM THB RANKS H' 
BUONAPARTE. HE CLUNO TO UIS MA STERNS KNEES 
WROTE A LETTER TO LORD KEITH, ENTREATING PER* 
MISSION TO ACCOMPANY HIM, EVEN IN THE MOS 
MENIAL CAPACITY, WHICH COULD NOT BE ADMITTED.’* 

1 . 

Must thou go, my glorious Chief, 

' Sever’d from thy faithful ft*w ? 

Who can tell thy warrior’s grief, 

Maddening o’er that long adieu ? 

Woman’s love, and friendship’s zeal, 

Dear as both have been to me — 

What are they to all I feel, 

With a soldier’s faith for thee ? 

2 . 

Idol of tlie soldier’s soul ! 

First in fight, but mightiest now : 

Many could a world control ; 

The© alone no doom can bow. 

By tliy side for years I dared 
Deatli ; and envied Uiose who fell, 

W^'hen their dying shout was heard, 

Blessing him Acy served so well.* 

3 . 

Would that I were cold with those, 

Since this hour I live to see ; 

When the doubts of coward foes 
Scarce dare trust a man with thoo, 

Dreading each should set thee free ! 

Oh ! although in dungeons pent, 

All their chains were light to me, 

Gazing on liiy soul unbent. 

4 . 

Would the sycophants of him 
Now so deaf to duty’s prayer, 

Were his borrow’d glories dim, 

111 his native darkness share ? 

Were that world this hour his own, 

All thou calmly dost resign, 

Could he j)urchaso with that throne 
Hearts like those which still are thine ? 

5 . 

My chiefj my king, my friend, adieu! 

Never did I droop before ; 

Never to my sovereign sue, 

As his foes I now implore; 

All I ask is to divide 

Every peril he must brave ; 

Sharing the hero’s side 
His iUl, his exile, and his grave. 


ON THE STAR OP « THE LEGION OP 
HONOUR.” 

[from THB FRENCH.] 

1 . 

Star of the brave ! — whose beam hath shed 
Such glory o’er the quick and dead — 

Thou radiant and adored deceit ! 

Which millions rush’d in arms to greet, — 

Wild meteor of immortal birth ! 

Why rise in Heaven to set on Earth ? 

2 . 

Souls of slain heroes form’d tliy rays ; 

Eternity flash’d through thy Uaxe ; 


The music of thy martial sphere 
Was fame on high and honour here 
And tliy light broke on human eyes, 

Like a Volcano of the skies. 

3 . 

Like lava roll’d thy stream of blood, 

And swept down empires with its flood ; 

Earth rock’d beneath thee to her base, 

As thou didst lighten tiirough all space , 

And the shorn Sun grew dim in air, 

And set while tliou wort dw'clling there. 

4 . 

Before thee rose, and with thee grew, 

A raml>ow of the loveliest laie 
Of three bright colours,® each divine, 

Anti fit for that celestial sign ; 

For Freedom’s hand had blended them. 

Like tints in an immortal gem. 

6 . 

One tint was of the sunbeam’s dyes; 

One, the blue depth of Seraph’s eyes ; 

One, the pure Sjnrit’s veil of white 
Had robed in ra^Jiunce of its light ; 

The three so mingled did beseem 
The texture of a heavenly dream. 

6 . 

Star of the brave ! thy ray is pale, 

And darkness must again prevail ! 

But, oh thou Rainbow of the free ! 

Our tears and blood must flow for thee. 

When thy bright promise fades away, 

Our life is but a load of clay. 

7 . 

And Freedom hallows with her tread 
The silent cities of the dead ; 

For beautiful in death are they 
Who proudly fall in her array ; 

And soon, oh Gf>ddess ! may wc bo 
I For evermore with them or thee ! 

NAPOLEON’S FAREWELL. 

[from the FRENCH.] 

1 . 

'arewell to the I«and, where the gloom of my Glory 
irose and f»’crshadow’d t]»<^ earth with her name— 

She abandons me now’ — but the page of her story, 

'he brightest or blackest, is fill’d with my fame, 
have warr’d with a world which vanquished mo 
IVhen tlic meteor of conquest allured me too far; 
have copod with the nations which dread me thus lonely, 
’he last single Captive to millions in war. 

2 . 

'arewell to thee, France ! when thy diadem crown’d mo, 
mail© thee the gem and the wonder of earth,— 
lut thy weakness decrees I sliould leave as I found thee, 
decay’d in thy glory, and sunk in thy worth, 

Ih ! for the veteran hearts that were wasted 
!n strife with the storm, when their battles were woiw 
hen the Eagle, whose gaze in tliat moment was blasted. 
Had still soar’d witli eyes fix’d on victory’s sun ! 

S. 

'arewell to thee, France! — but when Liberty rallies 
)nce more in thy regions, remember me then— 

’he violet still grows in the depth of thy valleys ; 
Though wither’d, thy tears will unfold it again — 

“’et, yet, I may ba^ the hosts tliat surround us, 

Ind yet may thy heart leap awake to my voice— 

'here are links which must break in the chain that 
has bound us, 

Then turn thee and call on tlie Cluef of thy chmee ! 
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WRITTEN ON A BLANK LEAP OF "THE 
PLEASURES OF MEMORY.” 

Absent or present, still to thee, 

My friend, what magic spells belong ! 

As all can loll, who share, like me, 

In turn thy converse, and thy song. 

But when the dreaded hour shall come 
By Friendshifi ever deem’d too nigh, 

And “Memobv” o’er her Druids tomb 
Shall weep that aught of thcc can die, 

How fondly will she then repay 
Thy liomagtj! offer’d at her shrine, 

And blend, while ages roll away, 

Her name immortally with thine! 

April 19, 1812. 

SONNET. 

Rousseau — Voltaire — our Gibbon — and de Slacl — 
Leman ! tluvse names are w<jrtliy of thy shore, 

Thy shore of names like these ! wert tliou no more, 
Their memory ffty remembrance would recall ; 

To them thy banks were lovely as to all. 

But they have mad© thf‘m lovelier, for the loro 
Of mighty minds doth hallow in the core 
Of human hearts the ruin of a wall 

Wliere dwell the wise and wonil’rous; but by thee 
How much more, Ltike of Beauty ! do we feel, 

In swee.tly gliding o’er thy chrystal sea. 

The wild glow of that not ungentle zeal, 

Which of tlie heirs of immortality 
li proud, and makes tlte breath of glory real ! 

STANZAS TO .♦ 

1 . 

Though the day of my destiny ’a over, 

And the star of rny fate hath declined, 

Thy soft heart refused to discover 
The faults which so many could find ; 

Though thy soul with my grief was acquainted, 

It shrunk not to share it with me, 

And tljc love which my spirit hath painted 
It never hath found but in time. 

2 . 

Then when nature around mo is smiling, 

The last smile which answers to mine, 

I do not believe it beguiling. 

Because it reminds me of thine \ 

And when winds are at war with the ocean. 

As the breasts I believed in with me, 

If their billows excite an emotion, 

It is tliat they bear me from thee. 

Though the rock of my last hope is shiver’d. 

Anti its fragments are sunk in tlie wave, 

Though I feel that my soul is deliver’d 
To pain — it shall not be its slave. 

There is many a pang to pursue me : 

They may crush, but they shall not contemn— 
They may torture, but shall not subdue me — 

*T is of ihee lliat I think — not of them. 

4. 

Though human, thou didst not deceive me, 

Though w'oman, thou didst not forsake, 

Though loved, thou forborest to grieve me, 

Though slander’d, thou never couldst shaJee,— 
Though trusted, thou didst not disclaim me, 
Though parted, it was not to fly, 

Though watchful, ’t was not to defame me, 

Nor, mute^ that the world might belie, 

* fii> sbl»r, Mr», I.eigh« 


5. 

Yet I blame not the world, nor despise it, 

Nor the war of tlie many witli one— 

If my soul was not fitted to prize it, 

’'J’was folly no! sooner lo shun: 

And if dearly that error hath cost me, 

And more than I once could foresee, 

1 have found that, whatever it lost me, 

It could not deprive me of thee. 

6 . 

From the wreck of Ihe past, which hath perish’d, 
Thus much I at least may recall, 

It hath taught me tliat what I most cherish’d 
Deserved to be dearest of all : 

In the tlestirt a fountain is sjiringing. 

In the wide wasie there still is a tree, 

And a bird in the solitude .singing, 

Which speaks to rny si)irit of thee. 

DARKNESS. 

r had a dream, which was not all a dream. 

The bright sun was extinguish’d, and the stars 
Did wander darkling in the eternal space, 
f^ayless, and pathless, and the icy earth 
^wung blind and blackening in the moonless air; 

Morn came, and went--— and came, and brought nc dajj 
And men forgot their passions in tlie dread 
Of this their ilesolation ; and all hearts 
Were chill’d into a selfish prayer for light: 

And they <iid live by watchfin s — and tlie thrones. 

The palaces of crowned kings — the huts, 

The habitations of all things wliich dwell, 

Were burnt for beacons ; cities were consumed. 

And men w ere gather’d round their blazing liomes, 

To look once more into each other’s face ; 
lappy were those who dwelt within tlio eye 
Of the volcanos, and their mountain- torch : 

A fearful hope was all tho world contain’d ; 
i^orests were set on fire — but hour by hour 
They fell and faded — and the crackling trunks 
Extinguish’d with a crash — and all was black. 

The brows of men by the despairing light 
Wore an unearthly aspect, as by fits 
The flashes fell upon them; some lay down 
And hid their eyes and wej)t ; and some did rest 
Their chins upon their clenched hands, and smile<? ; 
And others hurried lo and fro, and fed 
Their funeral piles with fuel, and look’d up 
With mad disquietude on the dull sky. 

The pall of a past world ; and tlien again 
With curses cast them down upon the dust. 

And gnash’d their teeth and howled : the wild bird* 
shriek’d, 

And, terrified, did flutter on the ground, 

And flap their useless wings ; the wildest brutes 
!Jamc tame and tremulous ; and vipers crawl’d 
And twined themselves among the multitude, 

Hissing, but stingless — tliey were slain for food : 

And War, which for a moment was no more. 

Did glut luraself again ; — a meal was bought 
With blood, and each sale sullenly apart 
Gorging himself in gloom : no love was left ; 

All earth was but one thought — and that was death, 

Immediate and inglorious; and the pang 

■)f famine fed upon all entrails — men 

Died, and tlieir bones were tombless as their flesh; 

The meagre by the meagre were devour’d, 

Even dogs assail’d their masters, all save one, 

And ho was faithful to a corse, and kept 
Tho birds and beasts and famish’d men at bay, 

TiU hunger clung them, or the dropping dead 
Lurerl tlioir lank jaws ; himself sought out no food, 

But with a piteous and perpetual moan, 
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A.nd a quick desolate cry, licking the hand 
Which answer’d not with a caress — ho died. 

The crowd was famish’d by degrees ; but two 
Of an enormous city did survive, 

And they were enemies ; they met besido 
The dying embers of an altar-place 
Where had been heap’d a mass of holy things 
For an unholy usage ; they raked up, 

J\.nd shivering scraped with their cold skeleton hands 
Tho feeble ashes, and their feeble breath 
Blew for a little life, and made a dame 
Which was a mockery ; then they lifted up 
Their eyes as it grew lighter, and beheld 
Each other’s aspects — saw, and shriek’d, and died— 
Even^f their mutual liideousness they died. 
Unknowing who he was upon whose brow 
Famine had written Fiend. The world was void, 
The populous and the powerful was a lump, 
Seasonless, herbless, treeless, manloss, lifeless^ 

A lump of death — a chaos of hard clay. 

The rivers, lakes, and ocean all stood still, 

And nothing stirr’d within their silent depths ; 

Ships sailor less lay rotting on the sea. 

And their masts fell down piecemeal ; as tliey dropp’d 
They slept on the abyss without a surge— 

7’ ho waves were dead ; tho tides were in their grave, 
The q;ioon, tlicir mistress, had expired before ; 

The winds were witlier’d in the stagnant air, 

And tlie clouds perish’d ; Darkness had no need 
Of aid from them — She was the universe. 


CHURCHILL’S GRAVE. 

A FACT LITBRALLY RBNDERSD. 

I ^oo<l beside the grave of him who blazed 
The comet of a season, and I saw 
The humblest of all sepulchres, and gazed 
With not the less of sorrow and of awe 
On that neglected turf and quiet stone, 

With name no clearer than the names unknown, 
Which lay unread around it; and I ask’d 
The Gardener of that ground, why it might be 
That for this plant strangers his memory task’d 
Tlirough the thick deaths of half a century ; 

And thus he answer’d — Well, T do not know 
Why frequent travellers turn to pilgrims so; 

He died before my day of Sextonship, 

And 1 had not. the digging of this grave.” 

And is this all ? I thought, — and do we rip 
The veil of Immortality ? and crave 
I know not what of honour and of light 
Through unborn ages, to endure this blight ? 

So soon and so successless? As I said, 

The Architect of all on which w'c tread, 

For Earth is but a tombstone, did essay 
To extricate remembrance from the clay, 

Wliose minglings might confuse a Newton’s thought 
Were it not that all life must end in one, 

Of which we are but dreamers ; — as he caught 
As ’t were the twilight of a former Sun, 

Thus spoke he, — “ I believe the man of whom 
You wot, who lies in this selected tomb, 

Was a most famous writer in his day, 

And therefore travellers step from out their way 
To pay him honour,— and mysek* whate’er 
Your honour pleases,”— then most pleased I shodc 
From out my pocket’s avaricious nook 
Somo certain coins of silver, which as ’t were 
Perforce I gave this man, though I could spare 
So much but inconveniently ; — Ye smile, 

I see ye^ ye profane ones ! all the w'hile. 

Because my homely phrase tlie truth would tell. 

* You are the fools, not I— for I did dwell 


m 


With a deep thought, and with a soflen’d eye, 

On that Old Sexton’s natural homily, 

In which there was Obscurity and Fame, 

The Glory and the Nothing of a Name. 

THE DREAM. 

I. 

Our life is twofold ; Sleep hath its own world, 

A boundary between tho things misnamed 
Death and existence : Sleep hath its own world, 
And a wide realm of wild reality. 

And dreams in their dovelopomont have broatfi, 
And tears, and tortures, and the touch of joy ; 
They leave a weight upon our waking tlioughts, 
They take a weight from off our waking toils, 
They do divide our being ; they become 
A portion of ourselves as of our time, 

And look like heralds of eternity ; 

They pass like spiiits of tlie past, — they speak 
Like sibyls of tho future ; they have power— 

The tyranny of pleasure and of pain ; 

They make us what we were not — what they will, 
And shake us with the vision lliat ’s gone by, 

The dread of vanish’d shadows— Are they so ? 

Is not the past all shadow ? What are they ? 
Creations of the mind ? — I’he mind can make 
Substance, and people planets of its own 
With beings brighter than have been, and give 
A breath to forms which can outlive all ilesh. 

I would recall a vision which I dream’d 
Perchance in sletq)— for in itself a thought, 

A shimbering thought, is capable of years, 

And curdles a long life into one hour. 

II. 

I saw two beings in the hues of youth 
Standing upon a hill, a gentle hill, 
iJreen and of mild declivity, the last 
As ’t were the cape of a long ridge of such, 

Save that there was no sea to lave its base, 

But a most living landscape, and tho wave 
Of woods and cornfields, and the abode.s of men 
Scatter’d at intervals, and wreathing smoko 
Arising from such rustic roofs ; — the hill 
Was crow’n’d with a peculiar diadem 
Jf trees, in circular array, so fix’d, 

Not by the sport of nature, but of man : 

These two, a maiden and a youth, were there 
iazing — the one on all that was beneath 
Fair as herself— btit the boy gaziuPon her ; 

And both were young, and one was beautiful : 

And both were young — ^yet not alike in youtli. 

As tho sweet moon on the horizon’s verge 
The maid was on the eve of womanhood ; 

The boy had fewer summers, but his heart 
Had far outgrown Ids years, and to his eye 
There was fcait one beloved face on earth, 

And that was shining on him ; he had lock’d 
Upon it till it could not pass away ; 

He had no breath, nor being, but in hers ; 

She was his voice ; ho did not speak to her, 

But trembled on her words ; she was his si^t, 

For his eye follow’d hers, and saw with hers, 
Which colour’d all his objects he had ceoMd 
To live within himself; she was his life, 

The ocean to the river of his thoughts, 

Which terminated all; upon a tone, 

A touch of hers, his blood would ebb and flow. 

And his cheek change tempestuously— his heart 
Unknowing of its cause of agony. 

But she in these fond feelings had no share : 

Her sighs were not for him ; to her be was 
Even as a brother— but no more ; ’t was mueh 
For brotherloss she was, save in the name 
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Her infant inendahip had beatow’d on hun ; 

Herself the solitary scion left 
Of a time-honour’d race. — was a name 
Which pleased and yet pleased him not — and why ? 
Time taught him a deep answer — when she loved 
Another ; even no*e she loved another, 

And on the summit of that hill she stood 
Looking afar if yet her lover’s steed 
Kept pace with her expectancy, and flew. 

111 . 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

There was an ancient numsion, and before 
Its walls there was a steed caparison’d : 

Within an antique Oratory stood 

The Boy of whom I s[>ake ; — ^he was alone, 

And pale, and pacing to and fro : anon 
He sate him down, and seized a pen, and traced 
Words which I could not guess of ; then he loan’d 
His bow’d head on his hands, and shook as ’twere 
With a convulsion — then arose again, 

And with his teeth and quivering hands did tear 
What he had written, but he shed no tears. 

And he did calm himself, and flx his brow 
Into a kind of quiet : as he paused, 

The Lady of his love re-enter'd there ; 

She serene and smiling then, and yet 
She knew she w as by him beloved, — she knew. 

For quickly comes such knowledge, tlmt his heart 
Was darken’d with her slmdow, and she saw 
That he was wretched, but she saw not all. 

He rose, and with a cold and gentle grasp 
He took her htmd ; a momcmt o’er his face 
A tablet of unutterable thoughts 
Was traced, and then it faded, as it came ; 

He dropp’d the hand he held, and with slow steps 
Hetired, but not as bidding her adieu, 

For they did part with mutual smiles ; ho pass’d 
From out the massy gate of that old Hall, 

And mounting on his steed he went his way ; 

And ne’er repass’d that hoaiy tlueshold more. 

IV. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Boy was sprung to manhood : in the wilds 
Of flery climes he made himself a home, 

And his Soul drank their sunbeams : he was girt 
With strange and dusky asjiects ; he was not 
Himself like what he had been ; on the sea 
And on the shore he was a wanderer ; 

There was a moss of many images 
Crowded like waves upon me, but he was 
A part of all : and in the last ho lay 
Reposing from the noontide sultriness. 

Couch’d among fallen columns, in the shade 
Of ruin’d walls that had survived the names 
Of tliose who rear’d them ; by Ins sleeping side 
Stood camels grazing, and some goodly steeds 
Were fasten’d near a fountam; and a man 
Clad in a flowing garb did watch the while, 

While many of his tribe slumber’d around : 

And they were canopied by the blue sky, 

So cloudless, clear, and purely beautiful, 

That God alone was to be seen in Heaven. 

T. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Li^y of his love was wed with One 
Who did not love her better %in her homei, 

A thousand leagues from his, — her native home, 

She dwelt, begirt with growing Inflmcy, 

Daughters and sons of Beauty,— but behold! 

Upon her See there was the tint of grie( 

The settled shadow of an inward sti^ 

And an unquiet drooping of the eye 

As if its lid were chargid with unshed team. 

What could her grief he 7 — she had all she Icwec^ 


And he who had so loved her was not thero 
To trouble with bad hopes, or evil wish, 

Or ill-repress’d atfliction, her pure thoughts. 

What could her grief be ?— she had loved him not> 

Nor given him cause to deem himself beloved, 

Nor could he be a part of that which prey’d 
Upon her mind— a spectre of the past. 

VI. 

A change came o’er the sjiirit of my dream. 

Tlie Wanderer was return’d. — I saw him stand 
Before an Altar — with a gentle bride ; 

Her face was fair, but was not that which made 
The Starlight of his Boyhood ; — as he stood 
Even at the altar, o’er his brow there came 
The selfsame aspect, and the quivering shock < 

That in the antique Oratory shook 
His bosom in its solitude ; and then— 

As in that hour — a moment o’er his face 

The tablet of unutterable thoughts 

Was traced, — and then it faded as it came. 

And he stood calm and quiet, and he spoke 
The fltting vows, but heard not his own words, 

And all things reel’d around him ; ho could see 

Not that which was, nor that which should have been— 

But the old mansion, and the accustom’d hall. 

And the remember’d chambers, and the place, 

The day, the hour, the sunshine, and the shade, 

All tilings pertaining to that place and hour, 

And her who was his destiny, came back 

And thrust themselves between him and the light: 

What business had they there at such a time 

VII. 

A change camo o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The lady of his love ; — Oh! she was changed 
As by the sickness of the soul ; her mind 
Had wander’d from its dwelling, and her eyes 
' They had not their own lustre, but the look 
Which is not of tlie earth ; she was become 
The queen of a fantastic realm ; her thoughts 
Were combinations of disjointed tilings ; 

And forms impalpable and unpurceived 
Of others’ sight familiar were to hers. 

And this the world calls phrensy ; but tlie wise 
Have a far deeper madness, and the glance 
Of melancholy is a fearful gifl ; 

What is it but tlie telescope of truth? 

Which strips the distance of its phantasies. 

And brings life near in utter naltedness, 

Making the cold reality too real ! 

VIII. 

A change came o’er the spirit of my dream. 

The Wanderer was alone as heretofore, 

The beings which surrounded him were gone, 

Or were at war with him ; he was a mark 
For blight and desulatioii, compass’d round 
With Hatred and Contention ; Pain was mut’d 
In all which w as served up to him, until, 

Like to the Pontic monarch of old days,** 

He fed on poisons, and they had no power, 

But were a kind of nutriment ; he lived 
Through that which had been death to many men, 

And meuie him friends of mountains: with the Stan 
And the quick Spirit of the Universe 
He held his dialogues ; and they did teach 
To him the magic of their mysteries ; 

To him the book of Night was open’d wide, 

And voices flom the deep abjm reveal’d 
A marvel and a secretr— Be it so. 

IX, 

My dream was past ; it had no further change. 

It was of a strange order, that the doom 
Of these two creatures should be thus traced out 
Almost like a reality— ^e one 
To end in madness — both in misery. 
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PROMETHEUS. 

I- I 

Titian! to whose imniorlal eyes 
The sufferings of’mortaJify, 

Seen ill their sad reality, 

W ere not as things tliat gods despise ; 

What was thy pity’s reeoiiipensc ? 

A sil<n)t suffering, and intense; 

’I'he r(^ck, llie vulture, and the chain, 

Alt that the proud can feel of pain. 

'J’lie agony tliey do not show, 

'riifi suffocating sense of wo, 

Which speaks but in its icaieliness, 

And tlioM is jealous lost the sky 
fcshoukl have a listener, nor will sigh 
Until its voice is echoless. 

n. 

Titian ! to thee the strife wos given 
Between the siirt'ering and the will, 

Which tortui<‘. where they cannot kill ; 

And the inexorable Heaven, 

And the deaf tyranny of Fate, 

The^ ruling principle of Hate, 

AVhioh f(.»r its pleasure doth create 
'I’he things it may annihilate, 

Refused thee even the lioou to die: 

The wretched gift elcrnily 

Was thiiie — and thou hast borne it well. 

All that the Thunderer wrung from thee, 

W as but the m<^na(;e which hung back 
On biin the tormonU of thy rack ; 


ROMANCE MUY DOLOIIOSO 

i>t:L 

S[Tf(^ Y TOMA DE ALIIAMA. 

El ytw/ dfzia en Aravigo a$si. 

1 . 

Fasseavasc el Rev Moro 
IN)r la citidad do Oranada 
Desde las pnorta-s dt? Elvira 
Hasta las de Bivararnbla. 

Ay dc mi, Alhama! 

2 . 

Cartas le fueron venitlas 
Cl.nc Alhama era ganada. 
l^as cartas echb en cl fuego, 

Y al inensagero niatava. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

3. 

Dtsscavalga de utia inula, 

Y en un cavallo cavalga. 

For el Zacatin arriba 
Subido se avia al Alhambra. 

Ay de mi, Alhama! 

4. 

Ot»mo en el Alhambra estuvo, 

Al tnismo punto mandava 
Q,ue se tortueti las trompetaa 
Con anaffles de plata. 

Ay de mi) Alhama! 

6. 

Y que atambores de guerre 
Apriessa toqiicn alarma ; 

Por quo k» oygaii sus Moros^ 
lAiS de la Vega y Granada. 

Av do mi, Alhama ! 

^ A 


'J’he fate thou didst so well foresee, 

But Would not to aj)pease him tell ; 

And in tliy Silence was Ids Sentence, 

And in his Soul a vain rc{.K;ritaiice, 

And evil dread so ill dissembled 
That in his hand the lighiiiings trembled. 

III. 

Thy Godliktf crime was to be kind, 

I’o renuer with thy precepts less 
The Rurn of human wretclieduess, 

And streijglhen Man wish Ids own mind ; 

But baffled as (l.on wort from high, 

Still in thy f)atlent energy, 
hi the rn liirance, niid repulse 
Of ihine inipeuetrabio Spirit, 

AVhic.h hiarth anfl IJoaveii could not convulse, 
A mipiiity lesson we inherit : 

Thou art n symbol and a sign 
To Mortals of their fiiSe and lurcc ; 

Like thee, Man is in part divme, 

A lroul)i<‘d Ktreaisi from a pnrtj source ; 

And Mai; in p'^rti .us can fore.a^o 
Ills own funereal de.stiny ; 

His wreiriiedness, and his resistance, 

Aful his sad imallitsd evistence. : 

To whicli his Spin! may oppose 
Itself — an etpial to all woes, 

An<l a firm will, and a deep sense, 

Which even ii» torture can dtjscry 
Its own coneenier'd reeornpenso, 

Triumpliaut where tl dares defy, 

And making Death a Victory. 


A VERV^ MOURNFfJL BALLAD 

ON TIIK 

StKtlH ANT> CO.NtatrKNT OP At.HAM.l. 

WAirAf in tht Arahic hu^iunti'e^ i» to tht futlou>in^ purport. 

Tlte cflVri <>r Oir t'ricuuti biilhid (wiArli I'XtHiiu) in S'j.niii.<ii Mitd 

Ariit.it.) Wi(« Hiu'h tli.ii It Wax toi txildt'U tu Iki ti(Jti|< l.y Uic Muoi'i., on 
I-aiu of ()un.U), -wiUiui (»rnuu<li! . I 

1. 

Thc5 Moorish King rides up and dotvn 
1’liroiigh Granada's n>yai town; 

From Elvira’s gates to thoao 
Of Bivararnbla on he gtws. 

W o is mi^, Alhama ! 

2 . 

Letters to the monarch tell 
How Albania’s city fell ; 

In tlie fire tlie scroll he threw, 

And the. messenger he slew. 

Wo iH me, Alhama! 

3. 

He qiiiLs his mule, ami mounts his horse, 

Atid through the. slrcoi direets Ido course; 
Through the Ptreet, of Zacatin 
To the Alhambra sjuirnne m. 

Wu is me, Alhama! 

4. 

When the Alhambra walls ho gain’d, 

On tlic^ moment be ordain’d 

That the U’liiiqM^t siraight should sound 

Willi Uie silver clarion round. 

Wo S3 me, Alhama ! 

5. 

And when the hollow drums of war 
Beat the loud alarm afar, 

That the Moors of town and plain 
Might answer to tlio martial strain, 

Wo is mts Alhama ! 
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6 . 

1^08 Moros que el son oyeron, 
Q.ue al sangrieiito Marie liaina, 
Uno a uno, y dos a dos, 

Un gran esquadron iormavan. 

Ay do mi, Alhoma! 

7 . 

Alii hablb un Moro viojo; 

Desla mancra hablava: — 

Para que not? llamas, Rey ? 

Para quo os osto llarnada ? 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

8 . 

Aveys do saber, amigos, 

Una nueva desdichada : 
ttue Ghristianos, con braveza, 
Ya nos ban tornado AUiama. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

9 . 

Alii hablb un viejo Alfaqui, 

J )o barba crecida y cana : — 
Bicn se le einploa, buen Roy, 
Uuen Roy ; bien se te empleava. 

Ay do mi, Alhama 1 

10 . 

Malasto los Bencerragcs, 
ilw era la flor de Granada ; 
Gogisto los turnadizos 
Do Cordova la nombrada. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

11 . 

Por osso inorecos, Rcy, 

Una peuu bien dobluda ; 

Uue to pierdas tu y el reyno^ 

Y que se pierda Granada. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

12 . 

Si no so respetan Icyes, 

Es ley quo todo se pierda ; 

Y (]ue 80 pierda Granada, 

Y quo te pierdas eri ella. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

13 . 

Fuego por los ojos vierto, 

El R<?y que esto oyera. 

Y como el otro de leyos 
Do leyos tambion hablava. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

14 . 

Sabo un Rey que no ay leyos 
Do dorle a Reyes disgusto.— 
Esso dize cl Roy Moro 
liolincliando do colera. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 

15 . 

Moro Alfaqui, Moro Alfaqui, 

El do la veilida barba, 

£i Rey to manda prendcr, 

Por la perdida de Alhama. 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 

16 . 

Y cortarto la caboza, 

Y ponorla on ol Alhambra, 

Por que a U castigo sea, 

Y otros licmblen on miralla. 

Ay de mi, Alhama ! 


6 . 

Then tlie Moors by this aware 
That bloody Mars recall’d tliem there, 
One by one, and two by two, 

To a mighty squadron grew. 

Wo is me, Alhama ! 

7 . 

Oui then spake an aged Moor 
In these words Uio king before, 

“ Wherefore call on us, oh King? 

What may mean this gathering ?” 

Wo is me, Alhama ! 

8 . 

“ Friends ! yo have, alas ! to know 
Of a most disastrous blow, 

That the Gliristians, stern and bold, 

Have obtain’d Albania s hold.” 

Wo is mo, Alhama ! 

9 . 

Out then spake old Alfaqui, 

With his beard so white to see, 

“ Good King ! Ihou art justly served, 
Good King ! tliis thou hast deserved. 

Wo is me, Alhama ! 

10 . 

“ By thee wore slain, in evil hour, 

Tiie Abencerrage, Granada’s flow'or ; 

And strangers were received by thee 
Of Gordova the Ghivalry. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

11 . 

**Anil for lliis, oh King! is sent 
On thee a double chastisoniont : 

Thee and thine, Ihy crown and r(^alnl, 

One last wreck shall overwhelm. 

Wo is me, Albania ! 

12 . 

“He who holds no laws in awe, 

He must perish by the law ; 

And Granada must bo won, 

And tliysclf with her undone.” 

Wo is me, Alhama ! 

13. 

Fire flash’d from out the old Moor’s eyes, 
'I’hc Monarch’s wrath began to rise, 
Because ho answer’d, and because 
Ho spake exceeding w’ell of laws. 

Wo is me, AUiama! 

14. 

* There is no law to say such things 
As may disgust the ear of kings — 

Thus, snorting with his choler, said 
Tho Moorish King, and doom’d him dead. 

Wo is me, AUiama ! 

15. 

Moor Alfaqui ! Moor Alfaqui ! 

Though thy beard so hoary be, 

Tho King hath sent to have thee seized, 
For AUiama’s loss displeased, 

Wo is mo, Alhama! 

16 . 

And to fix thy head upon 
High Alhambra’s Ic^tiost stone ; 

That tills for tliee should bo the law, 

And others tremble when they saw. 

Wo is me, Alhama ! 
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17. 

Cavalleros, hombres buenos^ 
Dezid do mi parte al Roy, 

A1 Hey Moro de Granada, 
Como no io devo nada. 

Ay dc mi, Alhama! 


18. 

De averse Alhama pcrdido 
A mi me pesa en ol alma. 

Que si el Rey perdib sii tierra, 
Otro mucho mas pcrdiera. 

Ay de mi, Alhama! 

19. 

Perdioran hijos padres, 

Y casados las casadas 
lias cosas quo mas amara 
Perditi I’ lui y fl otro fama. 

Ay de mi, Alhama \ 


20 . 

Perdi iina hija donzclla 
Q,ne era la flor d’ estu tierra, 
Cion doblas dava ]»or ella, 

No me las esfimo en nada. 

Ay do mi, Alhama! 


21 . 

Di'/iendo assi al hacen Alfaqui, 

Le cotarou la calxM^'a, 

Y la elevan al Alhambra, 

Assi come ol Roy lo manda. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 


22 . 

HornbrcK, nifios y mugeres, 
liloran (an graTidc |»t*rdida. 
liloravan todas las damas 
Cluuntas en Granada avia. 

Ay do mi, Alhama ! 

23. 

Por las calles y vontanas 
Mucho Into parocia ; 

Llora el Rey conio fembra, 

Q,u’ cs mucho lo quo perdia. 

Ay do iiii, Alhama I 


17. 

Cavalier, and man of worth ! 
liCt t hese words of mine go forth ; 

Let tho Moorish Monarci» know, 

That to him I nothing owe ; 

Wo is mo, Alhama! 


18. 

« But on my soul Alhama weighs, 

An<I on my inmost spirit preys ; 

And if tbt> King his hind hath lost, 

Yet others may have lost the most. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 

19. 

“Sires have lost their children, wives 
Their lords, and valiant men tlieir lives ; 
One what best his love might claim 
Hath lost, another wealth, or feme. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 


20 . 

“ I lost a damsel in that hour. 

Of all the land the lovid iest flower ; 
Doubloons a hundred 1 would pay, 

And think her ransom elu^ap that day.* 
Wo is me, Alhama ! 


21 . 

And as these tilings the old Moor said, 
They sever’d from the trunk his head ; 
And to the Alhambra’s wall with speed 
’1’ was carried, as the King decreed. 

Wo is me, Alhama! 


22 . 

And men and infants therein weep 
Their loss, so heavy and so deep ; 
Granada’s ladies, all she rears 
Within her walls, burst into tears. 

Wo is me, AUioma ! 


23. 

And from the windows o’er the walls 
The sable web of mourning falls *, 

The King wee[»s as a woman o’er 
His loss, for it is much and sore. 

Wo is me, Alhama I 


SONETTO DI VITTORELLI. 

PER MONACA. 

iifttA cnmpo«to ill nnme di iin f^enitort!, a ciii era morta poco inimnz 
iiiiu figliu ai«(irua miintuta ; direUo a) gt’iiilurc (Wlia sacra RiH>sa. 

Di due vagho donzcllc, onestc, accorte 
Licti niiscri padri it cicl ne feo, 

11 ciel, chc degne di piu nobil sorte 
L’ una e V altra veggendo, ambo cliiedeo. 

La mia fu lolta da velocc morle 
A Ic fuinanti lede d’ imoneo : 

La tua, Francesco, in sugellatc port© 

Eterna prigionicra or si rendeo. 

Ma tu almeno potrai de la gelosa 
Irreineabil sogiia, ove s’ asconde, 

T^a sua tenera udir voce piulosa. 

lo verso un flume d’ aniarissim’ onda, 

(/OTTO a quel marmo, in cui la flglia or posa, 
Batt^>, e rihaUo, rna nessun risiKinde. 


TRANSLATION FROM VITTORELLI. 

ON A NUN. 

Sonnet composed in the nnm« of a Tuther whoiie daiigiiter had recenti/ 
died short ly ai'ler htir innniHgc ; and addressed lothe father uf her who 
had lately taken ttiv veil. 

!)f tw'o fair virgins, modest, though admired, 

Heaven matle us happy ; and now, wretched sires, 
HttavtJii for a nobler doom tlieir worth dosircs. 

And gazing ujKin eitfwr^ both required. 

Vline, while the torch of Hymen new-ly fired 
Becomes extinguish’d, soon — too soon— ©xpiroa * 

But thine, within tho closing grate retired, 

Eternal cafitive, to her God aspires. 

But thou al k^ast from out the jealous door, 

Which shuts between your never-meeting eye*, 
May’s! hear her sweet and pious voice once more : 
to the marble where mj/ daughter lies, 

Rush, — llie swoln flood of billcrncss I fiour 

And knock, and knock, and kfh»ck — hut none rcph^'s. 
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ODE. 

I. 

Oh Venice! Venice! when thy marhlo walls 
Are level v\dth the waters, there shall be 
A cry of nations o’er thy sunken hall®, 

A loud lament along the sweeping sea ! 

If I, a nortJi(;rn wanderer, weep for ihco, 

What should thy sons do ?— any thing hut weep: 

And yet they only murmur in tlieir sleep. 

In contrast nitli their fathers — as tlie sliine, 

The dull green 007.0 of the receding deep, 
la with the daishirig of the springtide foam 
That drives the saih^r shipless to his home, 

Are they to those that were ; and thus llioy creep, 
CJrouehing and crah-liko, through tlndr sappirtg streets. 
Oh! agony — that centuries sliould reap 
No mellower harvest ! Thirteen liundred years 
Of wealth !ind glory turn’d to dust and tears ; 

And every monument the stranger meets, 

Church, palace, pillar, as a mourner greets; 

And even the Lion all suhflued appears, 

And the harsti sound of the luirharian drum, 

With dull and ilaily dissonance, repeats 
The echo of thy tyrant’s voice along 
The soft w'av(!S, once all musical to song, 

That heaved beneath the moonlight with the throng 
Of gondolas — and to the busy hum 
Of cheerful creatures, whose most sinful deeds 
Were but the overheating of the heart, 

And flow of too much happiness, which needs 
The aid of age to turn its course apart 
From the luxuriant and voluptuous flood 
Of sweet .sensations, battling with the blood. 

But the.se are better than the gloomy errors, 

The weeds of nathins in their last decay, 

When Vice walks forth with her unsoften’d terrors, 

And Mirth is madness, and Imi smiles to slay ; 

And Hope is nothing but a false delay, 

Tbo sick man’s liglitnuig half an hoiu* ere death, 

When Faintness, the last mortal birth of Pain, 

And apathy of limb, the dull beginning 
Of the cold staggering race which Death is winning, 
Steals vein by vein and pulse by pulse away 
Yet so relic viiig the o’er-tortured clay, 

To him appears renewal of his breath, 

And frecilom the mere numbness of his chain ; — 

And then he talks of life, and how again 
He feels his spirits soaring — albeit weak, 

And of tlje fresher air, which ho would seek ; 

And as ho whispers knows not that he gasps, 

That his thin huger feels not what it clasps, 

And so the film comes o’er him — and the dizzy 
Chamber swims round and round — and shadows busy, 
At which ho vainly catches, flit and gleam, 

Till the last rattle chokes the strangled stream, 

And all is ice and blackness, — and the earth 
That which it was the moment ere our birth. 

XI. 

There is no hope for nations !-^earch the page 
Of many tliousand years — the daily scene, 

The flow and ebb of each recurring age, 

The everlasting to be which hath been, 

Hath taught us naught or little ; still wc lean 
On things that rot beneath our weight, and wear 
Our strength away in wrestling with the air ; 

For ’t'is our nature strikes us down: the beasts 

Slaughterid in hourly hecatombs for feasts 

Are of as high an order — ^they must go 

Even where Sieir driver goads them, though to slaughter. 

Ye men, who pour your blood for kin^ as water, 

What have they given your diildren in return? 

A heritage of servitude and woes, 

A blindfold bondage, whore your hum is blows. 


Wiiat ! df» not yet the red-hot ploughshares bum, 

O’er wliich yon sroinblo in a false ordt*al, 

And dfw in this proof of loyalty the reo/,* 

Kissing Th(‘ lisuicl tiiat guide.s you to your scars, 

And glorviinj as yon tread the glowing bars? 

All that y*uir sires have left you, all that Time 
Heqiieaths of tree, and llistorv of sublime, 

Spring from a diilereul. tIi*;»uo ! — see and read, 
Admire and si^h., and (lu-n suceuinh and bleed! 

ave tin- few spjnls, who, d(!S}»ile of all, 

And wersc than all, tlie. sndiion crimes engender’d 
By the ilowii-thimdoring of the prison-wall. 

And thirst to SNvail<".v the sweet w'aters tender’d, 
Jus!)iiiir from b’rt:(‘.doiTi’s fouiitaiiis — when Uie crowd, 
Maiddeij’d wiiii centurje.s of drought, are loud, 

An<l trainphi f>n each other to tdnain 
The <Mip v lucli brings oblivion of a chain 
Heavy and si>rc,“’ in which hmg yoked they plough’d 
The sand, — or if ihere sprung the yellow grain, 

'T was nol for them, their la.'cks were loo much bow’d, 
And th<*ir dead palates chew’d the cud of pain: — 

Y»;s ! tlie fi-w spirits — who, despite of dee.ds 
VVliieh they ahlifjr, ronfound not with the cauno 
Tho.'-e nionienfury starts from Nature's laws, 

Which, like tln^ pi^stilenco and earthquake, smite 
Hut lor a term, then puss, and leave the earth 
With all her seasons to ri'pair the blight 
Writh a few summers, ajid again j»ut forth 
’ities and generations — fair, when free — 

For, Tyranny, there blooms no bud for theo ! 


irlory and Krtipirel once upon these towers 
With Freedom — g'uHihe Triad ! how ye sate! 

The league of mightiest n.itions, in those hours 
When Venice was an envy, might abate, 

But did not (|uene)», her spirit — in her fate 
All were enwrapp'd; the f(\'iyted tnonarchs knew 
AikI IovcmI their Imstes.s, nor could learn to hate, 
Although they hiimhh‘d — with the kingly few 
The many felt, for from all days and climes 
"^he was the voyager’s worship ; — even her crimes 
Were of the sofler order — Imm of Love, 

She drank no blood, nor fallen 'd im the dead, 

But gladden’d wliere her liarmless conquests spread ; 
For these restored tin* Cross, tliat frt»rn above 
Hallow’d her sheltering banners, which incessant 
Flew bt^tween earth and the unholy Crescent, 

Which, if it waned and dwindled, Earth may thank 
I’he city it has clothed in chains, which clank 
Now, creaking in the cars of those who owe 
The name of Freedom to her glorious struggles ; 

Yet she but shares with them a common wo, 

And call’d the “ kingdom” of a conquering foo, — 

But knows what all — and, most of all, tne know' — 
Witli what set gilded terras a tyrant juggles ! 

* IV. 

The name of Commonwealth is past and gone 
O’er Uie three fractions of the groaning globe ; 
Venice is crush’d, and Holland deigns to own 
A sceptre, and endures the purple rol>e ; 

If the free Switzer yet buistrides alone 
His chainless mountains, 'tis but for a time, 

For tyranny of late is cunning grown, 

And in its own good season tramples down 
The sparkles of our ashes. One great dime, 

Whose vigorous offspring by dividing ocean 
Arc k«ipt apart and nursed in tlie devotion 
Of Freedom, which their fathers fought for, and 
Bequeath’d — a heritage of heart and hand, 

And proud distinction from each other land, 

Whose sons must bow them at a monarch^ motion, 
As if his senseless sceptre were a wand 
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Full (if iJie magic of oxpl<Kled — 

Still t)nc dime, in foil and frot* d<jfianoe, 

Vet, rears lier erest, inicon()ucrM iirid siihliinc, 

Al)Ove the far Atlantic! — She has taught 
lT<*r hisau-brethr(‘ii that the haughty Hag, 

'J’he floating fence of Albion’s feebler crag, 

May strike to tliose whose red right hands have bought 
Riglits cheaply earn’d with blo(Kl. — Still, still, for ever 
Better, though each man’s life hlood wore a river, 

That it should flow, and overflow, than creep 


2G 

Through thousand lazy diarm'ds in otir veins, 

Daniiii’d like the dull eiinal with locks and chains, 

And moving, as a siek man in his slm'p, 

I'hna* paces, and then filtering: — heller be 
Where the extinguish’d Sjiartans still are free, 

In their proud charnel of 'J'herniopyhi;, 

Than stagnate in our marsh, — or o’er tl»e deep 
Fly, and one current to the ocean add. 

One sfiirit to the souls our fathers had, 

One freeman more, America, to thee I 


NOTES T 

Note 1, page 184, 

JVriHftn afhr simmmin}> frnm Sfslos to Ahifdon. 

On the 3f] of May, 1810, while llie Salselte (Captain 
Bathurst) was lying in the Dardanelles, Lieuleuanl 
Fkenhead of that frigat(i, and tlie writer of tin.'se 
rhymes, swam from tin; Kiuopeuri siiore to the Asialie 
— by-the-hv, from Aliydos to Sesfos would have been 
more eorreel. The whole distance from the place 
vvluuV'e we starliMj to our landing on the otiier side, 
ineluding the Imigth we were earrird by the current, 
was c<»mput»'d by those on hoard lheirigat«* at upwards 
of four Euglwh miles ; though the aetual breudlh is 
h.'irf'ly one. The rapklity of the ciirreut is such (hat 
no boat eim row directly aen»ss, and it may in some 
»neasur(( he estimaled fr^un the, circumstance of the 
w'hole distance- being a(’<’oiuplish(‘d by one of the par- 
ties in an hour and five, and by the other in an hour 
nml t<Mi, miuul(‘s. The. water was <’Xtromely cold from 
the riieliiugof the. mountain snows. About three weeks 
hofore, in April, vv(‘ had made an att(;mpt, but having 
riildf'u all the. way from the 'IVoad the same morning, 
and the water being of an icy c.hiliiess, wo found it 
necessary to ]»ostj)Oue the. comphititui till the frigate 
am.hon'il below llni easlles, wlion we swam the straits, 
as just staled ; entering a consideriihle way above I ln‘ 
Furoneiiii, and landing }»clow the Asiatic, fort. Che- 
valier says that a young Jew swam ll»« same distance 
ftr his mistress; and Olivier im.uitjiui.s its having been 
<l<uie !>v a Neapoluari ; but. our eonsnl, I'arragona, re- 
njomb'Tcd neitlicr of th<jse circuinstancc.s, and tried 
to di.ssnade us from the attempt, A number of the 
Salsettf’s enwv wore known (<i hav(5 aceom|)lishcd a 
greater distance ; and the only thing that surprised me 
was, that, as doubts had been entertained of the truth 
of licandcr’s story, no traveller had ever endeavoured 
to ascertain its practicability. 

Note 2j page 185, 

Z(e»7 fxovy ads ayaaSi. 

Zoc mon, itfifi ai^fipo, or Zw »7 gyt!, ads ^yairw, a Ro- 
maic expression of tenderness: if 1 translate it, I .Mhall 
affront the. gentlemen, as it may seem that I sufipose 
they could not ; and if 1 do not, I may atfront the ladies. 
For fear of any misconstruction on the part of the latter 
I shall do so, beggin<» pardon of the learnedi. It means, 
“ My life, 1 bwe you I” which .sounds very prettily in all 
languages, and is as much in fashion in Greece at this 
day as, Juvenal tells us, the two first w-ords were among 
the Roman ladies, whoso exotic expressions were all 
llellenized. 

Note S, page 185, line 27. 

Bi/ ail the token~fl.owers that tell. 

In the East (where larlies are not taught to write, 
lest they should scribble assignations) flowers, cinders, 
pebbles, &e. convey the sentiments of the parties by 
that universal deputy of Mercury— an old woman* A 
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cinder says, “I burn for tbee a bunch of flowers tic 
with hair, “ 'rake* me and fly but a pebble declares 
what nothing else can. 

Note 4, pag(.* 165, line 33. 

Tiiou^k I fty to htiuuhol, 

Constantinople. 

Note 5, page 185, line. 55. 

And the Hi'veu-'hUVd city wking. 

Constantinople. “ '‘ETrrdXo</ioj.” 

Note 6, page 1!)C, lim.* 40. 

Turning* riocr.s into blood. 

See Rev. ehap. viii. vers(‘ 7, &c. “The first ang 
sounded, and ihero ibllowed hail and fire rainglod wit 
blood,” kc. 

Verse 8. “And the s(‘cond anged .'^loimdod, and as 
were, a great mountain burning with fire was ea.st int 
the sea; nnd the llurd part of the sea hecamo bloody 

Veiso 10. “And the thiid anged sounded, and ther 
fidl a great star fRun ln'aven, hiiniingas it were a laiuf 
and it fell upon the tldrd part of the rivers, and upo 
the fountains of waters,” 

Verse 1 1 . “And the name of the star is calh*d IVorm 
imud : and the third part of the waters became worm 
wood ; and many men di< tl of the waters, because the, 
were inuile hitler.” 

Note 7, page 196, line 05. 

JVhose realm refused thee even a tovib. 

Mural’s remains arosaid to liave been torn from th. 
grave and burnt. 

Note 8, p.age 197, line 20. 

Blessing him thru served so V)ell, 

“At Waterloo one man was seen, whose left nrn 
was shattered by a eannon hull, to wrench it off will 
the other, and ihn)wiug it up in the air, exclaimed t« 
his- comrade.s, ‘Vive I’Ernpereur, jusqn’ii la mort ! 
There were many other instances of the like ; this yoi 
may, however, depend on as true.” — A private 
from Brussels. 

Note 9, page 197, line 85. 

Of three bright colours^ each divine. 

The Iri-colour. 

Note 10, page 196, line 14. 

Tjeman ! these names are worthy of thy shore. 

Geneva, Ferncy, Coppet, Lausanne. 

Note 11, page 200, line 128. 

TJke to the Pontic Monarch of old days. 

Mithridatesof Pontus. 



THE PROPHECY OF DANTE 


'T Ih thtt 8un«et of lifp me mystical l«»re, 

And Cuming evenlA cast Uieit shadows iteforc." 

Campkkll. 


DEDICATION. 

Ladv ! if for the coKl ami clondy olimc 
Whore was I l>orn, hut where I wouH not (he, 

Of the great Pool -Sire of Italy 
I dare to build the iniitativo rhyine. 

Harsh Runic ropy of the Soutlfs suhlinio, 

Tiiou art tfie cause ; and liowsotwe.r I 
Fall sJiort of his immortal harmony, 

Thy genfh; heart will pardon me the crime. 

Thou, in the pride of Ihuiuty and of Youth, 

Sj)ak'st ; and for Um'o to apeak and be obey’d 
Arc one; hut only in the sunny South 
Surh sounds arc utter’d, and such charms display’d, 
So sweet a language from so fair a mouUi — 

Ah ! to what effort would it not {>ersiuide? 

JRrnx nno, /unr 21, 1819. 


PREFACE. 

Iff the course of a visit to the city of Ravenna in the 
summer of 1819, it was suggested to the author that hav- 
ing composed somctliiiig on the subject of Tasso’s con- 
finement, h(5 shoidd do the same on Dante’.s exile— the 
tomb of the poet forming one of the pr incipal objcjcts of in- 
terest, in that cAty, both to the native and to the stranger. 

“On this hint I spake,” and the result has been the 
following four cantos, in terza riina, now offered to the 
reader. If they arc understood and ajiproved, it is rny 
purpose to continue the poem in varous other cantos to 
its natural conclusion in the present age. The reader is 
riMjuested to suppose that Dante addresses liim in the 
interval between the conclusion of the Divina Commedia 
and his death, and shortly before the latter event, foretell- 
ing the fortunovS (»f Italy in general in the ensuing confu- 
ritJii. In adopting this plan 1 have had iu iny mind the 
Cassandra ofLyeophron, and the Proidiecy ofNerous by 
Horace, as well .is the Projjhecics of Holy Writ. The 
measure adopt I’d is the ter/a rima of Diuite, which I am 
not aware to have seen hitherto tried in our language, ex- 
cept if may be 1»y Mr. Hayley, of whose translation I 
never saw but one extract, <|uoted in the notes to Calijdi 
Vatliek ; so that — if 1 do not err — Uiis poem may be 
considered as a metrical experiment. The cantos are 
short, and about Uie same length of those of the poet, 
whose name I have horrowetl, and most probably taken 
in vain. 

Among tlu^ inconveniences of authors in the present 
day, it is difficult for any who have a name, good or bad, 
to escajie translation. I have had the fortune to see the 
fourth canto ofChilde Harold translated into Italian versi 
Sciolti — that is, a poem written in th<* Spenserean stanza 
into hlank uerse, without regard to the natural divisions of 
Uie stanza, or of the sense. If the present jnsun, being on 
a national topic should chance to undergo tlie same fate, 
I would rerpiest the Italian reader to remember lliat 
when I have failed in the imitation of lii.s great “Padre 
Alighier,” 1 have failed in imitating that which all study 
an(l few understand, since to this very day it is not yet 
settled what was tlie meaning of the allegory in the first 
canto (»f tho Inferno, unless Marchetti’s iiigenioun 


and probable conjecture may bo considered as having 
dceAded the (]ucstion. 

Ho may also pardon my failure tho more, as I am not 
(juite euro that he would bo pleased with my success, 
since tlie Italians, with a pardonable nationality, are par- 
licularly jealous of all that is left them as a nation — their 
litcraturt* ; and iu tho present bitterness of tho classic and 
romantic war, aro but ill disjiosed to permit a foreigner 
even to apfirove or imitate them without finding somo 
fault with his ultramontane prt^sumption. 1 can easily 
enter into all tliis, knowing what would be thought in Eng- 
land of an Italian imitator of Milton, or if a translation of 
Monti, or PindemonttijOr Arici, should be held up to tho 
rising generation as a model for their future poetii'al essays. 
Rut I pere.eivo that I am deviating info an address to tho 
Italian reader, when my business is with the English one, 
and be they few or many, I must take rny leave of both. 


CANTO I. 

Once more in man’s frail world ! which I had left 
So long that ’t was forgotten ; and 1 feci 
The weight of clay again, — too soon bereft 
Of the immortal vision which could heal 
My earthly sorrows, and to (tod’s own skies 
Lift me from that deep gulf without repeal, 

Where late my oars rung with the damned cries 
Of souls in hopeless bale ; and from that place 
Of lesser torment, whence men may arise 
Pure from tho fire ti> join tlie angelic race ; 

Midst whom my own bright Healrice blegs’d* 

My spirit with her light ; and to the base 
Of the eternal Triad ! first, last, best, 

Mysterious, three, sole, infinite, groat God ! 

Soul universal ! led the mortal guest. 

Unblasted by the glory, though he tr(xl 
From star to star to reach the almighty throne. 

Oh Beatrice ! whose sweet limbs the sod 
So long hath prest, and the cold marble stone, 

Thou sole jnire serajili of my earliest love, 

Love so ineffable, and so alone, 

That naught on earlli could more my bosom move, 
And meeting thee in heaven was but to meet 
That without wliicb my soul, like the arkless dove, 
Had wander’d still in search ot) nor her feet 
Relieved lier wing till found ; without thy light 
My paradise had still been incomplete.* 

Since my ttfiith sun gave summer to my sight 
Thou wert my life, the essence of my thought, 
Loved ero I knt^w t}»e name of love, oikI bright 
Still in these dim old eyes, now overwrought 
With the world’s war, and years, and banishment, 
And timrs for tliee, by other woes untaught ; 

For mine is not a nature to be bent 
By tyrannous faction, and the brawling crowd ; 
And though the long, long conflict hath been spent 
In vain, and never more, save when the cloud 
Which overhangs the Apennino, my mind’s eye 
Pierces to fancy Florence, once so proud 
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Of me, can I return, Ihouj^h but to die, 

Unto my native aoil, tlioy have not yet 
duench’d tlio old exile’s spirit, stern and high. 

But tiie sun, though not over-cast, must set, 

And the night conieth ; 1 arn old in days, 

And deeds, and contemplation, and have met 
Destruction face to face in all his ways. 

The world hatli left me, wdiat it found me, pure, 
And if 1 have not gather’d yet its praise, 

I sought it not by any baser lure ; 

Man wrongs, and Time avenges, and my name 
May form a monument not all obscure, 

Though such was not rny aiuhition’s end or aim, 

To add to the vainglorious list of those 
Who dabble in the pettiness of fame. 

And make men’s fickle breath tlic wind that blows 
Their sail, and deem it glory to bo class’d 
With conquerors, and virtue’s other foes, 

In bloody chronicles of ages past. 

I would have had my Florence great and free : * 
Oh Florence ! Florence 1 unto me thou wast 
Like that Jerusalem which the Almighty Ho 
Wept over, “but tliou would’st not;” els the bird 
Gathers its young, I would have gather’d tliec 
Bcncatli a parent pinion, hadst thou heard 
My voice ; but as the adder, deaf and fierce, 
Against the breast that cherish’d thee w’as stirr’d 
Thy* venom, and rny stale thou didst amorce, 

And floom this body forfeit to the fire. 

Alas ! how bitter is his country’s curse 
To liim who for that country would expire, 

Bui did not merit to expire hy her, 

And loves her, loves her even in licr ire. 

The (lay may conic when she will cease to err, 

The day may conic she would bo proud to havo 
The dust she dooms to scatter, and transfer^ 

OPhim whom site denied a home, the grave. 

But this shall not ho granted ; let my dust 
Lie where it falls ; nor shall the soil wliich gave 
Me breath, bul in her siiddeii fury thrust 
Me forth to breatJio elsewhere', so reassumo 
IMy indignant bones, because her angry gust 
Forsooth is over, and repealVl her doom; 

No, — she denied ine what was mine — my roo^ 

And shall not have what is not hers — iny tomb. 
Too long h(?r armed wrath hath kept aloof 

The breast wliich would have bled fur her, the heart 
That beat, llie mind that was temptation proof) 

The man who fought, toil’d, tra veil’d, and each part 
(Jf a true citizen fulfill’d, and saw 
For his reward the Guelf’s ascendant art 
Pass his destruction even into a law. 

Thtjso things are not made for forgetfulness, 
Florence shall he forgotten first; loo raw 
The wound, too deep the wrong, and the distress 
Of such endin-aiico too prolong’d to make 
My pardon greater, her injustice less, 

Though late repenteii ; yet — ^yel for her sake 
1 foul some fonder yearnings, and for thine. 

My own Beatrice, I would hardly take 
Vengeance upon the land which once waa mine, 

And still is hallow’d by thy dust’s return, 

Which would protect the murderess like a shrines, 
And save ten thousand foes by thy sole urn. 

Though, like old Marius from Minturnae’s marsh 
And Cartilage ruins, my lone breast may burn 
At times with evil feelings hot and harsh, 

And sometimes the last pangs of a vile foe 
Writlie in a dream before me, and o’er-arch 
My brow with hopes of triumph, — let them go ! 

Such are the last infirmities of those 
Who long have suffer’d more than mortal woi 
And yet being mortal still, have no repose 
Bul on tlie pillow of Revenge — Revenge, 

Who sleeps to dream of blo^, and wak^ glows 


Wilh the ofl-baHied, slakeless tliirst of change, 

When wo shall mount again, and they that trod 
Bo trampled on, w'hile Death and Ate range 

O’er humbhjd heads and sevisr’d nocks Great God 

'I’ake these thoughts from me — to thy hands 1 yiek 
My many wrongs, and thine almighty nxl 
Will fall on those who smote inci, — be my sliiold ! 

As tliou hast been in peril, aiul in pain, 

In turbulent cities, and Ukj tented fi(dd — 

In toil, and many troubles borno in vain 
For Florence. — 1 appeal from her to Thee! 

Thee, whom I late saw in thy loftiest reign, 

Even in that glorious vision, which to see 
And live was never granted until now, 

And yet tliou hast jiermitted this to me. 

Alas ! with what a weight iijion my bn^w 

The sense of earth and earthly things come back, 
Corrosive passions, feelings dull and low. 

The heart’s quick tlirob upon the mental rack. 

Iiong day, and dreary night ; the retrospect 
Of half a century bloody and black. 

And the frail few years 1 may yet expect 
Hoary aad liopeless, but less hard to bear, 

For 1 have been t(X) long and d('eply wreck’d 
On the lone r(K:k of Desolate Despair 
To lift my eyi's more to the [lassing sail 
Wliicli shuns that reid'so horrible and hare 
Nor raise my voice — for who would liecd my wail ? 

I am not of this fieoplo, nor this age, 

And yet my liarpings will unfold a tale 
Wliicli shall pre.servo these times when not a page 
Of their pc3rturh(Hl annals could attract 
An eye to gaze ufion their civil rage, 

Did not my vers(> embalm full miuiy an act 

Worthless as they who wrought it : ’t is the doom 
Of spirits of rny order to be rack’d 
In life, to wear their hearts out, and consume 
I’lieir days in endless strife, and die alone ; 

Then fiitun* thousands crowd around thoir tomb, 
And pilgrims coiim from climes where th(!y havo know 
7’hcnariie of him — who now is hut a name. 

And wasting homage o’er the sullen stone, 

Spread his — by him unheard, uiilie«!dtMl — fame ; 

And mine at least hath cost iu(3 dear : to die 
Is nothing ; hut to wither ilius — lo tamo 
My mind downi from its own inriniiy-— 

To live in narrmv w'ays with liltlo men, 

A common siglit to every common eye, 

A wanderer, wiiih' even wolves can find a den, 

Ripp’d from all kindred, from all home, all things 
Tiiat make communion sw’oet, and soften pain-— 

'o feel me in the solitude of kings 
Without the power that makes tli(?m hear a crown— 
To envy every dove his nest and wings 
Vhich waft him wiit^re the Apenni no looks down 
On Arno, till he perches, it may bo, 

Witlun iny all inex(3ral)l('; town, 

Vherc yet my boys ar(}, and tliat fatal she,* 

Their mother, the cold partner who hath brought 
Destruction for a dowry — this to fieo 
nd feel, and know without rtqiair, hath taught 
A bitter h'ssou ; but it leaves me free : 

I havo not vilely found, nor basely souglif, 
hey made an Exile — not a slave of mo 


CANTO II. 

'ho Spirit of the fervent days of Old, 

Wlicn words were things tliat earn© to pass, and 
thouglit 

Flash’d o’er the future, bidding men behold 
'heir children’s children’s doom already brought 
Fortii from the abyss of time which is to h^ 

The chaos of oveiits, whero lie half- wrought 
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Shapes that must undt^rgo mortality ; 

What tlio great Seers of Israel wore within, 

That spirit was on tliem, and is on me, 

And Cassandra-like, amidst the din 
Of conliict none will hear, or hearing heed 
This voice from out the Wilderness, the sin 
Be theirs, and iny own feelings be my meed, 

Tho only guerdon I have ever known. 

Hast thou not bled ? and hast thou still to bleed, 
Italia/ Ah! to mo such things, foreshown 
With dim sepulchral light, bid me forgot 
In thine irreparable wrongs my own ; 

We can have but one couniry, and oven yet 
Thou Vl mine — my bones shall be within thy breast, 
My soul witliin tliy language, which once sot 
With our old l^oinan sway in tho wide West ; 

But I will make anoifuir tongue arise 
As lofty aiul more sweet, in whicli oxjjrest 
The hero’s ardour, or the lover’s siglw, 

Shull find alike such sounds for every theme 
That cvc'ry word, as brilliant as thy skies, 

Shall realize a p<.»et’s proudest dr<’arn, 

And inakt: tlico Europe’s night uigale of song; 

^ So that all present speech to thine shall seem 
The note, of meaner birds, and every tongue 
Confess its barbarism, when compared with thine. 
This shall tlu>u owe to him tliou didst bo wrong, 

Thy Tuscan Bard, the banish’d Ghib<illine. 

Wo! wo! the veil of coming centuries 
Is rent, — a thousand years which yet supine 
Lie like the ocean waves ere winds arise, 

Heaving in daik and sullen undulation, 

Float from elernity info these eyes ; 

T.he sioriiis yet sleep, the clouds still keep their station, 
The unborn earthquake yet is in the womb, 

The bloody chaos yet expects creation, 

But all things arc disposing for thy doom ; 

I'lic clemeiits await but, for the word, 

“Let there be darkness!” and thou grow’st a tomb! 
Yes! thou, so beautiful, sliuU feel the sword, 

Thou, Italy ! so fair that Paradise, 

Re.vived in the.o, blooms forth to man restored: 

Ah ! must the sons of A<latn lose it twice 7 
Italy I whose ever golden fields, 

Plough’d by tho sunbeams solely, would suffice 
Ft>r tile world’s granary ; thou whose sky heaven gilds 
With brighter stars, and robes with deeper blue; 
Thou, in whose pleasant places Summer builds 
Her palace, in whose cradled Empire grew, 

And fonnd the Eternal City’s ornaments 
From s^Kiiis of kings whom frt^cmen overtlircw ; 
Birthplace of heroe,Sj sanctuary of saints?, 

Where earthly first, tium heav(Mily glory made 
Her liomc ; liiou, all which fon«lest fimcy paints, 

And finds her prior vision but portray’d 
In fei'bh- colours, when the eye — from the Alp 
Of horrid snow, and rock, and shaggy shado 
Of desort-loving pine, whose emerald scalp 

N<xJs to the storm — dilates and dotes o’er tliec, 

And w'istfully implores, as ’t were, for iielp 
To sec tliy sunny fields, my Italy, 

Nearer and nearer yet, and dearer still 
Tho more approaclt’d, and dearest were they free, 
Thou — Thou must witlier to each tyrant’s will: 

The Goth hath been, — the German, Frank, and Hun 
Arc yet to como, — and on tho imperial hill 
Huin, already proud of tlie deeds done 

By the old barbarian.^, there awaits tlie new, 

Throned on the Palatine, while lost and won 
Romo at her foot lies bleeding ; and the hue 
Of human sacrifice and Romtui slaughter 
Troubles llio clotted «r, of late so blue, 

And deepens into re<| tilbw«iirron water 
Of Tiber, tbiok with dead ; tli© helpless priest, 

And still smtf holplogs nor leas holy daughter 


Vow’d to their God, have shrieking fled, and ceased 
Their ministry : tlie naiions lake Uieir prey 
Iberian, Almain, Lombard, and the beast 
And bird, wol^ vulture, nmre humane tlian they 
Are ; these but gorge the flesh and lap tho goro 
Of the departetl, and then go their way ; 

But those, the human savages, explore 
All paths of torture, and insatiate yet, 

.Wifli Ugolino hunger prowl for more. 

Nine moons shall rise o'er scones like this and get|* 
Tlie chiefless army of tlie dead, which late 
Beneath the traitor Prince’s banner met, 

Hath left its leader’s ashes at tho gate ; 

Had but the royal Rebel liveil, perchance 
Tho liadst been spared, liut his involved tJiy fate,. 
Oil ! Rome, the spoiler or the sjKiil of France, " 
From Brennus to tiie Bourbon, never, never 
Slinll foreign standard to thy walls advance 
But Tiber shrill become a mournful river. 

Oh ! when tin; strangers pass tlic Alps and Po, 
Crusli them, ye rocks ! floods whelm them, and fl 
ever ! 

Why sleep tlie idle avalanches go, 

To topple on the lonely pilgrim’s head ? 

Why doth Eridanus hut overflow 
T1 m 5 peasant’s harvest from his turbid boil ? 

Were not each barbarous hordi' a nobler prey 
Over Oambyses’ host tlie desert spread 
Her sandy ocean, and the sea wavfss’ sway 
Roll’d over Pliaraoh and his thousands, —why 
Mountains ami w'aters, do ye nor as they ? 

And you, ye men ! Romans, who dare not die, 

Sons of the conquerors who overthrew 
Those who overthrew jirond Xerxes, where yet lie 
Tht^ dead whose tomb Oblivion never knew, 

Are the A1[)S w'eaker than Thermopylai 7 
Thcdr jiasses more alluring to the view 
Of an invader? is it they, or ye, 

Tiiat to e:ich host the mountain-gate unbar, 

And leave the mareb in peace, tlie passage free? 
WJi}', Nature’s self deiaius the victor’s car. 

And makes your lend impregnable, if cartli 
Could be so ; but alone she will not war,' 

Yet aids the warrior worthy of his birth 
In a soil where the mothers bring forth men : 

Not so with those whose souls are little wortli; 

’or them no fort.re.ss can avail,-— the den 
Of the yKior reptile which preserves its sting 
Is more secure than walls of adamant, when 
The hearts of those within arc quivering. 

Are yc not brave 7 Yos, yet the Ausonian soil 
Hath hearts, and hands, and arms, and hosts to bri^ 
Against Oppression; hut how vain the toil. 

While still Division bows the seeds of wo 
Ami weakness, till the stranger reaps the spoil. 

Oh ! my own beautitrms land ! so long laid low, 

So long the grave of thy own children’s hopes, 

When there is but required a single blow 
To break tho cliam, yot — ^yet the Avenger stops, 

And Doubt and jjiscord step ’twkt thine and thco 
And join tlieir strength to tliat which witli Uioc cop< 
What is there wanting then to set tlieo free 
And show thy beauty in its fullest light 7 
To make the Alps impassable; and we, 

Her sons, may do this witli one deed Unite. 

CANTO III. 

Prom out the mass of never-dying ill, 

The Plague, the Prince, the Stranger, and tlie Swt 
Vials of wratli but emptied to refill 
And flow again, 1 cannot all record 
That crowds on my prophetic eye : the earth 
And ocean written o’er would not aiford 
Space for the annul, yet it shall go forth ; 
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Yea, all, though not by human pen, is graven, 
There where the farthest suns and stars have birth, 
Spread like a banner at tho gate of heaven, 

Tho bloody scroll of our millennial wrongs 
Waves, and tlie echo of our groans is driven 
Athwart the sounds of archangelic songs, 

And Italy, tlie martyr’d nation’s gore, 

Will not in vain arise to where belongs 
Omnipotence and mercy evermore : 

Like to a harjwtring stricken by the wind, 

The sound of her lament shall, rising o’er 
The seraph voices, touch the Almighty Mind. 
Meantime I, humblest of thy sons, and of 
Earth’s dust by irnmorlulity refined 
I'o sense and sutfering, though the vain may scoff, 
And tyrants tlireat, and meeker victims bow 
Before the storm because its breath is rough, 

I’o thee, my country ! whom before, as now, 

I loved and love, devote the mournful lyro 
And melancholy gift high powers allow 
To read tlie future; and if now my fire 
Js not iis once it shone oVr theOj forgive ! 

1 but foretell tby fortunes — tlicn expire ; 

Think not that I would look on them and live. 

A spirit forces mo to sec and speak, 

And for my guerdon grants 7io( to survive ; 

My heart shall be poLir\I over thee and breaJk: 

I'et f )r a moment, ere I must rosunic 
'I’ity sable web of sorrow, list me take 
Over tlio gleams tliat flash athwart thy gloom 

A softer glimpse ; some stars shine through thy night. 
And many mol eons, and above tby tomb 
Le.uns sculjilured Beauty, wJiicdi Death cannot blight; 
And from thine ashes boundless spirits rise 
To give thee honour, and tho earth deliglit; 

1'liy .soil shall still be pregnant with the wise, 

• l’h(i gay the loarn’d, the generous, and the brave, 
Native to tliee as sninrner to thy skies, 

Conijiierors on foreign shores, and the far wave,’ 
i )i,so»)Vcrer.s of new worlds, wiiich take their name 
Kor /Ace alone they have no arm to save, 

Atid all ihy recomi>ensc is in llieir fame, 

A noble nne to thimi, but not to tliec — 

Shall they be glorious, and thou still the. same ? 

Oh ! more tliati these illustrious far shall be 
'rhe being — and even yet ho may be born — 

The mortal saviour who shall set thee free, 

And see thy diadem so changed and worn 
By fresh barbarians, on thy brow replaced ; 

And the sweet sun repleni.sliing thy mom, 

Thy moral morn, too long with clouds defaced 
And noxious vapours from Avornus risen, 

Such as all they must breathe who are debased 
By servitude, and have the miiMl in prison. 

Yet through this centuried eclipse of wo 
Some voices shall bo heard, and earth shall listen; 
Points shall follow in the path I show, 

And make it broader ; tlie same brilliant sky 
Which cheers the birds to song shall bill them glow, 
And raise their notes as natural and high ; 

Tuneful shall be their numbers ; they shall sing 
Many of love, and some of liberty, 

But few shall soar upon tliat eagle’s wing, 

And look in the sun’s face with eagle’s gaze 
All free and fearless as the feather’d kingi 
But fly more near tho earth ; how many a phrase 
Sublime shall lavish’d be on some small prince 
In nil the prodigality of praise ! 

And language, eloquently false, evince 
The harlotry of genius, which, like beauty, 

Too oft forgets its own sell^reverence, 

And looks on prostitution as a duty. 

* He who once enters in a tyrant’s hall 

As guest is slave, his thoughts become a booty, 

And the first day which sees the chain ontliral 
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A captive, sees his half of manhood 
Tho soul’s emasculation saddens all 
His spirit ; thus the Bard too near tho throne 
Ctiiails from his inspiration, bound to jpiieasc^-— 
How servile is the task to please alone ! 

To smooth the verse to suit his sovereign’s ease 
And royal leisure, nor too much prolong 
Aught save his eulogy, aiul find, and seize, 

Or force, or forge fit argiunent of song I 

Thus trammell’d, thus condemn’d to Flattery’s tre 
He toils through all, still trembling to bo wrong : 
For fear some noble thouglits, like heavenly rebels, 
Should rise up in high treason to his brain, 

He sings, as tlie Athenian spoke, with pebbles 
In ’s mouth, lest truth should stammer through his strs 
But out of the long file, of sonneteers 
There shall be .some who will not sing in vain, 
And he, their prince, shall rank among my peers, 
And love shall he his torment ; but his grief 
Shall make an immortality of tears, 

And Italy shall hail him as the Chief 
Of Poet-lovers, and Iiis higher song 
Of Freedom wreathe him witli as green a leaf 
But in a farther age shall ri.se along 
The banks of Po two greater still than he; 

The world which smiled on him shall do them wre 
Till they are ashes, and repose with me. 

The first will make an epoch with hi.s lyro. 

And fill the earth with floats of chivalry: 

His fancy like a rainbow, and his fire, 

Like tliat of Heaven, iiHinortal, and lii.s thought 
Bonie onward with a wing that cannot tire: 
Pleasure shall, like a butterfly new cauglit, 

Fhiller her lovely pinions o’er his theme, 

And Art itself seem into Nature wrought 
By tho transparency of his bright dream.-— 

The second, of a tenderer, satlder mood, 

Shull pour his soul out o’er Jerusalem; 

He, too, shall sing of arms, and Christian blood 
J-died where Christ bled for man ; and his high harj) 
Shall, by the willow over Jordan’s flood, 

R<*vive a song of Sion, and tlie sharj> 

Conflict, and final triumph of the brave 
And pious, and the strife of hell to warp 
Their hearts from their great purpose, until wave 
Tho red-cross banners where the first red Cross 
Was crimson’d from his veins who died to save, 
Shall be his sacred argument ; the loss 
(if years, of favour, freedom, even of fame 
Contested for a time, while the smooth gloss 
Of courts would slide o’er his forgotten name, 

And call captivity a kindness, meant 
I’o shield him from insanity or shame. 

Such shall be his meet guerdon f who w’as sent 
To bo Christ’s Laiireal — tliey reward him well! 
Florence dooms me but death or banishment* 
Ferrara him a pittance and a cell, 

Harder to bear and less deserved, for I 
Had stung tho factions which I strove to queU ; 

But this meek man, who with a lover’s eye 

Will look on earth and heaven, and who will deign 
To embalm with his celestial flattery 
As poor a thing as e’er was fqiawn’d to reign, 

Wliat will he do to merit such a doom ? 

Perhaps he ’ll loec,— and is not love in vam 
Torture enough without a living tomb ? 

Yet it will be so — he and his compeer, 

The Bard of Chivalry, will both consume 
In penury and pain too many a year, 

And, dying in despondency, bequeath 

To tho kind world, ^ich scarce will yield a tear, 

A heritage enriching all who breathe 
With tlie wealth a genuine poet’s wml, 

And to their country a redoubled wreath, 

Unmatch’d by time ; not Hellas can unioli 



ir «i.'k 


Through her dlympiada two such names, though one 
Of hors be xni^ty 4nd is this the whole 
‘ or such men’s destiny beneath the sun ? 

Must sH the &i6r thoughts, the thnlling sense, 

The riectric Hood with which their arteries run, 
Their body’s self turn’d soul with the intense 
Feeling of that which is, and fancy of 
That w hich should be, to such a recompense 
Conduct? shall their bright plumage on tlie rough 
Storm be still scatter’d ? Yes, and it must be, 

For, form’d of far too penetrable stuff, 

These birds of Paradise but long to flee 
Back to their native mansion, soon they And 
Earth’s mist with their pure pinions not agree, 

And die or are degraded, for the mind 
Succumbs to long infection, and despair, 

And vulture pasions flyi^ close behind, 

Awiut the moment to assail and tear ; 

And when at length the winged wanderers stoop, 
Then is the prey-bird’s Iriumpli, then they shore 
The spoil, o’erpower’d at length by one feU swoop. 

Yet some have been untouch’d who learn’d to bear, 
Some whom no power could ever force to droop, 
Who could resist themselves even, hardest care ! 

And task most hopeless ; but some such have been. 
And if my name among the number were, 

That dCsStiny ausler(5, and yot serene. 

Were prouder than more dazzling fame unblest; 

The Alp’s snow summit nearer heaven is seen 
Than tlie volcano’s fierce eruptive crest, 

Whose splendour from the black abyss is flun^ 

While die scorch’d mountain, from whose burning 
breast 

A temporary torturing flame is wrung. 

Shines for a niglit of terror, then repels 

Its fire back to the licll from whence it sprung, 

Tho hell wliich in its entrails ever dwells. 


CANTO IV. 

Many arc poets who have never penn’d 
Their inspiration, and perchance the bfist : 

They felt, and loved, and died, hut would not lend 
Their thoughts to meaner beings ; they compress’d 
The god within them, and rejoinVl the stars 
Unlaiu-ell’d upon cartli, hut far more blest 
Than those' who are degraded by the jars 
Of passion, and their frailties link’d to fame, 
Conquerors of high renown, but full of scars. 

IVlany are poets but without the name, 

For what is poesy but to create 
From overfeeling good or ill ; and aim 
At an external life beyond our fate, 

And be the new Prometlieus of new men, 
Bestowing fire from heaven, and tlicn, too late, 
Finding the pleasure given repaid with [lain, 

And vultures to the heart of the bestower, 

Who having lavish’d his high gift in vain, 

Lies chain’d to his lone rock by the seashore ? 

So be it ; we can bear. — But thus all they 
Whose intellect is an o’erraastering power 
Which still recoils from its incumbering clay 
Or lightens it to spirit, whatsoe’er 
The form which their creations may essay, 

Are bards ; the kindled marble’s bust may wear 
More poesy upon its spealdng brow 
Than aught less than the Homeric page may bear ; 
One noble stroke witli a whole life may glow, 

Or deify the canvass till it shine 
With beauty so surpassing all below, 

That they who kneel to idols so divine 
Break no commandment, for high heaven is there 
Tranafosed, transflgurated: and the line 
Of poM^, which peoples but the air 


With thought and beings of our thought reflected, 
Can do no more: then let the artist iSiaro 
The palm, he shares the peril, and dejected 
Paints o’er the labour unapptoved--Alas ! 
Despair and Genius are too oft connected 
Witliin the ages which before me pass 
Art shall resume and equal even the sway 
Which with Apelles and old Phidias 
Sim held in Hellas’ unforgottem day. 

Ye shall be taught by Ruin to revive 
The Grecian forms at least from their decay. 

And Roman souls at last again shall live 
In Roman works wrought by Italian hands, 

And temples, loftier than the old temples, give 
New wonders to the world ; and while still stands. 
The austere Pantlieon, into heaven shall soar 
A dome, its imago, while the base expands 
Into a fanu; surpassing all before, 

Such as all flesh shall flock to kneel in ; ne’er 
Such sight hatli been unfolded by a door 
As this, to which all nations shall repair, 

And lay tludr sins at tliis huge gale of heaven 
And tho Ixild Architect unto whose care 
The daring charge to raise it shall l>e given, 

Wliom all arts shall acknowledge os their lord, 
Whofiier into the marble chaos driven 
His chisel bid the llohrevv, at whose word 
Israel left Kgypt, stop the waves in stone, 

Or hues of hell be by his pencil pour'd 
Over the damn’d before the Judgment throne'-,''’ 

Such as I saw them, such as all shall sec, 

Or fanes be built of grandeur yet unknown, 

The stream of his great thoughts shall spring from 
The GhibolUne, who traversed the three rciulms 
Which form the emj)ire of eternity. 

Amidst the clash of swords, and clang of helms, 

The age which I anticipate, no loss 
Shall he the Age of Beauty, and while whelms 
Calamity tho nations with distress, 

The genius of rny country shall arise, 

A Cedar towering <»’er the Wildemoss, 

Lovely in all its hraiichcs to all eyes, 

Fragrant as fair, and recognised afar, 

Wa fling its native incense through tho skies. 
Sovereigns shall jiausc amidst their sport of war, 
Wean’d for an hour from l»h>odj to turn and gazf. 
On canvass or on stone ; and they who mar 
All beauty upon earth, comiK'll’d to praise, 

Shall feel the power of tliat which they destroy, 
And Art’s mistaken grafitudo shall raise 
To tyrants, who but take her for a toy. 

Emblems and monuments, and prostitute 
Her charms to pontiffs proud, who hut cmplo; 
The man of genius as the meanest brute 
To hear a burden, and to servo a need, 

To sell his labours and his soul to boot. 

Who toils for nations may be poor indeed, 

But free ; who sweats for moiiarchs is no more 
Than the gilt chamberlain, who, clothed and fee 
Stands sleek and slavish, bowing at his door. 

Oh, Power that rulcst and iusjiircst ! how 
Is it that they on earth, whose earthly power 
Is likes! thine in heaven in outward show. 

Least like to thee in attributes divine. 

Tread on the universal nocks that bow. 

And then assure us that tlioir rights are thino ? 

And how is it that they, the sons of fame, 

Whose inspiration seems to them to shine 
From high, they whom the nations oftest name, 

Must pass their days in penury or pain, 

Or step to grandeur through the paths of shomt 
And wear a deeper brand and gaudier chiun ? 

Or if their destiny be bom aloof 
From lowliness, or tempted thence in vain, 

In their own souls sustain a harder proofi 



Tlw inner war of pueeions deep and tierce? 
Florence ! when thy Imrsh sentence ra^ed my rooi; 

I loved thee; but the veng^ce of my verse. 

The hate of injuries wliich every year 
Makes greater) and accumulates my cursO) 

Shall live, outliving all thou boldest dear. 

Thy pride, thy wealth, thy freedom, and even thaii 
The most infernal of all evils here, 

The sway of petty tyrants in a state ; 

For such sway is not limited to kings 
And demagogues yield to them but in date 
As swept off sooner ; in all deadly tilings 
Which make men hate themselves, and one another, 
Tn discord, cowardice, cruelty, all that springs 
From Death the Sin-bom’s incest with his mother, 

In rank oppression in its rudest shape. 

The faction Chief is but tlie Sultan’s brother, 

And tlie worst despot’s far less human ape: 

Florence ! when tins lone spirit, which so long 
Yearn’d, as tlie captive toiling at escape, 

To fly back to thee hi desjjite of WTong, 

An exile, saddest of all prisoners, 

Who has the whole world for a dungeon strong, 


Seas, mountmns, and the harizon^s verge lor bars, 
Which shut him from the sole small 8{)Ot of eai 
Where— Atrhaiso’er his fate — he still were heis^ 
His country’s, and might die where he had birth^ 
Florence! when this lone spirit shall return 
To kindred spirits, thou wilt feel my worth 
And seek to honour with an empty urn 
The aslies thou shalt ne’er obtain— Alas ! 

“ What have 1 done to thee, my people?” S 
Are all tliy dealings, but in this they pass 
The limits of man’s common malice, for 
All tliat a citizen could be 1 was ; 

Raised by thy will, all thine in peace or war 
And for tliis tliou hast wari^d with me.— ’T is » 
I may not overleap tlie eternal bar 
Built up bcitween us, and will die alone, 

Beholding with the dork eye of a seer 
The evil days to gifted souls foreshown, 
Fortelling them to those who will not hear 
As in iiio old time, till the hour be come 
When Truth shall strike their eyes through 
a tear, 

And make them own the Prophet in his tomb. 


NOTES TO PROPHECY OF DANTE. 


Note 1, page 206, line 11. 

Mi<bt whom my aiim bright Diutrice bkund. 

The reader is re(iueslc(l to adopt tlu* Italian pro- 
nunciation of Beatrice, sounding all tlie syllables. 

• Note 2, page 206, lino 27. 

My parudm had .siiU been incomplete. 

"(’he sol per le holloopre 
Che faiuio ill Ci<‘lo il sale c 1’ altre stelle 
Denlro di Ini’ si crede il Paradiso^ 

Com s«; giiardi fiso 

Pensar ben di^i ch’ ogni torron’ piaccro, 
Canzdiic, ni which Dante describes the person of BeU;- 
ln« e, rSli'ophe third. 

Nat<5 3, page 207, Hue 20 
/ uxndil have, had my Florence grcfd ami free. 
"L’Esilio die m’ e data onor mi teguo. 


I noli c ufRci della Repubbliea nella sua Oitth ; e / 
; tele cho, kc. &c. ebbe due mogli in varj tempi, e* 
jfigliuoli, e ricchezzo assai. — R Marco Tull*'’ — 
tone — e Varrone — e S(‘n»*ea — ebbero inoglie,” & 
It is odd that honest Lionardo’s examples, with t 
ccplion of Seneca, and for any thing I know of 
totle, are not the most felicitous. Tully’s Tei 
and Socrates’ Xanlippe, by no means contribut 
their husbands’ hajijnness, whatever they might 
their philosophy — Cato gave away his wife — o- 
ro’s w’e know nothing — and of Seneca’s, only tin 
was disposed to die wiili him, but recovered, and 
.several years afterwards. But says Lionardo, “ 
mo ^ animule cii’i/c, secondo piace a tutti i fik 
And tlumce concludes that the greatest proof o 
animaVs ciimm is “ la nrirna congiunziono, dalla 
multiplicata nasec la Citlii.” 

Note 6, page 208, line 85 
Nine, moons shall rise o'er geevtes like this and sti 


Cadcr tra’ buoni pur di lade degno.” 

of JkiMey 

in wliich be represents Riglit, Generusity, and Tempe- 
ranee as banislicd frarn among men, and seeking refuge 
li’om Love, who inhabits hi.s basuni. 

Note 4, page 207, line 36. 

The dust she dooms to scatter. 

“ Ut si quis predictorum iillo tempore in (bi'tiam dicti 
communis perveiierit, tallis perveniens igne comlmratur^ 
sic (fuod moiiatur." 

Second sentence of Florence against Dante, and the 
fourteen accused with him. — The Latin is worthy of| 
the sentence. 

Note 5, page 207, line 133. 

Whore yet my hoys are^ and that fatal she, 

Thi.s lady, whose name was Gemmaj sprung from one 
of the movSt powerful Guelf families, named Donati. 
(’orso Donati was the principal adversary of the Ghi- 
bellines. She is described as being ^Admodum morosa, 
nt de XarUippe Socratisphilosophi conjuge scrivtum esse 
legimas" according to Cxiaiuiozzo Munetti. But 
nardo Aretino is scandalized with Boccace, in his life of| 
Dante, for saying that literary nmn should not marry.^ 
“ (iui il Boccaccio non ha pazienza, c dice, le mogli j 
esserconiraric agli studj ; e non si rieorda che Socratej 
dp ill nobilo tilosofo che mai fo.«(se, ebbe moglie e figli- 


St‘e “ Sacco di Roma,” generally attributed to C 
ciardini. There is another written by a J? 
Buonaparte.^ Gentiluomo Samminiatese che vi si 
presente 

Note 7, page 209, line S9. 
Conquerors on foreign shares^ and the far wave 
Alexander of Parma, Spinola, Pescara, Euge 
Savoy, Montccucco. 

Note 8, page 209, line 40. 
Discoverers of new worlds^ which toike their nam- 
Columbus, Arnericus Vespusius, Sebastian Cal 

Note 9, page 209, line 73. 

He who once enters in a tyrants holly 4^. 

A verse from the Greek tragedians, with 
Pompey took leave of Cornelia on entering the bt 
which he was slain. 

Note 10, page 209, lines 75 and 76. 

And the first day which sees the chain enthred^ 4^ 
The verse and sentiment are taken from Home 

Not© 1 1, page 209, line 93, 

And they their prince, shall rank among my peas. 
Petrarch. 




CAIN. 




Note 12, page 210, line 67. 

A domey its image* 

The cupola of St. Peter’s. 

Note 13, page 210, line 97. 

His c/usel bid the Hebrew, 

The Btatue of Moses on the monument of Julius II. 
SONETTO 

Hi Giovanni Battista Zappi. 

Chi h costui, che in dura piotra scolto, 

Siedo gigante ; e le piu illustre^ e conte 
Prove dell* arte avvaiiza, e ha vive, e pronto 
Le labbia si, che lo parolo ascoito ? 
duest* 6 Mos6 ; ben mo ’I diceva il folto 
Onor del mento, e *1 dopjiio raggio in fronto, 
Quest’ d Mus^, quando scondca del monte, 

E gran parte del Nume avea nel volto. 

Tal era allor, che le sonanli, e vaste 
Acque ei sospcse a so d’ intorno, e tale 
Q,uaiido il mar chiuse, o no tomha altrui. 

E voi sue turbo un rio vitello alzate ? 

Alzata aveste imaco aquesta egimle! 

Ch’ era men fallo r adorar costui. 


Note 14, page 210, line 100. 

Over the damned before the Judgment ihame» 

The Last Judgment in the Sistine chapel 
Note 15, page 210, line 103. 

The stream of ids great thoughts shall spring from me, 

1 have read somewhere (if I do not err, for I cannot 
recollect whore) that Uanto wa.5 so great a favourite of 
Michel Augiolo’s, that he had designed tho whole of 
tho Divina Cornmedia; but that the volume containing 
these studies was lost by sea. 

Note 16, page 210, lino 123. 

Her charms to proudj who but emphy^ ^e. 

See the treatment of Michel Angiolo by Julius II. 
and his neglect by Leo X. 

Note 17, page 211, line 32. 

** What have I done to thee^ my people 
“E scrissc piu volte non solamenie a particolari 
cittadini del reggimento, ma ancora al popolo, e intra 
r altre una Epistola assai lunga che coniincia: — ‘Po- 
pule mij quid fed tihi ?’ ” 

Vita di Dante scritta da JJonardo Aretina^ 


CAIN; 

A MYSTERY. 


'*l3osr the Serpent me more enbtUe than any beaat of thv field which the Lord Ood had iBade.”<— Orrt. Hi 1. 


TO SIR WALTER SCOTT, BART. 

THIS « MYSTERY OP CAIN” IS INSCRIBED 

BY HIS OBLIGED FRIEND, AND FAITHFUL SERVANT, 

TUE AUTHOR. 


PREFACE. 

Th« following scenes are entitled “a Mystery,” in 
conformity with the ancient title annexed to dramas upon 
similar subjects, which were styled “ Mysteries, or Mo- 
ralities.” The author has by no means taken the same 
hberries witli his subject which were common formerly, 
as may be seen by any reader curious enough to refer 
to those very profane productions, whetlier in EngUsh, 
French, Italian, or Spanish. The autlior has endeavoured 
to preserve the language adapted to his characters ; and 
where it is (and this is but rarely) taken from actual 
Scrijrtwrey ho has made as little alteration, even of words, 
as the rhythm would permit. The reader will recollect 
(bat the book of Genesis does not state that Eve was 
tempted by a demon, but by ^ the Serpent and that only 
because he was ^ the most subtile of all tho beasts of tho 
held,” Whatever interpretation the Rabbins and the 
Fathers may have put upon this, I must take the words 
as I find them, and reply with Bishop Watson upon simi- 
lar occasimis, when the Fathers were quoted to him, as 
Moderator in the schools of Cambridge, Behold the 
Book !” — holdtag up the Scripture, It is to be recollected 
iliat pgr present subject has notliing to do with tho iV^ui 
to which no reference can be here made with- 
aaaolmissn. With the poems upon similar topics I j 


have not been recently familiar. Since I was twenty I 
have never read Milton ; but I had road him bo frequently 
before, that this may make little clilference. Gesnor’.s 
“ Death of Abel” I have never read since I was eight 
years of age, at Aberdeen. The general inqiression of 
iny recollection is delight ; but of the contents T remember 
only that Cain’s wife was called Mahalu, and Abel’s 
Thirza : in the following page.s I have called them “Adah” 
and “ Zilla,” the earliest female names which occur in 
Genesis ; they wore those of Liimech’s wives : those of 
Cain and Abel are not called by their name.s. Whether, 
then, a coincidence of subject may have causetl the same 
in exproBsion, I know nothing, and care as little. 

Tho reader will please to bear in mind (what few 
choose to recollect) that there is no allusion to a future 
state in any of the books of Moses, nor indeed in the Old 
Testament. For a rea.son for this extraordinary omission 
he may consult “ Warburton’s Divine Legation whether 
satisfactoiy or not, no better has yet been assigned. 1 
have therefore supposed it new to Cain, withouik I hope, 
any perversion of Holy Writ. 

With regard to the lanf^age of Lucifer, it was difficult 
for me to make him talk like a clergyman upon the same 
subjects ; but 1 have done what I could to restrain him 
within the bounds of spiritual politeness. 

If ke disclaims having tempted Eve m the shape of the 
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Serpent, it is only because the Iwok of Genesis has no Adam. Dost thou not live ? 

the most distant allusion to any thing of Uie kind, biii Cain, Must I not die? 

merely to the Serpent in his serpentine capacity. Eve, Alas! 

Note . — The reader will perceive that the author hai The fruit of our forbidden tree begins 
partly adopted in this poom the notion of Cuvier, that ihi To fall, 

world had been destroyed several times before the crea- Adam. And we must gather it again. 

tion of man. This speculation, derived from the dilfereni Oh, God ! why didst thou plant tlic tree of knowledge? 

strata and the bones of enormous and unknown animal Cain. And wherefore plucked ye not the tree of life ? 

found in them, is not contrary to the Mosaic account, bu: Te might have then defied him, 

rather confirms it; as no liuman bones have yet been Adam. Oh! my son. 


discovered in those strata, although those of many knowr 
animals are fouixl near the remains of the unknown. The 
assertion of Lucifer, that the pre-adumite world was als( 
peopled by rational Injiugfe niucii more intelligent thar 
man, and proporlionably powerful to the mammoth, &c. 
&c. is, of course, a poetical fiction to help him to make 
out his case. 

I ought to add, that there is a “ Tramelogcdio’* of Al- 
ficri, called “Abel.” — I have never read that nor any other 
of the j)osthumou.s works of the writer, except liLs Life. 

DRAMATIS PERSONAL. 

MEN. WOMEN. 

Ada^m. Eve. 

Cain. Adah. 

AnEL, ZiLLAH. 

SPIRITS. 

Anoel of the Lord. 

Lucifer. 


ACT 1. 

Scene I. — 7?i€ land without Paradise, — Sunrise. 

Adam, Eve, Cain, Abel, Adah, Zillau, o/^crii. 
SturiJIrc. 

Adam. Goo, the Eternal! Infinite! All-wise!— 

Who out of darkness on the dee.p didst make 
Light on lh(‘ waters with a word — all hail! 

Jeliovah, with relnriiing light, all hail ! 

Eve. rh)d! who didst name the day, and separate 
Morning from niglit, till then divided never- 
Who <lidsi divitle tjjc wave from wave, and call 
Part of ihy work the finiiaincnt — all hail! 

Afni. God! who didst <m 11 the elements into 
Earth — ocean — air — and fin*, and with the day 
And night, and worlds which these illuniiiiato 
Or shadow, madost beings to ei.)()y them, 

And love both tliem and thee — all hail! all hail! 

Adah. Go<l, the Eternal! I’urenI of ail things! 

Who didst create llicse best and h<*auteons beings, 

To be beloved, more than all, save thee — 

Let me love thee and them: — All hail! all Ivail ! 

Zillah. Oh, G(xl ! wdio loving, making, blessing all, 
Yet didst permit the serpent to creep in, 

And drive my fatlier forth from Paradise, 

Keep us from furtlier evil : — Hail ! all hail ! 

Adam. Son Cain, my first-born, wherefore art thou 
silent ? 

Cain, Why should I speak ? 

Adam. To pray. 

Gam. Have ye not pray’d? 

Adam. We have, most fervently. 

Gam. And loudly: I 

Have heard you. 

Adam. So will God, I trust. 

Ahel, Amen ! 

Adam, But thou, my eldest-bom, art silent still. 

Gotn. *T is better I should be so. 

Ad^, 'Wherefore so? 

Cain. I have naught to ask. 

Adam, Nor aught to thank for? 

Cain. No, 


Blaspheme not : these arc serpent s w'ords. 

Cain. "W^hy not? 

The snake spoke truth : it was the tree of knowledge ; 
It Mirts the tree of life : knowledge is good, 

And life is gootl ; and how can both be evil? 

Eve. My hoy ! thou sfieakest as I spoke in sin, 
Before thy birth : let me not seo renew’d 
My misery in thine. 1 have repented, 
i.et me not see my oflspring fall into 
'I’he snares beyond the walls of Paradise, 

Which e’en in l^aradise destroy’d his parents, 

C/onfent dice with what w. Had we bcien so, 

Tliou now hadst been contented. — Oh, my son! 

Adam. Onr orisons com[dcfed, let us hence, 

Each to his task (»f toil — not heavy, though 
Needful: the, c:arth is young, and yields us kindly 
Her fruits with little labour. 

Eve. Cain, my son, 

H(!h()ld thy father cheerful and resigned, 

And do as he doth. Adam and Eve. 

Zillah. Wilt thou not, my brother ? 

Ahel. Why vs ilt thou wear this gloom upon tliy brow 
Which can avail tbcc nothing, save to rouse 
Tlic Klcrnal anger? 

Adah. My beloved Cain, 

iVilt thou frown evmi on me ? 

Cain. No, Adali ! no ; 

1 1 fain aonld ht? alone a little vvliile, 

Ahel, I m sick at Jieart ; but it will pass : 

’recede in<-, brothm* — 1 will follow shortly. 

\nd yon, loo, sisters, tarry not behind 
■’’onr gentleiu'ss must ii»)t be, harshly met : 

’ll follow you anon, 

AdaJi, If not, I will 

1 Return to seek you here. 

AhcL I’ho jieace of God 

ic on yi>nr spirit, br»»lher ! 

[Ereunt AiiEB, ZiLLAii, and Adah. 

Cain, (.Wus.) And this is 

jile! — Toil! and wherefore should I toil? — be,eanse 
My father could not keep Ins )>lae,e, in Eden. 

Ahat had / done in lids? — 1 was unborn, 
sought not to be born ; nor love thti slate 
To which that birth has brouglil me. Why did he 
Yield to the serpent and the woman ? or, 

Yielding, why snlfer? What was there, in this? 

The tree was planted, and why not for him? 
f not, why place him near it, where it grew 
The fairest in the centre ? They have but 
One answer to all questions, “ ’t wa.s his will, 

And Jw is good.” How know I that ? Because 
Ho is all-powerful, must all-good, too, follow? 

judge but by the fruits — and tliey arc bitter — 

Which I must feed on for a fault not mine. 

Whom have we here? — A shape like to the angels, 

Yet of a sterner and a sadder aspect 
)f spiritual esnonce : why do J. quake ? 

Why should I fear him more than otlier spirits, 

Whom I see daily wave their fiery swords 
Before the gates round wliicli I linger ofl, 

~n twilight’s hour, t%catch a glimpse of those 
jlardens which are my just inheritance, 

Ere the night closes o’er the inhibited walls 
And the immortal trees which overtoil 



The cherubinwierended battlernentR ? 

If I shrink not from these, tlio fire-arm’d angels, 

Why should I quail from him who now approaciies ? 

Yet he seems mightier far tlian they, nor less 

Beauteous, and yet not all as beautiful 

As he hath been, and might he : sorrow seems 

Half of his immortalily. And is it 

So ? and can aught grieve save humanity ? 

He comotli. 

EMer Lucifer. 

Ijutifer, Mortal ! 

Cain, Spirit, who art thou ? 

Ijucifer. Master of spirits. 

Cain. And being so, const thou 

Leave them, and walk with dust ? 

iMcjfer. I kiiow the thoughts 

Of dust, and feel for it, and with you. 

Cain. How ! 

You know iny tlioughts ? 

jMcifir. They are the thoughts of all 

Worthy of thought ’t is your immortal part 
Which speaks within you. 

Cain. What immortal pari? 

This has not been reveal’d: the tree of life 
Was withhehl from us by iny father’s folly, 

While that of knowledge, by tny mother’s haste, 

Was j>lu<*>k’d too soon ; and all the fruit is deailit 
Laicifer. They have dcc(‘ivcd thee ; thou shall live. 
Cain. I live, 

Bui live to die: and, living, see no thing 
To make death hattfnl, save an innate clinging, 

A loathsome and yet all invincible 
InstiiK^t of life, which I abhor, as T 
Despise myself, yet cuntiot overcome — 

And so 1 live. Would J had never lived ! 

Irndfcr, Thou li vest, and live forever: think not 

The eartii, v^ hich is liiinc outward cov’r’uig, is 
Existence — it will ce.nse, and thou will he 
No le.ss than ihou art now, 

Cain. No tos/ arul why 

No more ? 

iMriJir. It may be thou shalt be as wo 
Cain. And ye? 

[.vdfer. Arc everlasting. 

Cain. Are yc happy ? 

f^iuiifer. We are mighty, 

Cain. Are yo happy ? 

iMcifcr. No; art tlioii? 

Cain. How shouhl I be so? Look on me! 

Lurifhr. Poor clay! 

And thou pretemlest to be wretched ! Thou ! 

Cain, r am: — and thou, witli all thy might, what 
art tlunj ? 

[Mciftr. One wlio aspired to be what made tliee, and 
Would not liave made thee what thou art, 

(Jain. Ah ! 

d'hou look’st almost a god; and 

Lnrifer. I am none; 

And having fail’d to he one, would be naught 
►Save whaJ I am. He conquer’d; lot liirn reign ! 

Cain. Who? 

iju'ifer. Thy sire’s Maker, and the earth's. 
Cain. And heaven’s, 

And all that in them is. I have hoard 
jlis seraphs sing; an<l so my fatJier saith. 

Ijicifer. I’liey say — what they must sing and say 
on pain 

t)f being that winch I am— and thou art— 

( )r spirits and of men. 

Oaiw. And what is that? 

(Mcifcr. Souls who dare use their immortality— 
Souls who dare look the Onini^roten# tyrant in 
His everlaaiim| and tell him, tliat 
His evU If ho has made, 

As w ilii|l i ''I know not, nor boUave— 


But, if he made us — lie cannot unmake: 

We are immortal ! — nay, lie ’d luive us so 
That he may torture : — let him ! He is great— 

But, in his greatness, is no happier than 
We in our conflict ! Goodiwss would not make 
Evil; and what else hath he made? But lot him 
Sit on his vast and solitary throne, 

!]Jrcating w'orlds, to make eternity 
ess burdensome to ids imnicnso existence 
And unparticipaU‘,d solitude ! 

.iCt him crowd f)rb on orb : he is alone 
ndehnile, indissoluble tyrant ! 

Jould he hut crush himself, ’t w'ere the best boon 
He ever grant(*d : hut let liini reign on, 

And muliijdy hinisolf in misery ! 

Spirits and men, at least we sympathise ; 

Aind, sudcriiig in concert, make our (>angs, 

“nnumerahi<‘, more endurable, 

By the unbounded sympathy of all— 

A'ith all! Hut JHcI so wretclied in liis heiglit, 
restless in liis wretchedness, must still 

Jreate, and re-create 

Cain. Thou epi'ak’st to me of things which long have 
swum 

!n visions through my ihou;_'bt: I never could 
:i.ec.>nci!o wliat T saw witlj wliat 1 licard. 

My falln'r and my mother talk to me 
>f serpents, and of fruits and trees: I see 
The gat*'S of what they call their Paradise 
Guarded hy fiery-sworded cheruhim. 

Whicli shut tlnau out, and nn': I fe.ol the weight 
)f daily toil, aiul eonsfaut lliought: 1 look 
Around a world wlnre 1 seem nothing, with 
Fhouglits which arise vvitlnn me, as iflliey 
CJould master all things ; — but I thought alone 
Tills misery ^'aK minr. — My father is 
Tam«.‘d dtiwn; rnv tnc>lher has forgot the mind « 

Which iniiih' Jn r thirst for knowledge at the risk 
)f an eternal curse ; niy brother is 
A watcliiii:; shiqileud hc*y, who offers up 
The In St lings of tin* Hock to him who bids 
Th(‘ etirlli yield nothing m us without sweat 
My sister Ziliah sings an earlier liymn 
Tlian the liirds’ matins; and my Adah, my 
Jwn and beloved, slie too understands not 
The mind which overwhelms me: never till 
Now met J aught to .sympathise with me. 

’Tis well— T ralJjer would eoasort with spirits. 

iMcifvr. And hadst thou not been fit hy thine own 
soul 

For such eamipanion.ship, T would not now 
Have 8too<I Indore thee as I am: a serpent 
Had iKien cnougli to charm ye, as before. 

Cam. Ah! didst tfum (erupt my mother? 
jAinfer. T tempt none^ 

Save with the truth : was not the tree, the tree 
Of knowdiuE'c ? and was not the tree of life 
Still fruitful? Did I hid her pluck tliem not? 

Did / plant things jirohibited within 
The reach of beings innocent, and curious 
By their own innocence ? 1 would have nia«le yc 
Gods ; and even He who tlmist yo fortli, so tlirust ye 
Because “yo should not eat the fruits of life, 

And become gods, as we.” Were tliuso his words? 
Cain. I’liey were, as I have heard from those who 
heard them, 

In thunder. 

LMcifer. Then who was the demon ? He 
Who would not let y© live, or be who would 
Have made ye live tor ever in the joy 
And |»ower of knowledge ? 

Cain. Would tliey had snatcli’d botli 

The fruits, or neither ! 

iMafer. One is yours already, 

The other may be still. 
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Cain, How so? 

Lucifer, By being 

Voursolves, in your resistance. Nothing tsan 
dueiich the mind, if the mind will be itself 
And centre of surrounding things— ’t is made 
To sway. 

Cain. But didst tliou tempt my parents ? 

Lucifer. 1 ? 

Poor clay I what should 1 tempt them for, or how ? 

Cain. They say the serpent was a spirit. 

Lucifer. Who 

Said) that? It is not written so on high: 

The proud One will not so far falsify, 

Though man’s vast fears and little vanity 
Would make him cast upon tl)e sj)iritual nature 
His own low falling. The snake was the snake— 

No moi’e ; and yet not less than those ho tciii])ted, 

III nature being earth also — more in wvidom^ 

Since ho could overcome them, and foreknew 
The knowledge fatal to th('ir narrow jr»ys. 

Thiiik’st thou I ’d take the shape of things that die ? 

Cam. Rut tlic thing had a demon ? 

Lucifer. He but woke one 

In those he spako to with his forky tongue. 

I tell thee that the serpent was no more 

’I’han a mere serpent ; ask the cheruhiin 

Who guard the t,crri{)tiiig tree. When thousand ages 

Have roll’d o’er your dead ashes, and your seed’s, 

'rhe seed of the then world may thus array 
Their earliest faull in fuhle, and attribute 
To me a sliafie I scorn, as 1 scorn all 
That bows to him, who made filings hut to bond 
Before his sullen, sole elcrnity ; 

But we, who sec tlie truth, must speak it. Thy 
Fond parents listen’d to a creeping thing, 

And fell. For w'hai should spirits tempt them? What 
•Was there to envy in the narrow bounds 
Of Paradise, that spirits who p('-rrddo 

Sparc but t speak to thee of what thou know’st not, 

With all tliy tree of knowledge. 

Cain But thou canst not 

Speak aught of knowledge which I would not know, 

And do not thirst to know, and boar a mind 
To know. 

Licifer. And heart to look on ? 

Cain. Be it proved. 

Lucifer. Dar’st thou to look on Death ? 

Cain. He has not yet 

Been soon. 

Lucifei . But must be undergone. 

Cain. My father 

Says he is something dreadful, and my mother 
Weeps when he ’s named ; and Abel lifts bis eyes 
’Ik) heaven, and Zillah casts hers to the earth, 

Anil sighs a prayer ; and Adah looks on me, 

And speak.s not. 

Lucifer. And thou? 

Cain. Tlioughts unspeakable 

Crowd in my breast to burning, when I hear 
Of this almighty Death, who is, it seems, 

Inevitablo. Could I wrestle with him? 

I wrestled with the lion, when a boy, 

In play, till ho ran roaring from iny gripe. 

Ludfa'. It has no shape ; but will absorb all things 
I'liat. bear the form of earth-bom being. 

Cain. All ! 

I thought it was a being: who could do 
8ucli evil things to beings save a being? 

Lucifer. Ask the Destroyer. 

Cain. Who? 

Ijudfer. The Maker— call him 

Which name tliou wilt : he makes but to destroy. 

Cain. I know not that, yet tliought it, since I heard 
Of death : although I know not what it is, 

Yet it seems horrible, I have look’d out 


In Uie vast diisolate night in search of him ; 

And when 1 saw giganlic, shadows in 
The umbrage of tlu* walls of iCden, chequer’d 
By the far^tlashing of the chenih’a swords, 

I watch’d for wdiat I thought his coining ; for 
With fear rose longing in my hear! to know 
What ’twas which slmok us all — hut nothing came. 
And then I turn’d my weary eyes from off 
Our native and forbidiltm I’aradise, 

Up to the lights al>ovt) us, in the azure, 

VVhich arc so beautiful: shall tliey, t(w), die! 

Lucifer. Perhaps — hul long outlive both thine and 
thee. 

C(dn. I ’m glad of that ; I would not liavc them die^ 
They are so lovt iv. What is death ? 1 fear 

1 feci, it is a dreadful thing; hut what, 

I cannot compass: ’tis denounced against us, 

Both them ivlio sinii’d and sirin'J not, as an ill — 

What ill? 

iMdfer. To be resolved into the earth. 

Cain. But shall 1 know it? 

Lucifer. As I know not death, 

I cannot answer. 

Cain. VS^cre I quiet earth 

That were no evil : would 1 ne’er had been 
Aught else hut dust ! 

tjudfr. 7’hat is a grov’lmg wish, 

Less tiian thy father’s, lor lie wisli’d to know. 

Cain. But not to live, or wfiercfore jiluck’d he not 
The hfc-lree? 

Lucifer. lie was iiitidcrd. 

Cam. Dt^adly error! 

Not to snatch first that fruit: — ^but ere lie pluck’d 
7’he knowledge, he was ignorant of death. 

Alas! T srareely now know what it is, 

And yet 1 fear it — fi'ar J know not what ! 

Lucifer. And I, who know all things, fear nodiing; 
see 

AVhat is true knov.ieilge. 

Cain. Wilt thou teach me all? 

Lucifer. Ay, U[>on one. condition. 

Cain. Name it. 

Lucifer. 7'lial 

Thou dost fall down and worship me— thy Lord. 

Cain. Thou art not the I^ord my father worships. 

Lucifer. No. 

Cain. His equal? 

Lucifer. No; — I have naught in common witli him! 
Nor would : I would be aught above — hene.ath— 

Aught save, a shariT or a servant of 
Ilis power. I dwell apart ; hut I am great 
Many there are who worship nic, and more 
Who shall — ^be thou aincjiig the first. 

Cain. I never 

As yet have bow’d unto my father’s (iod, 

Although iny brother Abel oil iiiqilorcs 
"I’hat 1 would join wdlh him in sacrifice : — 

Why should 1 bow to thee ? 

Lucifer. Hast, thou ne’er bow’d 

To him? 

Cain. Have I not said it? — need I say it? 

Could not ihy mighty knowledge leach tlieo that ? 

iMtif&r. Ho wlio bows not to him has bow’d to me ! 

Cain. But I will bend to neither. 

Lucifer. Ne’er the less. 

Tliou art my worsliipper : not worshipping 
Him malcc.s Ihee mine the same. 

Cain. And what i.s that ? 

Lucifer^ Thou ’It know hero— and hereafter. 

Coin. % Let me but 

Bo taught the mystery of my being. 

Ijidfer. % Follow 

Where I will lead thee. 

Cain. But I must retire 

To till the earth — ^for 1 had promised— 



lAutfer, What? 

Cain, To cull some first-fruits. 

^ iMdfer. Why? 

Cain. To offer up 

\ ';th Abel on an altar, 

Ludfer, Saidst thou not 

Thou ne’er hadst bent to him who made thee ? 

Coin* 

But Abel’s earnest prayer has wrought upon me ; 

The offering is more his than mine — and Adah 

Lucifer. Why dost thou hesitate. 

Cain. She is my sister, 

Born on the same day, of the same womb ; and 
She wniiig from me, with tears, this promise ; and 
Rather than see her weep, I would, methinks, 

Bear all— and worship aught. 
fjucifer. Then follow me ! 

Cain. I will. 

Enter Adah. 

AdaJi. My brother, I have come for thee ; 

It is our hour of rest and joy — and wo 
Have less without thee. Thou hast lalwur’d not 
This morn ; hut I have done thy task : die fruits 
Are ripe, and glowing as die light which ripens; 

Come away. 

Cain. See’st thou not ? 

Adah. I sec an angel ; 

We have seen many ; will he share our hour 
Of rest ? — ^lie is welcome. 

Cain. But ho is not like 

The angels we have seen. 

Adah. Arc there, then, others ? 

But he is welcome, as they were : diey deign’d 
To be our guests— will he 1 
Cain^ (to Lucifer.) Wilt thou ? 

Ijtuifer. I ask 

Thee to be mine. 

Cain. I must away with him. 

A<l<ih. And leave us ? 

Cain. Ay ? 

Adah. And me ? 

Cain. Beloved Adah! 

Aflah. TiCt me go with thee? 
iMcifer. No, she must not. 

Adah. Who 

Art thou dial steppest between heart and heart? 

Cain. Ho is a god. 

Adah. How know’st thou ? 

Cain. • He speaks like 

A god. 

Adafi. So did the serpent, and it lied, 
lAtcifer. Thou errest, Adah ! — was not the tree that 
Of knowledge ? 

Adah. Ay — to our eternal sorrow. 

Lucifer. And yol dial grief is knowledge— so he lied 
not : 

And if he did betray you, ’twas with truUi; 

And truth in its own essence cannot bo 
But good. 

Adah. But all we know of it has gather’d 
Evil or ill : expulsion from our home, 

And d • )ad, and toil, and sweat, and heaviness ; 
Remorse of that which was — and hope of that 
Which cometh not. Coin! walk not with this spirit 
Bear with what wo have borne, and love me — I 
Love thee. 

Ijuefer. More than thy mother, and thy sir© ? 

Ad^i. I do. Is that a sin, too ? 

Lucifer. No^ not yet ; 

It one day will be in your children, . 

Adah. mat! 

Must not my iliiughler love her hrol^r Enoch? 
LMoftr. Not as Uiou lovost Cain. 

Mah. Oh, my God ! 

Bhall they not lov© and bring fordi things that love. 


Out of their love ? have they not drawn their milk 
Out of this bosom ? was not he, their fether. 

Born of the same sole womb, in the same hour 
With me ? did we not love each other ? and 
In multiplying our being multiply 
Things which will love each other as we love 
Them ? — And as 1 love thee, my Cain ! go not 
Forth with this spirit ; he is not of ours. 

Lucifer. The sin I speak of is not of my making, 
And cannot be a sin in you — whate’er 
It seem in those who will replace ye in 
Mortality. 

Adah. What is the sin which is not 
Sin in itself? Can circumstance make sin 
Or virtue ? — if it doth, we are the slaves 
Of 

Jjucifer. Higher things than ye arc slaves : and higher 
Than they or ye would be so, did they not 
Prefer an independency of torture 
To the smooth agonies of adulation 
n hymns and harpings, and self«aeekmg prayers 
To diat which is omnipotent, because 
~t Is omnipotent, and not from love, 

But terror and self-hope. 

Adah. Omnipotence 

Must he all goodness. 

Lucifer. Was it so in Eden? 

AdaJt. Fiend ! tempt mo not witli beauty ; thou n»t 
fairer 

Than was the serpent, and as false. 

Ijucifer. As true. 

Ask Eve, your mother: bears she not tlie knowledge 
Of gof)d and evil ? 

Adah. Oh, my mother ! thou 

Hast pluck’d a fruit more fata) to thine offspring 
Than to thysedf; thou at the least hast past ^ 

Thy youth in Paradise, in innocent 
And happy intercourse with hajipy spirits; 

But we, thy children, ignorant of Eden, 

Arc girt about by demons, who assume 
The w’ords of God, and tempt us witli our owj] 
Dissatisfied and curious thoughts — as thou 
W\'rt work’d on by the snake, in thy most flush’d 
And heedless, harmless vianlonuess of bliss. 

I eaimot answer this immortal thing 
W^hich stands before me ; T cannot abhor him ; 

T look upon him with a ]»lcusing fear. 

And yet I fly not from liim: in his eye 

There is a fastening attraction wluch 

Fixes niy fluttering eyes on his ; my heart 

Beats quick ; he awes me, and yet draws me near, 

Nearer and nearer: — Cain — CJain — save me from him! 

Cain. What dreads my Adah ? 'I'his is no ill spirit. 

Adah. He is not God — nor God’s: 1 have beheld 
The cherubs and the scrajihs ; he Iwks not 
Like them. 

Cain. But there arc spirits loftier still— 

The archangels. 

Lucifer. And still loftier than the archangcla. 

Adah. Ay — but not blessed. 

Lucifer. If tlie blessedness 

Consists in slavery — no. 

Adah. I have heard it said, 

Tl»e seraphs lom most — cherubim know mo^-— 

And this should be a cherub — since he loves not. 

Ijudfer. And if the higher knowledge quenches love, 
What must he. he you cannot love when known ? 

Since the all-knowing cherubim love least, 

The seraphs’ love can be but ignorance ; 

That they are not compatible, the doom 
Of thy fond parents, for their daring, proves. 

Choose betwixt love and knowledge— since there is 
No other choice : your sire hath chosen already ; 

His worship is but fear. 

Adah. Oil, Cain ! choose love. 
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Vain, For thee, niy Adah, I chooHo not — it was 
Born with me — but 1 love naugiit else, 

Adah, Our ptirclilK 'i 

Cain. Did they love us when they snatch’d from ih 
tree 

That which hath driven us all from Paradise ? 

Adah, We were not horn then — and if wo had been 
Should we not love them and our children, Cain ? 

Cain. My little Enoch ! and his lisping sister 
Could I but deem them happy, 1 would half 

Forgot but it can never be forgotten 

I’hrotigh tliiice a thousand generations! never 
Shall men love tlie reinenibrance of the man 
Who sovv’d the s<'od of evil and mankind 
In tlTi; same hour! They pluck’d the tree of science 
And sin — an<i, not content with tlieir own sorrow, 

Bogot me — thee — and all the few that are, 

And all the unnurnber’d an<l innumerable 
Muliiludes, millions, myriads, which may he, 

To inherit agonies accumulated 

By ai',cs ' — and I must be sire of such things ! 

Tliy Ix'auty and thy love — my love and joy, 

I'he raj)tiin)iiH moment and the placid hour 
All we love it! our cliikiren and each other, 

Bui lead them and ourscIv<?s tliroiigli many years 
Of sin and [>ain ™or f*w, but still of sorrow, 

Iritpr(du*.ck’d with an instant of brief ph'asuro, 

I’c Dentil — (he. unknown ! Methinks the tree of know- 
lodgo 

I lath not fultiH'd its promise : — if (hoy sinii’<l, 

At least they ought to have known all things that arc 
Of knowhidgt' — and the mystery of death. 

What do they know? — that they arc miserable. 

Wliat need of snakes and fruits to teach us that? 

Adah. I am not wretched, Cain, and if thou 
Wert happy 

Vain. Bo tliou happy then alone— 

\ will have naught to do with happiness. 

Which humbles me and mine. 

Adaii. Alone I could not. 

Nor would be happy : but with those around us, 

I think I could be so, despite of death, 

Which, as 1 know it not, I dread not, though 
U Noenis an awful shadow — if I may 
Judge from what I have heard. 

Ijudfir. And thou couldst not 

Alorte, thou say’st, be happy ? 

Adah. Alone! Oh, my God! 

Who could be hafijiy and alone, or good ? 

To im; iny solitude seems sin ; unless 
When 1 think how soon T shall see my brother. 

His brother, and our children, and our parents. 

iMcifcr. Yet thy God is alone, and is he happy? 
liOncly and good? 

AdaJi. He is not so ; he hath 

The angels and the mortals to make happy, 

And thus becomes so in diffusing joy : 

What else can joy be but the spreading joy? 

iMcifer. Ask of your sire, the exile fresh from Eden ; 
Or of his first-born son ; ask your ov\ti heart ; 

It is not tranquil. 

Arlah. Alas ! no ! and you — 

Are you of heaven ? 

iMcifer. If I am not, inquire 

The cause of this all-spreading happness 
(Which you proclaim) of tlic all-great and good 
Maker of life and living things ; it is 
His secret, and he koeps it. Wo must bear, 

And some of us resist, and both in vain, 

His seraphs say : but it is wortli the trial, 

Since better may not be witliout : tliere is 
A wisdom in the spirit, which directs 
To right as in the dim blue air the eye 
Of you, young mortals, lights at (Mice upon 
The star which watches, welcoming the mom. 

2C 


Adah. It is a beautiful star; I love it for 
Its beauty. 

Lucifer, And why not adore ? 

AdaJi. Our father 

Adores tiio Invisible only. 

Lucifer. But the symbols 

Of the Invisible are tljc lovelh'st 
Of what is visible ; and yon bright star 
Is leader of the host of heaven. 

Adah. Our father 

Sairh that ho has b»‘hcld the God himself 
Who made him and onr niotlier. 
lAudftr. Hast dmu seen him? 

Adah. Ves — ‘in his works. 

Lucifr. But in his being ? 

Adah. No— 

Save in my fatlujr, who is God’s own imago ; 

)r ill his angfls, who arc like to thee — 

And brighter, yet less beautiful aiul powerful 
n .‘seeming : as the sibrnt sunny noon, 

All light they h)ok upon us; but thou seorn’st 
dko an ethereal night, where long white clouds 
Streak the deep purple, and unnuinbcr’d stars 
ispaiigle the wonderful riiysterious vault 
»Vith things that kiok as if they would be suns; 

• beautiful, uiinumberM, and endearing, 

*^ 0 ! da/zling, and yet draw'iiig us to tlnun, 

"’hey fill my eyes with tears, and so dost tliou. 

^hou seem’st unhappy; do not make us .so, 

And I will wceji Dr thee. 

Jsneifer. Alas ! llioso tears T 

ouldst thon but know what ocuaaa will be shed— 
Adah. By me ? 

Lucifer. By all. 

Adah. What all ? 

Lucifer. The million millions— 

he myriad myriads — the all-peopled earth — 
he unpeopled earth — and tlic o’er-peopled hell, 

'f which thy bosom is the germ. 

Adah. O Cain ! 

his spirit curseth us. 

Cain. Let him say on ; 

im will I follow. 

Adah. Whither ? 

Ijicifcr. To a place 

Vhence he shall come back to thee in an hour; 

■ut in that hour sec things of many days. 

Adah. How can that be ? 

Ludfer. Did not your Maker make 

»ut of old worlds this new one in few days ? 

\nd c:annot I, who aided in this work, 

Ihow in an hour what he hath mode in many, 

•r lialh destroy’d in few ? 

Cfun. Lead on. 

Adah. Will he 

h sooth return within an hour? 

Ludfer. lie shall. 

iVith us acts are exempt fi oin time, and we 
Ian crowd eternity into an hour, 

•r stretdi an hour hito eternity : 
kVe breathe not by a mortal measurement— 

3ut that ’s a mystery. Cain, como on with me. 

Adah. Will he return ? 

Ludfer. Ay, woman ! he alone 

Jf mortals from tliat place (tlie first and last 
Vho shall return, save Owe) — shall come back to thee 
^o make that silent and expectant worid 
.s populous as this : at present there 
.re few inhabitants. 

Adcdi. Where dwellest thou ? 

Ludfer. ThroiwhS’Jjt all space. Where should 1 
dwell ? Wnere are 

?hy God or Gods — there am I : all things are 
divided with me ; life and death — and time— 
temity— and heaven and earth — and that 



Which is not heaven nor earth, but peopled with 
Those who once peopled or shall people both — 

These are my realms ! So that I do divide 
J2w, and possess a kingdom which is not 
His, If 1 were not that which I have said, 

Could I stand here ? His angels are within 
Your vision. 

Adah, So they were when the fair serpent 
Sfx>ke with our mother first. 

Ludfer, Cain! thou hast hoard. 

If thou dost long for knowledge, I can satiate 
That thirst ; nor ask thee to partake of fruits 
Which shall deprive thee of a single good 
The conqueror has left tlieo. Follow mo. 

Cain. Spirit, I have said it. 

[Exeunt Lucifer and Cain 

Adah (foUowSf excUuming) Cain ! my brother ! Cain 


ACT II. 

Scene I. — Tfte Abyss of Space. 

Cam. I tread on air, and sink not ; yet I fear 
To sink. 

Ludfer. Have faith in me, and thou shall be 
Borne on the air, of whi<di 1 arn the prince. 

Cain. Can I do so witliout injpicty ? 

tudfer. Believe— and siidi not ! doubt — and perish 
thus 

Would run the edict of the other GcmI, 

Who names me demon to his angels ; they 
Echo the sound to miserable tilings, 

Wliich, knowing naught beyond their shallow senses, 
Worship the word which strikes their car, and deem 
Evil or gotxl what is proclaim’d to them 
In dioir abasement. I will have none such ; 

Worship or worship not, thou shall behold 
The worlds beyond thy little world, nor be 
Amerced, for doubts beyond thy little life, 

With torture of my dooming. I’liere will como 
An hour, when, toss’d upon some water-drops, 

A mull shall say to a man, Believe in me, 

And walk the wafers;” and tiie man shall walk 
The billows and be safe. / will not say, 

Believe in me, as a conditional creed 
To save thee ; but fly witli mo o’er die gulf 
Of space an equal flight, and 1 will show 
What tlioii dar’st not deny, the history 
Of past, and present, and of future worlds. 

Cain. Oh, god, or demon, or whate’er tliou art, 

Is yon our eartli ? 

Lucifer. Dost thou not recognise 

The dust which form’d your father ? 

Cain. Can it be? 

Yon small blue circle, swinging in far other, 

Witli an inferior circlet near it still, 

Which looks like tliat which lit our eartlily night ? 

Is this our Paradise? Where are its walls. 

And they who guard them? 

Luefer. Point me out tiie site 

Of Paradise. 

Cain. How should I ? As wo move 
Like sunbeams onward, it grows small and smaller, 
And as it waxes little, and then loss, 

Gathers a halo round it, like the light 
Which s^one Uie roundest of the stars when I 
Beheld them from the skirts of Paradise : 

Methinks they both, as we recede from them, 

Appear to join tlie innumerable stars 
Which are around us ; and, as we *'^vo on, 

Increase their myriads. 

Ludfer, And if there should be 

Worlds greater tlian thine own, inhabited 
By greater (hihgs, and they themselves for more 
In number than the dust thy dull earth, 


Though multiplied to animated atoms, 

All living, and all doom’d to death, and wretched, 

What wouldst tliou think ? 

Cain, I should be proud of thought 

Wliich knew such things. 

Ludfer, But if that high thought were 

Link’d to a servile mass of matter, and, 

Knowing such things, aspiring to such things, 

And science still beyond them, were chain’d down 
To the most gross and petty paltry wants, 

All fjul and fulsome, and the very best 
Of Uiino enjoyments a sweet degradation, 

A most enervating and filthy cheat 
To lure thee on to the renewal of 
Fresh souls and bodies, all fiirodoom’d to be 
As frail, and fi? w so liappy— 

Cain. Spirit ! 1 

Know naiiglit of death, save as a dreadful thing 
Of which I have heard iny [larents speak, as of 

I A hultious heritage I owe to them 
No less than life ; a heritage not happy, 

Tf I may judge till now. But, spirit ! if 
It be as thou hast said, (and 1 within 
Feel the propliotic torture of its truth,) 

Here lot me die: for to give birth to lliaso 
Who can hut suffer many years, and die, 

Metliiiiks is merely propagating death. 

And multiplying murder. 

Lmifer. Thou const not 

All die — tlioro is what must survive. 

Cain. The Other 

Spake not of tliis unto my fatlier, wlien 
He shut him forth from Paradist), with deatli 
Written upon his forehead. But at least 
Lot what is mortal of me perish, that 
I may be in tlie rest as angels are. 

Lucifer. 1 am angelic : wouldst thou be as 1 am ? 
Cain. 1 know not what tliou art : I see. thy powi^r, 

And see thou sliow’st me things beyond my power. 
Beyond all power of ixiy born facullie.s, 

Although inft.Tior still to my desire.s 
And iny conceptions. 

Limifer. What arc (hey, wliich dwell 

So humbly in tlieir pride, as lo sojourn 
With worni.s in clay ? 

Cain. And what art thou who dwellost 

So haughtily in spirit, and canst range 
Nature and imrnorlality — and yet 
Seem’st sorrowful ? 

Lmifcr. I seem that which I am ; 

And lher(‘tt)rc do I a.sk of thee, if tliou 
Wouldst be immortal ? 

Cain. Thou hast said, I must bo 

Immortal in despite of me. I knew not 
This until lalely — but since it must be. 

Let me, or liappy or unhappy, loam 
To anticipate my immortality. 

Ludfer. Thou didst before I came u|)on thee. 

Cain. How ? 

Ludfer. By suflering. 

Cain. And must torture be immortal ? 

Ludfer. Wo and tliy sons will try. But now, behold ! 
Is it not glorious ? 

Cain. Oh, tliou beautiful 

And unimaginable ether ! and 
Ye multiplying masses of increased 
And still increasing lights ! what ore ye ? what 
Is this blue wilderness of interminable 
Air, where ye roll along, as I have seen 
The leaves along the limpid streams of Eden ? 

Is your course measured for ye ? Or do ye 
Sweep on in your unbounded revelry 
Through an aerial universe of endless 
Expansion, at which ray soul aclies to Uiiuk, 

Intoxicated witli eternity ? 
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Oh God ! Oh Gods ! or whatsoe'er ye are ! 

How beautiful ye are ! how beautiful 
Your works, or accidents, or whatsoe’er 
They may he ! Let me die, as atoms die, 

’ (If that tliey die) or know yo in your jnight 
And knowledge ! My thoughts are not. in tliis hour 
Unworthy what I see, though my dust is ; 

Spirit ! let me expire, or see them nearer. 

iMcifer. Art thou not nearer ? look back to tliino earth 
Cain, Where is it ? I see nothing save a mass 
Of most innumerable lights. 
iMcifer. Look there! 

Cain. I cannot see it. 

iMcifer. Yet it sparkles still. 

Cdln, What, yonder ! 

Ludfir. Yea. 

Cain. And wilt thou tell me so 

Why 1 have seen the fin'-flies and fire-worms 
Sprinkle the dusky groves and the grc<!ri hanks 
In tlu^ dim twilight, brighter than yon world 
Which bears them. 

I,ndftrr. Thou hast seen both worms and worlds, 
I^arh liright and sparkling — what dost think of them ? 

Cain. Tliat they are beautiful in their own sphere, 
Ami tliat the night, which makes both beautiful, 

The little shining fire-fly in its flight, 

Aii'J liie immortal star in its gre'at course, 

Mint both be guided. 

Ludfrr. But by whom or what? 

(Jain. Show me. 

Lvrifer, Dar’st thou behold ? 

Cain. How know I what 

I dare beliold ? as yet, thou hast shown naught 
I dar<? not gaze on further. 

Luri/er, On, then, with mo. 

\V<nildst thou behold things mortal or immortal ? 

Cain. Why, what are things ? 

Ludfer. Bath partly : but what doth 

Sit next thy heart ? 

Cain. Tho tilings f see. 

Ludfer. But what 

Hale nearest it ? 

Cain. The things I have not seen, 

Nor ever shall — the mysteries of death. 

Ludfr. What, if I show to thoo things which have 
died, 

As T have showm thee much which cannot die? 

Cain. Do so, 

Lucifer. Away, then! on our mighty wings. 

Cain. Oil! how \ve cleave the blue ! The stars fade 
from us ! 

The earth ! where is my earth ? let mo look on if, 

For I was made of it. 

Ludfer. ’T is now beyond thee, 

r^ess, in the universe, than thou in it: 

Vet deem not that thou canst escape it ; thou 
Blialt soon return to earth, and all its dust ; 

’T is part of thy eternity, and mine. 

Cain. Whore dost thou lead me ? 

Lmifcr. To what was before thoe ! 

The piiantasm of tho world ; of which thy world 
Is but the wreck. 

Cain What ! is it not then new ? 

Ludfer. No more than life is ; and that was ere thou 
Or I were, or the things which seem to us 
Greater than either : many tilings will have 
No end ; and some, which would protend to have 
Had no beginning, have had one as mean 
As thou ; and mighter things have been extinct 
To make way for much meaner than we can 
Surmise ; for rmm&nis only and the sjtwjcc 
Have been and must be all undumgeabU. 

But changes make not death, except to clay ; 

But thou art clay — and canst but comprehend j 

That which was clay, and such thou shalt behold. i 


Cain. Clay, spirit! What tliou wilt, I can survey. 
Ludfer. Away, then! 

Cedn, But the lights fade from mo fast 

And some till now grew larger as vve approach’d, 

Anri wore the look of worlds. 

Ludfer. And such they are, 

Cain. And Edens in them ? 

Ludfer. It may be. 

Cain. And men ? 

Tjudfer. Yea, or things higher. 

Cain. Ay ? and serpents too ? 

Ltdfer. Wouldst thou have men without them? must 
no reptiles 

Breathe, save tho crtxt ones ? 

Cain. How the lights recode ! 

Where fly wo? 

Zaudfer. To the world of phantoms, which 
Are beings past, and shadows still to conic. 

Cain. But it grows dark, and dark — the stars aro 
gone ! 

Lucifer. And yet thou seest. 

Cain. ’T is a fearful light ! 

No sun, no moon, no lights innumerable. 

The very blue of the ornpurpletl night 
Fades to a dreary tivilight, yt?t I see 
Huge dusky masses ; but unlike the worlds 
We were approaching, which, begirt with light, 
eem’d full of life oven when their atmosphere 
3f light gave way, and show’d them taking shapes 
Unequal, of deep valleys and vast mountains ; 

And Roiiuj emitting sparks, and some displaying 
r.normouR liquid jilains, and some bt^girt 
With luminous bidts, and floating niiHins, which took 
liiko them tho features of fair earth instead, 

All here seems dark and dreadful. 

Ludfer. But distinct. 

Thou seekost to behold death, and dead tfiings ? 

Cedn. 1 sock it not; but as 1 know there aro 
Such, and that my sire’s sin makes him and me, 

And all tliat wc inherit, liable 

To such, I would behold at once, what 1 

Must one day see jierforcs. 

Ludfer. Behold ! 

Cairu * T is darkness. 

Lucifer. And so it shall bo ever ; but wo will 
Jijfbld its gates ! 

C«m. Enormous vajiours roll 

Apart — what’s this? 

Ludfer. Enter! 

Cain. Can I return ? 

Lucifer. Return ! be sure : how else should death bo 
peopled ? 

ts present realm is thin to what it will be, 
hrough thee and thine. 

Cain. The clouds still open wide 

nd wider, and mako widening circles round us. 

Ijudfer. Advance ! 

Cmn. And thou! 

Ludfer. Fear not— witliout me thou 

Coiildst not have gone beyond thy world. On ! on! 

[They disappear trough the douda. 

Scene IL— Hat/c*. 

Enter Lucifer and Cain. 

Cain. How silent and how vast are these dim worlds ! 
'or tliey st*em more than one, and yet more peopled 
'han Uie huge brilliant luminous orbs which swung 
.0 thickly in tlie upper air, that I 
ad deem’d tliem ratlior the bright populace 
)f some all unimaginable heaven 
'han things to bo inhabited tliemsolves, 
lut that on drawing near them I behold 
'heir swelling into palpable immensity ' 
f matter, which seem’d made for life to dwell on, 





Rather than lUe itaelf. But iiare, all is 
So shadowy and so full of twilight, that 
It spoaks of a day past. 

JLudfer* It is the realm 

Of deatli. — Wouldst have it present? 

Cctm,. Till I know 

That which it really is, I cannot answer. 

But if it be ns I have heard my father 
Deal out iu his long homilies, *t is a thing — 

Oh God ! I dare not think on ’t 1 Cursed be 
He who invented life that leads to death ! 

Or the dull mass of life, tliat being life 
Could not retain, but needs must forfeit it-^ 

Even for the innocent ! 

fjudfir. Dost thou curse thy father? 

Cain. Cursed he not rne in giving me my birth? 
Cursed he nol me before my birth, in tlaring 
To ])luck the iruit forbidden ? 

Lucifer. Thou say’st well ; 

The curse is mutual ’twixt ihy sire and thoe — 

But for thy sons and brother ? 

Cain. Let them share it 

With me, their sire and brother ! Wliat else is 
Bequeath’d to me ? I leave them my inheritance. 

Oh ye interminable gloomy realms 
Of swimming shadows and enormous shapes, 

Some fully shown, some indistinct^ and ail 
Mighty and melancholy — what are ye ? 

Live ye, or have ye lived ? 

Lucifer. Somewhat of both. 

Cain. Then what is death? 

Ludfer. What ? hath not he wlio made yc 

Said *ti8 anotlicr life? 

Cain. Till now he hath 

Said nothing, save that all shall die. 

Ludfer. Perhaps 

He one day will unfold that further secret. 

Coin. liippy the day ! 

Ludfer. Yes, happy ! when unfolded 

Through agonies unspeakable, and clogg’d 
With agonies eternal, to imiumerable 
Yet unborn myriads of unconscious atoms, 

All to be animated for this only ! 

Cain. What are these mighty phantoms which I see 
Floating around mo? — they wear not the form 
Of the intelligences 1 have seen 
Round our regretted and unvuiterVl Eden, 

Nor w'ear the firm of man as I have view’d it 
In Adam’s and in Abel’s, and in mine, 

Nor in iny sister-bride’s, nor in my children’s; 

And yet they have an aspect, which, though not 
Of men nor angels, IcK>ks lU;e something, wliich, 

If not tlie last, rose higher than the first, 

Haughty, and high, and beautiful, and full 
Of seeming strengtb, but of inexplicable 
Bhape ; for 1 never saw such. They bear not 
The wing of seraph, nor tlie face of man, 

Nor form of mightiest brute, nor aught that is 
Now breathing ; mighty yet and boautiful 
As the most beautiful and mighty which 
Live, and yet so unlike them, that I scarce 
Can call tliem living. 

latdjer. Yet they lived. 

Coin. Wliere ? 

Ludfer. Where 

Thou livost. 

Cam, Wlien ? 

Ladder. On what thou easiest earth 

They did inhabit. 

Cain. Adam is the first. 

Ludfer. Of tliine, I grant thco— 4>ut too mean to he 
The last of these. 

Cain. And what are they ? 

Ludfer. That which 

Thou abalt bo. 


Cain. But wliat toerc they ? 

Ludftr. Living, high, 

Intelligent, go(»d, great, and glorious tilings, 

As much sujierior unto all thy sire, 

Adam, could ere have been in Kdon, as 

The sixty-thousandlh generation shall be 

In its dull tlarnp degeneracy, lo 

Thee and thy son ; — and how \veak tliey are, judge 

By thy own flesh. 

Cain.. Ah me! and did they perish? 

Ijudfer. Yes, from their eartli, as tliou wilt fade from 
thine. 

Cain. But was mine tlieirs ? 

Ludfer. It was. 

Coxn. But not as -.low. 

t is too little and too lowly to 
Sustain such creatures. 

Ludfer. True, it w'as more glorious, 

Cain. And wherefore did it fall ? 

Ludfer. Ask him who fells. 

Cain. Blit how? 

lAidfer. By a most crushing and inexorable 

Destruction and disorder of the elements, 

Which struck a world to chaos, as a chaos 
•Subsiding has struck out a world : sucli tilings, 

Though rare iu time, arc frequent in eternity. — 

*ass oil, and gaze upon tlie past. 

Ceun. ’T is awful ! 

Ludfer. And true. Behold theso phantoms! they 
were once 

Material us thou art. 

Coin. And must I be 

.ike them? 

Ljudfer. Let Ho who made thee answer that, 
show' thee what thy predecessors arc, 

And what they were thou feelest, in degree 
nferior as thy petty feelings and 
Thy pettier portion of the immortal part 
Df high iutelligi'iiei- ond earthly strength. 

What ye in rominon have with what lliey had 
“s lif^, and what yc Hhail have — death; the rest 
)f your poor attnlmtos • '.«:Ii as suits 
Reptiles (‘ngender’d out of the suhsiding 
'^lime of a mighty universe, crush’d into 
A scarcely-yot shaped planet, jieopled with 
Things w.hose enjoyment was to he, in blindness-— 

A Paradise of Ignorance, from which 
Knowled'ife was burr’d as poison. But behold 
What th«=se superior beings are or were ; 

)r, if it irk thee, turn thee back and till 
The earlh. thy task — I’ll wafl. thee tliere in safety. 

Cain. No: I’ll stay here. 

fjudfer. How long ? 

Cain. For ever ! since 

must one day return here from the earth, 

I rather would remain ; 1 am sick of all 

That dust lias shown me — let roe dwell in .sliailows. 

lAidfcr. It cannot be: thou now bclioldest as 
A vision that which is reality. 

To make thyself fit for this dw'elling, thou 
Must pass dirough what the things thou see’st have 
pass’d— 

Tho gales of death. 

Cain. By what gate have wo enter’d 

Ivon now? 

Ludfer. By mine 1 but, plighted to return, 

My spirit buoys thee up to breathe in regions 
Where all is brcatlilcss save thyself. Gaze on ; 

But do not tliink to dwell here till thine hour 
g come. 

Coin. And these, too; can they ne’er repass 
To earth again ? 

Ludfer. Thdr earth is gone fbir ever — 

So clianged by its convulsion, they would not 
Be conscious to a single present spot 
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C>f its new scarcely hartlen’d surface — ’t was — 

Oh, what a beautiful world il xcas! 

Cain. And is. 

It is not witJi the earlh, tliougli I must till it, 

1 foel at war, but that 1 may not profit 
By what it bmirs of beautiful untoiling, 

Nor gratify my thousand swelling thoughts 
With knowdedge, nor allay my tlioiisand fears 
Of death and life. 

Tjneifer. What thy world is, thou see’st, 

But canst not comf»rehend the shadow of 
That which it was. 

Cain. And those enormous creatures, 

Phantoms inferior in iriteIligori<'e 
(At fbast so seeming) to the things we have pass’d, 
Resembling somewhat the wild habitants 
Of the deep woods of eartli, the hugc^st which 
Roar nightly in tlie forest, but tenfold 
fn magnitude and terror; tidier than 
The cheruli-gnarded walls of F.den, with 
Ryes flashing like lh(^ fiery swords which fmee them, 
And Insks proj<*cting like the trees sirip[>’d of 
'riicir hark and hranehes — whal were they? 

/jxnf'rr. That wliich 

The Mammoth is in thy world ; — hut these lie 
By myriads underneath its surface. 

(>nn. But 

None on it? 

fMriffir. No: for thy frail race to war 
With th» m vvotdd render the curse on it useless — 

’'r ^^ould he destroy’d so Ciirly. 

Cixin. Butwhyimr/ 

Ijinfcr. You have forgoUeii the Jenimriation 
Which i{rov(‘ vour race fr(»tn l^iden — war with all thing^ 
And (leadj to idl tliijigs, and di<^ea‘=<e to most things, 

/'.nd piings, iind fiitterness; these were the fruits 
Of the f’M'hidiien tree. 

Vain. But aninial« — 

I >id they too eat of it, that they p>o>^! die? 

Lurifrr. Voiir Maker toki ye,Ma/vv(‘re made for yon 
As you for liini. — Y^ou would not have their doinn 
SiijM'hor to y(»ur own ? Ihol Adam not 
Fiili'ui, all hud stood. 

Cain. Alas! th.e hopeless wretches ! 

I’liey too iniist sluire my sire’s file, like his sons; 

I like them, too, \Ailliout having .shitre<l the apfilc ; 

Like them, too, wilhoiil the ro dear-bought knotMerigr ! 

It was a lying tree — fir we know tuilliing. 

At least jtromised knwrMiid at the price 
Of death — hut kwjvderlge still: hut what km)wsi man? 

Lueijh'. It may bo death loads to tin? highest know- 
ledge ; 

And being of all things the sole thing certain, 

At least leads to the mrest science; ihcn'fore 
The tree was true, tJiough deadly. 

Cain. Tlicsc dim realms! 

T Bee them, but I know^them not. 

Curifer. Because 

Thy hour is yet afar, and matter cannot 
Comprehend spirit w’holly — ^but ’tis something 
To know there arc such realms. 

Cain. We knew already 

That there was death. 

Laidfer. But not what was beyond it. 

Cain. Nor know 1 now. 

.hucifer. Thou knowest that there is 

A state, and many statos beyond thine own — 

And this thou knew'est not this morn. 

Cam, But all 

Seems dim and shadowy. 

fjucifer. Be content ; it will 

Seem clearer to thine immort.aUty. 

Cain. And yon immeasurable liquid space 
Of glorious azure which floats on beyond us, 

Which looks like water, and which 1 should deem 


Tlie river which flows out of Paradise 
Past my own dwelling, but that it is hankless 
And boundless, and of an etliereal hue — 

What is it ? 

iMcifer. There is still some such on earth, 
AlfJiongh inferior, and thy clnldren sliall 
Dwell near it — 't is the phantasm of an ocean. 

Cain. ’T is like another workl ; a liejuid sun— 

And those inordinate! creatures sporting o’er 
Its shining surface ? 

Lndfer. Are its habitants, 

The past leviathans. 

Cain. And yon immense 

StTpeiit, wliich rears his dritijiing mane and vasty 
Iltwl ten times higher tlian the liaughtiest cedar 
Forth from the abyss, looking as he could coil 
Himself around the orbs w(! lately look’d on— - 
Is ho not of the kind which bask’d beneath 
The tre.e in Eden? 

lAwifer. Kve, thy mtulicr, best 

Can tell what shape of serpent, tempted her. 

Cain. This seems too tiirribh*. No doubt the other 
Had more of beauty. 

Larifer. .Hast thou ne’er beheld him? 

(*ain. Many of the same kind, (at least so call’d,) 
jhit never tlinf precisely which persundod 
The, fatal fruit, nor even of the same asjicct. 

IjiciJer. Your father saw him not? 

Cain. No: ’t was my mother 

Who templiid him — slie tempted by the serpent. 

Ludjir. (jlood man ! whene’er thy wife, or thy sons* 
wives, 

Tempt thee or them to aught that ’s new or strange, 

Bo sure thou soc’st. first who hath tempted them. 

Cain. Thy preee}>t comes too late: there is no moro 
For serpents to tempt woman to. 

Lucifer, But there 

Arc some tl lings .sfill Avliieh woman may tempt man to, 
And man tcm}*t woman : — I<‘l thy sons look to it ! 

My council is a kind one; fir ’lis even 
(*ivcn eliiclly at iiiv own expense : ’t is true, 

'Twill not be fo! io\^M, so ifieie ’s little lost. 

(hiin. I undcrslaiid not this. 

Luciftr. The liappier thou !— • 

Tiiv we>rld and thou art still too young! Thou thinkont 
'riivscir rnost wicked and unliapny : is it 
Not s-o? 

i'ain. For eriniCj I know not ; Iml for pain, 
f have felt much. 

Luciftr. I'irst-born of the fir^l man ’ 

I'hy preseri! st?ge of sin — and lh«)U art evil, 

Of sorrow — ai.d thou sulfcrest, ari* both Eden 
In all its innocence comjiared to what 
7VioM shortly niay’st he; and tliat state again, 

III its rcdouhled wroUtficdm's.s, a I’aradise 
To what thy .sons’ sons’ sons, ac'Munulating 
fn generations like to dii.si, (whic.h they 
In fact hut adtl to,) shall endure and do. — 

Now let us l>aek to earth! 

Cain. And w-herefore didst thou 

Lead me hero wily to inform me this? 

Lucifer. Wa.s not thy quest for knowledge? 

C«tM. Yes: as being 

The road to happiness. 

Lucifer, If truth be bo, 

Thou hast it. 

Cain. I’hon my father’s God did well 

When he prohibited the fatal free. 

Lucifer. But had done belter in not planting it. 

But ignorance of evil doth not save 
Prom evil ; it must still roll on the same 
A part of all things. 

Cain, Not of all things. No : 

I’ll not believe it — ^for I thirst for good. * [evil 

lAic^er. And w’ho and what doth not ? IPIio covets 
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For its own bitter sake? — Nwit — notlung! ’tls 
The leaven of all life, and liPdessness. 

Cain. Within tlioso glorious orbs which wo behold, 
Distant and dazzling, and innumerable, 

Ere we came down into this phantom realm, 

III cannot come : they are too beautiful. 

iMcifer. Thou hast seen them from afar. 

Cain. And what of that? 

Distance can but diminish glory — they 
When nearer must be more ineffable. 

Lucifer. Approach the things of earth most beautiful, 
And judge their beauty near. 

Cain. I have done this — 

The loveliest thing I know is loveliest nearest. 

Lucifer. Then tlierc must be delusion — what is that, 
Which being nearest to thine eyes is still 
More beautiful than beauteous things remote ? 

Cain. My sister Atlah. — All tlic stars of heaven. 

The deep blue noon of night, lit by an orb 
Which looks a sf)irit, or a spirit’s wwld — 

The hues of twilight — the sun’s gorgeous coming— 

His setting indescribable, whicli fills 
My (“ves with pleasant tears as I beliold 
Him sink, and feel rny heart float sofily with him 
Along that western paradise of clouds — 

The forest shade — the green bough — tliO bird’s voice — 
The vcsj>er bird’s, w'hicli seems to sing of love, 

And mingles with the song of cherubim, 

As the day closes over Eden’s walls ; — 

All lliese are nothing, to my eyes and heart, 
liike Adah’s face: 1 turn from earth and heaven 
To gaze on it. 

iMcifcr. ’7’ is frail as fair mortality. 

In the first dawn and bloom of young creation 
And earliest embraces of earth’s jjarents, 

(Jan make its olfspring; still it is delusion, 

Cain. You think so, being not her brother. 

Ludfer. Mortal ! 

My brotherhood’s with those who have no children. 

Cain. I’heii thou canst have no fellowsliip with us. 

Ludfer. It may be that ihinc <nvu sliall be for me. 
But if thou de.st possess a lieautiful 
Being heyoud all beauty in ihine eyes. 

Why art thou wretched ? 

Cain. Why do I exist? 

Why art thou wretched ? why are all things so ? 

Ev’n he who made us must be, as the maker 
(.)f things unhappy ! 'fo produce destruction 
(hui surely never lie the task ofjny, 

And yet my sire says he ’.-s omnipotent : 

Then why is evil — ho being good ? 1 ask’d 
This question of my fatlier ; and he said, 

Because this evil only was the patli 

To good. Strange goed, tliat must arise from out 

Its deadly o]>positc. I lately saw 

A lamb stung by a reptile: the ])oor suckling 

I. ay foaming on the earth, beneath the vain 

And piteous bleating of its restless dam ; 

My father pluck’d SMin<j iterbs, and laid them to 
The wound ; and by degrees the lielpless w’retcli 
Resumed its careless life, and rose to drain 
I’hc mother's milk, who o’er it tremulous 
Stood heking its reviving limbs with joy. 

Behold, my son ! said Adam how from evil 
Springs good! 

fjidfei'. What didst thou answer ? 

Cain. Nothing; for 

He is rny father: but I thought, that were 
A better portion for the animal 
Never to liave been Hung ui all^ than to 
Purchase renewal of its little life 
With agonies uuufterubb*., though 
Dispell’d, by antidotes. 

Lttdfer. But as thou saidst 

Of nil Iwloved things thou Invest her 
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Who shared tliy mother’s milk, and giveth hers 

Unto tliy children 

Cain. Most assuredly : 

What should I be without her ? 
jMcifer. W’hat am I ? 

Cain. Dost thou love nothing? 

Lucifer. What docs thy God love ? 

Cain. All things, my father says ; but I confess 
I sec it not in their allotment liere. 

Ludfer. And, therefore, thou canst not see if / love 
)r no, except some vast and general purpose, 

To which particular things must melt like snows. 

Ciun. Snows ! what are tliey ? 

Lucifer. Be hapfiier in not knowing 

What thy remoter offspring must encounter ; •* 

But bask biiicath the clime wdiich knows no winter ! 
Cain. But dost thou not love something like thyself? 
iMeifer. And dost thou love thyself 7 
Cain. Yes, but love more 

What makes my feelings more endurable, 

And is more than myself, because I love it. 

Lucifer. Thou lovost it, because ’tis beautiful. 

As was lint ayiple in tliy rnotlier’s eye; 

And when it ceases to be so, thy love 
Will cease, like any other appetite. 

Cain. Cease to he beautifiil? how can that be? 
Jjudfir. With time. 

Cain. Bnt time has past, and hitherto 

Even Adam and my mother both arc fair : 

Not fair like Adah and tlie seraphim — 

But very tair. 

Lucifer. All that must pass away 
In them and her. 

Cain. I ’m sorry for it ; but 

Cannot conceive my love for lier the less. 

And when her beauty disappears, nietliiaks 
lie who creates all beauty will lose more 
Than me in seeing jierish such a w'ork. 

Lucifr. I pity thee who lovesf what must pi’rish. 
Cain. And 1 theo who lov’st nothing. 

Ludfer. And tliy brother- 

Sils lie not near tliy Iieart? 

Cain. Why should he not ? 

Ludfer. Thy father loves him well — so does tliy God. 
Cain. And so do 1. 

Ludfer. ’T is well and meekly done. 

Cain. Meekly ! 

Ludfer. He is the second born of flesh, 

And his mother’s favourite. 

Cain. Let him keep 

Her favour, since the serpent was Uie first 
To win it. 

Ijudfer. And his father’s 
Cain. What is lliat 

To me ? should I not love that which all love ? 

Ludfer. And the Jehovah — the indulgent Lord 
And bounteous planter of burr’d Paradise— 

He, loo, looks smilingly on Abel. 

Cain. I 

Ne’er saw him, and I know not if he smiles. 

Ijudfer. But you have seen his angels. 

Cain. Rarely. 

Lidfer. But 

Sufficiently to see tliey love your brother : 

His sacrifices are accc}>tablo. 

Cain. So be they ! wherefore speak to me of this ? 
Ludfer. Because thou hast tliought of this ere now. 
Cain. And if 

I have thought, why recall a thought tliat (he pmues. 

as agitated) — Spirit! 

Here we are in thy world ; speak not of mine. 

Thou hast shown me wonders ; thou hast shown me those 
Mighty Pre-Adamites who walk’d the earth 
Gf wliich ours is tlie wreck ; tliou hast pointed out 
Myriads of starry worlds, of wliich our own 
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Is the dim and remote companion, in 
Infinity of life ; thou liast shown me shadows 
Of that existence with the dreaded name 
Wliich my sire brought us — ^Deatli \ thou hast shown 
me much — 

But not all : show me where Jehovah dwells, 

In his especial Paradise — or thine : 

Where is it? 

Lucifer. Here^ and o’er all space. 

Cain. But ye 

Have some allotted dwelling— as all things; 

Clay has its earth, and other worlds their tenants ; 

^ All temporary breathing creatures their 
Peculiar element; and things which havo 
Long^ ceased to breathe our breatli, have theirs, thou 
say’st ; 

And tlie Jehovali and tliyaolf havo tliino— 

Ye do not dwell togetlier? 

Ijudfer. No, we reign 

Together ; but our dwellings are asunder. 

Cain. Would there were ordy one of ye ! perchance 
An unity of jnirpose might make union 
In elements which seem now jarr’d in storms. 

How came ye, being spirits, wise and infinite, 

To separate ? Arc yo not as brethren in 
Your csscnre, and your nature, and your glory ? 

Lucifr. Art thou not Abel’s brother ? 

Cain. We arc brethren, 

And so we shall remain ; but were it not so, 

Is spirit like to flesh? can it fall out? 

Infinity witli Immorlalily ? 

Jarring and turning space to misery— 

For what? 

Luciftr. To reign. 

Cain. Did ye not tell me Uiat 

Ye are both eternal ? 

Lucifer. Yea! 

Cain. And what I have seen, 

Yon blue immensity, is boundless ? 
fjicifer. Ay. 

Cain. And cannot ye both rdgn then? — is tliere not 
Enough ? — why should yo differ ? 

iMcxfer. We hcih reign. 

Coin. But one of you makes evil. 

Ijuaifer, Wliich ? 

Cain. I’hou ! fi)i 

If thou const do man good, why dost thou not? 

Lucifer. And why not he who made ? i made ye in»l ; 
Ye arc hie creatures, and not mine. 

Cain. Then leave us 

Hie creatures, as thou say’st wo ore, or show mo 
Thy dwelling, or hie dwelling. 

Lucifer. I could show thee 

Both ; but the timo will come tliou shalt see ono 
Of them for evermore. 

Cain. And why not now ? 

Lucifer. Thy human mind hath scarcely grasp 
gather 

The little I have shown thee into calm 
And clear thought ; and tfum wouldst go on aspir'mg 
To the great double Mysteries! the two Principles I 
And gaze upon them on their secret thrones ! 

Dust ! limit thy ambition ; for to see 
Eitlier of these, would be for tlieo to perish ! 

Cain. And lot mo perish, so I see them ! 

Lucifer. There 

The son of her who snatch’d tlie apple spake! 

But thou wouldst only perish, and not see them ; 

That sight is for the other state. 

Cain. Of death ? 

Lucifer. That is the prelude. 

Coin. Then I dread it less, 

Now that I know it leads to something definite. 

Lucifer. And now I will convey thee to thy world. 
Where thou shalt multiply Uie race of Adam, 


Eat, drink, toil, tromblii, laugh, vveep, sleep, and die. 

Cain. And lt> what end liave 1 lieheld tlieso tilings 
Wliich thou hast shown me ? 

Lwifer. Didf?! thou not require 

Knowledge? And Iiav<i I not, in what I show’d, 

Taught theo to know thyself? 

Cain. Alas ! I seem 

Nothing. 

Lucifer. And this should be the human sum 
Of knowledge, to know mortal nature’s nothingness ; 
Bequeath that science to thy children, and 
’Twill Sparc them many tortures. 

Cain. Haughty spirit I 

Thoti speak’st it proudly ; but thyself, though ])roud, 
Hast a superior. 

Lucifer. No ! By heaven, which lie 
Holds, and the abyss, and tlie immensity 
Of worlds and life, wliich I hold with him — ^No! 

I have, a victor — true ; but no superior. 

Homage he has from all — but none from me ; 

I battle it against him, as I battled 
In highest heaven. Througli all eternity. 

And the unfathomable gulfs of Hades, 

And the inlenninablo realms of space, 

And the infinity of endless ages, 

All, all, will 1 dispute ! And world by world, 

Anil star by star, and universe by universe 
Shall tremble in the balance, till the great 
Oonflict shall cease, if ever it shall cease, 

Which it ne’er shall, till he or I he quencli’d ! 

And w'hat can quench our immortality. 

Or mutual and irrevixtahle lialc? 

He as a compieror will call the conquer’d 
JCml; hut what, will be the good he gives? 

Were I the victor, hie Nvorks would be deem’d 
The only evil ones. And you, ye new' 

And scarce-born mortals, what have been his gifts 
To you already in your little world? 

Cain. But few ; and some of those hut hitter. 
Lucifer. Back 

With me, then, to Ihino earth, and try the rest 
Of his celestial boons to ye and yours. 

Evil and good are things in their own essence, 

And not made good or evil by the giver ; 

But if ho gives you good — so call him ; if 
Evil springs from do not name it /wine, 

Till ye know better its true fount: and judge 
Not by words, though of sjdrits, but tlio fruits 
Of your existence, sucli as it must be. 

One good gift lias the fatal apple given— 

Your reason : — let it not he ovorsway’d 
By tyrannous threats to force you into faith 
‘Gainst all external sense and inward feeling : 

Think and endure, — and form an inner world 
In your own bosom — ^wherc tJie outward fails ; 

So shall your nearer bo I lie sjiiritiial 
to Nature, and war triumphant witli your own. 

{They disappear. 


ACT III. 

Scene I . — The Earthy near Eden^ as in Ad L 
Enter Cain and Adah. 

Adah. Hush ! tread softly, Cain. 

Cain. I 'vilJ; but wherefore? 

Adah. Our little Enoch sleeps upon yon bed 
Of leaves, beneath tlie cypress. 

Cain. Cypress! ’tig 

A gk)oray tree, wliich looks as if it mourn’d 
O’er what it shadows ; wherefore didst thou clioose it 
•'or our child’s canopy ? 

Adah. Because ks branches 

Shut out the sun like night, and therefore seenn’d 
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Fitting to shadow slumber. 

Coin. Ay, the last — 

And longest; but no matter — lead rnc to him. 

[ Thty go up to the child. 
How lovely he appears! his little cheeks, 

In their pure irjcarnation, vying wiili 
The rose leaves strewn beneath them. 

Adah. And his lips, too, 

How beautifully parted ! No ; you shall not 
Kiss him, at least not now: he will awake soon — 

His hour of rnid-day rest is nearly over ; 

But it were [uly to disturb him till 
’T is closed. 

Cain. You have said well ; I will contain 
My heart till then. He smiles, and sleeps ! — Sleep on 
And Sinil<i, thou little, young inheritor 
Of a world Mcaree less young : sleejj on, and fimile ! 
Thine are the hours and days when bolli are cheering 
And innocent ! tfuou hast not pluck’d the fruit— 

Thou know’sl not thou art naked ! Must the timo 
Cornc thou slialt h»^ ain<?rce(.1 for sins unknown, 

Whh’h wore not thine nor mine? But now sleep on! 
His cheeks are reddiunng into deeper smiles, 

And sliining lids are troinhling o’er las long 
LasliuH, dark as the cypress which waves o’er tliem ; 
Half open, from honealli tliem the clear blue 
Laughs out, although in slumber, lie must dream — 

Of what / Of Paradise! — Ay! dream of it, 

My diaiiilierilod boyl ’T is but a dream; 

Fiir never more thysidf, thy s<tns, nor fathers, 

Shall walk in that forbidden place of joy ! 

Adah. Dear Cain ! Nay, do not. wlnsper o’er our son 
Such molanclioly yearnings o’er the past : 

Why wilt tliou always mourn for Paradise? 

Can we not make another ? 

Cain. Wliere ? 

Adah. Here, or 

Where’er thou will : where’er thou art, J feel not 
The want of this so much regretted Eden. 

Have 1 not time, our boy, our sire, and brotlicr, 

And Zillah — our sweet sister, and our Eve, 

To whom we owe so much besides our birth? 

Cain. Yes — death, too. Is among the debts we owe 
her. 

Adah. Cain! that proud spirit, who withdrew thee 
hence, 

Hath sadden’d thine still deepi^r. I had hoped 
The promised w'onders which thou hast beheld, 

Visions, tliou say’st, of fiast and present worlds, 

W'ould liavc composed thy mind into the calm 

Of a contented knowledge ; hut I see 

Thy guide hath done thoe evil : still I thank him, 

And can forgive him all, that ho so soon 
Hath given thee back to us. 

Coin. So soon 

Adah. ’T is scarcely 

Two hours since yo departed : two long hows 
To wic, but only hmirs upon the sun. 

Cain. And yet I have approach’d that sun, and seen 
Woridff which he once shone on, and never more 
Sha»«gbt; and worlds he never lit: mctliought 
Ye«if Wl roll’d o’er my absence. 

Adedi. Hardly hours. 

Cain. The mind then hath capacity of time, 

And measures it by that which it beholds, 

Pleasing or painful ; little or almighty. 

I had beheld the immemorial works 
Of endless beings ; skirr’d oxdnguish’d worlds ; 

And, gazing on elemi^ methouglit 
1 had borrow’d morl^w^plfew drops of ages 
From Us immensity ( rnktiow I feel 
My littleness agaiak’ said the spirit, 

Tlmt I was nothin|^! 

Adah. ^^'^hereibro said he.so? 

Jehovah said not 


Cain. No : he contents him 

Wiih making us the nothing which we are ; 

And after flattering dust with glimpses of 
Eden and Immortality, resolves 
It back to dust again — for what ? 

Adah. Thou know’st — 

Even for our parents’ error. 

Cain. What is that 

To us? they slrm’d, then let them die! 

Adah. Thou hast not spoken well, nor is that tliought 
Thy own, but of the spirit who was with thee. 

VV ould I could die for ihcoi, so they might live ! 

Cain. Why, so say 1 — provided that one victim 
Might satiate the insaliabl." of life, 

And that our little rosy slut'ijH'r thtJre 
Might never taste of death nor human sorrow, 

Nor hand it down to those who spring from him. 

Adah. How know wo Uiat some sueli altinement one 
day 

May not redeem our race? 

Cain. ' By sacrificing 

The harmless for the guilty? what atonement 
Were lher(3? why, vie are mnoeeut : what have we 
Done, that we must bo victims for a deed 
Before our birth, or need iiavt; victims to 
Atom^ for this mysterious, nameless sin — 

If it be such a sin to seek fir knowledge, ? 

Adah. Alas! thou smnest now, my Cain: thy words 
Sound impious in mine cjirs. 

Cain. Then leave rue ! 

Adah. Never, 

Though thy God left thee. 

Cain. Say, what have wc here ? 

Adah. Two altars, wliieli our brother Abel made 
During thine absonne, whereiijion to offer 
A sacrilice to (lod on lliy return. 

Cain. And how knew /it, that / would be s!b ready 
With tho burnt oflerings, which lie daily brings 
With a meek brow, whose base humility 
Shows more of fear than worship, as a bribe 
To the Creator ? 

Allah. Surely, ’t is well done. 

Cimi. One altar inay suffice ; I have no offering. 

Adah. I’be fruits of the earth, tlie early, beautiful 
Blossom and bud, and bloom (»f flowers, and fruits ; 
These are a goodly offi'iing to the Lord, 

Given with a gi'iitle and a contrite spirit. 

Cain. I have toil’d, and till’d, and sweaten in Uio sun 
According to the curse; —must f do more? 

For what should 1 be gentle? for a war 
With all tho elements ere. they w’ill yield 
The bread we eat ? For wiiai must 1 be grateful 
For being dust, and grovelling in tho dust, 

Till 1 return to dtist ? Tf I am nothing — 

For nothing shall I be an hypocrite, 

And semn well-pleased witfi pain ? For what should I 
Be contrite? for my filth er’s sin, already 
Expiate with what we all have undergone, 

And to be more than expiated by 

Tho ages prophesied, upon our seed. 

latlle deems our young blooming sleeper, there, 

Tho genns of an eternal misery 
To myriads is within him ? better *t were 
I snatch’d him in his sleep, and dash’d him ’gaitist 
The rocks, than let him live to— • 

Adah. Oh, my God ! 

Touch not. the child — ray child ! % child ! Oh Cain ! 

Cain. Fear not ! for all the stars, and all the power 
Which sways them, I would not accost yon infant 
With ruder greeting than a father’s kiss. 

Adah. Then, why so awful in thy speech ? 

Cam. 1 said, 

’T were better that he ceased to live, than give 
Life to so much of sorrow as he must 
Endure, and, harder still, bequeath ; but since 
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That saying jars you, let us only say — 

’T wcro better iJiat Jie never had been born. 

Adah. Oh, do not say so! Whore vrero tiicn the joys, 
Tiie rnoUior’s joys of watching, nouriahing, 

Aiid loving him? Soft! he awakes. Sweet Enocli! 

[She goes to the child. 

Oh Gain ! look on him ; see how full of life, 

Of strength, of bloom, of beauty, and of joy, 

How like to me— -how like to thee, when gentle. 

For then we are all alike ; is ’t not so, Cain ? 

Mother, and sire, and son, our features are 
Reflected in each other ; as they are 
In the clear waters, when thej^ are gentle^ and 
When thou art gentle. Love us, then, luy Cain ! 

And love thyself for our sakes, for we love thee. 

Look! flow he laughs and stretches out his arms. 

And opens wide Ills blue eyes upon thine, 

I’o hail his fatlier ; while his little form 
Flutters as wing’d with joy. Talk not of pain ! 

The childless cherubs well might envy thee 
The pleasures of a parent! Bless him, Cain! 

As yet he hath no words to thank tlieo, but 
His heart will, and thine own too. 

Cain. Bless llietJ, Iniy ! 

If that a mortal blessing may avail tliee, 

X’o save tliee from the serjieni’s curse ! 

Adah, It sliolt. 

Surely a father’s blessing may avert 
A reptile’s subtlety, 

Cain. Of that I doubt ; 

But bless him ne’er the less. 

Adah. Our brother comes. 

Cain. Thy broUier Abel. 

Enter AbfI.. 

Altel. Welcome, Giiin ! My brothen 

Ths peace of God be on thoo ! 

Cain. Abel, bail ! 

Abel. Our sister tells rne that thou hast been wandering 
In high comjnunioii with a spirit, far 
Beyond our wonted range. Was lie of those 
\Ve have seen and spoken with, like to our father? 
Coin, No. 

AUl. Wiiy then commune with him? ho may be 
A foe to the Most High. 

Cain. And friend to man. 

IJiw the Most High btiun so—if so you term him? 

Abel. Tenn him ! your words are strango to-day, my 
brother. 

My sister Adali, leave us for awhile — 

We mean to sacrifice. 

Afiah. Farewell, my Cam ; 

But first embrace tliy son. May his soft spiiit, 

And Abel’s pious ministry, recall Uiee 
To peace and holiness ! 

[Exit Adah, uith her cftild. 
Abel. Where hast Uiou been? 

Cain. I know not. 

Abel. Nor what thou hast seen? 

Cain. The dead, 

Tiio immortal, the unbounded, the omniimtent, 

The overpowering mysteries d* space — 

I’iie iiumineruble worlds that wcro an<l are— 

A whirlw'md of such ovorwhohning things, 

Suns, moons, and oartljs, ujion tlioir loud-voiced spheres 
Singing in thunder round me, as have made mo 
Unfit for mortal converse; leave me, Abel, 

Abel. Tliine eyes arc flashing with unnatural liglit — 
Thy cheek is flush’d witfi an unnatural hue — 

Tliy words are fraught willi an unnatural sound— 

Wltat may tins mean ? 

Cain. It means— I pray tliee, leave me. 

Abel. Not till we have pray’d and sacrificed together. 
Cain. Abel, I pray thoc, sacrifice alone— 

<lehovah loves theo wdl. 
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Abel. Both well, 1 ho{>e. 

Coin. But tliee the better: I cai'e not for Uiat 
Thou art fitter for his wurshi[i tlian 1 am: 

Revere him, then — but let it be alone — 

A least, without me. 

Ahel. BroUier, I should ill 

Deserve the name of our great father’s son, 

If as my elder 1 revered thee not, 

And in the worship of our God call’d not 
On Uiee to join me, and precede me in 
Our priesthood — ’t is tliy place. 

Cain. But I liave ne’er 

Asserted it. 

Abel. The more my grief; I pray thee 
To do so now : thy soul seems labouring in 
Some strong delusion ; it will calm thee, 

Ctiin. No ; 

Notliing can calm me more. Calm ! say I ? Never 
Know 1 what calm was in tlie soul, aliliough 
I have seen the elements still’t). My Abel, leave me! 
Or let mo leave theo tt) thy jiious purpose. 

Abel. Neither; we must perform our task togeth<*r. 
Spurn mo not. 

Cain. if it must be so ■—■well, tlien, 

What shall I do ? 

A^h^I. CluM»He one of those two altai-s 

Cain. Choose ftir me : ilioy to me are so much Uirf 
An«l stone. 

Abel. ChoOHO tJioul 

Cain. i Ituve clukHcn. 

AM. *T i.s the highest, 

And KuiUs thee, a.s the elder. Now prepare 
Thine ofreriugs. 

Cain. Where are thine? 

AM. Behold them here— 

The fiistlm«?8 of tlio flock, atid fat thereof— 

A shf^pherd’s humble oflermg. 

Cain. I have no flocks ; 

I am a iilU*r of tho ground, orul must 
^'icld what it yiuldeth to my toil— its fruit : 

[He gathvrs fruitit. 

Behold them in llicir various blootn and niamesa. 

[They dreos their aAar.t, and kindle ajlatne 
ujton them. 

Abd. My brother, as the cider, (♦ffer first 
Thy prayer and tlianksgiving witli sacrifice, 

Cain. No— I am new to this ; load thou llio way, 
And 1 vrill follow — as 1 may. 

A/>el,(kneeUng.) Oh ChxJ ! 

Who made us, and who brtmthed th(J breath of life 
Within our nostrils, who imlh blessed us, 

And spared, despite our father’s sin, to make 
Ills children all kist, a.s they might havo been, 

Had not thy juslict^ bcHJii so tomijer'd with 
The mercy which is thy ikslight, as to 
Accord a pardon like a Paradise, 

Compared with our great crimes: — Sole Lord of liglit! 
Of g<>od, and glory, and eternity ; 

Without whom all were evil, and with whoia 
Nothing can err, except to some good end 
Of thme omnijiotent lienevolonce— 

Inscrutable, but still to be fulfill’d- 
Accept from out. thy humble ftmt of filie])herd’s 
First of the first-born flocks — au offering, 

In itself nothmg— as what ofleraig can 
Aught unto tliee? — Ixit yet accept it for 
The thanksgiving of him who spreads it in 
The face of thy high licaven, Imwiiig his own 
Even to the dust, of wfiich he is, in honour 
Of tliee, and of thy name, for evermore ! 

Coia, {standing erect during this sytoeeh.) Spirit ! what- 
e’er or whosoe’er thou art, 

Omniimtent, it may be — ^and, if good, 

Shown in the exemption of lliy deoils from evil; 
Jehovah uiion oartli ! and God iu heaven ! * 



Ami it may be with other manicti, because 
Thine attributes seem many, as thy works: — 

If thou must be propitiated with prayers, 

Take them ! If tlmu must be induced with altars, 

And soften’d witli a sacrifice, receive them ! 

Two beings hero erect them unto time. 

If tliou lov’st blood, die shepherd’s shrine, which smokos 
On my right hand, hath shed it for thy stjrvic^ 

In the first of liis flock, whose limbs now rook 
In sanguinary iuconso to diy skies ; 

Or if the sweet and blooming fruits of earth, 

And milder seasons, which Uio unslain’d turf 
I sfircad dicni on now offers in tlio face 
Of the broad stm which ripen’d them, may seem 
Good to Uiee, inasmuch as they have not 
Sttfler’d in limb or life, and rather form 
A sample of tliy works, than supplication 
To look on ours ! If a shrine without victim, 

And altar witliout gore, may win thy favour. 

Look on it! and for him who dresseth it, 

He is — such as Uiou inadst him ; and seeks notliing 
Which must be won by kneeling ; if ho ’s evil, 

Strike him! thou art omnipolcnl, and rnay’st— 

For what can he oppose ? If he be gfxjd, 

Strike him, or spare him, as thou wilt! since all 
Rests upon thee •, and good and evil seem 
To have no jiower themselves, save in thy will ; 

And wliclher that be gwid or ill 1 know not, 

Not being omnipotent, nor fit to judge 

Omnipotence, but merely to endure 

Its mandate ; which thus far 1 have endured. 

[Tfu! Jire ujmh tfie altar of Abhi. kiwUen into a 
cdurnn of the bri^lUest ,fiamey awl aamids to 
heaven ; while a wlurlwml thrown chum the aUw 
of Cain, rnui scattm the fruits ai/road upon the 
earth. 

AM, {kneeling.) Oh, brother, pray ! Jeiiovoii ’s wrotli 
witli thee. 

Cain. Why so? 

AM. Thy fruits are scatter’d on tlic earth. 

Cain. Prom earth tliey came, to earth let Uiera return ; 
Their seed will bear fresli fruit tliero ere the summer : 
Thy burnt fliesh-off’ring prospers better ; see 
How Heav’n licks up the flames, when tliick wUli blood! 

AM. Tliink not ujiun my oft'eriiig’s acceptance, 

Hut make another of thine own before 
It is too late. 

Cain. I will build no more altars, 

Nor sufItT any. — 

AM, (riung.) Cain ! what meanest thou ? 

Cain. To cast down yon vile flatt’rer of tlie clouiis, 
I'he smoky liarbiiiger of thy dull pray’rs — 

Thine altar, with its blood of lambs and kids. 

Which fed on milk, to be destroy’d in blood. 

AM, {opiming him.) Thou slialt not add not im- 
pious works to impious 

Words ! let tliat altar stand—’t is hallow’d now 
By the immortal pleasure of Jehovah, 

In his acceptance of the victims. 

K' Cain. His! 

His pleasure ! what was his high pleasure in 
The fumes of scorcliing flesh and smoking blood. 

To the pain of the bleating mothers, which 
Still yearn for their dead offspring? or the pangs 
Of the sad ignorant victims underneath 
Thy pious knife? Give way! tliis bloody record 
Shall not stand in tiie sun, to sliame creation! 

AM. Brother, give ba^ ! thou shall not touch my 
altar 

With violence : if that thou wilt adojit it, 

To try another sacrifice, ’tia thine. 

Coin. Another sacrifice ! Give way, or else 
That sacrifice may be— 

AM. Wliat mean’st thou ? 

Cmn, CHve-<* 


jive way ! — thy God loves blood l^then look to it:— 
Jive way, ere he hath more ! 

Abel. In His great name, 

stand between thee and tlie slirine which hath 
^ad his acceptance. 

Cain. If thou lov’st thyself, 

^tand back till I have strew’d tliis turf along 
ts native soil ; — else— 

AM, {opposing him.) 1 love God far more 
Than life. 

Cain, {striking him with a brand, on the temples, which 
he mUchesfrom the altar.) Then take thy life unto 
tby God, 

Cilice be loves lives. 

Abel, {falls.) Wliat hast thou done, rny hrotlier? 
Cam. Brotlicr! 

AM. Oh, God ! receive thy servant, and 

Forgive his slayer, for he knew not what 
~Ie did. — fJaiii, give mo — give me thy hand ; and tell 
’oor Zillah— 

Cain, {after a monum£s stupefaction.) My hand! ’tie 
all red, and with— 

What? 

[A Umg pause. — fjooking slcnvly round. 
Where am I ? alone ! Where ’s Abel ? where 
lain ? Can it be that I am he ? My brother, 

Awake! — why liest. thou so on the gr(H)n earth? 

T is not the hour of slumber: — why so paJc ? 

What, hast thou ! thou wert full of life this morn ! 

Abel! 1 pray tliee, im>ck me not! 1 smote 
Too fiercely, but not fuliilly. Ah, wl»y 
Would’st thou oppose me? This is mockery ; 

And only done to daunt me as a blow— 

And but a blow. Stir — stir — nay, only stir! 

Why, so — that’s well! — thou breath’st! broatJie upon 
me ! 

Oh, God! Oh, God! 

Abel, {ivry faintly.) What’s he who .speaks of God ? 
Cam. Thy murderer. 

Abd. Then may God forgive liim ! Cain, 

yomfort poor Zillah : — she has but one brother 
Now. [Ahf.l dies. 

Cain. And I none ! — Who makes me brolherloss ? 
His eyes are open ! tlien he is not dead ! 
iXiath is like sleep ; and sleej) sliuls down our lids. 

Hte lips, loo, are apart ; why then he breathes ; 

And yet I feel it not. — Ills heart ! his heart !— 

Let mo see, doth it beat ? — methinks No ! — no ! 

This is a vision, else I am become 
The native of another and worse world. 

The earth swims round me : — what is this ? ’lis wet ; 

[Puis Ms hand to his hrou), and then looks at it. 
And yet there are no dews ! ’T is blood — iny blood— 
My brotlicr’s and my own ; and shed by mo ! 

Then wliat have I furtJier to do with life. 

Since 1 have taken life from my own flesh ? 

But he cannot be dead !— Is silence death ? 

No ; he will wake; then let me watch by him. 

Life cannot be so slight, as to be quench’d 
Thus quickly ! — he hath spoken to me since — 

What shall I say to liim ? — ^My brother! — ^No ; 

Ho will not answer to that name ; for brethren 
Smite not each otlier. Yet — ^yet — speak to me. 

Oh I fur a word more of tliat gentle voice, 

That 1 may bear to hear my own again ! 

Enter Zillah. 

Zillah. I beard a heavy sound : what can it be ? 

’T is Cain; and watching by my husband. What 
Dost thou there, brother ? Doth he sleep? Oh! iieav’n! 
What means this paleness, and yon stream?— No! no! 
It is not blood; for who would shod his blood ? 

Abel! what’s this?— who hath done tliis? He moves 
not; 

He breathes not : and liis hands drop down from mine 
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With sirjny lifolesjstness ! Ah! cniel Cain! 

Why rarn’st lliou not in time to f«ave iiiin from 
'I’his violence? Whatever hath assallM him, 

Tiioii werl. the Btronwer, and shoulil’st have stepp’d in 
between him and aggression 1 Fatlier ! — Eve ! — 
Adah! — come hitlier! Death is in the world! 

[Eocit 74 ILLAH, rAiUing on hei' Parents^ ^c. 
Catn^ (mlus.) And who hath brought him there? — I — 
who abhor 

The name of Death so deeply, that the thought 
Impoison’d all my life, before I knew 
Ilis aspect, — I liave led him here, and giv’n 
iyTy brother to his cold and still embrace, 

As if ho would not have asserted his 
fnexomblo claim without my aid. 

T am awake at last — a dreary dream 

Had madden’d me ; — but he shall ne’er awake ! 

Enter Ai'iAMf Eve, Atiah, mul Zjllah. 

Adam* A voice of wo froni Zillah brings mo hero. — 
What do I see? — ’T is true! — My son! — my son! 
Woman, behold tho serjiont’s work, and thine! 

f7\> Eve. 

Ere. Oh! speak not of it now: the serpent’s fangs 
Are My heat beloved, Abel! 

.Iid'- .ali ! this is punishment heyoiid 
A nmtlnir’s sin, to take hhi from mo ! 

Adum. Who, 

Or what hath ilono this deed? — sj>cak, Cain, since thou 
Wert present; was it some more hostile angel, 

Who walks not with Joliovah? or some wild 
Rrute of the forest? 

Erv. Ah ! a livid light 
I heaks through, as from u thunder-cloud ! yon brand, 
Massy aii<l bhxxly ! snat(.*h’(l (i-oni olf the altar, 

Atid black vvitli smoke, and red with 

Adam. Speak, my son! 

Speak, and assure us, wretched as we arc, 

'J’hiU w{‘ are not more miscrahle still. 

Adah. Speak, Cain! and say it was not thnu! 

Ere. It was. 

I s<>e it now — ^lic luings his guihy liead, 

And c<»vers his ferocious eye willi liaiula 
liieaniadiuc. 

Ad,tdi. Mother, thou dost him wrong — 

< him ! clear thee from lliis liorrihli^ accusal, 

Which grief wrings from our iiareiit. 

Eve. Hear, Jehovah ! 

May tho ctenial serpent’s curse be on liim ! 
h’or he was litter for his seed than ours, 

Mav all his days be desolate! IVlay 

Adnh. Hold! 

< ‘iiisc him not, mother, for he is thy sou — 

< 'wise him not, mother, for he. is my brother, 

And my bi*trol,h’d. 

Eov. He hath loft thee no brother— 

Zillah no husband — ^me no non ! — ir thus 
1 cms»* liim from my siglil lor evermore! 

Ail bonds J break between us, as la' broke 
'^riiat of his nature, in yon— ( >h death! death! 

Why didst thou not take me, who first iiicuirVi ihoo? 
Wliy dost thou not so now ? 

Adam. Eve ! let not this. 

Thy natural grief, lead to impiety! 

A heavy doom was long fbrespoken to us ; 

Aral now that it begins, let it be Iwrne 
In such sort as may show our Gofj, tliat we 
Are faithful servants to his holy will. 

Eve^ (poinft'n^ io Cain.) jUs wilHI tho will of yon 
incArnato spirit 

Of ileath, whom T have brought upon the earth 
To strew it. with tho dead. May all the cursoB 
Of life bo on him ! ami his agonies 
Drive him forth o’er tlie wilderness, like ub 
F rom Ed(*.n, till his children do by him 


A.s ho did by liis brother! May the swords 
And wings of fiery elu‘ruhim pursue him 
Hy day and night — snaki's spring np in his path— * 
Earth’s fruits l>c ashes in his mouth — the loaves 
On which he lays his head to sleep ho strew’d 
With scorpions! May his dreams he of his victim* 
flis waking a continual dread of death ! 

May the clear rivers turn to blood as he 
Stfxips down to stain them with his raging lip ! 

May every element shun or change to him ! 

May ho live in tlic pangs which others die with! 

Ami de.atli itself wax somotliing worse than death 
To him who first acquainted inm witli man ! 

Hence, fratricide ! henceliirth tluit word is Cam, 
Tliroiigh all tho coming myriads of mankind, 

Who shall ablior thee, though thou wert their sire ! 
May the grass wither from thy feet ! the wooils 
Doiiv thee- shelter! earlli a homo! tho dnsl 
I A grave! the sun his liglil ! aiul heaven her God! 

( E:jnt Eve. 

Adam. Cain! get tliec forili; we dwell no moro 
logeflier. 

Depart ! and leave the dead to me — I am 
Hi iiceforth alone— we never must meet more. 

Adah. Oh, [)art not with him thus, niy fathiM': do not 
Add thy deep curse to Eve’s upon his h<*ad I 
Adam. 1 curse him not: his spirit he liis curse, 

C/oine, Zillah ! 

liiUah. I must watch my Imshand’s corse, 

Adam. Wo will re.lurn again, when ho i,s gone. 

Wlio hath provided for us this ilretid oflico. 

Comi*, Zillali! 

Zdiafi. Yet 011(5 kiss on you pale clay, 

And those Ups oneo so warm— my lu^art ! my heart ! 

[Exeunt Adam and Zillah meejmiff. 
Adah. Cain ! thou hast Jioard, wo must go forth. I 
am ready, 

So shall our cliildren he. I will hear Enocli, 

And you Ills sister. Kro the sun dixdines 
Lot us df'part, nor walk tho wilderntiss 
Hndor tli<‘ cloud of night. — Nay, speak to mo, 

'J’o mr — thine ovm. 

Cain. Leave mo ! 

Adah. Why, all have loft. iheo. 

Cain. And wheref(.(re lingcrest thou? Dost thou not 
fear 

To dwell with one who hath done this? 

Adah. I fear 

Nothing except to h'ave thee, much as 1 
Shrink from the deed whieij h*nves lliec hrothcrloss. 

1 must not, speak of this— it is ht;lwoen thee 
And the great 

A Vrirj: fntm nothin exrlaitm, Cain! (hiin! 

Adah. Ilear’st tlioii that voice? 

The Voice, vnthin. Cain ! ( -ain ! 

Adedi. It soundoth like an angel’s tone. 

Enter the A no El. of the Jeord. 

An.{^rl. \^'T)erc is thy brother Abel ? 

Cain. Am I tlu^n 

My brother’s keeper ? 

Anf:;d. Cain! what hast thou done? 

Tho voice of thy falaiu hrotlier’s bloixl (‘ries out, 

Even from the ground, unto the. Lord! — Now art thou 
Cursed from the earth, wliich open’d late her mimtii 
To drink tliy brotla*r’s blood from thy rash hand. 
Hencefjrth, when thou shall till ihi^ groimd, it shall not 
Yield Uiee her strength ; a fugitive shall tliou 
Be from tliis day, and vagabond on earth ! 

Adah, This punishment is more than he can bear. 
Behold, tliou drivest him from tho face <»f earth, 

And from the face of God shall he be bid. 

A fugitive and vagabond on earth, 

’TwUl come to pass, that whoso findeth him 
Bliall slay him. « 



Cain. Would they could ! but wlio are they 

Shall slay me ? where are these on the lone earth 
As yet uniMK^pled ? 

AagttL Thou hast slain thy brotlier, 

And who shall warrant thee against thy son 1 
Adah, Angel of Light ! be merciful, nor say 
That this poor aching breast now nourishes 
A murderer in my boy, and of his father. 

Angd. Then he would but he what his father is. 

Did not the milk of Eve give nutriment 

To him thou now see’st so besmear’d with blood 1 

The fratricide might well engender parricides.-— 

But it shall not be so — the Lord tliy Ghxi 
And mine commondeth me to set his seal 
On Cain, so that he may go forth in safety. 

Who slaycth Cain, a sevenfold vengeance shall 
Be taken on his head. Como hither ! 

Cam. What 

Would’st thou with me 7 

Angel. To mark upon thy brow 

Exemption from such deeds as thou hast dono. 

Caifi. No, let me die ! 

Angd. It must not be. 

[The Anoel 9d» the mark on Cain’s brow, 
Cain. It burns 

My brow, but naught to tliat which is within it. 

Is there more ? let mo meet it as 1 may. 

Angel. Stern hast thou been and stubhom from Uio 
womb, 

As die ground thou must hcnctiforth till ; but ho 
Thou slew’st was gentle os die ho tended. 

Cain. Ailer tlie fall too soon was 1 begotten ; 

Ere yet my mother’s mind subsided from 
The serpent, and my sire still mourn’d for Eden. 

That which I am, 1 am ; I did not seek 
For life, nor did I make myself; but could I 
With my own deatli redoom him from the dust — 

And why not so? let him return to-day, 

And I lie ghastly ! so shall be restored 
By God the life to him ho loved ; and taken 
From me a being I ne’er loved to bear. 

Angel. Who shall heal rniirdt'r ? what is dono b demo. 
Go forth ! fulfil thy days ! and he tliy deeds 
Unlike tlie last! [Th. Angel flinappears. 

Adah. He ’s gone, let us go forth ; 

I hoar our little Emxih cry wdthin 
Our bower. 

Cain. All! tittle knows he what he weeps for! 
And t who have shed blood cannot shed tears! 


But the four rivers* would not deanse my soul. 
Tbink’st thou my boy will hear to look on mo ? 

Adah. If I thought that he would not, I would— 
Cattt, (inierrupling her.) No, 

No more of threats : we have had too many of them : • 
Go to our children ; I will follow thee. 

Adah. I will not leave thee lonely with the dead ; 

Let us depart together. 

Cain. Oh ! thou dead 

And everlasting witness ! whose unsinking 
Blood darkens earth and heaven! what lliou nm art, 

1 know not ! but if thou sce’st what I am, 

I think thou wilt forgive him, whom hb God 
Can ne’er forgive, nor his own soul. — Part^well! 

I must not, dare not touch what I have made the*. 

I, who sprung from the same womb with tliee, drain’d 
The same breast, clasp’d thee often to my own, 

In fondness brotherly and boyish, I 

Can never meet thee more, nor even dare 

To do that for thee, which thou should’st have done 

For me — compose thy limbs into their grave— 

The first grave yet dug for mortality. 

But who liaih dug that grave? Oh, earth! Oh, eartli! 
For all the fruits tliou hast render’d to me, I 
Give thee hack this. — Now for the wilderness. 

[Adah doim and lasses the body q/* Abel 
Adah. A dreary, and an early doom, my brother 
Has boon thy lot! Of all who mourn for dice, 

I alone must not wtsep. My office is 
TT(mreforth to dry up tears, imd not to shed them ; 

But yet of all who mourn, none mourn like me. 

Not only for thyself, but him who slew tliee. 

Now, Cain ! I will divide Ihy burden with thee. 

Cain. Eastward from Eden will we fake our way; 

’T is the most desolate, and suits my steps. 

Ad<di. Tioad! thou shall bo niy guide, and may our 
Gfxl 

Be thine ! Now 1(?1 us carry firth our children. 

Cain. And he vvlui lieth there was childless. I 
Have dried the fountain of a gentle, race, 

Which might have graced Ins recent marriage couch, 
Anti might have temper’d this stern blood of mine, 
Uniting with our children Abel’s offspring 1 
O Abel! 

Adah. Peace bo with him ! 

Cain. But with me I 

[Exeunt. 

* The " rmir rivora" wtiirli flowint rniind Ftdon, and conacqiiantlj the 
only wulera with wiiicb Cain wm acqnaintcrl npew ilm earth. 


MARINO FALIERO, DOGE OF VENICE. 


InquieU totbkiM Adrift.'*— Horace. 


PREFACE. 

T«« conspiracy of the Dogo Marino Palierob one of 
the most remarkable events in the annab of the most sin- 
gular government, city, .and people of modern history. It 
occurred in the year 1S65. Every thing about Venice b, 
or was, eactraordinary— her aspect b tike a dream, and 
her history b tike a romance. The story of this Doge is 
to be found in all her Chronicles, and particularly detailed 
in the * Lives of the Doges,” by Marin Sanuto, which b 
given m the Appendix. It is simply and oloarly related, 


and is perhaps more dramatic in itself tlian any aconea 
which can be fiunded upon the suited. 

Marino Faliero appears to have been a man of talents 
and of courage. I fiwl him commander in chief of the 
land forces at. the siege of Zara, where he b«»at the King of 
Hungary and his army of 80,000 men, killing 8000 men, 
and keeping the besieged at the same time in check ; an 
exploit to which I know none similar in history, except 
tliat of Cseaar at Alesin, and of Prince Eugene at Bel- 
grade. He was afterwards commander of the fleet in the 
same war. He took Csjio dlstha. He was ambasso- 
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dor at G^enoa and Rome, at which last he received the 
news of his election to the dukedom ; his absence being a 
proof that he sought it by no intrigue, since he was ap- 
prized of his predecessor’s death and his own succession 
at the same moment. But he appears to have been of an 
ungovernable temper. A story is told by Sanuto, of his 
having, many years before, when podesta and captain at 
IVeviso, boxed the ears of the bishop, who was somewhat 
tardy in bringing the Host. For this, honisst Sanuto “ sad- 
dles him vpith a judgment,” as Thwackum did Square ; 
but he does not tell us whetlicr he was punished or re- 
buked by the Senate for tliis outrage at the time of its com- 
mission. Ho seems, indeed, to have been afterwards at 
peace with the church, for we find him ambassador at 
Roino,«and invested with the fief of Val di Marino, in the 
march of Treviso, and with the title of Count, by Lorenzo 
Count-Bishop of Cenoda. For these facts my authori- 
ties are Sanuto, Vettor Sandi, Andrea Navagero, and the 
account of the siege'of Zara, first published by the inde- 
fatigable Abate Morelli, in his “Monumenti Veneziani di 
varia Letteratura,” printed in 1796, all of which I have 
l(K)ked over in the original huiguage. The moderns, Dard, 
Sismondi, and Laugier, nearly agree with tlie ancient 
chroniclers. Sismondi attributes the conspiracy to his jea- 
lousy ; but 1 find this nowhere asserted by tlie national his- 
torians. Vettor Sandi, indeed, says, that “ Altri scrlssero 

chc dalla golosa suspizion di es.so Doge siasi fatlo 

(Michel Sleno) staccar con violenza,” &c. &c. ; but this 
apfiears to have been by no means the general opinion, 
nor is it alluded to by Sanuto or by N avagero, and Sandi 
himself adds, a moment after, that “ per allre Venezianc 
memorio traspiri, che non il solo desiderio di vendetta lo 
dispose alia congiura ma anohe la innata abituale ainbi- 
zion sua, per cui anclava a farsi principe independente.” 
The first motive appears to have b^cn excited by the gross 
aflront of the words written by Michel Steno on the ducal 
cha*ir, and by the light and inadequate sentence of tin 
li'orty on the offfmder, who was one of their “tre Capi.‘ 
The attentions of Steno himself appear to havi' been di- 
ref!ted towards one of lier damsels, anil not to the “Doga- 
rcssa” herself, against whose fame not the slightest insinu- 
ation appears, while she is praised flir her beauty, and re- 
marked for her youth. Neither do I find it asserted (un- 
less the hint of Sanili bo an assertion) that the Doge wa? 
actuated by jealousy of his wife ; but rather by respect for 
her, and for his own honour, warranted by his past services 
and present dignity. 

I know not that the historical facts are alluded to in 
English, unb.'iss by Dr, Moore in his View of Italy. His 
account is false and flippant, full of stale jests alx^ut old 
men and young wives, and wondering at so great an effect 
from .so slight a cause. How so acute and severe an ob- 
server of mankind a.s tlie author of Zeluco could wonde 
at this is inconceivable. He knew that a basin of watc; 
spilt on Mrs. Masham’s gown deprived the Duke of Marl- 
borough of his command, and led to the ingloriou.s peace 
of Utrecht— that Louis XIV. was plunged into the most 
desolating wars because his minister was nettled at his find- 
ing fault with a window, and wished to give him another oc- 
cupation — ^that Helen lost Troy— that l^ucretia expelled 
the Tarqiiins from Rome — and that Cava brought the 
Moors to Spain — that an insulted husband led the Gauls to 
Clusiiim, and thence to Rome — that a single verse of Fre- 
derick II. of Prussia on the Abbe de Bemis,and a jest on 
Madame de Pomfiadour, led to the battle of Rosbach — 
tliat the elopement of Dearbhorgil with Mac Murchad 
conducted the English lo the slavery of Ireland — that a 
personal pique between Maria Antoinette and the Diiko 
of Orleans precipitated the first expulsion of the Bour- 
bons — and, not to multiply instances, that Commodus, Do- 
mitian, and Caligula fell viettmus not to tlieir public t 3 rranny, 
but to private vengeance— and that an onler to make 
Cromwell disembark from Uie ship in which he would have 
sailed to America destroyed both king and commonwealth. 
Afier these instances, on the least reflection, it is indeed 


extraordinary in Dr. Moore to seem surprised that a man 
used to command, who had served and swayed in the most 
important offices, should fiorcAjIy resent, in a fierce age, an 
unpunished iifTront, the grossest that can be offered to a 
man, be he prince or peasant. The ago of Faliero is little 
to tlic purpose, unless to favoiu* it. 

“ The young man’s wrath is like straw on fire, 

But like red hot eUel ie the old man't ire,** 

“ Young men soon gi?c and eoon forget afironu, 

Old age is slow at both." 

Laugier’s reflections are more philosophical : — ** Tale fli 
il fine ignominioso di un’ uomo, che la sua nascitU, la sua 
ctk, il suo carattere dovevano leiier lontano dalle passioni 
produttrici di grandi dclitti. I suoi talcnti per lungo 
tcmim esercitati no’ maggiori impioghi, la sua capacity 
sperimentata ne’ governi c nolle amhasciate, gU avevano 
acqulstato la stitna e la fiducia do’ cittadini, ed avevano 
iiniti i suffragj per collocarlo alia testa della rcpublica. In- 
nalzalo atl un grade chc torminava gloriosomonta la sua 
vita, il risentimonto di un’ ingiuria leggiera insinuh nel siio 
cuore tal veleno che hasth a ct»rrompnro lo antiche sue 
ijualil^ o a condurlo al lerminc doi scellerati ; scrio esem- 
L)io, che prova wwt esseroi ofu, in cui la prwlettiza umana sia 
ticura^ c che neW uomo restano tempre passioni capaci a (Us- 
morarloj quandft non inviffUi sopra se steB»oy<~^Ijmgier^ Itor 
\ian translationy vol. iv. page 90, 31. 

Where did 1>. Moore find that Marino Faliero begged 
lis life ? I have s'jarchod the chroniclers, and find nothing 
of the kind ; it \h true tliat he avowed all. He was con- 
lucted to the i»laco of torture, but there is no mention made 
if any application fir mercy on his part ; and the very cir- 
cumstance of their having taken him to the rack seems 
- argue any thing but his having shown a want of firm- 
lo.ss, which would iloubtless have been also mentioned by 
those minute historians who by no means favour him : such, 
indeed, woiiUl he contrary to his clmracter as a soldier, to 
the age in which he lived, and ai which he died, as it is to 
the truth of liistory. t know no justitication at any dis- 
tance of time for calumniating an historical character: 
surely truth belongs to the dead, anrl to the unfortunate, 
and they who have died upon a sr;affoId, have generally 
had faults enough of their own, without attributing to U»em 
that wliich the very incurring of* the perils which conducted 
them to their violent death renders, of all others, the most 
improbable. The black veil whirli is painted over tlie 
|jlace of Marino Falit^o amongst the doge.s, and the 
Giants’ Staircase \\here he was crowned, and discrowned, 
mid deca[)itated, struck forcibly upon my imagination, aa 
did his fiery character and .strange story. I went in 1819, 
in search of his tomb more than once to flic church San 
Giovanni e San Paolo, and us I was .standing before the 
monument of another family, a priest came up to me and 
said, “ I can show you finer monuments than that.” I told 
him that I was in searcli of that of the Faliero family, 
and particularly of the Doge Marino’s. “Oh,” said he, 

“ I will show it you and conducting me to the outside, 
pointed out a sarcophagus in the wall with an illegible in- 
scription. He said that it had been in a convent adjoin- 
ing, but was removed after flie French came, and placed 
in its present situation ; that ho had seen the tomb opened 
at its removal; there were still some bones remaining, 
jut no positive vestige of the decapitation. The cques- 
,rian statue of which I have made mention in the third act 
IS before fliat church is not, however, of a Faliero, but of 
some other now obsolete warrior, although of a later date. 
There were two other Doges of this family prior to Ma- 
rino: Ordolafb, who fell in battle at Zara in 1117, (where 
[lis descendant afterwards conquered the Hun.s,) and Vl- 
d Faliero, who reigned in 10^. The family, originally 
from Fano, was of the most illustrious in blood and wealth 
in the city of once the most wealfliy and still the most 
ancient families in Europe. The length 1 have gone into 
on this subject will show the interest I hav<^ taken in it. 
Whether 1 have succeeded or not in the tragedy, I have at 



(east transfetred into our langtmge an historical fact W( 
thy of conunfimoration. 

It is now four years that I have meditated this work, an 
befcHre 1 had sufficiently examined the records, 1 was rath 
disposed to have made it turn on a jealousy in Fallen 
But perceiving no foundation for this in historical tmt 
and aware that jealousy is an exliausted passion in tli 
drama, 1 have given it a more historical form. I w? 
besides well advised by the late Matthew Lewis on tlu 
point, in talking witli him of my intention at Venice : 
1817. “ If you make him jealous,” said he, ** recolkjct thi 
you have to contend with established writers, to say nr 
thing of Shakspearo, and an exhausted subject; — slick 1 
the old fiery Doge’s natural character, which will bear ye 
out, if properly drawn ; and make your plot as regular a 
you can.” Sir William l>ummond gave mo nearly th 
same counsel. How far I have followed these instruc 
tions, or whether they have availed mr*, is not for me to dr 
cide, I have had no view to die stage ; in its presen 
state it is, perhaps, not a very exalterl object of ambition 
besides I have been trx) much behind the scenes to hav< 
thought it so at any time. And I cannot conceive any inai 
of irritable -feeling putting fiimself at the mercies of ai 

aiKliencr^ : the sneering Header, and the lond critic, am 

the tart rr*.view, are scattered and distant calamities ; hi 
the trampling of an intelligent or of an ignorant audiene 
on a jirml action which, be it good or bad, lias been a men- 
tal labour to the writer, is a palpable and immediate griev- 
ance, heightened by a man’s doubt of their competency b 
judge, and his certainty of his own imprudence in electing 
them his judges. Were I capable of writing a play whicli 
could be deemed stage-worthy, success would give mo n* 
pleasure-, and failure great pain. It is for this reason tha 
even during the time of being one of the committfHi of one 
of tlie tlieatres, I never marie the attempt, and never will.* 
But surfdy there is dramatic jiowcr somewhere, where 
Joanna Baillie, and Milman, and .Tohn Wilson exist. Th< 
“City of the Plague” and the “Fall of Jerusalem” are full 
of the best “ maierift' for tragrsdy tliat has been se(;n 
wince Horace Wal[>ole, except passages of Ethwald am; 
De Monlfort. It is the fashion to undorrate Horace. Wal- 1 
pol(i ; firstly, because he was a nobleman, and secondly, ^ 
because he was a gentleman ; but to say notliing of th( 
com{X)sition of his incomparable letters, and of the Castl< 
of Otranto, he is the “ Ultinius Romanonim ” the author of 
the Mysterious Mother, a tragedy of the highest order, and 
not a puling love-play. Ho is the fatlier of the first ro- 
mance and of the last tragedy in our language, and surely 
worthy of a higher place than any living writer, be ho who 
he may. 

In speaking of the drama of Marino Faliero, I forgot to 
mention that the desire of preserving, though still too re- 
mote, a nearer approach to unity than the irregularity, 

♦ Wliilf* I WftKim tht; RdlM'-ommittoe of Oriiry I .aii^ Tima ire, I can voucli 
for mv col|aa||ueR, und t h«|)e for myrn-lf, tliut wpilidonr heat tohruiK back 
UuilrtftUlmatt' drama. 1 trird what 1 could tuaft'* IV Monlfort” revived, 
bill in vain, andrqn«llyi» vain in Invom oi' Soiht'by’s ” Ivan,” whirJi 
wan iboitt'iil nn arliiix iiluy; and I enduavuumt ulao to wakr Mr.Cnlo- 
ridgr to wvilf atraRfdv. Thom' who are not in the ta*rret will hanily 
believe thnt (be ‘‘ Sch<»ol for , Scandal’' I* tin* play which liaa brought UoKt 
moneij, averaging the rinml^rr of timeH i* inu lu’cn acted aince ita produc- 
tion ] ao Manai{t*r Tlibdln aaaured me, Of what ban occurred since Ma- 
(iiriu’a ” llcrtmtn,” 1 am iH»t aware ; •« that 1 may iw traducing, through 
ignorance, Rome excellent new writer ; if «o, I Iw’g their pardon. I have 
been nbeant fmm tCngland iimrly fiveyenrv, nnd, till laat year, I never 
read an Kngllah new«(><i|ier since my d«t*artiinj, and «tm now only aware 
of thoairii'aT mattcra through ti»e medium of the Parlelan Oar-ettc ofOnlig* 
onnl, and only for (h« law twelve month*. ]>et me ihen deprecate all 
offence to trogir. or comic writer*, to whom I wish well, aiicl of wliom 1 
know nothing. The long complaintB of the actual elate of the drama 
«riM6, however, from no fault of the prforrnere. 1 can conceive nnibinx 
better than Keml>lc, Cooke, and Kean in their very differtnl mmirirni, or 
than Ktliston In f(entlemn.n*n comedy, and In * 011)6 jiarts of tragedy. 
MU* O’Neill I never *aw, having motle and kept a deter mina linn lo we 
ncHbing which ohonKl divide or dieturb my iTcolkwtlon of Siddoii*. 
SUlrtona and Kemble were the idnit of tragic action; I never anw any 
thing at all reneniiiHng them even inp^rton: furibl# rt'ason, we aiiell 
never aee again Coriolanua or Marbelb. When Kean is IjUmed forwant 
of dignity, we ahnold remember that it ia a grace and not an art , end not 
(0 Iw! attained by study. la all, nof «<pcr't)« lurid jiart*, he is perfect ; 
even liin very tiHlecU belong, or *eem to belong, lo the i«irt* themaelw*, 
and appear tmerlo nature. Butnf Kemble we may *ay, with reference 
(o hia acting, what the t'ardinal de tt«(r said of the Marmiie of Mon- 
trose, ” that he was th* only man he gvgr saw who reminded him of lb* 
baroAs of nutend).” t . 


which is the reproach of the English theatrical composi- 
tions, jiermitSjhas induced me to represent the conspiracy 
as alreatly formed, and the Dogt; acceding to it, whereas in 
fact it was of his own preparation and that of Israel Ber- 
tuccio. I'he otlier characters, (except that of the duchess,) 
incidents, and almost the time, which was wonderfully 
short for such a design in real life, are strictly htstoricaly 
except that all the consultations took place in tiie palace* 
Had I followed this, Uie unity would have been better 
preserved ; but I wished to produce the Doge in tlie full 
assembly of the conspirators, instead of nusiotonously 
placing him always in dialogue with the same indivi- 
du.als. For the real facts, I refer to tlie Appendix, 

DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

Marino Falif.ro, Doge of Venice. 

Bertuccto Falikro, of the Doge. 

a Pafririan ami Senator. 
i >ENINTENT)E, Chief of the Ctamril of Ten. 

MrcHEL Steno, Ont- of the three Capi of the Forty 
■"srael Bertuccto, Chief of" 
the ArHenalj 

*H1L I P C LF. N D A R o, J* Confr^n ratorH. 

Daoolino, I 

Bertram, ^ 

( “ Sifimnr ili Notte^’' one of the 
Signor of the Night, \ i)/fie(rs helonqing to the i?c- 
( jn/hik, 

Firai Citizen. 

Second Citizen. 

Third Citizen. 

Vincenzo, ) 

PiF.TRO, > 0/firers helongins; (0 the Duc,o.l J^alace. 
Battista, j 

Serrettirg of the Cmmcil of Ten. 

Gunrih, Consgimtorn, Citizrw, The Cmmei! of Ten, 
The (iivJdn^, ^e. ^c. 

WOMEN. 

^NGIOLINA, Wife to the fhge. 

VIarianna, her Friend. 

Fnnale Attendants, i^c. 

Scone Venice — in the year 135£r. 

ACT I. 

Scene I. — An Antcchamher in the Ducal Palace. 

Pietro sjtrnks, in entering, to Battista. 

Pie. Is not the ines.senger return’d? 

Bat. Not yet ; 

have sent frequently, as you commanded, 
iut still tlio Signory i.s deep in eouncil, 
nd long dcimte on Slenos accus.qtion. 

Pie. Too long— at h'at^t so thinks the Doge. 

Pat. How bears he 

'hese momctit.s of su.sp(‘nsr? 

Pie. With struggling patience, 

laced at the ducal tabhi, cover’d o’er 
V“ith all the apparel t)f tlie slate ; petitktns, 

’lapatches, judgments, acts, reprieves, reports-, 

> sits a.s rapt in duty ; but whene’er 
c* hears the jarring of a distant door, 

)r aught that intimates a coming step, 

>r murmur of a voice, Ins quick eye wanders, 

,nd he will start up from liis chair, then pause, 

.nd scat himself again, and fix his gaze 
pon some edict ; l«it J havtt observtvl 
or the last hour he has not turn’d a leaf. 

Bftf. ”1' is said he i.s much moved, ^^ikI doubtless ’twas 
oul scorn in Sicno to offend so grossly. 




Pie. Ay, if a {>oor laan: Steiio’s a pali ician, 

Youn^ gatiiard, gay, and haugiity. 

JBoU. Then you tliii 

He will not be judged hardly ? 

« Pie. ’T wero enough 

He be judged justly ; but ’t is not for us 
To anticipate the sentence of tlio Forty. 

JBiU. And here it conies. — Wliat news, Vhiceuzo? 
Enter Vincenzo. 

Tin. »T 

Decided; but as yet his doom’s unknown: 

I saw the president in act to serJ 

.The parchment which will bear the Forty’s judgment 

Unto tlio Doge, and hasten to inform him. [£a:cun 

Scene II, — The Ducol Chandter. 

Marino Faliero, Doge ; ami hia Nephew^ Ber 
uccio Faliero. 

Per. P. It cannot be but they will do you justice. 
Doge. Ay, such as tlie Avogadori did, 

Who sent up my appeal unto the Forty 
To try him by his peers, his own tribunal. 

Ber. F. His peers will scarce protect liiin ; such an ac 
Would bring contempt on aU auUiority. 

Doge. Know you not Venice? Know you not tli 
Forty ? 

But .we shall sec anon. 

Ber. F. (addreamig Vincenzo, then entering.) 

How now — what tidings ? 

Fin. 1 am charged to tell his highness that tlie couri 
Has pass’d its resolution, and that, soon 
As the duo forms of judgment are gone through, 

The sentence will bo sent up to the Dogo ; 

In the nuvan lime the Forty doth salute 
The Prince of the Republic, and entreat 
His acceplation of their duty. 

Doge. y<;s— 

They arc wondVous dutiful, and ever humble. 

Sentence is past, you say ? 

yin. It is, your higluioss : 

I’hc prcsi<lent was sealing it, when I 
Was call’d in, that no moment might be lost 
Tn forwarding tlie intimation duo 
Not only to the Chief of the Republic, 

But the complainant, botli in one united. 

Ber. F. Are you aware, from aught you have per- 
ceived, 

Of their decision ? 

Fin. No, my lord ; you know 

The secret custom of the courts in Venice. 

Ber. F. True ; but there still is something given to 
guess, 

Which a shrewd gleaner and quick eye would catch at 

A whisper, or a murmur, or an air 

More or less sedemn spread o’er the tribunal. 

The Forty are but men — most worthy men, 

And wise, and just, and cautious — this I grant— 

And secret as the grave to which they doom 
The guilty ; but with all this, in their aspects— 

At least in some, the juniors of the number — 

A searching eye, an eye like yours, Vincenzo, 

Would road the sentence ere it was pronounced. 

Vin. My lord, I came away upon the moment, 

And had no leisure to taka note of that 
Which pass’d among the judges, even in seeming ; 

My station near the accu^, too, Michel Steno, 

Made me 

Doge^ {idbruptiy.) And how look’d he ? deliver that. 
Vin. Calm, but not overcast, he stood resign’d 
To the decree, whate’er it were ; — ^but lo I 
It comes, for the perusal of his highness. 

Enter the Secretary of the Forty. 

Sec. The high tribunal of the Forty sendf 


Health and res|>ect to the Doge Faliero, 

Cluef Magistrate of V cnice, and requests 
His highness to peruse and to approve 
The sentence past on Michel Steno, born 
Patrician, and arraign’d upon the chargo 
Contain’d, together with its penalty, 

Within the rescript wliich I now present. 

Dige. Retire, and wait without. 

[Exewit Secretary and Vincenzo. 

Take thou this paper 
Tho misty letters vanish from my eyes ; 

I L cannot iix them. 

Ber. F. Patience, my dear uncle : 

Why do you ti-cmhlc thus? — nay, doubt not, ail 
Will be as could bo wish’d. 

Dttge. Say on. 

Ber. F. (revuling.) “Decreed 

In council, without one dissenting voice, 

That Michel Steno, by his own confession, 

Guilty on the last niglit of' Carnival 
()f having graven on the ducal tlirono 
Tho following words ” 

Doge. Woulci’st thou repeat them ? 

Would’st thou repeat tliem — tfunu^ a b'aliero, 

Harp on the deep dishonour of our house, 

-hslionour’d in its chief— that cliief fjio prince 
^f Venice, first of cities ? — To th<} sentence. 

Ber. F. Forgive me, niy gotxl lord ; [ will obey— 
Reads.) “That Michel Steno be detain’d a month 
u close iurirtJt.” 

Doge. Proceed. 

Ber. F. My lord, ’t is finish’il. 

D(tge.. How, say you? — finish’d! Do 1 dream? — 'tis 
false — 

jiivo me fno paper — {Snalcltcs the paper ami rcoclv)— 

“ ’T ia decreed in council 
ThatMicIiel Steno”— Nephew, thine arm! 

Ber. F. Nay, 

Jheer up, bo calm ; this transt»ort is uncall’d for — 

Let me seek some assistance. 

Dtge. Stop, sir — Stir not— 

Tis past. 

Ber. F. I cannot but agree with you 
'he sentence is too slight for the offence — 
is not honourable in tlio Forty 
'o affix so slight a penalty to that 
rVhich was a foul affront to you, and even 
’q thorn, as being your subjects ; Iml ’l is not 
r^et without remedy: you can appeal 
'o (hem once more, or to the Avogadori, 

Vho^ seeing tiiat true justice is withheld, 

^ill now take up the cause they once declined, 

\ud do you right upon tlie bold delinquent. 

“'hiiik you not thus, good uncle ? why do you stand 
lo fix’d? You heed me not: — 1 pray you, hear mcl 
DogVj {(lashing d(mm the ducal bonnet, and qfering 
trample upon it, cro/air/w, as he is withheld by his 
ftejihew,) 

►h ! that the Saracen were in St. Mark’s ! 

'bus would 1 do him homage. 

Ber. F. For tho sake 

)f Heaven and all its saints, my lord— 

Doge. Away ! 

•h, tliat tho Genoese were in tho port ! 

>h, that the Huns whom I o’erthrew at Zara 
Vere ranged arourul the palace ! 

Ber. F. ’T is not well 

I Venice’ Duke to say so. 

Doge. Venice’ Duke ! 

Vho now is Duke in Venice ? let me see him, 

^hat he may do mo right. 

Ber. F. If you forget 

bur office, and its dignity and duty, 

.emember that of man, and curb this possipn. 

'he Duke of Venice— 



Do^e, {iiUcrmpting him») Tlierc Ls no such tiling— 

It is a word— «ay, worse — a worthloaa by-vvord : 

The most despised, wrong’d, outraged, helpless wretch, 
Who begs his bread, if ’t is refused by one. 

May win it from another kinder lieart ; 

But he, who is denied his right by those 
Whose place it is to do no wrong, is poorer 
Than the rejected beggar— he ’s a slave— 

And that am I, and thou, and all our house, 

Even from this hour ; the meanest artisan 
Will point tile finger, and tlie haughty noble 
May spit upon us: — where is our redress? 

Ber. F. The law, my prince 

Doge^ [interrupting him.) You see what it lias done- 
1 ask’d no remedy but from the law — 

I sou gilt no veugoanco but redress by law — 

I caird no judges but those named by law — 

A« sovereign, I appeal’d unto iny subjects. 

The very subjects who had made mo sovereign, 

And gave mo thus a double right to be so. 

'I’ho rights of place and choice, of birth and service. 
Honours and years, these scars, these hoary hairs, 

'I’he travel, toil, the perils, the fatigues, 

The blood and sweat of almost eighty years, 

W»*re weigh’d i’ the balance, ’gainst the foulest stain, 
'riio grossest insult, most contemptuous crime 
Of a rank, rash patrician — and found wanting! 

And this is to be borne ! 

Ber, F, I say not tliat 

In case your fresh apfieal should be rejected, 

We will find other means to make all even. 

Doge. Appeal again! art thou my brother’s sou? 

A scion of the house of Falioro ? 

The nephew of a I'Joge? and of that blood 
Which hadi already given throe dukes to Venice 7 
But thou say’st well — we must be humble now. 

Btr. F. My princely uncle ! you are too much 
moved : — 

I grant it was a gross offence, and grossly 
I^eft w'ithout lilting punishment : but still 
This fury dolii exceed the provocation, 

Or any jirovocation : if we are wrong’d, 

We will ask justice ; if it he denied, 

We ’ll take it; but may do all this in calmness — 

Deep Vengeance is the daughter of deep Silence. 

1 have yet scarce a third part of your years, 

I love our house, I honour you, its chic^ 

The guardian of my youUi, and its instructer — 

But though I understand your grief, and enter 
In part of your disdain, it doth appal me 
To see your anger, like our Adrian waves, 

O’ersweep all bounds, and foam itself to air. 

Doge. I tell thee — msu/sl 1 tell thee — what thy father 
Would have required no words to comprehend 7 
Hast thou no feeling save the external sense 
Of torture from the touch 7 hast tliou no soul — 

No pride — ^no passion— no deep sense of honour? 

Ber. F. ’T is the first time that honour has been 
doubted. 

And were the last, from any other skeptic. 

Ihge. You know the full ofience of this bom villain, 
This creeping, coward, rank, acquitted felon. 

Who threw his sling into a poisonous libel, 

And on the honour of— Oh God ! — my wife, 

The nearest, dearest part of all men’s honour. 

Left a base slur to pass from mouth to mouth 
Of loose mechanics, witli all course foul conunents. 

And villanous jests, and blasphemies obscene ; 

While sneering nobles, in more polish’d guise, 
Whisfier’d tlie tale, and smiled upon the lie 
Which made me look like them— a courteous wittol} 
Patient — ay, proud, it may be, of dishonour. 

Ber. F. But still it WM %;iie— you knew it falsd) 

And so did all men. 

Diye. * Nephew, the high Roman 


Baid, “ Caisar’s wife must not even be susfiected,” 

And put ber from him. 

Ber. F. True — but in those da)^^— 

Doge. What is it that a Homan would not suffer. 
That a Venetian prince must liear 7 Old Dandoio • 
Refused tlie diadem of all tlie Ciesars, 

And wore the ducal cap I trample on. 

Because ’tis now degraded. 

B(r. F. ’T is even so. 

Doge. It is — ^it is:— I did not visit on 
The iiuioceiit creature thus most vilely slander’d 
Because she took an old man for her lord, 

For that he had been long her father’s friend 
And patron of her house, as if there were 
No love in woman’s heart but lust of youlli 
And beardless faces ; — I did not for tliis 
Visit the villain’s infamy on her, 

But craved my country’s justice on his head, 

T1u 5 justice due iiiilo the humblest being 
Who hath a wife whose faith is sweet to him, 

Who hath a homo whose hearth is dear to him, 

WIk) hath a name w hose honour ’s all to him, 

When lliese are tainted by tlio accursing breath 
Of calumny and scorn. 

Btr. F. And what redress 

Did you expect as his fit pimisliment 7 

Doge. Death ! Was I not tJie sovereign of the stato- 
Insulted on his very tlirone, and made 
A mockery to the men who should obey me ? 

Was 1 not injured as a husband ? scorn’d 
As man ? reviled, degraded, as a prince? 

Was not oHenco like his a eompUcaiion 
Of insult and of treason ? — and he hves ! 

Had he instead of on the Doge’s throne 
Stanipt the same brand upon a peasant’s stool. 

His blood had gill the threshold^ for the carle 
Hod stabbed him on the instant. * 

Ber. F. Do not doubt i‘. 

He shall not live till sunset — leavo to me 
The means, and calm yourself. 

Doge. Hold, nephew : this 

Would have sufficed hut yesterday ; at present 
1 have no furllicr wrath against tliis man. 

Ber. F. What mean you? is not tlie offence ro 
doubled 

By this most rank — I will not say — aC(|uittal ; 

For it Is worse, being full acknowledgment 
Of the offtmee, and leaving it un^iuiusli'd ? 

Doge. It is rcdoidikdf but not now by him : 

The Forty halli decreed a montli’s arrest — 

We must obey the Forty. 

Ber. F. Obey them! 

Who have forgot their duty to the sovereign ? 

Doge. Why yes ; — boy, you perceive it tlien at last: 
Whether as fellow-citizen who sues 
For juslicf, or as sovereign who commands it, . 

They have defrauded me of both my rights, 

(For hero the sovereign is a citizen ;) 

But, notwitiistanding, harm not thou a hair 
Of Steno’s head — he shall not wear it long. 

Ber. F. Not twelve hours longer, had you left to me 
The mode and means ; if you had calmly heard me, 

[ never meant this miscreant should escape. 

But wish’d you to suppress such gusts of passion, 

Tiiat we more surely might devise together 
His taking off. 

Doge. No, nephew, he must live ; 

At least, just now — a life so vile as his 
Were nothing at this hour ; in th’ olden tuno 
Some sacrifices ask’d a single victim, 

Great expiations had a hecatomb. 

Ber. F, Your wishes are my law t and yet I fain 
Would prove to you how near unto nsy heart 
The honour of our house must ever be. [proof: 

Doge. Foar not ; you shall have timo and place of 



OF VENICE. 


But be not l}»ou loo rash, as I have been. 

I am ashamed of my own anger now ; 

J pray you, pardon tne. 

Ber. P, Why that’s my imclc ! 

^'riie leader, and the statesman, and the chief 
( )f coriirnoiiNvealUis, and sovereign of himself ! 

[ wonder’d to perceive yon so forget 
All prudence m your fury at tliese years, 

Altlunjgh the cause 

Dof^e. Ay, think U[)on the cause — 

F<»rg< t it not : — When you He down to rest, 

1 id it he black among your dreams ; and when 
morn returns, so let it stand between 
’riu' sim and you, as an ill omen’d cloud 
sumrner-day of festival; 

S<» will it stand to me; — but speak not, stir not, — 

}i<‘ave all to me ; — we sliall have much to ilo, 

..Vud sou shall liavis a jiart. — But now retire, 
is lit I were alone. 

Jii r. P. {taJdn^r vp and placing the ducnl bonnet on 
the table.) Ere 1 deport, 

I pray yon to resume what you liave spurn'd, 

’i'll! you can ehaiig** it haply fjr a crown. 

And now I lake my leave, itn[»loring yon 

In aJI things to rely upon my <luty 

As doth become your near and faithful kinsman, 

Autl not !e .s loyal citizen and stdtject. 

• \Eait HKirruin ro Falikro. 

(vi/v.s.) Adieu, my worthy m‘] the w,— Hollow 
hatible ! [ Vh/.v/i”- up thrJunjJ ct'p. 

P’m'.pI with all the tliorus that line a crown, 

Wuhont jinesling the insulted Itrow 
^^'l!h the uil-swiiving majesty of kings; 

'rii .u idle, glided, and degraded toy, 
i uu^ resume thee as \ would a vizor. [Puts lion. 

my lirain ac!ie> bem'atii (lea! ! and my im.iplos 
'r.'?r<»h l-'M n^ll under thv dishonest weight. 

< k old 1 not turn to a. diadenn ? 

< 'oiiid T not sliiilfer the Brninein sceptre 
W’liit'h m this lumdri’d-haiKli’d renule rules. 

-Mahiiig tlie people nothing, and tin* pimce 
A pageant/ In niv hli- 1 base a'die vetl 
J'a.diS noi less ilillienll — -aHiieved foi tin m. 

VVli*> thus repay me! — Chin J not reriinto them' 

Oh for one year! Oil! but for (‘ven a day 
OfmN full yontli, while yet my l>ody served 
iVJy soul as serves the generous steed his lord, 

r would have dash’d among tliem, asking few 
in aid to overthrow thesi*. tiwuln jiatriciann ; 

Ihit novv 1 must look roimd for oflier hands 
i'o serve this hoary liead ; — hut it shall plan 
111 su>di n sort as will not leave the task 
‘ ler'uilean, though as yet it is but a chaos 
Of darkly brooding llioiigliis : niy fancy is 
In h*T llrst work, more nearly to the ligiit 
Holding the, sleeping images of things 
b''or the seh'ction of the pausing judgment. — 

'J'he troops aiv f'W in 

Paler Vince iVzo. 

r7/i. Tlien^ is one without 

Craves audictiee of yotir highness. 

1 an unwell — 

I can sec no one, not. oven a patrician — 

Let him refer liis business to the council. 

Via. My lord, I will deliver your reply ; 

It cannot much import — he’s a plebeian. 

The master of a galley, 1 believe. 

Doge. How! did you say the patron of a galley? 
That is— I mean — a servant of the state : 

Admit him, he may bo on public service. 

[Exit Vincenzo. 

Doge, (»oIms.) This patron may be sounded ; I will 
try him. 

1 know the people to be discontented ; 

2 E 


m 

They have cause, winco BaiJii nza’s adverse day, 

When Genoa coiujiter’d : they have further cause 
Since they are nothing in tlic stale, and in 
The city w orse than notliing — mere machines, 

To serve the nobles’ most patrician pleasure. 

The troops have long arrears of pay, ofl promised, 

And murmur deeply — any hi»pe of change 
"Will draw them firward : they shall pay theinswdves 
With plunder hut the jiriests— I doubt the priesthood 
Will not be with us; they have haled in<' 

Since that rash hour, wdieii, madden’d with the drone, 

* I smote the lardy bishop at Treviso, 

Uuickoiiing his holy march ; yf‘1, ne’erflidcs.s, 

Tlie.y may ho won, at least (Inur (diicf at Home 
By some w’dl-timr-d coneessioris ; but, above 
All timid’s, I must be speedy; at my hour 
()f twilight little* light of life remains. 

Could I free Venice, and avenge inv wrongs, 

I had lived toxi long, jukI willingly would sdee]» 

Next UKiinent with my sires; utul, vn anting this, 

I?olter that sixty of my fourscore years 

Had been already wheix — how .soon, I care not — 

The wdiolc must Im> eMiiigiiisIi’d ; — betlcr that 
They ne’er had been, tlian drag me on to be 
The thing the.se arcI»-oppressors fain would make me. 
Let me con.sider — ofe/hcienl troo[e; 

Th(‘re arc dirr;e thousand posted at— — 

Elder ViNCKNzo and Israei, BKivnii'cio. 

Vhi. May it please 

Your liighnoss, ihe same ]>a<rou whom I b}>akc of 
Is here to cnive> your paficticc. 

Doge. i.eave ihe rdiamber, 

Vinceii/.o. — [Earit V'ini enzo. 

Sir, you may arlvance— what would you'/ 

J.B't. UediT-N. 

I)o::e. Of whom.’ 

J. Ber. Of ( h»d and of the Doge. 

Ihgf. Alas! my iVi'Uid, yt»ij seok it of the twain 
Of f’a'.l re.spect and m'erest in Ve 
^ oi! must atldr*‘ss the council. 

I Ber. ’Tw 

or )e. who mpii<.d me n one of tie 
Doi^e. 'I’lier** s blood ii,<oii t)iy face — how came it 
there ? 

/. Ber. 'T tr. lu'hie, .'ind not llie first I’ve shed for 
Venice, 

3ut the lir.‘Jt plied hy a Venetian hand: 

A nohle uinote m«*. 

Dogti. iMlh he live ? 

I. Ber. Not long— 

.Jut for the hope J hail and have, that you, 

Mv prince, x ourself a soldier, will redress 
lim, vvlioiii the laws of diseijiline and Venice 
k rn.it not to prolecl hnnradf; — if nut — 
say no more. 

Jh}ge. P>at something you would do — 

Is It not so? 

J. Ber. I am a man, my lord 
Doge. Why so IS he who Finule you. 

J. Bn. He is callM sO; 

Nay, more, a noble one — at least, in Venice : 

Tint since he hatli forgotten that I am one, 

And treats me lilte a brute, the brute may turn — 

'Tis said the worm wdl!. 

Doge. Say — his name and lineage? 

/. Ber. Barbaro. 

Doge. What was the cause? or the pretext? 

I. Ber. I am the chief of ihe arsenal, employ’d 
At present in repairing certain galleys 
But roughly used by tlie Genoese last year. 

This morning comes the noble Barbaro 
Full of reproof, because our artisans 
Had left some frivolous order of his house, 

To c.\ecute the state’s decree ; I dared 



To jugtify the men — ^he raised his hand ; — 

Behold my blood! the hrst time it e’er flow’d 
Dishonourably. 

Doge, Have you long time served '/ 

I. Ber, So long as to remember Zara’s siege, 

And fight beneatli the cliicf who beat the Huns there, 
Sometime my general, now the Doge Faliero. — 

Doge. How ! are we comrades ?— tlic stale’s ducal 
robes 

Sit newly on me, and you were appointed 
Chief of the arsenal ere I came from Rome ; 

So that I recognised you not. Who jdaced you ? 

L Ber. The late Dogo ; keeping still my old com- 
mand 

As patron of a galley : my new offico 
Was given as a reward of certain scars, 

(So was your predecessor pleased to say :) 

I little thought his bounty would conduct mo 
To his successor us a helpless plaintifl*; 

At least, in such a cause. 

Doge. Are you much hurt ? 

/. jSer. Irreparably in my self-esteem. 

Doge. Speak out ; fear nothing : being stung at heart, 
What would you do to be revenged on tins man ? 

/. Ber. That which I dare not name, and yet will do. 
Doge. Then wherefore carno you here ? 

/. Ber. 1 come for justice, 

Because my general is Doge, and will not 
See his old soldier trampled on. Had any, 

Save Faliero, fill’d the ducal throne, 

This blood had been wash’d out m other blood. 

Doge. You come to me for justice — unto me! 

The Doge of Venice, and 1 (:aiin(»f give it; 

I cannot oven obtain it — ’T was domed 
To me most solcuuily an hour ago. 

I. Ber. How says your highness ? 

Doge. Steno is condemn’d 

To a mouth’s confinement. 

/. Ber. What ! tlu* same who dared 

To stain the ducal throne with llmse foul words, 

That have cried shame to every ear in Venice ? 

Doge. Ay, doubtless they have echo’d o'er die arsenal, 
Keeping due time with every luimiiier’s cUnk 
As a good jest to jolly arU/aiis ; 

Or making chorus to the creaking oar. 

In the vile tune of every galley-sluvc', 

Wlio, os he sung the merry slave, exulied 
Ho was not a shamed dotard like the iJogc. 

I. Ber. Is’t possible? a month’s imi'risoiimeni ! 

No more for Steno ? 

Doge. You have heard Uio oflence, 

And now you know his punishment ; and Utcii 
You ask redress oUrne! Go to the Forty, 

Who pass’d the sentence upon Michel Steno ; 

They ’ll do as much by Barbaro, no doubt. 

/. Ber. Ah 1 dared 1 sjieok my feelings ! 

Doge. Give them breatli. 

Mine have no furllier outrage to endure. 

/. Ber. Thou, in a word, it rests but on your word 
To punish and avenge — I will not say 
My jHilty wrong, for what is a mere blow, 

However vile, to such a tiling as I am ?— • 

But the base insult done your state and person. 

Doge. You overrate my power, wiiicli is a pageant. 
This cap is not the monarch’s crown ; those robes 
Might move compassion, like a beggar’s rags ; 

Nay, more, a beggar’s are bis own, and these 
But lent to the poor pnjipet, who must play 
Its part with ail its empire in diis ermine. 

/. Ber. Wouldst thou be king ? 

Doge. Yes — of a ha]>py fieoplc. 

1. Ber. Wouldst thou bo sovereign lord of Venice? 
Doge, Ay, 

If that the people shared tliat sovereignty, 

So that nor they nor I were furtiier slaves 


To this o’ergrowii arlstixiratic Hydra, 

The poisonous heads of whose envenom’d body 
Have breathed a ])cstilencc upon us all. 

1. Ber. Yel, Uiou wast bom and still hast liveu 
patrician. 

Doge. In evil hour was I so born ; my birth 
Hath made me Dogo to bo insulted : but 
1 livetl and toil’d a soldier and a servant 
Of Venice and her people, not the senate ; 

Their good and my own honour were my guerdon. 

1 have fought ami bled ; commanded, ay, and conquer’d 
Have made and marr’d peace oft in embassies, 

As it might chance to be our country’s ’vantage ; 

Have traversed land and sea in constant duty, 

Through almost sixty years, and still for Venice, 

My faUiers’ and my birthplace, wliosc dear spires,' 
Rising at distance o’er the blue Lagoon, 

It was reward enough for me to view 
Once more ; but not. for any knot of men, 

Nor sect, nor fad ion, did I bleed or sweat! 

But would you know why I have done all this? 

Ask of the bleeding pelican why she 

Hath ripji’d her bosom ? Had the bird a voice, 

She ’d tell thoc ’t was for alt her little ones. 

/. Ber. And yet they made thee duke. 

Doge. They made me so j 

I sought it not, the flattering fetters met mo 
Returning from my Roman embassy, 

And never having liithcrto refused 

Toil, charge, or duty for the state, I did not, 

At these late years, decline what was the highest 
Of all in seeming, but of all most base 
In what we have to do and to endure : 

Bear vintncss ftir me thou, my injured subject, 

When I con neither right myself nor thee. 

I. Ber. You shall do botli, if you possess the will 
And many thousands more not kiss ()j)[>ress’d, 

Who wait but for a signal — will you give it ? 

Dige. You speak in riddles. 

I. Bit, Which sliall soon be read 

At peril of my life ; if you disdain not 
To lend a patient ear. 

Doge. Bay on. 

I. Ber. Not tliou, 

Nor 1 alone, are injured and abused, 

Coiiteimi’ii and trampled on ; but the wliole people 
Groan with the strong conception of their wrongs 
I’hc foreign .s(Jdiers in tlic senate’s pay 

Arc discontented for Uieir long arrears ; 

The native mariners, and civic troop.s, 

Feel with their friends ; for who is he among ilieni 
Whose brethren, parents, children, wives, or sisters, 

Have not partook opjiression, or pollution, 

From the patricians? And tlie hopeless war 
Against the (.h'rioese, whicli is still maintain’d 
With the plebeian blood, and treasure wrung 
From Uieir hard earnings, has inflamed them furtiier : 
Even now — but, I forget Uiat s|>eaking tlius, 

Perhaps I pass the sentence of my death ! 

Doge. And suffering what thou hast done — fear’st thou 
death ? 

Be silent then, and live on, to be beaten 
By those for whom Uiou hast bled. 

/. Ber. No, I will speak 

At every hazard ; and if Venice’ Doge 
Should turn delator, be tlie shame on him, 

And sorrow too ; for be will lose far more 
Than I. 

Doge. From me fear nolliiiig ; out wiUi it ! 

J. Ber. Know then, that there arc met and sworn in 

secret 

A band of brethren, valiant hearts and true ; 

Men who have proved all fortunes, and have long 
Grieved over tliat of Venice, and have right 
To do so ; having served her in all climes. 



And having rescued her from foreign foop, 

Would do the same from those within licr walls. 

are not numerous, nor yet too few 
For their great purpost; ; they have arms, and means, 
.And hearts, and ho[>es, and faith, and patient courage. 
Doge, For what then do they pause? 

/. Ber. An hour to striki 

(aside.) Saint Mark’s shall strike that hour ! 
/. Ber. I now liavc» jdace 

My life, my honour, all my earthly hopes 
Within thy power, but in the firm belief 
7’hal injuries like ours, sprung from one cause, 

Will generate one vengeance : should it be so, 

Be our chief now — our sovereign liereafte.r. 

Dome. How many are ye ? 

/. Ber. 1 ’ll not answer that 

Till 1 am answer’d. 

Doge. How, sir! do yon menace? 

f.Btr. No; I affirm. I have ht^t ray’d myself; 

But there ’s no torture in tlic mystic wells 
Which underrnirK^ your palace, nor in those 
Not less appalling cells, the “leaden ro<jfs,” 

'Po f irco a single name from me of others. 

'Phe Po7.xi and the Pionihi wore in vain ; 

'l'hf‘y might wring blood from nn*, but treachery never. 
And I would pass the fearful “ Bridge of Sighs,” 

.loyous that mine must, be the last that e’er 
Wduld echo o’er the Stygian wav(^ which flows 
Betwe.cn the murderers and tlie. nuirder’<), washing 
'J'he prison a.n<l the palace walls: there are 
'Phose who would live to think on’l, juid ave.nge me. 
Ihgc. If such your power and purposi^, why come 
here 

To sue for justice, being in iho course 
'Po do yourself due right ? 

I. Her, Beenuso the man, 

\V ho claims protoction from authority, 

Showing his contidence and liis submission 
To that authority, can hardly he 
Siisj»ectcd of combining to destroy it. 

Had 1 sate down tiio humbly willi this blow, 

A moody brow and mutteril threats had made mo 
A mark’ll man to the Forty’s inquisitiem ; 

But loud eomplaint, hf>vvever angrily 
It shapCnS its piirasii, is little to ho fear’d. 

And less distrusted. But, besides all this, 

I had another reason. 

Ddgr. What was that ? 

I. BeJ\ Some rumours that the Doge was greatly moved 
By the reference of the Avogadori 
Oi‘ Midiel fSttuio’s sentence to tiie Forty 
Had reach’d me. I had served yon, honour’d you, 

And felt that you were dangerously insulted, 
lieing of an order of such spirits, as 
Reijuite tenfold both go<Kl and evil : ’t was 
My wisli to prove and urge you to redreas. 

Now you know all; and that 1 speak the truth, 

Mv peril be the proof. 

Doge. You have deeply ventured ; 

But, all must do so who would greatly win: 

Thus far I ’ll answer you — ^your secret ’s safe. 

/- Ber, And is this all ? 

Doge. Unless witli all intrusted, 

What would you have me answer? 

I. Ber. I would have you 

Trust him who leaves his life in tnist with you. 

Doge. But I must know your plan, your names, and 
numbers ; 

The last may then be doubled, and the former 
Matured and strengthen’d. 

/. Ber, Wo’rc enough already; 

You are the sole ally we covet now. 

Doge. But bring mo to the knowledge of your chiefs. 
/. Ber. That shall be done upon your formal pledge 
To keep tlie faith that we will pledge to you. 


Doge. When ? where ? 

I. Ber. This night I ’ll bring to your apartment 
Two of tho principals ; a greater number 
Were hazardous. 

Doge. ®tay, r must think of this. 

What if I W(»re to trust rnyscll’ among you. 

And leave llie palace ? 

/. Ber. You must come alone. 

Doge. With hut my nephew. 

/. Ber. Not were he your son. 

Doge. W retch ! darest thou name my son ? He died 
in arms 

At Sapion/a fi)r this faithless state. 

!)h! that he were alive, and 1 in ashes! 

)t that he wore alive ere I be ashes ! 
sliould not nooil the dubious aid of strangers. 

I. Ber. Not one of all those strangers whom thou 
doubt est 

5iit will regard then with a filial feeling, 

5o that thou keep’st a father’s faith with them. 

Doge. 'I’lic die is cast. Where is the f)lace of mooting ? 
/. Ber. At midnight f will be alone and mask’d 
Yherc’er your highness pleases to direct mo, 

■'o wait your corning, aird conduct you where 
r’' ou .shall receive our homage, and pronounce 
Jpiui our project. 

Doge. At what hour arises 

.’he moon ? 

I. Ber. l.ate, hut tho atmosphere is thick and dusky, 

T is a sinxco. 

Doge. At the midnight hour, then, 

'Jear to the church where shsej:) my 8iro.s; the same, 
.’win-named from the apostles John and Paul ; 

L gondola, * with one oar only, will 

.urk in tho narrow channel which glides by. 

Jo tliero. 

I. Ber. I will not fail. 

Doge. And now retire— 

/. Ber. In tho full hope your highness will not falter 
1 your great purpose. Prineo, I take my leave. 

[Exit IsitAKi. Bkrtitccio. 
Doge, (solus.) At midnrglit, by tiro churcii Saints 
.Tohn and Paul, 

Vhere sleep my noble, fathers, I repair— 

'o what ? to hold a council in the dark 
Yith common rulliairs leagued to ruin states ! 
nd will not my great sires leap from the vault, 

Vhero lie two doges who preceded nn’, 
nd pluck me down among them? Would they could 
or 1 .should rest in honour wrth tho honour’d, 
las ! I must not tliink of them, but those 
fho have made mo thus unworthy of a name 
oble and bravo as aught of consular 
n Roman marbles ; hut I will redeem it 
ack to its antique lustre in our annals, 
ly sweet revenge on all that ’s base in Venice, 
nd freedom to the rest, or leave it black 
‘o ail the growing calumnies of time, 

Yhich never spare the fame of him who lails^ 

ut try the Caesar, or tho Catiline, 

ly the true touchstone of desert— success. 


ACT 11. 

ScEWE 1 . — An Apartment in the Ducal Palace, 
Akoiolina. (wife of Ike Doge) and Maiuavna. 
Ang, What was tlie Doge’s answer ? 

Mar. That h# was 

'hat moment summon’d to a conference ; 

It ’t is by this time ended. I perceived 
ot long ago tliG senators emliarking ; 
nd the last gondola may now be seen 
Uding into the tlirong of barks which stud 
'he glittering waters. 
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H« has been much disquieted of late; 

And Time, which has not tamed his fiery spirit 
Nor yet enfoebied even his mortal frame, 

Wiich seettis to be more nourisliM by a soul 
So quick and restless that it would consume 
Less hardy clay — Time has but little power 
On his resentments or his griefs. Unlike 
To other spirits of his order, who, 
lu tlio first burst of passion, pour away 
Tlieir wrath or sorrow, all things wear in him 
An aspe<’!l of eternity : his thoughts, 
liis feelings, passions, good or evil, all 
Have nothing of old ag(t ; and his boM brow 
Bears Imt the scars of mind, thii thouglits of years, 
Not their deerepitude: and he of late 
Has been more agitated than his wont. 

Would he wtTo conic! for 1 alone li.ave power 
Upon Ills troubled spirit. 

M<a\ It is true, 

His highness has of late hemi greatly moved 
By the iifliont of Stf-no, and with C!iu.sc ; 

Hilt the ofiendor <lo!ihtle,ss eu-n now 
Is doomVI to expiati’ his rash in.sult with 
cliastisenienf as will tmfjire respect 
Tii P’Jii.dV virtue, and to iiohle blood, 
yln{>. ’'r waN a gross insult: Imt T bee«l ii 
For dui ra..li seorner's iaLehood in itsf'H' 

Bor ihr the cflect, the ilcjuUy d<‘ei) impre.ssi 
AVIiudi it has rnad(' upon Fali^*ro’s soul, 

TIh' proud, the fiery, tlie austere — austere 
To all save me: ] tremble vvben I think 
To what it may coiuluct. 

Mnr, As,surc( ly 

TIu' Dogo can not suspect you ? 

Suspect me! 

Why Steiio dared not : when In* scrawl’d Ins lie, 
(inweling hy .stealth in Ihf moon’ i glimmering light, 

His own .still conscience smote luiii for ihi* arg, 

And every sliadow on tlie walls frown’ll shame 
Upon fii.s coward calumny. 

Mnr. ’T were lit 

lie .s'lioiild bo punisli’d grievously. 

Ang. lie is so. 

Mar. What! is the. sentence pa.st? lie condemn’d? 
Ang. I know not tlmtjhut In' has been detected. 
Mnr. And de.ein you this enough for such foul scorn? 
Ang. 1 w'ould not be a judge in niy own cause, 

Nor do I know wluit .sense, of punishment 
IVlay reach the soul of ribalds such as Stcuo; 

But if Ins insnlts sink no deeper in 
riie minds of tlie inquisitors than they 
Hav<‘ rutHed mine, he will, for all acquittance, 

Be left to his own shamelcssne.ss or siiamo. 

Mar. Some fiacrifiec is due to slander’d virtue. 

Ang. Why, w'hnt i.s virtue if it needs a victim? 

> if it must diqjend upon men’s wands ? 

The dying Roman saiii, “’t was but a name:” 

It v\'«re indeed no more, if human breatli 
[!]!ould make or mar it. 

Mar. Yet full many a dame, 

■Stainless and faithful, would feel all the wrong 
')f such a .slander; and less rigid ladies, 

5uch as abound in Veuico, would be loud 
^nd all-inexorable in tlie-ir cry 
For justice. 

Ang. This but proves it is the name 
\nd not the quality they prize: the first 
Have found it a hard task to hold their honour, 

Lf they require it to be blazon’d forth ; 

And those who have not kept it, sock its scorning 
As tliey would look out for an ornament 
[>f whfeh they feel the want, but not because 
They think it so ; they live in others’ tlioughte, 

And would seem honest as they must seom fair. 


' j;. ............. ......1,,. 

Ang. And yet Uiey were my father’s ; with his name 
The sole inheritance he left. 

Maf. You want none ; 

Wife to a prince, the chief of the Republic. 

Ang. 1 shouKl have sought none tliough a peasant’s 
bride, 

But foci not less the love and gratitude 
Due to my father, who bestow’d my hand 
U])on his early, tried, ami trusted friend, 

The Uoimt Val di JVlarino, now our Doge. 

Mar. And uilh that hand did he bestow your Jieart 
Ang. Ifc did so, or it had not been l>o.sLow’d. 

Mar. "N'et this .strange disproportion in your years, 
And, let me add, disparity of tc'mpers, 

Might mak<i the world doubt whellmr sucli an iinio^ 
(^oiild make you wisi'ly, piTmanenlly h:qq»y. 

Ang. 'riit' world will think with worldlings; but mv 
heart 

Has still been in my duties, which arc many, 

Cut m’-ver diflieult,. 

Mnr. And do yon bm* him? 

Ang. I love all noble (jnalities whicli rm-rit 
Love, and I lovi il my fatln'r, who first taught me 
'J’o singli! out wlial we .should loV(‘ in others, 

And t<) subdue all /endeiicy to lend 
Tie' br'if anil jmrest b-elings of our nature 
d’e ba.ser iins.sjons. lie bestow'd my bun<l 
Upon Faliero: he had known him noble, 

Brave, generuii,-:, rich in all the (pialuies 
Of soldier, eili/.en, and friend ; in all 
SucJi have I found liiin as my father .said. 

His fanlt.s are those that dwell in the. liiyh bosoms 
Of men who have eomnianded ; too miieh pride, 

And the deep passions fiercely foster’d hy 
The uses of jmlriei.ius, and a lib; 

Spent 111 the .si<»nns of .slate and war; and also 
From the quick m n.-e of liononr, which beeonu;;i! 

A dulv lo a ei'rlain sign, .a vice 
When overstrahrd. and this I fear in him. 

And then J.e jjus been ra.sli freio bis yuulh nj>ward.«, 

’i et tem}»ci‘.l by redeeming uoMcness 
In such soi’h that iIk' wnrie' l of republics 
Has lusit’li’il all its (diief empKiys u’p.oii Jiim, 

From his first tight to his las! emhas.sy, 

I From which i.n his letiirn the dukednm met him. 
j Mnr. Jhil pn vious to this inarriii jo, had youi heart 
Ne'er heal fl»r aug of tiu* nohle youth, 

Such as 111 years had been more meet to match 
liiMUly like yours? or .*,iuee have you ne'er seen 
Oik*, who, if v’uur fair hand were still to give, 

Might now pretend to Loredaiio's daugliler? 

Ang. J aiaswcr'd your first (p]e.stion when I said 
J married. 

Mar. And the .second? 

Ang. Nec'ils no answer. 

Mar. I pray your panlon, if I have ofl'ended. 

Ang. ,I feel no wrath, but som * surpri.si*: I knew not 
That w'cdiied bosom.s could ]*i rmil themselves 
To ponder upon what they now might chuo.se, 

Or augjit isavc their j)a.st choice. 

Mar. ’7'' is their pa.st choice 

Tliat far too often makes them deem lliey w'ould 
Now choose more wisely, could tiu’y <*.ancel it. 

Ang. It may Im 5 so. I knew not of smdi thoughts. 
Mar. Here comes the Doge — shall I retire ? 

Ang. It may 

Be better you should quit, me ; he seems riijit 
In tliought. — How pensively lie take.s lii.s way ! 

Mabianna 

Enier the Doge and Pietiio. 

DogCf {mimng.) There is a certain Philip Calendaro 
Now in tlie Arsenal, who holds command 
Of eighty men, and has great influence 



Besides on all the spirits of his comrades : 

This man, I hear, is bold and popular, 

Sudden and daring, and yet secret ; ’t would 
Bo well that he were won: I needs must hope 
That Israel Bertuccio has secured him, 

* But fain would bo 

-Pic* My lord, pray pardon mo 

For breaking in upon your meditation ; 

The Senator Bcrtuccio, your kinsman, 

Charged me to follow and inquire your pleasure 
To fix an hour when he may speak with you. 

Doge. At sunset. — Stay a moment — let me see— 
Say in the second hour of night. [Exit Pietiw 

‘ Ang. My lord! 

Ihge. My clearest child, forgive mo — why delay 
So long a})proaclung me ? — I saw you not. 

^ng, Vou were absorb’d in thought, and he who no’ 
lias parted from you might have words of weight 
To bear you from the senate. 

Doge. From flic senate? 

Ang, I would not inlerrupt him in his duty 
And ilndrs. 

Doge. The senati; s duty ! yon mistake ; 

’T is we who owe all sorviei' to tlie senate. 

Au!>. [ thought the ] )uke had lu'ld command in A’^caiirc 
Dogv. lio sJiall. — But Ii't that pass. — We will h 
jocund. 

Ihwv lares it with you? have you heem abroad? 

I'lie (lay is overcast, hut the- (^alin wave 
F<iV(*urs tie* gondoliers light skimininL' oar; 

Or have yon held a levee of yonr friends? 

Or has yonr music made yon solilarv? 

Say — is iIutc aught that you would will within 
T'he little sway now hdl the J)uk(.‘? or aught 
Ctf fitting splendour, or of lionesi pleasuri*, 

Social or kniely, that would glad your heart, 

'(f’o eoniju'nsate f)r tunny a dull hour, \^usfed 
On an old man ofl moved with many cares? 

S[)eal(, and ’t i« done. 

yl//g. You Ve ever kind to me — 

I have nothing to desire, or to reipicst, 

K\eept to s(‘(‘ yen ofieiier and calmer. 

Doj^r. Ckihiier? 

Ang. Ay, ealnier, my good lord, — Ah, why 

Dr, you still ki’i'p ajiart, and walk alom;, 

And let such strong emotions stamp your brow', 

As n(,t I, et raying their full import, yet 
Disclose too much? 

Doge. Disclose loo much !— of what? 

What is there to disclose ? 

Ang. A heart so ill 

At ease. 

Doge. ’T is nothing, child. — But in tin; state 
You know' what daily car<;s oppress all those 
Who govern this precarious commonwealth ; 

Now' .suffi'ring from tlu; Genoesi* without, 

And maiccontents w’ithin — ’tLs this which makes me 
More pensive and less trancjiiil than my wont. 

Ang. Yet this existed long Ix'fort', and never 
Til! in these late days did I see you thus. 

Forgive me ; there is sometliing at your heart 
More than the mere discharge of public duties, 

Which long use and a talent like to yours 
Have rendered light, nay, a necessity, 

To keep your mind from stagnating. ’T is not 
In hostile slates, nor perils, thus to shake you ; 

You, who have stood all storms and never sunk, 

And climb’d up to the pinnacle of power 
And never fainted by the way, and stand 
Upon it, and can look down steadily 
Along the depth beneath, and ne’er feel dizzy. 

Wore Genoa’s galleys riding in the port, 

Were civil fury raging in St. Mark’s, 

You are not to be wrought on, but woiild fall, 

As you have risen, with an unalter’d brow — 


Your feelings now are of a different kind ; 

Something has stung your pride, not patriotism. 

Doge. Pride ! AngioUna ? Alas ! none is left me, 
Ang. Yes — the same sin that overthrew the angels, 
And of all sins most easily besets 
Mortals the nearest to tlie angelic nature : 

The vile are only vain ; the great are proud. 

Doge. J the pride of honour, of your honour, 

Dee[» at my heart But lot us change the theme. 

Ang. Ah no! — As I have ever shared your kiiidnes* 
In ail things else, let me not be shut out 
From your distress : were it of public import, 

You know I ru'ver sought, would never seek 
To win a word from you ; but feeling now 
Your grief is private, it belongs to me 
To lighten or divide it. Since the day 
When foolish Stono’s ribaldry diJtected 
Unfix’d your (juiel, you are greatly changed, 

And I would .s'X)th you liack to what you were. 

Doge. To w'hat 1 was! — Have you heard StenoV 

S(ailencc ? 

Ang. No. 

Doge. A month’s arrest. 

Ang. Is it not enough? 

Dogv. Enough! — yes, for a drunken galley slave, 
Who, suing by s'»ripi'<^, may miinnur at hi.< master; 

But not f,r a deli!»eral(‘, false, c(»ol villain. 

Who stains a holy s arul a ))riin.“e’s honour 
Even on the throne of his authority. 

Ang. Tliore sts'ins to me enough in the conviction 
)f a patrit'iun guilty of a falsehood: 

All otluT punishment, were light unto 
lis loss (d* lionour. 

Jhge. ^M^^h men have no honour; 

Till*'.' havo hut tlioij \!!(» j',ves — and iht^se are spared. 
Ang. Y »u uouU not htiso him dio fn* this offence? 
Doge. Not Hoir : — hi'iiig siill alivt^, I’d have him live, 
oiig as he can; lie has coast'd to merit dcatli ; 

Th(’ guilty saved hath darmi’d his lanidreil judges, 

And he is jiiiio, foi now his «*rlme is thoirs. 

Ang. D.h ! had this falsi' and fhppatil lihellor 
'hod hi • young lilood fir his rdxurd lampoon, 

Ne’er from tiial moiu>iiJ i "t ld this hn asi havi' known 
\ joyous hour, or ilre.onless .slumher more. 
j)oor. Does not llu' law (»f ileave.n say blood for 
blood } 

ml ho who tainfi kills more tiiau he wlio slh'da if. 

H it iIm* jntin. (»f‘ blows, or sfiajne of blows, 
riiat malu's sucli ilc.elly to the sense of irian'^ 

)o not tho lav.y of man say blood f.r l.'ouour? 

iml, less ihim honour, tlir a Iillie gild ’/ 

lay not iho laws of nations h1o<id fl-T fn-ason? 

.s’t nothing to have fillM th(.*se veias wiili poison 
•r their oiK'e lu'alildul curnuil ? is it nothing 
t have slain' 1 voia natueunvl mme — tlie noblest names ? 
.s't no'hing to have hroughl into contempt 
V prince hefnv liis people? to have fail’d 
i Uio respee.i afforded by manltind 
’o youth ill woman, an I old age in man? 

’o virtue in your sex, and dignity 
a ours ? — hut let them look to it who have .saved him. 
Ang. IJeaveii bids us to forgive our eneniiijs. 

Doge. Dotii IJcaven forgive her own? Is Satan saved 
'roiri wrath eternal? 

Ang. Do not sjieak thus wildly — 

eaven will alike forgive you and your foes. 

Doge. Amen ! May Heaven forgive them! 

Ang. And will you ? 

Doge. Yes, when tlioy are in heaven ! 

Ang. And not till tJion ? 

Doga What matters my forgiveness ? an old man’s, 
Vorn out, .scorn’d, spurn’d, abused ; what matters then 
dy pardon more than my resentment, both 
leing weak and worthless ? I have lived too long.— 

•ut let us change tlio argument. — My child 



My injured wife, the child of Loredano, 

The brave, the chivalrous, how little deem’d 
Thy father, wedding thee unto his friend, 

That he was linking thee to shame ! — Alas ! 

Shame without sin, for thou art faultless. Hadst thou 
But had a different husband, my husband 
In Venice save the Doge, this blight, this brand, 

This blasphemy had never fallen upon tliee. 

So young, so beautiful, so good, so pure, 

To suffer this, and yet be unavenged ! 

Ang. I am too well avenged, for you still love me, 
And trust, and honour me ; and all men know 
That you are just, and 1 am true : what more 
Could I require, or you cornmarjtl ? 

Doge. ’T is w<iIJ, 

And may be better ; but whafe’or betido, 

Be thou at least kind to my memory. 

Ang. Why speak you thus ? 

Doge. It is no matter why ; 

But I would still, whatever others think, 

Have your respect botli now and in my grave. 

Ang. Why sJiould yon doubt it ? has il ever fail’d ? 

Doge. Come hither, eliild ; 1 would T word with you. 
Your father was my friend ; unequal fortune 
Made, him my debtor for some court(‘sics 
Which bind the grwl more firmly ; when, opprest 
With liis last malady, he will’d our union, 

It was not to repay me, long repaid 
Beforci by his great loyalty in friendship ; 

His object was to j>la,ee your orplian beauty 
In horiourahle safety from the perils, 

Which, in this scorpion nest of vice, assail 
A lonely and undower’d maid. I did not 
Think with him, but would not oppose the thought 
Which soothed his dcalh-bed. 

Ang. I have not forgotten 

TIjc nobleness with which you barle me speak 
If my young heart held any preference 
Which vvoulcl have made luc liapjder; nor your offer 
To rnuko my d<o\ry equal to ihe rank 
Of aught in Venice, and forego all claim 
My father's last injiiuction gave you. 

Dnge. Thus, 

’Twas not a foolish dolanl’s vile caprice, 

Nor the false edge (ifaged appetile, 

Which made me covetous of girlish beauty, 

Anri a young bride : for in my fieriest youth 
1 sway'd sueli passions ; nor was lliw my age 
Infected willt that l<-prosy of lust 
Which taiiil.s the hoariest years of vicious men, 

Making them ransack to tlie very last 
TIm^ dregs of plea.stiro for their vanish'd joys ; 

Or buy in se.lfish marriage some yottng victim, 

Too lielples.s to refuse a state that ’s hom'sf, 

Too n.vling nt>t to know Ijerselfa wretelr. 

Our vvedloek was not of this sort ; you had 
Freedom from me to choose, and urged in answer 
Vour father's choice. 

Ang, T did so ; I would do so 

In face of (‘arth and heaveti ; for I liavc novel 
Repented f>r my sake ; sometimes f >r yours, 

In pondering o’er your late disquietudes. 

Doge. I knew my heart would never treat you harshly 
T knew my days could not disturb yon long; 

Aral then the daughter of my earliest friemi, 

!, His worthy daughter, free l(» choose again, 

[!Wealthu*r and wiser, in the ripest bloom 
\ Of womanhood, more skilful to select 
i By passing these probationary’ y('ars 
i Inheriting a prine<’'s name and nclies, 

Secured, by the short penanpe ijf enduring 
I An old man for some s\uniliiMi|'kgainst all 
[ That law’a chMiiiie or etiv)«iit#ldnsniHdn might 
\ Have urgdtl tgatast her right ; my best friend’s child 
I W ouUl choose more fitly in respect of years, 


And not less truly in a faithful heart 
Ang. My lord, I look’d but to my father’s wishes, 
Hallow’d by his last words, and to my heart 
For doing all its duties, and replying 
With faith to him with whom I was affianced. 
Ambitious hopes ne’er cross’d my dreams ; and should 
The hour you speak of come, it will be seen so. 

Doge. I do believe you ; and I know you true : 

For love, romarilkt love, which in my youth 
I knew to be illusion, and ne’er saw 
Lasting, but often fatal, it had been 
No lure for me, in my most passionate days, 

And could not bo so now, did sucli exist. 

But such respecl, and mildly paid regard 

As a true feeling for your welfare, and ' 

A free compliance with all honest wishes ; 

A kindrusss to your virtues, watchfulness 

Not sliown, but ‘jbadowitig o’er such little failings 

As youth is apt m, so as not to check 

Ra.slily, but win you from them ere you knew 

You luu! been won, but ihouglu the change your choice; 

A pride not in your beauty, but your conduct,— 

A trust in you — a patriarchal love, 

And not a doting homage — friend.ship, faith — 

'tteli esfimalioii in your ey(‘s as ihcso 
Might claim, 1 lioped for. 

Ang. And have ever hail. 

Doge. I think so. For liie difterence in our years 
You know il, ehooMtig me, and rliose : 1 trusted 
Not to rny qualific'.:, nor would liave faith 
sueli, nor outward ornaments of nature, 

Were 1 still in my live and Uvenlieth spring; 

I trusted to the lilood (ifljoredano 
Pure in your veins; I tnisled to the soul 

God gave you — (o (lie truths your father taught you— 
To your belief in heaven - to your mild virtues — 

To your own liiitli and honour, for my own. 

Ang. You liave done well. — I thank you for that trust, 
Which I have neviT ihr one morneiil ceased 
j To honour you tlie more for. 

Doge. WJiere is lionour, 

niiafe and precept-strengthen'd, ’tis the. rook 
Jf faith connubial: where it is not — where 
right thoughts are lurking, or the vuiiilies 
>f worldly pleasure rankle in the heart, 

> sensual throlis convulse il, well I know 
T were hopeless for humanity to dream 
)f honesty in sucli infected hlood, 

AlUiough ’t wore w’ed to him it covets most : 

An incarnation of the poet’s god 
n all iris marlile-chiseird beauty, or 
Tlie demi-ihuty, Alcides, in 
riis inajt'sty of su]>erhuman manhood, 

Would not .suffice to bind where virtue is not; 
t is consistency wliich forms and proves il: 

Vice cannot fix, aiul virtue cannot change. 

The once fall’ll w'ouuui must for ever fall ; 

Por vice must have varii'tv, while virtue 
Stands like the sun. and all whieh rolls around 
Drinks liO*, and light, arul glory’ from her aspect. 

Ang. And seeing, fi eling thus tlii.s truth in others, 

T pray you pardon me ;) but wherefore yield you 
, To the most fierce of fatal passions, and 
Disquiet your groat thoughts with restless hate 
Of such a thing as Slcno? 

Doge. Y"ou mistake me. 

II is not Slcno who could move me tlius ; 

Had il been so, he shoukl but let Uiat pass. 

Ang. What is’t you feel so deeply, then, even now? 
Doge. The violated majesty of Venice, 

At once insulted in her lord and laws. 

Ang. Alas! why will you thus consider it? 

Doge. I have thought on ’t till but let me lead 

you back 

To what I urged ; all tliese things being noted, 



I wedded you ; the world then did me justice 
Upon the motive, and my conduct proved 
They did me right, while yours was all to praise: 

You had all freedom— all respect— all trust 
From me and mine ; and, born of tliose who made 
Princes at home, and swept kings from their thrones 
On foreign shores, in all things you appear’d 
Worthy to be our first of native dames. 

Ang. To what does this conduct ? 

Doge, To thus much — tlial 

A miscreant’s angry breath may blast it all — 

A villain, whom for his unbridled bearing, 

Even in die midst of our great festival, 

1 caused to be conducted forth, and taught 
How to demean himself in ducal chambers ; 

A vfretch like this may leave upon the wall 
The blighting venom of his sweltering heart, 

And this shall spread itself in general poison ; 

And woman’s innocence, man’s honour, pass 
Into a by-word ; and the doubly felon 
(Who first insulted virgin modesty 
By a gross affVonl to your attendant damsels 
Amidst the noblest of our dames in public) 

R((quite himself for his most jiLst expulsion 
By blackening publicly ills siivcreigii s consort. 

And be absolved by liis upright compeers. 

Amg. But lie has been coiidemii’il into captivity. 
Ihfic. For such as him a dungeon were acquittal ; 
And his brief term of mock-arrest will pass 
Within a palace. But 1 Vo done with Iiim ; 

7'he rest must bo willi you. 

Ang, Witli me, my lord? 

Doge. Yes, Angiolina. Do not marvel; I 
Have let this prey upon me till I feel 
My life cannot be long ; and fain would iiave you 
Rogard the injuncliona you will find witliin 

yh:s scroll (Giving hr a paper) P’ear not ; they are 

for your advantage ; 

Read them hereafter at the fitting iiour. 

Ang. My lord, in life, and after life, you shall 
Be lionour’d still by mo : but may your days 
Be many yet— and hapjiier than the present! 

This passion will give way, and you will bo 
Serene, and wliat you should b(‘, — what you were. 

Doge. I will be what I should bo, or be noUiing ; 

But never more — oh ! never, never more, 

O’er the few days or hours wliicli yet await 
The blighted old ago of Falicro, shall 
Sweet (iuiet shed her sunset! Never more 
Those summer shadows rising from the jiast 
Of a not ill-spent nor inglorious life, 

Mellowing tlic last hours as the night approaches, 

Shall sooth me to my moment of long rest. 

1 had but little more to task, or hope, 

Save the regards duo to the blood and sweat, 

And the soul’s labour Uirough which I had toil’d 
To make my country lionour’d. As her servant — 

Pier servant, though her chief— I would have gone 
Down to my failiers with a name serene 
And pure as theirs ; but this has been denied me. — 
Would I had died at Zara ! 

Ang. Tliero you saved 

The state ; then live to save her still. A day, 

Another day like that would be the best 
Reproof to them, and sole revenge for you. 

Doge. But one such day occurs witltin an age ; 

My life is little less tlian one, and ’tis 
Enough for Fortune to have granted once, 

That which scarce one more favour’d citizen 
May win in many states and years. But why 
Thus speak 1 ? Venice has forgot that day — 

Then why should I remember it ? — Farewell, 

Sweet Angiolina ! I must to my cabmet ; 

There ’s much for roe to do — and the hour hastens, 

Ang. Remember what you were. 


Doge. It were in vain ! 

Joy’s recollection is no longer joy, 

While Sorrow’s memory is a sorrow still. 

Ang. At least, whaic.’er may virgo, let me implore 
That you will take some little pause of rest: 

Your sleep for many nights has been so turbid. 

That it had been relief to have awaked you, 

Had I not hoped that Nature would o'erpower 
At length the thoughts whicli shook your slumbers thu 
An hour of rest will give you to your toils 
With fitter thoughts and freshen’d strengtii. 

Doge. I cannot- 

I must not, if f could ; for never w’as 
Such rettH(jn to be watchful : yet a (c\v — 

Yet a few days and dream-perturbed nighls, 

And I shall slumber well — but whore ? — no matter. 
Adieu, my Angiolina. 

Ang. Let me he 

An instant — an in.slant your companion! 

I cannot bear to leave you thus. 

Doge. Come llien, 

My geaille child — firgive me ; thou wtsrt made 
For better fortunes than to share in mine, 

Now d’tirkhug in their close toward the deej) vale 

Where Death sits robed in his all-ssveepuig shadow. 

When 1 am gone — it may he sooner than 

Even these years warrani, lor lln^re is that stirring 

Within — above — around, that in this city 

Will make the cerni'teries populous 

As e’er they were by peslileuco or wiU',— 

When I am nothing, let that which 1 was 
Be still sometimes a name on tliy sweet lips, 

A shadow in thy fancy, of a thing 

Which would not have thee mourn it, liul remember;-' 

Let us begone, my child — the time is pressing. 

f Eweunt. 

SoKNE II . — A retired Spot near the Arsemd. 
IsUAEL Bertuccio and Piirj.ir Oaleniuro. 
C(d. How sped you, Israel, in your late comjdamt? 
/. Her. Why, well. 

Cai. Is ’t possible ! will ho be punish’d 1 

/. Her. Yes- 

6V. With what ? a mulct or an arrest ? 

LHer. With death!— 

Cal. Now you rave, or must intend revenge, 

Inch as I counsell'd you, with your own hand. 

I. Her. Yes ; and for one sole draught of hale, forego 
The great redress wo meditate for Venice, 

And change a life of hope for one of exile ; 
leaving one scorpion crush’d, and thousands stinging 
My friends, my family, my countrymen ! 

No, Cak'.ndaro ; these same drtips of blood, 

^hed shamefully, shall have the whole of his 

<^or their requital But not only his ; 

Vc will not strike for private wrongs alone ; 

•such are for selfish passions and rash men, 

But are unworthy a tyrannicide. 

Cal. You have more patience than I care to boast 
-lad 1 been present when you boro this insult, 
must have slain him, or expired myself 
ji liio vain effort to repress my wrath. 

1. Her. Tliaiik Heaven, you were not — all had else 
been marr’d ; 

As ’t is, our cause looks f<rospcrous still. 

Cal. You saw 

I'he Doge — what answer gave he ? 

I. Her. That there was 

No punishment for such as Barbaro. 

Cal. I told you so before, and tliat ’t was idle 
To lliink of justice from sucli hands, 

/. Her. At least, 

t lull’d suspicion, allowing confidence. 

Had 1 been silent, not a sbirro but 
Had kept me in his eye, as meditating 



A silent, solitary, deep revenge. 

Cd, ]3ut wherefore not address you to the Council ? 
The Doge is a mere pupf>et, who can scarce 
Obtain right for himself. Why speak to himi 

/. Ber, You shall know that h ereader. 

C(d, Why not now? 

/. Bcr, Be patient but till midnight. Gel your musters, 
And bid our friends prepare tlieir companies : — 

Set all in readinea? to strike tlie blow, 

Perhaps in a few hours ; we have long waited 
For a fit time — that hotir is on the <Iial, 

It may be, of lf>-jriorrow’H sun: delay 
Beyond may breed ns doulile danger. See 
That all be pnrictnal at onr place of meeting, 

And arm’d, (Jxcopt.iiig thone of the Sixteen, 

Who will remain among the tr<»ops to wait 
TIjc sigrud. 

Cal. These brave words have breathed new life 
Into my veins; T am si<tk of those protracted 
And hesitating couneils : day on day 
CrawlM (.>n, and ad<]e<l but another link 
To our long letters, and some fresln^r wrong 
IriHietcd on onr brethren or <nirHolvcs, 

Helping lo swell onr tyrants’ bloat eti strcmglli 
Lei ns but deal upon them, and 1 care not 
For the n'siilt, wliich must l>e flealh or freedom! 

I ’in weary to tlie heart of find ng ni'iiher. 

L n>r. We will Iw free in life or dealii! the grave 
Is eliairiless. Have you all tlie musters ready? 

And are the sixlecri companies completed 
To sixty? 

Cal. All save txx’o, in xvhich there arc 
Twenty-liv<' ivanting to make up the number. 

/. Wer. No matter ; we can do xvilhout. Whose are they? 

(\d, Bertram’s and old Soraiv/.o’s, lioth of whom 
Appejir less forward in the ejuise than wc are. 

/. Ber. Your fiery nature makes you deem all tliose 
Y’ho are not restless cold: hut there exist, s 
f>ft m eoncentrod spirits not 1 <'hs daring 
'J’han in m(*r(‘ loud avengers. 1 )o not doubt them. 

Cal, 1 do not doulif (he elder ; hut in Bertram 
There is a hesitating softness, filial 
To entcrjirise like ours : 1 ’ve sci-n that man 
Weep like an infant o’er the mi.sery 
Of otherfi, heedless (jf his own, though greater; 

And in a recent quarrel I beheld him 

Tuni sick at sight of blood, although a villain’s. 

/. Ber, The truly brave arc soft of lioart and ryes, 
And feel for what their duty bids tbem do. 

I have known Bertram long; there doth not breatho 
A soul more fn!l of honour. 

Cal. It may be .so: 

t apprehend less treachery than weakness ; 

Vel as he has no iniaircss, and no wife 
To work upon his milkiness of ajiirit, 

Ho may go through the ordeal ; it is well 
Ho is an orphan, friendless save in us ; 

A woman or a child had made him less 
Than either in resolve. 

I, Bcr. Such ties are not 

For those who are call’d to tlie high destinies 
Which purify corrupted commonwealths ; 

We must forget all feelings save die one— 

We must resign all passions save our piirpoao— 

We must behold no object save our country— 

And only look on doatli as beautiful. 

So that tlie sacrifice a.scend to heaven, 

And draw dowm freedom on her evermore. 

Cal, But if wo fail 

/. Ber. They never fail who die 

In a great cause : tlie block may soak tlieir gore ; 

Their heads may sodden in the sun ; their limbs 
Be strung to city gates and castle walls — 

Bui still their spirit walks abroad. Though years 
Elapse, and otliers share as dark a doom, 


I They but augment the deep and sweeping thoughts 
I AVhich overp<iwer all others, and conduct 
The world at last to freedom : What were we, 

If Brutus had not lived ? He died in giving 
Rome liberty, but lofl; a deathless lesson — 

A name xvhich is a virtue, and a .soul 
Which multiplies itself throughout all time, 

When wicked men wax mighty, and a state 
Turns servile: he and his high friimd were styled 
• The last of Romans !” Let us be the first 
Of I rut* Venetians, sprung from Roman sires. 

C(d. Our fathers did not fly from Attila 
Into these isles, where palaces have sprimg 
On hanks rede'*in'd from the rude ocean’s ooze, 

To own a thousand d<!, spots in his place. 

Better how down before the Hun, and call 
A Tartar lord, than the.se swoln silkworms masters! 
The first at least was man, anrl used his sword 
As Kceplrc: tlicse unmanly creeping things 
(’onimand our sword.s, and rule iis with a word 
As xxitli a s[»ell. 

1. Ber. It shall he broken soon. 

You say tliat all things arc in readiness; 
lV)-(]ay 1 liave not been the usual round. 

And why Ihon knoxvest ; hut l)iy vigilance 
Will better have supi>lied my care : these orders 
Jn n*cent couisdl lo redouble now 
)nr eflorfs lo repair tlie galley.s, have 
Lent a. fair coloia* to the introduction 
>f many of our cause into the arsenal, 

As n<‘w artificers lor their equipment, 

)r fresh recruits obtain'd in liasie to man 
The hoped-for fleet. — Aro all siqqilied xvith aims? 

Cal. All who were detnn’d trii.sf-worlh) : tliere are some 
Whom it were widl lo keep in ignonuice 
Till It be lime lo .strike, and then snpjile (h''m: 

When in tin* heal and hurry (tf tlie lioiir 

They have no oppiM tumty to pause, 

lul neeils .must on \sith ll)o‘?e who will fuirouud tliein. 

1. .B^r, You have said w t II. 1 lave you punark'd all suoli? 
Cal. J 'vi' tio’ed most j ynd eausi d ike other rhieft 
To IHC like eatition uj Iholr eoifiponios. 

As far as 1 have cn, we rue 
To make the enterprise secert, if ’i w 
!/Oinmeneed lo-morrow; bu', nil ’( is bfgmi, 
liacli hour i.s ]•r»•g;K^nf wilii a thr-us.-uid perils. 

I. Bcr. I.ef the Sivtocn et at the wonted hour, 
uxerpi Sornir/o. JNicfdelto Hhjndo. 

And Marco Giuda, who will kerp f!i< ir watch 
Within the arsenal, amt hold all ready. 

Expectant of the .signal we w ill fix on. 

Cal. We will not fail. 

1. Bcr. l.et all the, rest bo there; 

have a stranger to pn-hient lo them. 

C(d. A strangcTi doth he know t/io secret? 

I.Bcr. Yes. 

Cal. And have you dared to peri) your friend.s’ lives 
On a rash confidence in one wc* knew not ? 

I. Bcr. 1 luive risk’d no man’s life (xcept my own— 
)f lliat be certain : ho is one who may 
Make our as.surancc duuhly sine, according 
His aid; and if reluctant, he no less 
8 in our power: he comes alone with me, 

And cannot ’scape us ; but he will not swerve. 

Cd. I cannot judge of tliis until I know him : 

! he one of our order ? 

1. Bcr. Ay, in .sjiirit. 

Although a child of gjreatness ; ho is one 
Who would become a throne, or overthrow one— 

One who has done great deed^4Uid seen great changef ; 
No tyrant, tliough bred up to tyranny ; 

Valiant in war, and sage in cowicil ; noble 
In nature, although haughty ; quick, yet xvary ; 

for all this, so full of certmn passions, 

That if once stirrid and baffled, at be has been 
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Upon tha tendarest points, there is no Fury 
III Grecian story like to that which wrings 
His vitals with her burning hands, till ho 
Grows capable of ail things for revenge ; 

And add too, that his mind is liberal, 

He secs and feels tJie people are oppress’d, 

And shares their sutferuigs. Take him all in all, 

We have need of such, and such have nettl of us. 

Cd. And what part would you have him take with us 

/. Ber, It may be, that of chief. 

Cfxi. What ! and resign 

Your own command as loader? 

/. Bfrr. Even so. 

My object is to make your catise e nd well, 

An'i not to push riiyself to power. Experience, 

Some skill, and your own choice, had mark’d mo out 
To act ill trust as your commander, till 
Some worthier should appear: if I have found such 
As you yourselves shall own more worthy, think you 
That I would hesitate from selfishness, 

And, coveloiisof brief authority, 

Stake our deep interest ou my single thoughts, 

Rather than yield to one above me in 
All leading qualities ? JSo, Caleiidaro, 

Know your friend belter j but you all shall judge.— 
Away ! and lot us meet at the fix’d hour. 

Be vigilant, and ail will yet go we)!. 

,Ca/. Worthy Bertuccio, 1 have known yon ever 
Trusty and brave, with head and heart to plan 
What 1 have still been prompt to execute. 

P'or my own part, I .seek no other chiefs 
What the rest will decide 1 know not, but 
I am with vot;, as I have ever been, 

In all our undertakings. Now farewell, 

Until the hour of midni*;!!! sees us meet. {Excutd, 


ACT 111. 

Scene I.— »S'ce/ie, the Sprir.e hetween the Canril am! the 
Church of San Giovanni c San Paolo. An opu sfrian 
Statue before it . — A Gondola lies in the Can.d at .^omr 
distance. 

Enter the Door, a/anc, disguised. 

DogBf {solus.) I am before the hour, the hour whose 
voice, 

Pealing into the arch of night, might strike 
Tliese palaces with ominous tottering, 

And rock their marbles to the corner-.stone, 

W aking the sleepers from some hideous dream 

Of indistinct but awful augury 

Of that which will beful! them. Yes, proud city! 

Thou must be cleansed of the black blood which makes 
thee 

A lazar-hoiise of tyranny: tlie (ask 
Is forced upon rne, I have sought it not; 

And therefore was I punish'd, seeing this 
Patrician pestilence sjuead on and on, 

Until at length it smote im; in my slumbers, 

And 1 am tainted, and must wash away 
The plaguc-.sp()ts in the healing wave. Tall fane! 
Where sleep my fathers, whose dim statues shadow 
The floor w'hich doth divide us from the dead, 

Where all the pregnant hearts of our bold blood, 
Moulder’d into a mite of ashes, hold 
In one shrunk heap, what once made many heroes, 
When what is now a handful shook the earth— 

Fane of the tutelar saints who guard our house ! 

Vault where two Doges rest — my sires ! who died 
The one of toil, the other in the field, 

With a long race of other lineal chiei» 

A nd sages, whose great labours, wounds, and state 
I have inherited, — let the graves gape, 

Till all thine aisles be peopled with llie dead, 

And |>our them from thy portals to gaze on me ! 


I call tliem up, and them and thee to witness 
What it hatli been which put me to this task— 

Their pure high blood, their bliizon roll of glories, 
Tlieir mighty name dishonour’d all in me, 

Not by me, but by the ungrateful nobles 
We flnight to make our e(]iials, not our lords: — 

And cliiefly thou, Ordelafo l!ie brave, 

Wlio perish’d in the field, wlicre I siitco conquer’d, 
Battling at Zara, did tho hecatombs 
Of thine and Venice’ foes, there offer’d up 
By thy descendant, merit such acquittance ? 

Spirits ! smile dovMt upon me ; for my cause 
Is yours, in ul! life now can be of yours, — 

Your (Sinie, vfiur name, all mingled up m mine. 

And in tlie future fortunes i>f our race I 
Let me luit prosj»er, and 1 make this city 
hVee and immortal, anti our Imuse's name 
Worthier of wliat you were, now and hereafter! 

Euitr Israel Bertuccio. 

I. Tier. Wlio goes there ? 

Dove. A friend to Venice. 

1. Her. ’T is lie. 

Wele'ome, my lord, — j'ou are Ix'fiirc trie time. 
l)os:c. I am ready to proceed to your asR(*mhly. 

I. Bcr. Have vvitli you. — I :im proud and pleased to see 
Sm'h confulenl alacnty. Your doubts 
Since our last ineeling, then, are all dispell’d ? 

l)os:e. Not Ko — bul I have stM my little left 
Of life upon this east : the die was thrown 
When 1 lirst lisKui’d to your treason— Siari not! 

That is the word ; 1 cannot shape my tongue 
To syllable black deeds info smoolli names, 

Thougli T be vvrouglit on to commit tliem. When 
I hennl you temjif your soverciign, and fJx’bore 
'J’o have, you dragg’d to prison, I brearms 
Your guiltiest aerom]>lir;e : nf<\v you may 
If it so |>lt'ase you, do ns miicb l)y me, 

/. Ber. Htrange words, ruy lord, and most unmerited ! 

I am no spy, ami neither are wo traitors. 

/logf. JPe — HY-.— no matter— you liave earn’d the 
right 

I’o talk oi'ns. — But to the. pintit. — If lhi~ 

Attempt succeeds, and V'enice,, render’d freo 
And llourisbing, vvlicii we are m our graves, 

Conducts her geruTutioiis to our tombs, 

And malies her children with their little hands 
Strew flowers o’i.t her deliverers’ ashes, tlien 
The conscfpience will sanctify the deed, 

And wc sliall he like the two Bruli in 
The annals of hereafter; hut if not, 

If we should fail, employing bloody means 
And secret plot, although to a g(X>d end, 

Still we are traitors, honest Israel thou 
No less than lie who was tliy sovereign 
Six hours ago, and now thy brother rebel. 

I. Ber. is not the moment to consbler thus, 

Else I could answer. — Let us to the meeting, 

Or we may be observed in lingering here. 

Doge. We arc observed, and have been. 

I. Bcr. We observed 

Let mo discover — ^and this steel 

Dof>e. Pul up ; 

Here are no human witnesses : look there — 

What see you ? 

/. Btrr. Only a tall warrior’s statue 

Bestriding a proud steed, in the dim light 
Of die dull m<x>n. 

Doge. That warrior was the sire 

Of my sire’s fathers, and that statue was 
Decreed to him by the twice rescued city;— 

Think you tliat he looks down on us or no? 

I. Ber. My lord, tliese are mere phantasies ; tliere are 
No eyes in marble. 

Doge. But there arc in Death. 



] tell theC) man, there is a spirit in 

Such things that acts and sees, unseen, tliough felt ; 

And, if tliere be a spell to stir the dea^ 

’Tis in such deeds as we are now upon. 

Deem’st thou the souls of such a race as mine 
Can rest, when he, their last descendant chie^ 

Stands plotting on the brink of their pure graves 
With stung plebeians ? 

/. Ber. It had been as well 

To have ponder’d this before, — ere you embark’d 
In our great enterprise.— Do you repent ? 

Doge. No— but I /eelj and shall do to the last. 

I cannot quench a glorious life at once, 

Nor dwindle to the thing 1 now must bo. 

And take men’s lives by stealth, without some pause : 
Yet doubt me not; it is this very feeling, 

And knowing what has wrung mo to be thus, 

Which is your best security. There ’s not 
A roused mechanic in your busy plot 
So wrong’d as I, so fall’n, so loudly call’d 
To his redress ; the very moans I am forced 
By these fell tyrants to adopt is such, 

That I abhor them doubly for the deeds 
Which I must do to pay them back for theirs. 

1. Ber, Let us away — ^hark — tlio hour 8trike.s. 

Dttge. On— on— 

It is our knell, or that of Venice — On. 

/. Ber. Say rather, ’t is her freedom’s rising peal 
Of triumph This way — wo are near tlie place. 

\ExeufU. 

Scene II.— The Hmm where the ConspiraJtorn meet, 

DAOOLIVOf Doho, Bejitbam, Fedele Tbevisano, 

Calendaro, Antonio delle Bende, &c. &c. 

Cal, (entering.) Are all here ? 

Bag. All with you ; except tlio three 

On duty, and our leader Israel, 

Who is expected momontiy. 

Cal. Where ’s Bertram ? 

Ber. Here! 

Cat. Have you not been able to complete 

The number wanting in your com[>any 

Ber. 1 had mark’d out some ; but I have not darod 
To trust them with the secret, till a.s8ured 
That Uiey wore worthy faith. 

Cal. There is no need 

Of trustmg to their faith : who. save ourselves 
And our more chosen comrades, is aware 
Fully of our intent ? they think themselves * 

Engaged in secret to the Signory, 

To punish some more dissolute young nobles 
Who have defied the law in tlieir excesses ; 

But once drawn up, and their new swords well-flesh’d 
In the rank hearts of the more odious senators, 

They will not hesitate to follow up 
Their blow upon tlie others, when they see 
The example of their chiets, and I for one 
Will set them such, that tliey for very shamo 
And safety will not pause till all have perish’d. 

Ber. How say you ? all! 

Cal. Whom wouldst thou spare ? 

Ber. I spare? 

I have no power to spare. I only question’d. 

Thinking Uiat even among these wicked men 
There might be some, whose age and qualities 
Might mark them out for pity. 

Cal, Yes, such pity 

As when the viper hath been cut to pieces, 

The separate fragments quivering in the sun 
In the last energy of venomous life, 

Deserve and have. Why, I should think as soon 
^ pitying some particular fang which made 
One ai the jaw of Uie swoln seipeot, as 
Of saving one of these : they form Imt links 


Of one long chain ; one mass, one breath, one body ; 
They eat, and drink, and live, and breed together, 
Revel, and lie, oppress, and kill in concert, 

So let them die as onr / 

Dag. Should <me survive, 

He would be dangerous as the whole ; it is not 
Their number, be it tens or thousands, but 
The spirit of this aristocracy 
Which must b<j rooted out ; and if there were 
A single shoot of the old tree in life, 

’T would fasten in the soil, and spring again 
To gloomy verdure and to hitter fruit. 

Beriram, we must be firm ! 

Cd. liOok to it well, 

Bertram ; I have an eye upon thee. 

Ber. Who 

Distrusts mo ? 

Cd. Not T ; f)r if I did so, 

Thou wouldst not now be there to talk of trust; 

It is tljy softness, not thy want of faith, 

Which makes thee to be doubted. 

Ber. You should know 

Who hear me, who and what I am ; a man 
Roused like, yourselves to overthrow oppression ; 

A kind man, T am apt to think, as some 
Of you have found rne ; and if hrave or no, 

You, (/alciidaro, can pronounce, who liavc seen me 
Put to the proof; or, if you sliould have doubts, 

1 dear tliem on your person ! 

Cd. You arc welcome, 

When onco our enterprise is o’er, which must not 
Be interrupted by a private brawl. 

Ber. T am no brawler ; but can bear myself 
As far among the foe as any he 
Who hears me ; else wliy have I been selected 
To be of your chief comrades ? but no less 
I own my natural w-eakness; T have not 
Yet learn’d to think of inrhscriininate municr 
Without some sense of shuddering; and the sight 
Of blood which spouts through hoary scalps is not 
To me a thing of triumph, nor the death 
Of men surprised a glory. W’^eli — to(^ wel 
1 know that we must do such things on tlioso 
Whose acts have raised up such avengers ; but 
If there were some of these who could be saved 
From out this sweeping fate, for our owti sakes 
And fijr our honour, to take oil’ some slain 
Of massacre, w^hich else pollutes it wholly 
. had been glad ; and see no cause in this 
■•V sneer, nor for suspicion ! 

Dag. Calm thee, Bertram ; 

■•’or wc suspect thee not, and take g(»od heart, 
t is tlic cause, and not our will, which asks 
Such actions from our hands : wc ’ll wa.sh away 
All stains in freedom’s fountain ! 

Enter Israel Bertuccio and the Doge, disguised. 

Dag. Welcome, Israel. 

Consp. Most welcome. — Bravo Bertuccio, thou art 
late — 

Who is this stranger ? 

Cd. It is time to name him. 

Our comrades are even now prepared to greet him 
Zn brotherhood, as I have made it known 
That thou wouldst add a brother to our cause, 
Approved by thee, and thus approved by all, 

Such is our trust in all tliine actions. Now 
.et him unfold himself. 

I. Ber, Stranger, step forth ! 

[The Doge discovers himself. 

Consp. To arms ! — we are betray’d — it is the Doge ! 
Down with them both ! our traitorous captain, and 
The tyrant he hath sold us to. 

Cal, (drawing his sword.) Hold! Hold! 

Who moves a step against them dies. Hold ! hear 
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Bertuccio-— What ! are you ap|)aird to see 

A lono, unguarded, weaponless old man 

Among you? — ^Israel, speak! what means this mysterj 

/. Ber. Let them advance and strike at Uieir ow 
bosoms, 

Ungrateful suicides! for on our lives 

Depend their own, their fortunes, and their hopes. 

Doge. Strike !— If I dreaded death, a death morofoarfi) 
Thau any your rash weapons nan inflict, 
f should not now be here : — Oh, noble Courage ! 

'J’lie eldest born of Fear, which makes you bravo 
Against this solitary hoary head ! 

Sec the bold chiefs, who would r(‘form a state 
And shako down senates, mad wilh wrath and dread 
Atikight of one patrician ! — liutnher mo, 

You can ; I care not. — Israel, are these men 
The mighty hearts you spoke of? hwk upon them ! 

C(d. Faith! he hath shainod us, and deservedly. 
Was this your tnist in your true Chief Bortuccio, 

To turn your swords against him and his guest ? 
Shealhe them, and hoar hirji. 

/. Ber, I disdain to spoak- 

T'hey might and must liavo known a heart like mine 
Incapable of treachery; and the power 
They gave mo to adopt all fitting means 
'I’o further their desi;^n was ne'er abused. 

They might he certain that whoe’er was brought 
By me into this council hatl heon led 
To take his choice — as lirotln'r, or us victim. 

Ihge. And which am I h) he? your actions leavo 
Sotne cause to <loiihl the freedom of the. choice. 

/. Her. My lord, we would have perlsli’d here together 
Had llieso rash men prt)cee(led ; hut, lediold, 
d’hey are asiiamed of that, mud moment's impulse. 

And droop th(dr heads; Ixdieve me, they arc sucli 
A)' I diixcrihral them— Speak to them. 

Cal. Ay, speak ; 

VVe are all lishuiing in wonder. 

/. Ber. the Conapirntora.) Yott arc safe, 

Nav, more, altno'^t triumphant — listen then, 

And know niy words for truth. 

Doge. You see mo here, 

As (tiie of you lialh said, an old, unarm’d, 

J >»-lenceless man; and yesterday yi»ii saw me 
Ih-esiding in the hall of ducal stale, 

Apparent sovereign of our lmn<lred isles, 
liohed in oflicial purple, dealing out 
The edicts of a power which is not mine, 

Nor yours, but of our masters — the patricians 
Why I was ilierc you know or think you know; 

^^'i^y I am hcre^ he who hath h<*cn most wronged, 
lie who among you hath hot n most insulted, 

Outraged and trodden on, until ho doubt 
If he be worm or no, may an.swer for me, 

Asking of his own heart what brought him hero 7 
You know rny recent story, all men know it. 

And judge of it far differently from those 
Who sate in judgement to heap scorn on scorn. 

Rut spare me the recital — it is here, 

Here at my lieart tfie outrage — but my words, 

Already spent in unavailing plaints, 

Would only show my feebleness the more, 

And T come here to strengthen even die strong, 

And urge them on to deeds, and not to war 
With woman's weapons ; but 1 need not urge you. 

Our private wrongs have sfirung from public vices 

In this — I cannot call it commonwealth 

Nor kingdom, which hatli neither prince nor people, 

But all the sins of the old Spartan slate 
Without its virtues — ^temperance and valour. 

The lords of Lacedemon were true soldiers, 

Rut ours are Sybarites, while we are Helots, 

* >f whom I am the lowest, most enslaved ; 

Although drest out to head a pageant, as 

The Greeks of yore made drunk their slaves to form 


A pastime fur their children* You aro met 
To overthrow tliis monster of a state, 

This mockery of a government, this spectre, 

Wliich must be exorcised with blood, and iJhen 
Wo will renew the limes of truth and justice. 
Condensing in a fair free commonwealth 
Not rash equality but equal rights, 

Proportion’d like die columns to die temple, 

Giving and taking strength reciprocal, 

And making firm the whole wilh grace and beauty, 
So that no part could be removed without 
Infringoinont of the general symnictry. 

In opisrating this great change, 1 claim 
To be one of you — if you trust in me ; 

If nol, strike home, — my life is compromised, 

And 1 would rather full by freemen’s hands 
Than live another day to act the tyrant 
As delegate of tyrants ; such I am not, 

And never have been — read it in our annals ; 

1 can appeal to my past government 
III many lands and citie.s ; they can tell you 
If I were an oppressor, or a man 
B’celing an«l thinking lor my fellow men. 

Haply had I been what the senate sought, 

A thing of robes and trinkets, dizen’d out 
To sit in .stale as for a sovereign’s jiicture ; 

A popular scourge, a rt'ady sentence-signer, 

A stickler for the Stmale and “ the Forty,” 

A skeptic of all measnros which had not 
The sanctum of “ I’lio 'I’l'n,” a council-fawner, 

A lool, a fiiol, a puppet, — they had ne’er 
I’oster’d lhi‘ wretch who stung me. What I sufTor 
Has reach’d me through rny pity for the people; 

That many know, and tlicy who know not yot 
Will one tlay Icani : meiuitirne I do devote, 

What e’er the issue, my last days of life— - 
My presimt |H»wcr siicti as it is, not that 
)f l ^ogc, hut of a in.'iii who has been groat 
Before he was degrailed to a Doge, 

And still lias individual means and mind ; 
stake nw farm* (and I had fame)— my broatli — 
The least rjf all, for its last hours arc nigh) 

Jy heart — my hope— niy soul— upon this cast! 

5iich as I am, I otr«;r mo to you 

And to your chiefs, accejit me or reject me, 

A Prince who fain would be a citizen 
}r noUiing, and who has left hi.s llirone to be sOi. 

Cal. Long live Faliero! — Venice shall be freei 
Cmutji. Long live Faliero ! 

/. Ber. Comrades ! did I well 7 

s not this man a host in such a cause ? 

D<ige. This is no time fiir eulogies, nor place 
’or exultation. Am 1 one of you ? 

Cal. Ay, and the first among us, as thou hast been 
f Venice — be our general and chief. 

Dngp.. Chief! — general! — I was general at Zara, 
Vnd cliiefin Rluxles and Cyprus, prince in Venice: 
cariimt stooji— -that is, I am not fit 
o Uiad a band of— —patriots ; when I lay 
Lside the dignities which I have borne, 
is not to put on others, but to be 
/fate to my fellows — but now to the point : 
srael has stated to me your whole plan— 
is bold, but feasible if I assist it, 
nd mu.st be set in motion instantly. 

Cal. E’en when thou wilt — ia it not so^ my friends f 
have disposed all for a sudden blow ; 

Yhen shall it be then ? 

Doge. At sunrise. 

Ber, So soon 7 

Doge. So soon ?— so late — each hour accumulate 
iril on peril, and the more ao now 
nice I have mingled with you ; know you not 
he G<mnci!, and “ the Ten?” the spies, the eyes 
f the patricians dubious of Uieir slavet^ 



And now more durbioua of the prince they had made one? 
I tell you you must strike, and suddenly, 

Full to the Hydra's heart — its heads will follow. 

Cal, With all my soul and sword I yield assent ; 

Our companies are ready, sixty each, 

And all now under arms by Israel’s order ; 

Each at their different place of rendezvous, 

And vigilant, expectant of some blow ; 

Let each repair for action to his post ! 

And now, my lord, tlie signal If 

Doffc, When you hear 

The great bell of Saint Mark’s, which may not be 
Struck without special order of the Doge, 

(The last j»o(>r privilege they leave their prince,) 

March on Saint Mark’s 1 

I. Her, And there ? — 

Dojic, By different routes 

TiCt your march bo directed, every sixty 
Entering a separate avenue, and still 
Upon the way lot your cry be of war 
And of the Genoese fleet, by the first dawn 
Discern’d before tlio port ; form round the palace, 
Witliin whose court will bo drawn out in arms 
My no[)h^^^v and the clients of our house, 

Mar»y and martial ; while the bell tolls on. 

Shout yo, “Saint Mark! — (lie foe is on our waters!” 

Cal, I see it now — but on, my noble lorti. 

All the ]jatrir.ians flocking to the Council, 
(Whicli they daro not refuse, at the dread .signal 
pealing from out their patron saint’s proud tower) 

Will tlieii bo gather’d in unto the harvest, 

And we will reap them with flie sword for sickle. 

If some few should bo tardy or absent them, 

’T Will be but to bo taken fiunt and ainglo, 

When the majority are put to rest. 

Cal. Would that the hour were come ! we will not scotch, 
But kill. 

Bcr. Once more, sir, with your pardon, I 
Would now repeat the question wliich 1 ask’d 
Before Bertuccio added lo <jur cause 
This great ally who renders it more sure, 

And tliercfore safer, and as such adinks 

Some dawn of mercy to a fiortion of 

Our victims — must all ]>crisli in this slaughter ? 

CW. All who cncountt‘.r me and mine, be sure, 

The mercy tliey have shown, 1 show. 

Consp. Alii all! 

Is this a time to talk of pity ? when 
Have they e’er shown, or felt, or feign’d it ? 

/. Ber. Bertram, 

Tliis false compassion is a folly, and 
Injustice to thy comrades and 1 hy cause ! 

Dost thou not see, that if we single out 
Some for escape, they live but to avenge 
The fallen? and how distinguish now the innocent 
From out the guilty ? all tlieir acts are one— 

A single emanation from one body, 

Together knit for our oppression ! 'T is 
Much that we let their children live ; I doubt 
If all of these even should be set apart* 

The hunter may reserve some single cub 
From out the tiger’s Utter, but whoe’er 
Would seek to save the spottexi sire or dam, 

Unless to perish by their fangs? however, 

I will abide by Doge Kaliero’s counsel : 

I.et him decide if any should be saved. 

Ihge. Ask me not— tenqit me not with such a ques- 
tion — 

Decide yourselves. 

/. Ber. You know their private virtues 

Far better than we can, to whom alone 
Their public vice;s, and most foul oppression, 

Have made them deadly ; if there bo among them 
One who deserves to be repeal’d, pronounce. 

Dtjge. Dolfino’s father was my friend, and Lando 


Fought by my side, and Marc Cornaro shared 
My Genoese embassy : I saved the life 
Of Veniero— shall I save it twice? 

Would that I could save them and Venice also! 

All those men, or their fathers, were my friends 
Till they becamo my subjects; then fell from me 
As faithless leaves dro[) from the o’erblown flower, • 
And left me a lone blighted thorny stalk, 

Which, in its solitude, can shelter nothing ; 

So, as they let mo wither, lei them perish ! 

Cal. They cannot coexist witli Venice’ freedom! 
Ihge. Ye, though you know and feel our mutual ina.S8 
Of many wrongs, even ye are ignorant 
What fatal poison to the springs of life, 

To human tics, and all that ’s go<jd and dear, * 

Lurks in the present instil utes ol Venice: 

All these men were rny friends ; I lov’^ed them, they 
Ri^qiiited honourably my regards ; 

Wo served and fought ; we smiled and wept in concert ; 
Wc re veil’d or we sorrow’d side by side; 

Wo made alliances of blood and marriage ; 

Wc .grew in years ainl honours fairl}', till 

Their own dt^siro, not rny ambition, made 

I’hern choo-^e rne fi^r their prince, and then farewell ! 

Farewell all Kornal iruunory ! all thoughts 

In c(»»nnmn ! and sweet bonds wliich link old friendships, 

When the survivors of long years and actions, 

Which now belong to history, soolh the days 
Winch yet remain by treasuring each oilier, 

And in'ver meet, but, each lieholds the mirror 
Of half a ceuturv on his brother’s brow, 

And secs a hundred beings, now in earilj, 

Flit round tiiem whispering of the days gone by, 

And seeming not all dead, as long as two 
Of tho brave, joyous, reckless, glorious band, 

Which once went one and many, still retain 
A breath to sigli for tiiern, a tongue lo B[>cuk 
Of deeds that else wiu e silent, save on marble- — — 

Oime ! Oiiue- ! — and must 1 do this deed ? 

I. Ber. iVly lord, you are much moved: it is not now 
That such things must be dv.ell upon. 

Ihge. Your patience 

A moment — I recede not : mark with me 
The gloomy vices of this govi‘.rinnent. 

From the hour that made me Doge, the Bage they 
nuulc me — 

Farewell tin* past ! 1 ditsl to all tlial had been, 

Or rather they to me : no friends, no kindness, 

No privacy of life — all w ere cut olf : 

’riiey came not near me, such approach gave umbrage ; 
They could not love rne, such was not the law ; 

I’hey thwarted mo, ’t was the state’s policy ; 

They batllcd me, ’t was a patrician’s duty; 

They wrong’d me, for such was to right the state ; 
They could not right mo, that would give suspicion ; 

So that 1 was a slave to my own subjects ; 

(hat I was a foe to my own friends; 

Begirt with 8[)ies for guards — with robes for power— 
With pomp for freedom — gaolers for a council- 
inquisitors for friends — and hull for life ! 

I had one only fount of quiet left, 

And that they poison’d ! My pure liousohold gods 
Were shiver’d on my hearth, and o’er tlieir shrine 
Sate grinning Ribaldry and sneering Scorn. 

J. Bcr. You have been detqily wrong’d, and now shall bo 
Nobly avenged before another night. 

Ihge. I had borne all— it hurt roe, but I bore it — 
Till this last running over of the cup 
Of bitterness — until this last loud iu.sult, 

Not only unrodress’d, but sanction’d ; then, 

And thus, 1 cast all furtlier feelings from me— 

The feelings wliich they crusli'd for roe, long, long 
Before, even in tlieir oath of false alle^ance ! 

Even in that very hour and vow, they abjured 
Their friend and made a sovereign, as boys make 
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Playthings, to do thoir pleasure and be broken! 

T from that liour have seen but senators 
In dark suspicious conflict with the Doge, 

KrofxHng with him in mutual hale and fbar 
‘Tliey dreading he should snatch the tyranny 
From out their grasp, and he abhorring tyranta. 

To rile, then, these men have nojmvaie life, 

Nor claim to ties they have cut off from others; 

As senators for arlutrary acts 
Amenable, I look on thoiTi — as such 
Let them be dealt ujum. 

Ccd. And now to action! 

•Hence, brethren, to our posts, and muv this be 
The last night of mere woril - : I M fui»i be doing ! 
SainrMai'k’s great bf'!l at dawn shall find rnc wakeful! 

/. Be>'. Disperse- thfuj to your posts: bo firm and 
vigilant ; 

Hiink on the wrongs we bear, the rights we claim. 

This day and niglii shall bo the last of peril ! 

Watch for the signal, and thi n nrireh. 1 go 
To join itiy band ; let ea" !, be* prompt t(» marshal 
His sej)araie cliarge: the will now return 

'J’o li»e jialaee to prepare all for the blow. 

We part to mr<'t in iVt ( dv)!!! and in glory ! 

CnI. Doit“, \^he^l 1 greet you iie.xl, my hcmiage to you 
Shall he the head ofSlmionn this sword! 

Jh^’e. No; let iiim he reserved unto the last, 

N'oT- turn aside to strike at swell a prey, 

'I’ill noh'wr g.aine is <|n;\ri i"d : his offence 
AVas a mere eleiltifi^.n (>r;ji<' vice, 

Tie* general eorrMpfion generated 
r*;> the tonl aris^oerney ; he could not — 

He flared imi in more lionourahle days 

llavf ridi’d ii ! T have m»T:; vi all private wrath 

Ag:im'-.i iiim in ilje thought (‘four great purpose. 

A. s ave iiisidls in^' — I re-juire his ['onishment 
i mas' ; iwm 1 ; ; if Me. refii.-e 
The ofhinee grovvs his, and let him an-e.\«»r it. 

i\tl. Yet, as tlie irnm'sliati' eau-'e of:!:'* alliiince 
Whi.-h coir'ceratc'' onr mider'akm;* move, 
r hum -^oeh deej) grate u. Ie , iha’ fain 
I v.oulfl repay him as he meiols; may 1 / 

Do/zc- A on would but iop the hand, and I the )iea<l ; 

»!i would but smite the seIio!;ir, f tin; muster; 

^■o^l we.uld but punisli .Sieuo. I !-oc senate. 

I eauuol [Miuse on iudjv iit.ial h.«’e, 

hi de* absorbing, sw-eepiug, whoh* reveng€), 

VVhieh, liuc liic sbeetial fire from lieaveii, must blast 
Without distinction, as it foil of yon*, 

Wliere tlm r><;ad fcica hath quone.h’d fvoo cities’ ashes. 

J. lirr. Away, then, to your posts! 1 but roriiain 
A, moment to accompany the Doge 
To our late place of tryst, to see' no spii's 
Have lieen upon the scout, arnl thenee I hasten 
To u'here my allotted band is under arms. 

Cal. Farewell, tlien, until dawn! 

/. Prr. {Success go with you I 

Consp. We will not fail — away ! My lord, farovvcl! ! 

yrhe ermxpirtUors s/tfuie the Doge and Israel 
Behtuccio, and retire, headed hy Philip 
Calendako, IVic Doge and Israel 
Bert irc c i o remain . 

/. Ber. Wc have them in the toil — it cannot fail ’ 

Now thou ’rt, indeed a sovereign, and will make 
A name immortal greater than the greatest. : 

Free citizens have struck at kings ere now ; 

(>a\sars have fallen, and even patrician hands 
Have e.rushM dictators, as the popular steel 
Has reach’d patricians; but until this hour, 

What prince has plotted for his i>eople’s freedom 7 
Or ri.skM a life to liberate his subjects? 

F or ever, and for ever, they conspire 
Against the peojile, to abuse their hands 
Toe.hain,s, but laid a.side to carry weapons 
Against the fellow nations, so that yoke 


On yoke, and slavery and deatli may vsdret, 

Not glvty the never-gorged Leviathan ! 

Now, my lord, to mu* enterprise ; ’t is great, 

And greater the reward ; why stand you rafit 7 
A moment back, and you were all impatience ! 

Doge. And is it then decided ! must they die ? 

/. Ber. Who? 

Doge. My own friends by blood and oourteay, 

And many deeds and days — the senators? 

/. Ber. YY>u pass’d their sentence, and it is a just one. 
Doge. Ay, so it seems, and so it is to you 
You are a patriot, plebeian Gracehus— 

The rebel’s oracle, the people’s tribune — 

' blame you not, you act in your vocation ; 

They smote you, and opjiress’d yf>u, and despised you; 
JSo they have me : but you ne’er spake with them; 

You never broke their bread, nor shared Uieir salt ; 

You never bad their wine-cup at your lip.s ; 

You grew not up with them, nor laugh’d, nor wept, 

Nor held a revel in their company ; 

Ne’er smiled to see ilierii smile., nor claim’d tlicir sniilo 

In social interchange for yours, nor tru-sted 

Nor wore them in your heart of hearts, as I have: 

'I’hese hairs of mine are gray, and so are theirs, 

'riie eliler.s ofthe couneil : I remember 
W^hen all our locks wen? like (lio ravioli’s wing, 

As \vv went fi)rih to iaki‘ our prey around 
riie isli;s wrung from the false Mubornetan ; 

And can I .see ihtmi ilalibled o’er with I)lood 7 
Kae.h stab to tin'm will seem mv suicide. 

/. Ber. J >o:je ! Divge ! this vacillation is unw'ortby 
A child ; if you are not in .second ehiklbofxl, 

’all ba' k your nerves to y(>ur own purpose, nor 
I’lius shame 3 'oiir.*'Tlf rnul nut. By heavens! I ’d ratlier 
•ego (*vcn now. or fail in our intent. 

Than sei? tlie iiiiin I vcneralf* sub.side 

liigh ‘ sueli ^hallow weakness! 

•u liave seen blood in battle, shed it, both 
\ our own and that ofotliers ; can you shrink then 
•in a few drops; from veins of hoary \ampire..'?, 

Who but eive bjieU what they have drain’d from millions? 
JltLie. Bear with me ! Step hy .step, and blow on blow, 
will divide with yon ; nhitik not I waver; 

Ah ! n<i; it is the (Uifaintt/ i>f all 

iVhicb I must do doth make ni-' tremble thus. 

hit these last ;rui limo'iiug duaighls have way, 

To whieli you orilv and lli<‘ Ni./ht are eoie.cious, 
nl boll) regardless ; when ju.ur arrives, 

T is niirn’ to sound the kra ll, and strike the blow*, 

Which sliall unpeople mnny pidaees, 

And hew tlio bighest geriealogie tre<‘.s 
)ow'n to the cariii, strew’d with their bleeding fruit, 

And erusli tin ir blossfjuis into barrenness: 

This will I — must I — have I sw orii to do, 
or atiglit can turn mo from my destiny ; 
lint still J quiver to behold what I 

be, and think what I have been! Bear with m©. 

I. Ber. Re-rnau ;>our breast; I fi-ol no such remors©, 
understand it not : why should you change? 

"on acted, and yrm act on your free will. 

Doge. Ay, there it is — you feel not, nor do I, 

^Isc 1 should stab thee (m the spot, to save 
A thousand lives, and, killing, do no murder ; 

{oufeel not — you go to this butchcr-work 
As if thc.se high-born men were steers for sluunblea ! 
When all is over, you ’ll be free and merry, 

And calmly wash tliose hands incarnadine; 

But 1, outgoing thee and all tliy fellows 
.n this surpassing massacre, shall be, 

Shall see and feel — oh G<xl ! oh God ! *t is true, 

And thou dost well to answer that it was 
My own free will and act,” and yet you err, 

’or 1 mil do this ! Doubt not — fear not ; I 
Will be your most unmerciful accomplic© !. 

And yet 1 act no more on my free will, 
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Nor my own feelings — both compel me back ; 

But there is heU within me and around, 

And like the demon who believes and trembles 
Must I abhor and do. Away ! away ! 

Gel thee unto thy fellows, 1 will hie me 
To gather the retainers of our house. 

Doubt not, Saint Mark’s great bell shall wake all Venice, 

Except her slaughter’d senate; ere the sun 

Be broad upon the Adriatic there 

Sliall be a voice of weeping, which shall drown 

The roar of waters in the cry of blood ! 

I am resolved — come on. 

/. Ber, With all my soul ! 

Keep a lirm rein upon these bursts of passion ; 
lleinember what these men have dealt to thee, 

And that this sacrifice will be succeeded 

By ages of prosperity and freedom 

To this unshackled city; a true tyrant 

Would havfs depopulated empires, nor 

H.'ive felt the strange eompunctiot! which hath wrung you 

To punish a few traitors to tlie people ! 

Trust me, such were a pity more misplaced 
Than the late mercy of the state to Sleno. 

Ihjse. Man, thou hast struck upon the chord whieh jars 
All nature from iny heart. Hence to our task! 

[Exemd. 

ACT IV. 

ScKVE I. — Palazzo of the Pairirian I^ioni. Lion. 
laying asidti the. mask and cloak which the Vent linn 
Nobles wore in public, attended hi/ a Domestic. 

Ijont. T will to rest, risht weary of this revel 
The gayest we have held for many moons, 

And yet, 1 know not why, it cheer’d me not ; 

'fherc came a heaviness across my heart, 

Whicli, in the lightest nioverncnt of the dance, 

Though eye to eye, and hand in hand unitiul 
Even with the lady of my love, oppress'd inc. 

And through my s(tirit ciiill’d iny blood, until 
A damp lik<^ death rose o’er rny brow; 1 strove 
'I'o laugh the thought away, but 't would not be ; 
Throngli all the music ringing in rnv ears 
A knell was sounding as distinct and clear, 

Tliough low arnl far, as e’er the Adrian wave 
Hose o’er the city’s nmrimir in the night, 
liashirig against the outward Lidos bulwark; 

So that 1 loft the festival betore 

It rearli’d its zenith, and will woo rny pillow 

For thoughts nn>re IraiKphl, or forgetfulness. 

Antonio, lake rny mask and (;loaU, and light 
Tlie lamp within my cliamber. 

■rlfd. Yes, my lord; 

Coininatid you no refreshineni ? 

l-Aoni, Naught, save sleep. 

Which will not be, commanded. Lei me liopo if, 

[Exit Antonio. 

Though rny breast feels too anxious ; 1 will try 
Whether th<‘ air will calm my spirits; ’l is 
A goodly night ; tlie cloudy wind whicJi blew 
Prom tlie Levant hath crept into its cave, 

And the broad moon has brighten’d. What a stillness ! 

f Goes to an open lattice. 
And what a contrast with the scene I left, 

Where the tall torches' glare, and silver lamps’ 

More pallid gleam along the tapestried walls, 

Sjireafi over the reluctant gloom which haunts 
Those vast and dimly-latticed galleriris 
A dazzling mass of artificial light, 

Which show’d all flnng.i, but nothing as they were. 
There Age essaying to rocall the past, 

After long strivi^jj^jfbr the hues of youtli 

At tlie sad lalxiur of the toilet, and 

Pull many a glaolM at the too faithful mirror, 


Prankt forth in all the pride of ornament, 

Forgot itselfj and trusting to the falsehood 
Of the indulgent beams, which show, yet hide, 

Believed it««clf forgotten, and was fool’d. 

There Youth, wliieh needed not, nor thought of such 
Vain adjuncts, lavish’d its true bloom, and health, 

And bridal Ixiauty, in the unwholesome press 
Of flush’d and crowded wassailers, and wasted 
Its hours of rest in dreaming this w'as pleasure, 

And so sliall w'aste them till the sunrise streams 
On sallow cheeks and sunken eyes, which should not 
Have worn tliis aspect yet for many a year. 

The niu.sic, and the banquet, and the wine — 

The garlands, tlie rose odours, and the flowers— 

'rile sparkling eyes, and flashing ornaments — 

The white arms and tlie raven liair — the braids 
And bracelets; swanlike bosoms, and the necklace, 

An India in itself, yet dazzling not 

The eye like vvliat it circled ; the thin robes, 

Floating like light clouds 'iv'ixt our gaze and heaven ; 
'riift mnny-lwhikling feet so small and sylphiike, 
Suggesting the more secret symmetry 
Of lh<^ fair firms which terminate so well— 

AH llic delusion of llic di/zy scene, 

Its false and true end lanl merits — art and nature, 
Whieh sw.irn belort' my giddy eyes that drank 
'I'he sight of heaiily ns the parch’d pilgrim’s 
On Aral) sands the lUlso mirage, which oilers 
A lucid lake to his ehuletl thirst, 

Are gone.. — Anu.ud me ar(‘ the stars and walt'rs — 
Worlds mirror *<i in lie* oeoan, goixUier sight 
'I'han torehes glared hack hy a gaudy gla.ss; 

Aiul the, great element, which is to space, 

Wliat oeean is to earth, sprea<l,s its blue clejUhs, 
with the fiisL hrealhings of tin* spring; 

7’lie high moon sails upon her beauteous way, 
St'renely srne.ofhing o'er the lolly walls 
Of those tall pil<*s and sea-girt palaces, 

Whose fiorphvrv [>illars, and whose costly fronts, 
Fraught with tin* orient spoil of iriiinv inarhltjs, 

Like altars runge.il along (he broad canal, 

S<*ein eueli a trophy of some, mighty deed 
Rear’d up from out the watm-«, scarct: l(\ss strangely 
Than lliose more rnnssv and mysterious giants 
Of arehiteeinre, l.hose Titariari fabrics, 

Which point in Kgvjit’s plains to times tliat liavo 
No Ollier record. All is gentle : naught 
Stirs rudely; hnl, congenial with tin* night, 

Whatever walks is gliding like a spirit. 

The tinkliiigs of some vigilant guitars 
Of sleepless lovers to a. wakeful mistress, 

And cautions ojiening of the e.ascrnent, showing 
That he is riot unheard ; while her young hand, 

Fair as (he moonlight of which it seems part, 

So delicately wliite it trembles in 
The act of opening the forbidden lattice, 

To let in love tlirougli music, makes his lieart 
Thrill like his lyre-strings at the sight ; the dash 
Phospiioric of the oar, or rapid twinkle 
Of the far lights of skimming graidolas, 

And the responsive voices of the choir 
Of boatmen answering back with verse for verse ; 
Some dusky shadow chequering the Rialto ; 

8ome glimmering palace roof, or tapering spire, 

Are all the .sights and soiimls which here pervado 
The ocean-born and earth-commanding city— 

How sweet and soothing is this hour of calm ! 

I thank thee, Night! for tliou hast chased away 
Those horrid bodemonts whicli, amidst the throng, 

I could not dissipate; and witli the blessing 
Of thy benign and quiet influence, — 

Novi' will I to my couch, although to rest 

Is almost wronging such a night as tliis 

[A knocking is heard from without 
Hark ! what is that ? or who at such a moment ? 
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Flnta' Antonio. 

A'ni> My lord, a man wilJiout, on ur jjcnt busiucsfj, 
Implores to be admitted. 

IMmu Is he a stranger ? 

ArU. His face is muffled in his cloak, hut both 
His voice and gestures seem familiar to me ; 

I craved his name, but this he seem’d reluctant 
To trust, save to yourself; most earnestly 
He siies to be permitted to approach you. 

IJoni, ’T is a strange hour, and u suspicious bearing 
And yet there is slight peril : ’t is not in 
I’heir houses noble men are struck at ; still, 

Although I know not that I have a fi>o 
*In Venice, ’t will be wise to use some caution. 

Admtf him, and retire ; but call up <iuickly 
Some of thy fellows, who may wait without. — 

Who can tliis man be ? — 

[£xU Antonio, and returns with Beiitham mujflcd 
Ber. My good lord Liorii, 

[ have no time to lose, nor thou — dismiss 

'I’his menial hence ; I would be private with you. 

Uoni. It seems tlio voice of Bertram — C^o, Antonio. 

[Kxit AnTOxVIO, 

Now, stranger, what, would you at such an hour? 

Btr. {disnovering himself.) A boon, my noble patron 
you have granted 

Many to your poor client, Bertram ; add 
This one, and make him haj»py. 

Jjioni. Thou hast known nn 

From boyhood, ever reaily to assist tlu*e 
In all fair objects of advancement, which 
Beseem one of thy station ; ,1 would ]>rotnise 
Ere thy rcqm^sl was heard, but that the liour, 

'riiy bearing, and this strange and hurried mode 
Of suing, gives me to suspect this visit 
Hath some mysterious import — but say on — 

What lias occurred, some ra.sh and sudden broil ? — 

A cup too much, a scuffle, and a stab? — 

Mere things of every day ; so that thou hast not 
Spilt noble blood, I guaranttie thy safety; 

But then thou must withdraw, for angry fiieiids 
And relatives, in the first hurst of vengeanei*, 

Are things in Venice deadlier than the laws. 

Bcr. My lord, 1 thank you ; luit 

iAord. But what? You have not 

Rai.sed a rash hand against one of our order ? 

If so, w’ithdraw and fly, an<l own it not ; 

I would not slay — but then 1 nmsl not save thee .’ 

He who has shed patrician blood 

Bcr. I come 

I’o save patrician blood, and not to shed it ! 

And thereunto 1 must be speedy, for 
Each minute lost may lose a life ; since Time 
Has charjgeci his slow scythe for the twoedged sword, 
And is about to take, instead of sand, 

Tlin dust from sepulchres to fill his hourglas.s!— 

Go not thou forth tomorrow ! 

Uoni. Wherefore not ?-— 

What means this menace ? 

Ber. Do not seek its meaning, 

But do as I implore thee ; — stir not forth, 

Whate’er be stirring ; though the roar of crowds— 

I’he cry of women, and the shrieks of babes — 

The groans of men — the clash of arms — the sound 
Of rolling drum, shrill trump, and hollow bell, 

Peal in one wide alarum !— Go not forth 
Until the tocsin ’s silent, nor even then 
Till I return ! 

Uoni. Again, what docs this mean ? 

Ber. Again, 1 tell thee, ask not ; but by all 
Thou boldest dear on earth or heaven — by all 
The souls of thy groat fathers, and tliy hope 
T o emulate them, and to leave behind 
Descendants woriffly both of them and thee — 

By all thou hast of bleat in hope or memory— 


By all thou hast to fear here or hereafter— 

By all the go<xl deeds thou hast done to me, 

Good I %vould now repay with greater good, 

Remain within — trust to thy housijhold gods, 

And to rny woril for safety, if thou dost 
As 1 now counsel — but if not, thou ari lost ! 

U-nni. J am indeed alnsidy lost in wonder ; 

Surely thou i‘avc.«?l I what have / to dread? 

Who arc iny foes? or if there he sueli, why 

Art thou leagued with them? — them I or if so leagued, 

Why corntrst thou to tell me at this hour, 

x4nd not before ? 

JitT. I cannot answer this. 

Wilt thou go forth despiti' of this true warning? 

Uoni. 1 was not horn to shrink from idle threats, 

The cause ofwhie.h I know not: at the hour 
Of council, he it soon or late, I shall not 
Be found among the absent. 

Bcr. Say not so ! 

Once more, art thou determined to go forth? 

Uoni. I am. Nor is there aught which shall impede 
me ! 

Bcr. 'J’hen Heaven have mercy on thy soul ! — Pare- 
vve.II ! [Going. 

IJoni. Stay — tluTe is more in this than niy own safety 
Winch rnaki^s me call thee l>ack ; we must not part thus. 
Bertram, I have knimii thee long. 

Bn\ From clnldliood, signor, 

You liave been my protector: in the days 
)f reckh'ss infancy, when rank forgets, 

)r, ratluT, is not yet taught to remember 
Is cold prerogative, we play’d together ; 

)iir sports, our smiles, our tears, were mingled oft ; 

My father was your fatlier’s elient, I 
lis son’s scarce less than fosterhrothcr ; years 
^aw us together — happy, heart-full hours ! 

)h God! the dillerence ’twixt tliose hours and tills ! 

Umi. BcTiram, ’l is thou who hast forgotten them. 
Bcr. Nor now, nor ever; whatsois’er hetido, 
would have saved you : when to manhood’s growth 
Vo sprung, and you, devoted to the slate, 

.\s suits your station, the more hiimhle Bertram 
tVas left unto the labours of the humble, 
you fiirsook me not : and if my fortuiiCxS 
lave not jmen towering, ’t was no fault of him 
Vho ofuinies rescued and supported me 
Vheii sfrusigUng with the tides of circumstance 
A^hicli bear away the weaker: noble l>lfx)d 
'^e’er uuuilled in a noliler lu'art than thine 
las proved to me, the poor plebeian Bertram. 

Voiild that thy fellow senators were like thee ! 

Uoni. Why, what hast tliou to say against the senate ? 
Bcr. Nothing. 

Uoni. 1 know that there ar(5 angry spirits 

\nd turbulent rnutlerers of stifled treason, 

Vho lurk in narrow places, and walk out 
luffled to whisper curses to the night; 

)isbaiided soldiers, discontented riiflians, 
nd desperate libertines who brawl in taverns ; 

Viou herde.st not with such : ’t is true, of late 
have lost sight of tliee, but thou wert wont 
’o lead a temperate life, and break thy brood 
Vith honest mates, and bear a cheerful aspect. 

Vhal hatli come to thee ? in thy hollow eye 
nd hueless cheek, and thine unquiet motions, 
orrow and shame and conscience seem at war 
'o >vaste thee. 

Ber. Rather shame and sorrow light 

II the accursed tyranny which rides 
'he very air in Venice, and makes men 
dadden as in the last hours of the plague 
Vhich sweeps the soul deliriously from life ! 

Uoni. Some villains have been tampering with thee, 
Bertram ; 

'his is not thy old language, nor own thoughts ; 



Some wretch has made thoe drunk with disai^ection ; 
But thou must not be lost so ; thou wert good 
And kimi, and art not fit for such base acts 
As vice and villany would put thee to • 

Confess— confide in me — thou know’st my nature — 
Wliat is it thou and thine are bound to do, 

Which should prevent thy friend, the only son 
Of him who was a friend unto Ihy father, 

So that our good-will is a heritage 
We sliould bequf^ath to our posterity 
Sucli as ourselves received it, or augmented; 

I say, what is it thou must do, that [ 

Should deem thee dangerous, and keep the house 
Like a sick girl ? 

Bcr. Nay, question mo no further : 

I must be gone.— 

I Ami* And I be murder’d! — say, 

Was it iK>t thus tliou said’st, my gentle Bertram? 

Ber. Who talks of murder? what said I of murder? — 
’T IS fals** ! I did not uttc'r such a word. 

jLmii. Thou didst not ; bill from out thy wolfish eye, 
So changed from what I knew it, there glares forth 
The gladiator. If wi/ life k thine object, 

Take it — 1 am unarm’d, — and l!ien away! 

I w'ould not hold my breath on such a tenure 

As the capricious mercy of such ihings 

As thou and those who have set thee to thy task-work. 

Bct‘. Sooner than spill thy blood, 1 peril mine ; 

Sooner than hann a hair of thine, I place 
In jeopardy a thousand heads, and some 
As noble, nay, even nobler than thine own. 

lioni. Ay, is it even so ? Excuse me, Bertram ; 

I am not wortliy to be singled out 

From such exalted lieimtombs— who arc they 

That arc in danger, and that ma/rr the danger? 

Ber. Venice, and all that she inherits, are 
Divided like a hous<3 against itself, 

And 90 will perish (tc tomorrows twilight! 

fjoni. More niysleries, and awful ones ! But noiv, 
Ur thou, or I, or both, it may be, are 
Upon the verge of ruin; speak once out, 

And tliou art safe and glorious ; for ’t is more 
Glorious to save than slay, and slay i’ the dark too — 
Fie, Bertram ! that was not a crall for thee ! 

How would if look to see upon a spear 

The head of him whose heart was open to tliee, 

Borno by thy hand before the shuddering people? 

And such may be my doom ; for here I swear, 
Whato’er the peril or the penalty 
Of thy denunciation, I go forth, 

Unless thou dost detail the cause, and show 
The consequence of all which led thee here! 

Ber. Is there no way to save thee ? minutes fly. 

And thou art lost ! — ihou ! niy sole benefactor, 

The only being who was constant to me 

Through every change. Yet, make me not a traitor! 

Let me save Uiee— but spare iiiy honour ! 

Uoni. Where 

Can lie the honour in a league of murder? 

And who are traitors save unto the state ? 

Ber* A league is still a compact, and more binding 
In honest hearts when words must stand for law ; 

And in my mind, there is no traitor like 
Him wliose domestic treason plants tlio poniard 
Within the breast which trusted to his truth. 

JLtoni. And wfio will strike the steel to mine ? 

Ber. Not I ; 

I could have wound my soul up to all things 
Save this. 7%)u must not die ! and think how dear 
Thy life is, when I rislc so many lives, 

Nay, more, the life of lives, the liberty 

Of future generations, not to be 

The assassin thou miscail^st me ;--once, once more 

I do adjure thee, pass not o’er thy threshold ! 

Uoni* It is in vam— this moment I go forth* 


Ber, Then perish Venice ratlier than my friend ' 

I will disclose — ensnare — ^betray— destroy — 

Oh, what a villain 1 become for tJiee ! 

Limii* Say, rather thy friend's saviour and the 
stale’s ! — 

Speak — pause not — all rewards, all pledges for 
Thy safety and thy welfare ; wealth such as 
The state accords her worthiest servants ; nay, 

Nobihty itself I guarantee thee, 

So that thou art sincere and penitent. 

Ber. 1 have thouglit again : it must not bo — ^I love 
theo— 

Thou knowp.st it — that 1 stand here is the proof, 

Not lea.*it though last; hut having done my duty 
By thee, I now must <lo it by my country I 
Farewell — we meet no more in life ! — farewell ! 

Uoni. What, ho! — Anloiiio — ^Pedro— to the door! 
See that none pas.s — arrest this man !— 

Enter Antonio and other armed Domet^cs^ who seize 
Bkjitiiam. 

ZrfVmi, (continues.) Take care 

Ho hath no harm ; bring me my sword and cloak, 

And man liie gondola with four oars — quick — 

[£ant Antonio, 

We will unlo Giovanni Gradenigo’s, 

And send for Marc Oornaro: — fear not, Bertram; 

This needful violence is for thy safety, 

No less tlian for the general weal. 

Ber. Whore wouldst Uiou 

B<‘ar me a prisoner? 

Uoni* Firstly to the Ten ;” 

Next to the Doge. 

Btr* To the Doge ? 

Uoni. Assuredly ; 

Is he not cliicf of the- state ? 

Ber, Perha}>s at sunrise — 

Uoni* What mean you? — but we’ll know auon, 

Ber. An .sure ? 

Uoni* Sure as all gentle means can make ; and if 
They fail, you know’ "the IVn’’ and their tribunal, 

And that Saint Mark’s has dungeons, and the dungeons 
I A rack. 

Ber. Apply it then before the dawn 
Now hastening into heaven. — One more such word, 
And you shall perish piecemeal, by the death 
You Uiink to doom to me. 

Re-enter Antonio. 

Anl. The bark is ready, 

My lord, and all prepared. 

Umi. Look to the jirisoncr. 

Bertram, I ’ll reason with thee as we go 
To the Magnifico’s, sage Gradenigo. \Exewni. 

Scene II. — Tiw Ducal Palace — The Doge's Apartment 
The Doge and hie ntphew Bertuccw Faliero. 

Doge* Are all tlie peoi»itj of our house in muster ? 
Ber. F. They are array’d, and eager for the .signal, 
Within our palace precincts at, San Polo, ^ 

I come for your lost orders. 

Doge* It had been 

As well hod there been time to have got together, 
From my own fief, Val di Marino^ more 
Of our retainers— 'but it is too late. 

Ber* F* Methinks, my lord, ’t is better as it is : 

A sudden swelling of our retinue 

Had waked suspicion ; and, though fierce and trusty, 

The vassals of that district are too rude 

And quick in quarrel to have long maintain’d 

The secret discipline we need fur such 

A service, till our foes are de It upon. 

Doge* True ; but when once the signal has been giv: 
TViese arc the men for such an enterprise ; 

These city slaves have all their private bios, 
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Their prejudice asioimt or for tiiu noiji*'., 

Wljich may uidiice them tf) oV'nlo or spare 
Where mercy may Imi inadiicsK ; tlai liLut:^ poanaii^.s 
Snrik of my comity of Val di Mariuo, 

Would do the bidtlinsf of I heir lord without 
Uisiii^uishin^^ for love or hate iiis foes; 

Alike 10 them Marcello or Coriiaro, 

A Grudemgo or a Foscari ; 

They are not used to start at tho o vain tmmos, 

Nor bow the kneo before a civic seiuUc; 

A chief in armour is their Suzeraiiij 
And not a tiling in robes. 

• Bcr. jFI Wo are enough ; 

And fyr the dispositions of our clients 
Against tlic senafi* J will answer. 

^ W(^n, 

’^I’he die is thrown ; but for a warlilvf ycrvict', 

Done in the fiekl, commend me to mv jioasants ; 
They made tlio smi sliine tluough host of Huns 
When sallow bmghiTS slunk back to their tents, 

And cower’d to hcai* their own victorious trunniet. 

Jf there be small resistance, you will tind 
These citizens all lions, like their standanl ; 
r*ut if there’s much to do, you’ll wish with me, 

A band tifiron rustu's at our backs. 

Bi't. P. I’huH tJiinklng, I must man'cl you resolve 
'fo sljike tile blow so suddenly. 

I hire. Such blows 

Must be struck suddenly or never. When 
I had u’ermaster’d die u oak false remorse 
VV'liich yearn’d about my in art u,() thnclly yielding 
A nioinent to tiie feelings of old days, 

I was most fain to sinke ; aud, first ly, that 
I might not yield again to such emotions: 

And, seeoiutly, bccan.-’o of all these nic-n, 

Israel and Pliilip (hdetidaro, 

I know not Will the courage or the fuilh : 

‘I’o-day might find ’niong Irn'iii a traitor to us. 

As yesterday a lliou'-and to the senate; 

Hut once in, widi their liilts hot in tlieir iiands, 

'i'iu'V must 071 for their own .sakes ; one siroUe struck, 
And the more insfinef, of the first-born ( hiin, 

Which ever hirka sotnewiiere in human hearts, 
'riioiigh circutiisfance may keep it in abeyance, 

Will in*ip tlu) rest on like to evolves; the sight 
Of iiloud to crow'ds liegcls flm fiiirst of more, 

As the fti'Ht wine.-cuji leads to the long revel ; 

And you will find a kirder task tt» qnell 

'I’liuii urge tiiem \vli<*n tlmy /uior commenced, but till 

That moment a mere voice, a straw, a yhadovv, 

Arc capable of turning them lu-ide. — 

How goes the night ? 

* P. Almost upon (he dawn. 

Ihi'r. TliOii it is time t<» atrike iijion the bell. 

Aic. the men posted'/ 

Btr. P. Hy ihi.s- time they are; 

Hut Jlu*y iiuvij orders not to strilo*, uriul 

'i’hey have command from you tlirovigh me in person. 

f)ois>t\ ’Tis well. — Will the morn never jiut to rest 
Tiiese stars which twinkhi yet o’er all the heavens ? 

J am sottJed and bound up, and being so, 

The very efiiirf which it cost me to 

Resolve to chiaiist? this comm aiweaUh with fire, 

Now leaves niy'^ mind uioic steady. T iiavo wept, 
And trembled at the tliougiit of this dread duty, 

But now 1 have put down all idle passion, 

And hxik the growing tempest in tlic face, 

As doth the pilot of an admiral galley : 

\et (vvoukist thou think it, kinsman'/) it hath btxai 
A greater struggle to me, than vviicn nuMoiia 
Beheld their faie merged in the appri>acliing tight, 
WIn.'re 1 was hsuler of a phalanx, where 
Thousands were sure to perish— Ye.s, to S|hU 
The rank polluted r-.urrent from tho veiiia 
Of a few bloated doHpota needed more 
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I'l’o sloe! me to n purpoyo? st/eh a.s madt> 

'i’iiiioleon immorlal, tlian to fuu 
Tlic toils aud dati'iiirs (d'a lili; of war. 

Bcr. P. Jt gladdens me to see your f»rmcr wisdom 
Subdue the funes winch so wrung you ere 
You were decided. 

Do^i: It was cvx'r tiiiis 

VN’’iUi me; tlie hour of agitaLion came 
In the first glimmorings of a jmrposc, when 
Pnssitm bail too much room to sway ; but in 
The liour of action 1 have stood as calm 
As well) the dead who lay around mo; this 
'rin‘y knew wiio made mo wliat I am, and trusted 
'I'o liio Kubduiu'if j)o*vcr winch I preserved 

0. cr my mi»t),|, vvheu its lirsf bur.'*! was spent. 

Hut tle-y \\'> n: no! iivmu j* ibaf tliere are tilings 
Wliicli iiiaKe revenge a virtue by rellee.tion, 

And 11)1 an impulse of mere anger ; though 
'J'hc law.; sleep, justice waki.s, and injured souls 
tlfi do a public ii:;lit with private wrong, 

And justily llieir deeds unto tliemscives. — 

Melliinks tiic day brealts — is it not so ? hiok, 

I’liine eve.>, are clear with youtli ; — the air puls ‘>n 
A morning freshness, and, at least to me, 

I'lie sea looks grayer ihioiigii tho laltioc. 

Bcr. P. Tiue 

Tho moiu id dajtpling in tho eky. 

Jhiic. Away then ! 

Sec dial tlioy strike willioul delay', and with 
'riic first toll from JSl. JVlark’s, march on tho ])alace 
With uU our house’s slreaigth ; licre. I will moot you-— 
d’ho Sixteen anil their companies will move 
In separate columns at. die. self-sumo moment— 

He sure yim post y<*u}'sclf at the groat gate 
I would not trust ‘‘ the '.I'lUi” o.xeofit to us — 

'J’lie n*K(, the labble of patricians, may 
( il'it tlic moto careless swords of those leagtiod witliun 
emeu lor tliM die cry is .still “ Saint Mark! 

“’I’lie Cicnoese. are cuinc— -ho! to the rescue! 

•Saint Mark and liberty !”- -Now — now U> action! 

Bt r. P. Fim wcll (hen, noble uncle ! wo xvill meet 
la freedom and true soverci,r!Mly, or never! 

J.hy.c. Come liithor, my Hcrtuccio— one embrace — 
Speed, l<u- till) day grows bioader— Send me feioou 
A nicsseiiger to loll me bow all goes 
When you rejoin our troops, and tlie.n Bound— «iound 
'I'ho Blorm-buU from Saint Mavli’s* 

[P,iit Bkrtuccjo Fa.liii:a<> 

IhfUj (solhM.) He is gone, 

And on eac.h footstep inoveB a life. — ’T U done. 

Now the destroying Angel iiovers o’er 
V'l nice, and pauses ere be pours llie vial, 
b’.ven as the eaglo overlooks his jm’CV, 

Aud for a moment, pocsed in luiddl air, 

Suspends the motion of lii.s imglity wings, 

Then Fwoups with his unerring beak. — 'I’hou <lay ! 
'J’liat slowly walk’st the waters! rnurcli — march on— 

1 would not sniitc i’ tlie daiK, but rather see 
Tliat ijo Ktrukc errs. And you, ye Idue sea-waves ! 

I bavo seen you dyed ere now, and deeply too* 

With Genoese, Saracen, and Huniii.sii gore, 

While that of Venice fknv’d too, biit victorious; 

Now thou imist wear an uiimud crimson; no 
liurbaric biooil can reconcile us now 
Ihifo that horrible incaniaditic, 

Hut friend oi f<o will roll in civic, slaughter. 

Ami have 1 livcil to fmrscoro ycar.s liir thiB ? 

1, who was named Preserver of tiio City? 

r, at whoso name tlie milliui’s caps wero flung 
lino the air, and cries from tens of thousands 
Ro.so up, imploring Heaven to bciwJ me blessiivgei, 

And fame, and length of duy.s — to see this day? 

Hut tills day, black wif,hin the calendar, 

Shall be succeeded by a bright milienaium 
Doge Darulolo survived to uiuoiy suznmeca 
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To vanquish empire«iij and refu>»e their crown 
I will resign a crown, and make the stale 
Renew its freedom-«*-but oh ! by what means ? 

The noble end must justify them — What 
Are a few drops of human blood ? ’t is false, 

The blood of tyrants is not luiinaii; they, 

Like to incarnate Molochs, feed on ours, 

Until ’tis tirnt! to give them to the lomlis 
Which they have made so populous. — Oh world.' 

Oh men ! what an' ye, and our best designs, 

I’liat we must work by crime to punish crime ? 

And slay as if Death liad but this one gate, 

Wlieri a f<'w years woulil inaJce the sword superfluous ? 
And 1, n[K»n the verge <»fth’ unknown realm, 
y»t send so many heralds on before me ? — 

1 must not ponder this [Ajnime. 

Hark ! was there not 
A murmur as of distant voices, and 
The tramp of feet in martial unison? 

AVhat pliantoms even of sound our wishes raise! 

Jt cannot ho — the signal hath not rung— 

Why pauses it? My nephew’s messenger 
.Should he ujjon his way to in«', and he 
IJimself perhaps even now draws grating back 
U]>ou its )>onderous hinge the steep lower ]»orlal, 

Where swings Uie sullen huge oracular hell, 

Which never knolls but for a princely death, 

Or fa- a stale in peril, pealing (brth 
'JVemendous bodemorits ; let it do ils office, 

And be this peal its awfullcst and la.st 

Sound till the strong tower rock! — What! silent still? 

I would go forth, l)Ul that my po.st is here, 

To be the centre of reunion to 
'I'lie oft discordant elements which form 
Leagues of this nature, and to k«?«;j) compact 
The wavering of the weak, in case of conflict; 

For if tliey siiould do battle, ’t will he here, 

Wifiiin tlm palace, fJiat (ho strife will thicken; 

Then here must he rny slation, as becomes 

The master-mover. Hark ! he comes — he comes, 

My nephew, brave Bcrtuccio’s messenger.— 

What tidings? Is he marching? hath he sped?— 

7'key hero ! — all ’s lost— y<'t \vili I make an effort. 

jB/tfer tt SioNoa of the Night'^, with Guards ^ 

Sig. Doge, I arrest thee of iiigh treason ! 
l)og:c. Me ! 

Thy prince, of treason ? — Who arc they that daro 
Cloak their own treason under sucli an order ? 

Sig. («/iot/»'wg hift order.) Behold my order from th( 
assembled Ten. 

Doge. And where aro they, and why assembled? noj 
Such council can bo lawful, till ilio prince 
Preside tlierc, and that duty ’s mine ; on tliino 
I charge tliee, give mo way, or marshal me 
To the council chamber. 

Sig. Duke ! it may not be ; 

Nor are they in the wonted Hall of Council, 

But sitting in the convent of Saint Saviour’s. 

Doge. You dare to disobey me tlien? 

Sig. I serve 

The state, and needs must serve it faithfully ; 

My warrant is the will of those wlio rule it, 

Dogr. And till that warrant has my signature 
Tl is illegal, and, as wne apjdicrl. 

Rebellious — Hast ihou ^veigh’d well thy life’s wortli, 
That tluis you dare asstiiiie a lawless function? 

Sig. ’1' is not my office to reply, but act— 

I am placed here as guard Ufwm thy person, 

And not os jtulge to hear or to decide. 

Doge, (emukt.) I miiit lain time— So that tlie storm- 
bell sound 

AMlisjr'be well speed— speed— 4q>«ed!— 

Our is irmublurg in fiw balance, and 


Wo to the vanquish’d! be they prince aiicl people, 

Or slaves and senaU' — 

[The great bell of Scditt Marlfe tolU 
Lo! it sounds— if tolls ! 

DogCy (aloud.) Hark, Signor of the Night! and you* 
ye hirelings, 

AVho wield your mercenary staves in fear, 

Jl is your knell — Swell on, thou lusty peal ! 

Now', knave.?, what ransom for your lives ? 

Sig. Confusion 

*^tand to your arms, and guard the dottr — all ’s lost 
Unless that fearful hell be silenced soon. 

'f'bc offi<!(*.r liath miss’d his path or purpose, 

Or met some unforeseen and hideous obslacle. 

Aiise.lmo, with thy company proceed 
Straight to the tower; the rest remain with me. 

[Erit part of the Guard 
Doge. Wretch! if thou wouldst have tiiy vile life, 
imploni it ; 

It is not, now a lease of sixty seconds. 

Ay, send thy miserable rutfians forth ; 

They never shall return. 

Sig. So let it be ! 

They die then in their duty, as will L 
Doge. Foul ! the high eagle flics at nobler game 
Than tliou and thy base myrmidons, — live on, 

So thou provok’sl not piTil by resistance, 

And learn (if souls so much obscured can bear 
To gaze upon the sunbeams) to be free. 

Sig. And learn thou to be captive — Tt hath ceased, 
[XVic beU CA'oses to toll. 

The traitorous signal, wlfadi was to hav«‘- st!t 
’X’he hlootlhounJ luob on their patrician prey — 

Tlie kruill hath rung, but it is nor (lie senate’s! 

Doge^ (after a pause.) All ’s silent, and all’s lost! 

Sig. Now, Doge, denounce, mo 

As rebel slave of a revolti'il council ! 

Have 1 not done my diUy? 

Doge. Peace, thou tiling ! 

Thou hast done a wortliy deed, ami earn’d the price 
Of blooil, and they wiio use thee will reward thoc. 

Bur Ihou wert scut to w'ateli, and nor to prate, 

As thou said’st even now — tlien do thine office, 

But let it be in silence, as behoove thee, 

{Since, tliough thy prisoner, T am thy ]>rine.c. 

Sig. I did not ni(Uin to fail in the respect 
Due to your rank : ui this 1 sliall obey you. 

(aside.) 'I’here now is nothing left me save to die ; 
And yet how rmar success ! 1 w'ould liave fallen, 

And proudly, in the hour of triumpli, but 
To uibjs it thus ! 

Enter other Signors of the Night, with Bertuccio 
Pa LIE HO prisoner. 

Sig. Wc look him in tlie act 

Of issuing from the tower, where, at his order 
As delegated from the Doge, the signal 
Had thus begun to sound, 

\sl Sig. Are all the passes 

Which lead up to tlie palace well secured ? 

M Sig. They are — besides, it matters not ; the chiefs 
Arc all in chains, and some oven now on trial— 

Their followers are dispersed, and many taken. 

Ber. F, Uncle ! 

Doge. It is in vain to war with Fortune ; 

The Glory hath departed from our house. 

Ber. F. AVho would have doom’d it ?— Ah ! one momen 
sooner ! 

Doge. That moment would have changed the face of 
ages ; 

77ii 8 gives us to eternity— We ’ll meet it 
As men wliose triumph is not in success, 

But who can make their owm mimis all in all, 

Equal to every fortune. Droop not, ’t is 
Bui a brief passage — I would go alone, 
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Yet if tliey send us, as "t is like, together 
Let us go worthy of our sires and solves, 

Ber. F, I shall not shame you, uncle. 

Sig, Lords, our orders 

Are to keep guard on both in separate cliauibc rs, 
Until^he council call yo to your trial. 

Doge. Our trial ! will they keep tlicir niockory up 
Even to the last? but let them deal upon us, 

A.s we had dealt on them, but with les.s pomp. 

’T is but a game of miifual homicides, 

Who have cast lots for the first death, and they 
Hav(j won with false dice. — Who hath been our Judas? 
• \sl Sig. I am not warranted to answer that. 

Bcr^F. I’ll answer for thee — ’tis a certain Bertram, 
Even now deposing ?o the secret giunta. 

Doge. Bertram, the Bergamask ! With what vile tools 
We Operate to slay or save! This creature, 

Black with a double treason, now will earn 
Rewards and honours, and be sfamjiM in story ! 

With the geese in the Capitol, whi<^h gabbled 
Till Ronui aw'oke, and had an annual friiim)»h, 

While Manlius, who hurl’il down the Cauls, was cast 
From the Tarpeian. 

l.vt Sisr. Tie aspired to treason. 

And sought to rule the state. 

D ' igv . He saved the state, 

A ui|^ sought hut to reform what he revived — 

But tins idle Come, sirs, do your work. 

I."*/ iSVg. Noble Bertuccio, wo must now remove you 
Info an inner chamber. 

Brr. F Farew’ell, uncle! 

If we shall meet again in life 1 know not, 

But they perhap.s w'ill let our ashes mingle, 

Doi^e. Yes, and onr spirits, which shall yet go firth, 
And do what our frail clav, thus ekigg’d, hath fail’d in! 
Ti«ev cannot quench the memory of tliosc 
Who would have hurlM them from their guilty thrones, 
And sucli examples will find heirs, though distant. 


ACT V. 

Bce/ve T,— 7Viff Halt of the Council of Ten (issemhled 
with the (ulditionnl Smntor.% who, on the Trials of the 
ConspirrUors for the Trenmn of Making Falikuo, 
composed what tons crdled the Giunta. — (runrd.\ Officer.^. 
«$*(•. — Israel BEKTUf;cio and Philip Calkn- 

PAKO (Ls Prisoners. — Bertram, Lioni, and fVit~ 

ttesfies, 

The Chief of the Ten, Benintenpe. 

Ben. There now rests, after such conviction of 
Their manifold and manifesl offencos, 

But to pronounce on tlii'se obdurafo men 
The sentence of the law : a grievou.s task 
To those who hear, and these who .speak. Alas ! 

That if should fall to me ! and that my days 
Of olRco should be .stigmatised through all 
Th<* years of coming time, a.s hearing record 
To this most foul and complicated treason 
Aiiainst a just and free si. ate, known to all 
The earth as being the Christian hiilw^ark ’gainst 
The Saracen and the schismatic Greek, 

’Phe savage Hun, and not less barbarous Frank ; 

A city which has open’d India’s wealth 
I’o Europe ; the last Roman refuge from 
O’crwhclrning Altila *, th(^ ocean’s queen ; 

Prfiud Genoa’s prouder rival ! ’T Is to sap 
The throne of such a city, these lost men 
Have risk’d and forfeited their worthless lives— - 
So let them die the death. 

/. Bcr. We are prepared ; 

Your racks have done that for us. Let us die. 

Ben. If ye have that to say which would obtain 
Abatement of your punishment, the Giunta 


Will hoar you ; if you have aught to confess, 

Now is your time, perhaps it may avail ye, 

Ber. jF. We stand to hear, and not to speak. 

Ben. Your criioGS 

Are fully jiroved by your accomplices, 

And all w lih’h circurnstanoc can add to aid them ; 

Vc't w'e AA'uuid hoar from your own lips complete 
Avowal of your treason : on tJic verge 
Of that dread gulf which none repass, the truth 
Alone can jirolit you on earth or heaven— 

Say, then, what was your motive? 

L Ber. Justice ! 

Ben. What 

Your object ? 

1. Ber. F reedom ! 

Ben. You arc hrielj sir, 

I. Birr. So rnv life gn‘ws: I 
Was bred ;i soldier, not a senator. 

P , rn . Ik/rhaps you think by this blunt brevity 
To brave yoiir nidges to ])os1pono the sentence 1 
T. Be>\ ( >o yon he hrit'f as I am, and believe me, 

I sliall prefer flial mercy to your pardon, 

Ben. Is this your sole reply to the tribunal? 

1. Ber. Go, ask your racks what liicy have wning 
from us, 

Or place us t!uM*e again ; wa* have still some blood IcfV, 
And some slight sense of jiain in tlicHo wrench’d limbs : 
But this ye dare not do ; for if wo die there — 

Ami you have left us little life to spend 
TTpoa your engines, gorged with pangs already— 

Ye lose the public spectacle, with which 
You would appal your slaves to further slavery! 

( » roans are not vvonls, nor agony usHcnt, 

Nor aflirmation trulh, if nature’s sense 
Should overcome the soul into a Ii<', 

For a short. re.spilo— muKt wc be.ar or die? 

Ben. Say, who wore your accomplices ? 

I. Btr. The Senate . 

Beti. What do you mean ? 

/. Ber. A.sk of the suflhring people, 

Whom your patrician crimes have driven to crime. 

Ben. You know the Doge ? 

y. Ber. 1 served vvitJi him at Zara 

In tlie field, when ^ou were phiading hero your way 
To present office ; we exposed our lives, 

While you but hazarded the Iive.s of others, 

Alike by acciiKatioii ord<-fenre; 

AikI. for the rest, all Vtuiice knows her Doge, 

Through his great actions, and the Si.mafe’s insulhs! 

Ben. You iiavo held conference Avilh liim? 

/. Ber. 1 am weary — 

Even wearier of your questions than your tortures: 

I pray you pass to judgment. 

Ben. It is coming.— 

And you, too, Philip Calendaro, what 

Have you to say why you should not be doom’d? 

Cid. I never was a man of many words, 

And now have few left worlli the utterance. 

B'^n. A furtluT apjilicalion of yon engine 
May change your tone. 

V(d. Most true ; it will do so 

A former application did so ; hut 
It will not, change my words, or, if it did— 

Ben.. What then ? 

CM. Will my avowal on yon rack 

Stand good in law? 

Ben. Assureilly. 

Cut. TOioe’er 

The culprit bo whom I accuse of treason ? 

Bm. Without doubt, he Avill be brought up to trial. 

Cal. And on this testimony would he perksh? 

Ben. So your confession be detail’d and full, 

He will stand here in peril* of his life. 

Cal. Then look well to thy proud self, Presitlent! 

For by the eternity wliich ynwiis before me, 
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^sa 

I swear that and only thou, shalt ho 
Tho traitor I iltfrioiinro upon that raok(> 

Jf T be stretch’d there for the seenod time. 

One of the Givnta. I^x'd IVeMdent, ’? were prt>- 
cecd to judgment \ 

There is no more to he drawn from tlii’se men. 

hm. Unhappy men! prepare, for instant death. 

'I’he nalnrc of yonr crime — oiir la\v — and peril 
Th£< .sUile nrnv stands in, leave not an hour’s n'spitc— 
Guards! load them fJn'th, and upon tho balcony 
Gf the red columns, where, on f(^slal Thnrsdoy,” 

The Doge stamls to behold tin* chase of hulls, 

Uet them be jnslified ; and leave e\po.'-ed 
Their wavering rclie.s, in tlni place of jiaigment, 

To the full view of tho assenihled people!— 

And Heaven havo mercy on their souls ! 

The Giunta. Amini! 

/. JBer. Signors, fircwisU! wo shall not all again 
Meet in one place, 

JDen. And lest they sliould essay 

To stir up the distracted nuilliftwie — 

(Guards ! let their riiouth.s ho gagg’d,’ even in the act 
Of execution. — Lead flicm lienee ! 

C(tL What ! must we 

Not even say farewell to some f>\K] fiioud, 

Nor leave a last word with our eo^^e^•a^or ? 

Ben. A priest is wailing in tln^ anteehamher ; 

But, for your friends, sueh intervjows would ho 
Painfiil to llnan, and n.scI<\SN nil to you. 

Cal, \ know that wo ivert‘ gagg’d in lift^ ; at least 
All lho.se who had not heart to risk thtur livi's 
Upon their open thouglds; hut still 1 deem’d 
'I'haL, in the last ti'w incsmmts, tho same, idlo 
Freedom <d* speoeli a.ceor<h*d t<» tlie dying, 

Wouhl not now he (K'liied to us; hut siiu'c 

I. B<r. Fvenlot them hav<i flu'.ir way, brave Oaleiidaro ! 
What matter a tew syllables'? let's dio 
'Without the sliglilest sliow of favour from them; 

So sh:i)) our Idood more readily iiri.se 
To .Heaven against tlicin, and mor(' testify 
To their aliontics, than could a volume 
Spoken or written of our dying words! 

They tremble at our voices — nay, they dread 
Our very silence — let them livi^ in fear! — 

TiCave thorn unto their thouglils, and let, ns now 
Address onr own above ! — 1 iea.d on ; we are reatly. 

Cal. Israel, hadd thou hut hearloafd unto mo 
Ft had not now been tlms; and yon {i.dc villain, 

The coward Bertram, would 

/. Ber. }^'nr (Jaleiularo! 

What brooks it now to ponder upon this? 

Bci'f. Alns! I fain you di(Ml in }»eace with me: 

I did not seek this task; ’l was foreed upon rnc: 

Say, you forgive me, though T reu'er can 
Retrieve my own f irgivenes*? — frown not thus! 
f. Brr. 1 die and [>ardon thee ! 

Ctd. {ftpittinp; at him.) I dio and scorn thee! 

[Kreimt Tsuakt. Bkhttccio and Pirinir 
Cat.enpaho, Guards^ 

Ben. Now that these criminals have been disposexl of, 
’T Is time that wt*. proceed to pass our sonUmco 
Upon tlio greatest traitor upon record 
In any annals, the Doge Faliero ! 

Tlie proofs and process are comphde ; tho time 
And crime require a quick proredm’c ; shall 
He now’ be call’d in to receive the awrardf 
The Giunta. Ay, ay, 

Ben. Avogndori, onJer that tlio D(>ge 

Bo brouglit Ind'ore the council. 

One of the Giunta. And tlio rest., 

When slial) they F>e brought wji ? 

Ben. When all the chiefs 

Have, hf^n dtsposod of. Some havo fled to ChioZ7Ji ; 
But fliere are thousands in pursuit of them, 

And such (irocautiem ta’on on t«rra firnio, 


As well as m the islands, that wo hope 
« None will escape to utter in strange lands 
His libellous tale of treasons ’gainst tho senate. 

EnlfT the Dock as Prisoner^ with Guards^ 4"C, 

Ben, Doge — ^for sucli .still you arc, and by the lo*w 
Must be consider’d, till tlie hour shall come 
When you must dotf the, ducal bonnet from 
That head, which could not wear a crown more noble 
’^rhan empire.*! can ct»nfer, in quiet honour, 

But it inu.sl plot to overthrow your peers, 

Who made you what you are, and quench in blood 
A city’s glory — we. havo laid already 
Before you in your chamber at full length, 

By tho Avogad(»ri, all tho proofs 

Which have a}>pcar’d against you ; and more ample 

N<'’er rear’d liieir sanguinary sliadows to 

Confront a traitor. What havo you to say 

In your def uici^ ? 

JJoge. What shall 1 say to yo, 

Since my doftmee must, ho your condemnation? 

arc' at oncc' ofU'iidcrs and acciusers, 

.Indges and c\iT,uiioners ! — Proceed 
I l^pon yoin power. 

Ben. Yonr chief aceompUces 

Having conf us’d, ila ro is no hope fu* you. 

Jhiie. And who be. they? 

Jhn. In muTiher many; hut 

The first nmv stands liefore you in the court, 

Berlrain, (*f Ihagumo, — ^\^ould yi‘U qwe.stion him? 
{htohin^ at him coatf nrptmruHhf.) No. 

Bvn. Aiul two Olliers, Dracd Bertuwk), 

And Philip Caicndaro, have ailiuilled 
Their fellowship in tn'ason with the Doge! 

And where are tiny? 

/>n, (h)ut' to Ihfir place, and n^.>w 

Answerimr to TTeavon for wiiat tli(‘y did on earlh, 

/Lge. Ah! the plrhi iaii Thutus, js li<‘ .g'ttne ? 

AihI tlie qu’ck Ca-.s.^iie; i.f t)ie arsenal ? — 
llovv did ihc'y meet their doom? 

Ben, '.riiinlc of ymr oxvn ; 

Ft is a[>prone,hing. You decline to plead, tli'*n',' 

Dos^e. J. cannot plead to rny inferiors, nor 
(’an n’cognisc your legal power to try nm. 

Show me the. law! 

Ben. On great emergencies, 

The law must, he remodtdi’d or anu'nded ; 

(^ur fathers had not fix'd tlu5 punishment 

Of such n crime, as on the ol<i jioinan tables 

The scniterico against parricides was left 

Fu pure forgetfulness; tliey could not render 

That penal, which had neither mime nor thought 

In their great l)«)sc>nis: wh(» xvonld have, forescc'ii 

That nature could be fih’d to such a crime 

.^s sous ’gainst sires, and princes ’gainst their rc^alnfis? 

Yonr sin hath made us make n law which will 

Bec.onie a pieccdent ’gainst such hanght traitors, 

As would with treason mount to tyrauriy ; 

Not even contented with a sceptre, till 
They can I’.onvert. it to a twoedged sword ! 

Was not the place of Doge sufficient for ye? 

What ’» nobler than the signory of Vc’nice ? 

Do^e. Thc^ signory of Venice ! You betray’d mo— ■ 
Vou — jiou, who sit there, traitors as yo are ! 

From my equality w’ith you in birth, 

And my superiority in action, 

Vou drew me from my honourable toils 
Fn distant lands— on flood — in field — in cities — 

Yofi singled me out like a victim to 

Stand crown’d, but Ixuind and helpless, at the altar 

Where you alone could minister. I knew not— 

I sought not— wishVi not — dream’d not the election. 
Which reach’d me first at Rome, and I obey’d ; 

Bat feuiKl on my arrival, that, iKJsides 
The jcHiloufl vigilance which alwaya led yen 
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To mock anil mar your sovereign’s best intents, 

Vou b.'id, even in the interregnuru of 

I\Iy journey to the capital, curtail’d 

And inutUatod the few privileges 

T«‘t left, the duk(5: all this I bore, and would 

Tlave^hortie, until my very hearth was stain’d 

Hy the pollution of your ribaldry, 

And he, the rihahl, wh(»ni I see among you — 

Fit jodiT^ in such tribunal! 

Bm. {inU:rniptinp; him.) Mieliel Sicno 
Is here in virtue of‘ his otiice, as 
One of the Forty; the Ten’’ having craved 
A Ciujifa of patricians from the senate 
To ai(i our judgment in a trial arduous 
And novel as the present : ho was set 
J<Ve»i from the penalty pronounced upon him, 

Because the Doge, who should protect the law, 

Sei'king to abrogate all law, can claim 
No punishment, of otJiers by t.lu^ statutes 
VV'liich he himself denies and violates! 

Jhirr. Nis PFNTsnMKNT! r rnllier sco him there. 
Where he now sits, to glut him witli niy death. 

Than in tli<5 mockery of castigation, 

Which your foul, outward, juggling show of justice 
Decreed as sentence I Base as was his crime, 

’T was purity compared with your protection. 

Ben. And can it h»>, that the great Dogo of Venice, 
With three parts of a century of years 
And honours on his head, could thus allow 
Hi', fury, like an angry hoy’s, to master 
All feeling, wisdom, faith, and fear, on su<'h 
A provocation us a young man’s p(dulance? 

/)ogr. A spark creates the flame. — ’i is the l;ist drop 
AViiii'h makes the cup run o’er, and mine was full 
Aheady : you oppress’d the prince and people; 
f would have, fn'od both, and have fail'd in i>oth : 

7’he price of such sue.er'ss would luave h(*en glf»ry, 
Vejii'cnnce, a.ul victory, and such a name 
As would .have nia<l»j Veiieliati hisloj-y 
liaviil to tliiit of Greece and Syracuse 
When they were freed, and flourish’d ages after 
And mine to fic.lon .and to Thrasyhiilus 
Failing, I know tin' penalty of failure 
Is {ireserp infamy and death — the future 
W ill judg(', when Venice is no more, or fiv’c ; 

Till fln'n, tin; truth is in abeyance. I’ansi* not; 

1 would have shown no mercy, and T seek none ; 

My life was slaked upon a mighty hazard, 

And being lost, lake what I w'onld have taken! 

I woukl have stfjod alone amidst yonr tombs ; 

Now you may flock rouiul mine, and trample, on it, 

As you have done Ufioii my heart while living. 

Bert. Voii ilo confess then, and admit th(^ justice 
f)f our tribunal ? 

Dof^c. I coufe.ss to have (Hil’d ; 

Fortune is female: from my youth lier favours 
Were not wi'diheld, the fault was mine to hope 
Her former smiles aiuain at this late hour. 

Bni. You do not then in anght arraign our equity? 
*.Doge. Noble V<'nelians! stir me not with questions. 

I am resign’d to tho worst ; but in me still 
Have something of the blood of brighter days, 

And arn not. over-patient. Pray you, spare me 
Further interrogation, which boots nuthing. 

Except to turn a trial to debate. 

I shall but answer that which will offend you, 

And please your <‘ncmies — a host already ; 

’T is true, these sullen walls should yield no echo : 

But w'alls have ears — nay, more, they have tongues; 
and if 

There were no other way for truth to o’erleap them, 
You who condemn me, you who fear and slay me, 

Yet could not hear in silence to your grave.s 
What you would hear from me of go^ or evil ; 

Tho secret were too mighty fc>r your sotils : 


Then let it sleep in mine, unless you court 
A danger which woukl double that you escape, 

.Such my dcfi'ni'o would ho, iiml I full fw'.opo 
To make it farnrais ; for true wordu arc thingSy 
And dying men's are things which long oullivc. 

And oftentimes av«>ngo them ; bury mine, 

If ye would fain survive me : lake this counsel. 

And though too off yc made me live in wratli, 

T,ct me die calmly; you may grant mo this; — 

T deny nothing — defend nothing — nothing 
r a.sk of you, hut silence fi)r mysclt| 

And si'ntonco from the court ! 

Bm. This full admission 

Sparo.s us llic harsh necessity of ordering 
Tho torture to elicit the. whole tritth 

Doge. The torture! you have put me there already 
Daily since T was Doge; but if you will 
Add the corporeal rack, you may: these limbs 
Will yield with ago to crushing iron; but 
There’s that within my heart sliall strain your engines, 

jBnier an OrricER. 

Officer. Noble Vcnctian.-j! Duche.ss Faliero 
Requests admi.ssion to the Giunta's presence. 

B(n. Say, conscript fatlie.rs," shall slie bn admitted? 

One of the (iiunia, Sho may have rcvi^latioiiH of im- 
portance 

Unto the. state, to jitslify compliance 
With her request. 

Ben. Is this the general will? 

All. It is. 

Jhiic. C>li, aihnirahh^ laws of Venice ! 

Which would admit the ^^'i^e, in the. full hope 
'J’hat she nu^'ht (. stify against the husband. 

What glory to the chaste Vh nclian dames I 
But such hlaspheiiM’.rs ‘gainst all laniour, as 
.Sit here, do well l.«) act in llu'ir viK'nlioiu 
Now, villain Stt'uo! if tills woman fail, 

1 ’ll pardon llu'v! tliy lie, and rliy e.scapc, 

And iriy oavh violent death, and thy vil<! life. 

The DiTcrtK.ss rnfirt. 

Bm. T.ady ! this just tribunal has rc-solvcil, 

Though the request he strange, to grant it, and 
Whatever he, its purport, t.> accord 
A. patient luairing nith the due respect 
Which fits your ancestry, your rank, and virfner: 

But you turn pale — iio! there, look to tho lady ! 

Place a chair iii.stanfly. 

Attg. A moment’s faintness — 

’T i.s past ; T pray you jiardoti nu;, I sit not 
In presence, of my prince and i>f iny husband. 

While he is on his feel. 

Ben. Tour jdeasure, lady? 

Ang. St» nnge ritniourK, hut most true, if all I hear 
And see he :'(»otli, have reach’d me, and 1 cornc 
To know the worst, even at the worst ; forgive. 

The abruptness of my entrance, and my bearing. 

Is it 1 rannoi speak — 1 cannot sha|>o 

The question — hut you answer it ere. spoken, 

With eyes averted, and with gloomy brows — 

Oh God! ibis is the silence of the grave! 

Bm. {a fter a pome.) tr^parc us, and spare thyself tho 
repetition 

Of our most awful, but incxorablo 
Duty to heaven and man ! 

Ang. Y'et speak; T cannot-— 

I cannot— no— -even now belicvo these things. 

Is Ac condemn’d ? 

Ben. Alas ! 

Ang. And was he guilty ? 

Ben. Lady! tho natural distraction of 
Thy thoughts at such a moment makes the question 
Merit forgiveness ; else a doubt like this 
Against a just and paramount tribunal 
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Were dcnp offence. But question even the Doge, 
And if he can deny the proofs, believe liim 
Guiltless as thy own bosom. 

An^, Is it so? 

My lord — iny sovereign — my poor father’s friend — 
The mighty in the field, the sag(3 in council ; 

Unsay the words of this man ! — Thou art silent ! 

jRen, He hath already own’d to his own guilt, 

Nor, as thou see’st, doth lie now deny it now. 

Ay, but he must not die ! Spare Ids few years, 
Which grief ami shame will soon cut down to days ! 
One day of batllcd crime must not efface 
Near sixteen lustres crowdf^d wirh hravt^ acts. 

JMi. His doom must be fulfill’d without remission 
Of time or }>onrilt y — ’t is a decree. 

He hath been guilty, hut there may be ODercy. 
iSfiW. Not in this case with justice, 

An^. Alas! signor, 

He W'ho is rally just is cruel ; who 
Upon the earth would live were all judged justlj' ? 

Ben. Ilis punishment is safety to the state. 

An^^ He was a stihjectj arid hath served the state ; 
Hr; was your general, and hath snv('d the stale ; 

He is your .sovereign, and hath ruled the state. 

One nf the Cmincil. He is a traitor, and bet ray'd tin 
Htate. 

Anti. And, hut fir him, there now had been no stale 
To save or to d<‘slroy ; and you who sit 
There to ]>roaoimee the deatfi of your deliverer, 

Had now been groaning at a Moslem oar, 

Or digging in the Hnnni.sh mines in ft!ttcr.s! 

0/w: of the Council No, lady, there are others W’Ik 
would die 

Ratlrer than breathe in slavery ! 

Ang. If there are so 

Within these walls, thou art not of the number: 

The truly brave arc generous to the fallen !— 
fs there no hope ? 

Ben. Lady, it cannot be. 

Atii^. (turning to the Doge.) Then die, Faliero ! since 
it must he so; 

But with the spirit of my father’s friend. 

Thou ha.st been gtiilfy of a grout offi'iice, 

Half cancell’d by the harshness of these men. 

1 would hav(; sued to them — have jiray’d to them — 
Have begg’d as faini.sh’d mendifuints for broad — 

Have wept as they will cry unto their God 
For mercy, and ho answer’d as they answer — 

Had it been fitting for thy name or mine, 

And if the cruelty in their cold eyes 

Had not arinounc<td the heartless wrath within. 

Then, as a prince, mldress thee to thy doom ! 

Doge. I have lived too long not to know how to die ! 
Thy suing to these men were but the bleating 
Of the lamb to (he butcher, or the cry 
Of seamen to the surge : I would not take 
A life et(‘rnal, granted at the hands 
Of wretches, from whose monstrous villanies 
I sought to free tlie groaning nations ! 

Af. Steno. Doge, 

A word with thee, and with this noble lady, 

Whom I have grievou.sly offended. Would 
Sorrow, or shame, or penance on my part, 

Could cancel the inexorable j»asl ! 

But since that cannot be, as Christians let us 
Say farewell, and in jieace : with full contrition 
I crave, not pardon, but compassion from you, 

And give, however weak, my j>ray(;rs for both. 

Ang. Sago Benintende, now chief judge of Venice, 

I speak to theo in answer to yon signor. 

Inform the ribald Stteilo, that his wijrds 
Ne’er weigh’d in mind with Loreduno’s daughter 
Further than'to create a moment’s pity 
For fiic;h as he is ; woiild that others bad 
Despised him as I pity ! I prefer 


My honour to a tliousand lives, could sucli 
Be muliipliod in mine, but would not have 
A single life of others lost for that 
Which nolhing Itunian can impugn— the sense 
Of virtue, looking not to what is call’d 
A good name for reward, but to itself. ^ 

I’o nic the scornor’s words were as the wind 
Unto the rock : but as there are — alas ! 

Spirits more sensitive, on which such things 
Light as the whirlwind on the waters ; souls 
To whom dishonour’s shadow is a substance 
More terrible than d(‘ath here and hereafier; 

Men whose vice is to start at vice’s scoffing, 

And who, though proof against all blandi.shrnents ^ 

Of pleasure, anti all pangs of pain, arc feeble 
When the prrtud name on which tlu'y pinnacled 
Their hojK*s is breathed on, jealous as tho eagle 
Of her high alery ; let what we nt)W 
Behold, and feel, and suffeT, be a lesson 
To wrolches how they tamper in their spleen 
With beings of a higher order. Insects 
lave madt; the lion mad ere now ; a shaft 
' the hoel o’erthrew llie bravest of tho brave ; 

A wife’s dishonour was the bane of Troy ; 

A wifi.*’s dishonour unking’d Rome for ever; 

An injured husband brought, tho Gauls to Oliisium, 

And thence lo Home, which perish’d for a lime; 

An ohs<;eni' gesture cost Caligula 
lis life, while earth yet bore his cruelties ; 

A virgin’s wrong made Sjiain a Moorish province ; 

And .Ste-no’.s lie, coucli’d in two worthless lines, 
lath decimated Venice, put in peril 
A senate which liath stood eight hundred years, 
)iscrownM a prince, cut off his crownlcss head, 

\nd fijrged new fetters for a grt)aning people, ! 

ot the poor wretch, like to thi; courtesan 
Vho fir(;d Persepolis, be proud of this, 
f it so |)lease him — ’twere, a pride fit for him! 

■Jut let him not insult the last- hours of 
lim, who, what e’er he now is, was a hero, 

3y the intrusion of his very prayers; 

^^othing of good can come from su(;h a source, 

Shir would we aught witli him, nor now, nor ever: 

Ve leave him to himself, that lowest depth 
>f human baseness. Pardon is for iium, 

\nd not for reptiles — we have none for Sleno, 

Imd no resentment ; things like, him must sting, 

\iid high<*r beings suffer: ’lis the charter 
'f life. Tht; man who dies by the adder’s fang 
lay have the crawler crush’d, but feels no anger : 

T was till', worm’s nature. ; and some men are worms 
n Koul, more, than the living things of tombs. 

Doge, {to Ben.) Signor ! complete that which you 
deem your duty. 

Ben. Before we can procec'd upon that duty, 

Vc would request the princess to withdraw; 
r will move her too much to be witness to it. 

Ang. I Know it will, and yet I must endure it, 

'or His a part of mine — f will not quit, 

Ixcept by force, my husband’s side. — ^Proceed ! 

^ay, fear not cither shriek, or sigh, or tear; 

Though my heart burst, it shall be silent. — Speak ! 

’ have that within which shall o’ermaster all. 

Bm. Marino Faliero, Doge of Venice, 
iount of Val di Marino, Senator, 
nd some time General of the Fleet and Army, 
foblc Venetian, many times and oft 
itnisted by the state with high employments, 

.ven to the highest, listen to the sentence, 
onvict by many witnesses and proofs, 

.nd by thine own confession, of the guilt 
>f treachery and treason, yet unheard of 
ntil this trial — tlie. decree ia death. 

Tliy goo(i.s are confiscate unto the state, 

?hy name is razed from out her records, save 
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Upon a public day of thanksgiving 
For Uiis our most miraculous deliverance, 

When tliou art noted in our calendars 
With eartliquakes, pestilence, and foreign foes, 

And the great onomy of man, as subject 
Of gi^^teful masses for Heaven’s grace iu snatching 
' Our lives and country from thy wicked ness. 

The place wherein as Doge tliou shouldst be painted, 
With thine illustrious prodoccssors, is 
To bo left vacant, with a d(jatli-black veil 
Flung over these dim words engraved beneatli, 

“ This place is of Marino Faliero, 

Decapitated for his crimes.” 

Uoffe, “His crimes!” 

But let it be so: — it will be in vain. 

Tiic veil which blackens o’er this blighted name, 

And hides, or seems to hide, these lineaments, 

Shall draw more gazers tliari the tliousaud portraihs 
Wliich glitter round it in their pictured trappings— 
Vour delegated slaves — the peojde s tyrants ! 
“Decapitated for his crimes !” — crimes? 

Were it not better to record the facts, 

So that die contemplalor might approve, 

Or at the least learn whence the crimes arose ? 

When tlie beholder knows a Doge conspired, 

Let liim bo told the cause — it is your history. 

Ben. Time must reply (o that ; our sons will judge 
Their fathers’ judgment, wliich I now pronounce. 

As Doge, clad in the ducal robes and cap, 

Thou shall be led hence to the Giants’ Staircase, 
Where tlioii and all onr princes are invested; 

And Ukto, the ducal crown being first r(5siimed 
Uj)on the spot where it was first assumed, 

Tliy head shall be strtick off ; and Hoavt'n have mercy 
Upon tliy soul ! 

Is this the Giunia’s sentence? 

Ben. It is. 

JDoge. 1 can endure it. — And the time ? 

Be/i. Must bo inimeihati;. — Make thy peace with God ; 
Williin ail hour thuu must be in his presence. 

Do/iic. 1 am already; and iiiy blood will rise 
To Heaven before the souls of iho.*>c who shed it.— 

Are all my lands confiscated ? 

Bm. They are ; 

And gfKxIs, and jewels, and all kind of treasure, 

J'jxeept two thousand ducats — these dispose of. 

That ’s harsh. — 1 would have fain reserved tiu 
lands 

Near to Treviso, wliich I hold by investment 
From Laurence the Count-bishop of Ceneda, 

In fief perpetual to myself and heirs, 

To portion them (leaving my city spoil, 

My palace and my treasures, to your forfeit) 

Between my consort and my kinsmen. 

Ben. These 

Lie under the state’s ban ; their chief, ihy nephew, 

In peril of his own life ; but the council 
Postpones his trial for the pre.sent. If 
Thou vvill'st a state unto thy widow’d princess, 
not, for we will do her justice. 

Ang. Signors, 

I share not in your spoil ! From henceforth, know 
1 am devoted unto God alone, 

And take my refuge in the cloister. 

Doge. Como ! 

The hour may be a hard one, but ’t will end. 

Have I aught else to undergo save death ? 

Ben. You have naught to do, except confess and die. 
The priest is robed, the scimitar is bare, 

And both await witliout, — But, above all. 

Think not to speak unto the people ; they 
Are now by thousands swarming at the gates, 

^ But these are closed : the Ten, the Avogadori, 

‘ The Giunta, and tlie chief men of the Forty, 

Alone will be beholdors of thy doom, 


And they are ready to attend the X.>oge. 

Doge, The Doge! 

Ben. Yes, Doge, thou hast lived and thou shall dia 
A sovereign; till the moment which precedes 
Tlie separation of that head and trunk, 

That ducal crown and head shall be united. 

Thou hast forgot tJiy dignity in deigning 
To plot with petty traitors ; not so we, 

Who in tlio very punishment acltnowledge 
The prince. Thy vile accomjilices liavo died 
The dog’s death, and the wolf’s ; but thou shall fall 
As falls the lion by the hunters, girt 
By tlioso who feel a proud compassion ftn* thee, 

And mourn even the inevitable death 
Provoked by lliy wild wrath, and regal fierceness. 

Now vve remit lliec to tJiy preparation : 

Let it he brief, and wc ourselves will be 
I’hy guides unto the place where first wo were 
United to ilice as thy subjects, and 
Thy senate ; and must now be parted from the© 

As such for ever, on the self-same spot.— 

Guards ! form the Doge’s escort to his chamber. 

[£xeuni. 

Scene II. — Bogeys Apartment. 

The Doge an Prisoner, and the DutuiEss attending Aii 

Doge. Now, that the priest is gone, ’t were useless 
To linger out the miserable minutes; 
lut one pang more, the pang of ]»artiiig from Uiee, 

And 1 will leave tin? tew last graias of sand, 

Which yet remain of the uccortled hour, 

Still falling — I have done with Time. 

Ang. Alas ! 

^rid I have been the cause, the iineonseious cause ; 
And for this funeral nwirriage, this black union, 

Which thou, compliant with my father’s wish, 

>i(lst promise at his dcsatli, thou hast seal’d thine own. 
Doge. Not so: tluTe was that in my spirit ever 
A'hicli sha])ed out for itself some great reverse ; 

The inarvel is, it came not until now — 

And yet it was foretold mo. 

Ang. How foretold you? 

Doge. Long years ago— so long, they are a doubt 
n memory, and yet they live in annals: 

Wlien I was m my youth, and sf>rved Uie senate 

And sigiiory as potlesla and captain 

Jf the town of 'JV«'viso, on a day 

)f festival, the. sluggish hishoj) who 

yonveyM the Host aroused my rash young anger, 

By strange delay, and arrogjuit reply 
To my reproof; 1 raisi'd niy hand and smote liim 
Tntil he red’d beneath his holy burden ; 

't\n<l as he rose from earth again, ho raised 
lis tremulous hands in pious wrath towards heaven. 
Thence pointing to the Host, which had fallen from hinii 
•le turn’d to me, and said, “ The hour will come 
When he thou hast o’ert brown shall o’crllirow thoe: 
The glory shall depart from out thy house, 

The wisdom shall lie shaken from thy soul, 

And in thy best maturity of mind 
A madness of tlie heart shall seize upon thee ; 

Passion shall tear thee when all passions cease 
n other men, or mellow into virtues ; 
aid majesty, which decks all otlier heads, 

Shall crow7i to leave thee headless ; honours shall 
3ut prove to thee the heralds of destruction, 
nd hoary hairs of shame, and both of death, 

But not such death as fils an aged man.” 

“'hus saying, he pass’d on. — That hour is come. 

Ang. And with this warning couldst thou not have 
striven 

o avert the fatal moment, and atone 
3y penitence for tliat which tliou hadst done ? 

Doge, 1 own tlie words went to hearty so much 



TW I roBidtnber’ii them amid the masa 
'Of Ufe) aa if they formed a af»ectraJ voice, 

Wbhdk iiiook me in a st^^Ksmatural dream ; 

Aitd I repented ; but ^ wae tiot for me 
To pttU in resolution : what must bo 
I c<iuld not change, and would not fear.—Nay wore, 
Thou canst not have forgot, what all remember, 

That on my day of landing here as Doge, 

On my return from Home, a mist of such 
Unwonted density went on before 
The bucentaur like the columnar cloud 
Which usher’d Israel out of Egypt, till 
The pilot was misled, and disembark'd us 
Between tho pillars of Saint Mark’s, where ’t is 
The custom of the slate to put to death 
Its criminals, instead of touching at 
Thc5 Riva della PagUa, as tlio wont is, — 

So tliat all Venice shudder’d at tlio omen. 

Ang. Ah ! little boots it now to recollect 
Such things. 

JJogc. And yet 1 find a comfort in 
The thought tiiat tliesc things arc the work of Fate ; 
For I would rather yield to gods thaii men, 

Or cling to any creed of destiny. 

Rather tlian deem these mortals, most of whom 
1 know to bo as worthless as tJie dust, 

And weak as wortliless, more than inslnmienta 
Of an o’er-ruUiig power ; they in themselves 
Were all incapable — they could not be 
Victors of him wiio oil had comjuer’d for llumi ! 

Ang. Employ miiiulcs ]».‘ft in aspirations 
Of a more. heo.Ung rinturi;, and in peace 
Even with these wretches talm thy fiight to heaven. 

Dogf. J am at peace ; ilit; pence of certainly 
Tiiat a sure liour will come, when tiicir sons’ sons, 

And this [iroud city, au<l these azure waters, 

And all which mukes them eminent and bright, 

Shall bo a desolation, and a cur.se, 

A hissing and a scoif unto the nations, 

A Cartilage, and a I'yre, an Ocean Babel ! 

Ang, Speak not thus now ; tho surge of passion still 
Sweeps o’er thee to die last; thou dost deceive 
Thyself, and can.st not injure them — be calmer. 

Iktge. 1 stand witliin tdornity, and see 
Into eternity, and 1 bi‘h(»ld — 

Ay, palpable as 1 sec thy sweet face 

For the last time — the clays which 1 deiiounco 

Unto all time against these wave-girt walls, 

And liiey who are iiidwcllors. 

iiutirdy {coming forward.) Doge of V^enice 
'I'lie 'roll are in attendance on your iiiglujess. 

Doge, Then farewell, Angioiina! — one embrace — 
Fc»rgive tlu^ old man who hatli been to tiicu 
A fond but tUlul liusbaud — love my memory — 

1 would not ask so much for me still living, 

But thou caust judge of me more kindly now 
Seeing my evil feelings are at rest. 

Besides, of all tlio fruit of tlieso long years, 
tiilory, and wealUi, aiwl pow'or, and fame, and name, 
Which gcmcTully leaver some flowers to bloom 
Even o’er the grave, I have nothing Icll, not even 
A little love, or friendship, or csleem, 

No, not enough to extract an epitaph 
From osleiiUitious kinsmen ; in one hour 
1 have ujiroofed all my former life!, 

And outlived every tiling, cxcejit thy heart, 

The j>ure, tho good, the gentle, which will oft 
W Uh uiiiuipair’d but not a clamorous grie f 

Still keep Tliou turu’st so pale! — Alas! she faints, 

She has.nOhbreatii, no pulse! — Oruards! lend your wd — 
I catin<)t ki^ her tlius, and yet ’t is better, 

Since every lilbless moment spares a pimg. 

When. 1^0 sliakes off this temiwrary deatli, 

I shall be with tlie Eternal. — Call her women — 

One look !^how cold her hand !— «is cold as miuo 


Shall be ere ehe recovers.— Cioutly tend her, 

And take iny Icust thanks 1 am ready now. 

\The Attendant of A»niotinrA enter and eurround 
ibdr mistrm^ toko 1m fmnted*’-^Eweunt tfte 
Doge, Gitarda^ 

Scene UI . — The Court of the Dued Palace: thf outer 
gates are shnt agedrat the people, — Tfie Doge mttYs in 
his ducal robes^ in procession with the Council of T'm 
ami other Patridans^ attended hy the Guards till they 
arriw, at the top of the “ Gianttl Staircase {where the 
Doges took the oaths j) the Executioner isstatiomd tiure 
with his tnmjrd.^On aniving^ a Chief of the Ten ial^q 
gif' the ducal cap from the Doge^s head, 

Dt)gc. So now the Doge is nothing, and at la^ 

I am again Marino Fabero: 

’T Is wtdl to be so, though but for a moment. 

Here was 1 crown’d, and hero, bear witness. Heaven * 
With how much more contentment I resign 
That shining mockery, the ducal bauble, 

Thau 1 received the fatal ornament. 

One of the Ten, Tiiou Ircmblest, Faliero ! 

Ihge. ’T is with age, Uien.® 

Jkn, Faliero ! liast. tlioii aught further to commend, 
Coinpatibk*. with justici*, to thc^ senate ? 

Digc. I woultl commend my ne[)hcw to their mercy, 
My consort to their justice ; for nietliinks 
My death, and such a death, might settlo all 
Betwt'cn tlie stalt.' and me. 

Dm. 'Phey shall bo cared lor ; 

Even notwitlistjinding thiiic unlieard-of crime. 

Doge. Unlieurd rtf! ay, liiere 's not a history 
But shows a ihousiuid crown’d conspuators 
Against the pet)j)le ; but. to set them free 
One sovr'rcigii (tnly died, and one is dying. 

Dm. And who wore they who fell in sucli a caURjtj ? 
Doge. 'J’he King of Sjiaria, and tluiDoge of Venice — 
Agis and Faliero ! 

Dm. Hast thou more 

To ul ter or to do ? 

Doge. May I sjiealv ? 

Den. Thou luay’st j 

But recollect tiu* people arc without, 

Beyond the compass of this human voice. 

ihge. I .^pr'uk to Time aiul to F.tcriiity, 

>f which 1 grow a ]^ortiou, not to man. 

Ye eleiiie.nt.s ! in which to be resolved 

1 hasten, let my voice, be as a s[»irit 

Upon you! Ye blue waves! which bore my banner, 

Y"e vxiiuls ! which flutter’d o’er as if you loved it, 

And till’d my swelling .sails as they were wafted 
To many a liinmph! Thou, my native eartli, 

Which I have bled for, and thou fu eign earlii, 

Which drank this willing blood from many a wound ! 

Ye in which my gore will not .sink, but 

R<'ek up |o tlcaven! Ye skies, which will receive it! 
Thou suii ! which shinest on tliese tilings, and Thou ! 
Who luiidlcst and wlio tjueaclicst suns ! — Attest! 

J am nut innocent — hut are these guiltless ? 
r perish, but not unavenged i far ages 
Float up from the abyss of time to be, 

And show these eye.s, before they close, the doom 
Of tliis proud eily, ;uid I leave iny cursc 

Oii her and her.s for over! Yes, tiio hours 

Arc silently engendering of the day, 

When she, who built ’gainst AttUa a bulwark, 

Shall yield, and bloodlessly and basely yield 
Unto a bastard Altila, without 
Shedding so much blood in her lost defence 
As these old veins, oft drain’d in shielding her, 

Shall pour in sacrilico. — She shall bo bought 
And soil, and be an appanage to tlxoso 
Who sliidl despise her ! — She shall stoop to be 
A province for an einjme, petty town 
in lieu of capital, wiUi slaves for senates, ^ 
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Beggars for nobles, paaiders for a people ! 

Then when the Hebrew’s in thj palaces, 

The Hon in thy high places, and the Greek 
W(dka o’er % mart, and smiles on it for his ! 

Vi^en thy jwitricians beg tlioir bitter bread 
In narrow street and in tlieir shameful need 
Make their nobility a plea for pity ! 

Then, when the few who still retain a wreck 
Of their great fathers’ heritage shall fawn 
Rotmd a barbarian Vice of Kings’ Vicegerent, 

Even in the palace where tlicy sway’d as sovereigns, 
Even in the palace where they slew their sovereign, 
Proud of some name they have disgraced, or sprung 
From an adulteress boastful of her guilt 
With sonjc large gondolier or foreign soldier, 

Shall bear about tlicir bastardy in triumph 
To the third spurious generation ; — when 
Thy sons are in the lowest scale of being, 

Slaves turn’d o’er to llie vampu-slfd by the victors, 
Despised by cowards for greater cowardice, 

A.nd scorn’d even by the vicious for such vices 
in tlie monstrous grasf) of tlicir conception 
Defy all codes to image or to name them ; 

Then, when of Cyprus, no\v thy subject kingdom, 

\11 llune inherit anco shall be licr shame 
lintiul’d on tliy less virtuous daughters, grow-n 
\*wider proverb for worse prostitutiem ; — 

When all the ills of conquer’d states shall cling tliee, 
V^ire without splendour, sin without relief 
wen from the gloss of love to sniootli it o’er, 
hit in its stead coarse lusts of liahitiide, 

Vurient yet passionless, cold studied lewdnoss, 
depraving nature's frailty to an art; — 

(Vhen these and more are heavy on thee, when 
hniles witlioul mirth, aiiJ pustiuies w’ithout pleasure, 
t*outh without honour, age without respect, 

Vloannoss and \veakri(?ss, and a sense of wo 
Dainst which thou will not slrivi*, and dar’st not murmur, 
lave made thee last and worst of peopled deserts, 
t'hen, ill the last gasj) of thine agony, 

Unidsl thy many inurdi'rb', think of ?nitu:! 

'hou den of drunkards with the blood of princes! ** 
ichenna of the waters! thou sea Sodom! 
dius I devote thee to the infernal gods! 

’liee and tliy serpent seed I 

f Here tlie Doge iumv, and addres^ea the KxFciUvmcr. 

Slave, do thiiio oilicc ! 

Itrikc as I struck the foe ! Strike as I would 
lave struck those tyrants! Strike deep as my curse! 
krike — and but once ! 

[The Doge thoim Umsclf upon his k^tees^ and as 
the ExecuUoiwr raises his sword ike scene doses. 


Seems IV * — The Piazza and IHaxztUatf SaiM 
•^Jhe People inerowdo goiSh&red round die grodad gaieg 
of the Ducal Palase^ whidt are skuL 

JFtrat CUizeft* I have gain’d the gate, and can disceiii 
the Ten, 

Robed in their gowns of state, ranged round the Doge. 
Second CU. I cannot reach thee with mme utmoit 
effort. 

How is it ? let us hear at least, since sight 
Is thus prohibited unto the people, 

Except the occupiers of those bars. 

First Cit. One has approach’d tlie Doge, and nowth^ 
strip 

The ducal bonnet from his head — and now 
He raises his keen eyes to Heaven ; I see 
Them glitter, and his lips move — Hush ! hush!— no, 

’T was but a murmur — C’urse upon the distance ! 

His words are inarticulate, but the voice 
Swells up like mutter’d thunder ; would we could 
But gather a solo sentenco ! 

Secoitd Cit. Hush! we perliaps may catch the sound. 
Frst Cit. ’Tis vain, 

I cannot hear him. - How his hoaiy hair 
Streams on the wintl like foam upon tlie wave ! 

Now — now — he kneels — and now tliey form a circle 
Round him, and all is hidden — but I see 

Tlie lifted sword in air Ah ! Hark! it falls! 

I The People murmur. 
IViird CU. Tin'll they Imve murdeiM hmi who would 
have freetl us. 

Fourth Cit. He was a Ititul man to the commons ever. 
Fifth Cii. Wisely they did to keep their portals barr’d. 
Would wr‘ had known the work lliev vv<*re prejiaring 
'ire wc were stimnion'd he.ie, we would have brought 
. Vea poll'--, and lorced liiem! 

Su/li CU. Are you sure he's dead? 

First Cit. I saw the sword fall — Lo! what liave we 
hero ? 

t2rUer on the BoUconp of the prdarc which fronts Saint 
MarCs Placi'j u CUiiKV of twe Ten, \nUh a 
bloottp sword. He wanes it thrice before the Pen^^ 
and exclaims, 

Justice hath dealt upon tlic mighty Traitor!" 

['Uw pates are opened; the populme. rush in towards 
the “ Giant's Staircasrf where, the, execution has taken 
place. 2'he foremost of them exclaims lo those behind, 

fhe gory head rolls down the “ Giants’ Steps !’’ 

[7*^ curtain fail*. 


NOTES TO MARINO FALIERO. 


Note 1, page 233, line 80. 

^ I mote the tardy hish^ at Treinso, 

An historical fact. See Marin Sanuto’s Lives of the 
toges. 

Note % page 235, line 105. 

A grmdola with one oar endy. 

A gondola is not like a common boat, but is as easily 
twed with one oar as with two, (thougli of course not 
) swiftly,) and often is so from motives of privacy ; 
id (since the decay of Venice) of economy. 

Note S, page 242, lines 44 and 45. I 

They think themadves 
Engaged in secret to the Signary. 

An historical fact. 

Note 4, page 248, line 124. 

Within OUT palace prednets at San Polo, 

The Doge’s private family palace. 


Note 5, page 250, line 44. 

“ Signor of the Night.” 

*‘I Signori di Notte” held an important charge in the 
old Republic. 

Note 6, page 252, lino 10. 

Festal Thursday, 

“ Giovedi Grosso,” ^fat or greasy Thursday,” which 
I cannot literally translate in the text, was the day. 

Note 7, page 252, line 21. 

Guards I let thdr mouths be gagged, even in the act. 

Historical fact. See Sanuto, in tlie Appendix to this 
tragedy. 

Note 8, page 253, line 97. 

Say, conscript fathers, shall she be admitted ? 

The Venetian senate took the same title os the 
Roman, of Conscript Fathers.” 
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Note 9, page 956, iine 86. 

’Tw uM. age^ then. 

This was the actual reply of Bailli, maire of Paris, 
to a Frenchman who made him the same reproach or 
his way to execution, in the earliest part of their revo- 
lution* I find in reading over, (since the completion of 
t^ tragedy,) for the first lime these six years, ‘‘Ve- 
nice Preserved,” a similar reply on a different occasion 
by Renault, and other coincidences arising from the 
subiect. 1 need hardly remind the gentlest reader, that 
such coincidences must be accidental, from tho very 
facility of their detection by reference to so popular a 
play on the stage and in tne closet as Otwaya chef* 
d’cBuvre. 

Note 10, page 257, lino 1. 

Beggars for nobles^ panders for a people t 

Should the dramatic picture seem harsh, let the 
reader look to the historical, of the period prophesied, 
or rather of tho few years preceding that period. Vol- 
taire calculated their “ nostre bene mcrite Merctrici” 
at 12,000 of regulars, without including volunteers and 
local militia, on what authority I know not ; but it is 
perhaps the only part of the population not decreased. 
Venice once contained 200,000 inhabitants, there aro 
now about 90,000, and thcsi:!! few individuals can 
conceive, and none could describe tho actual state into 
which the more than infernal tyranny of Austria has 
plunged this unhappy city. j 


Note 11, page 257, line 2. 

I Then when the Bebrew^s in if^ palaeet. 

' The chief palaces on the Brenta now beloi^ to the 
Jews ; who in the earlier times of the repubhc were 
only allowed to inhabit Mestri, and not to enter the city*' 
of Venice, The whole commerce is in the han^ ^of 
the Jews and Greeks, and the Huns form the garrison 
Note 12, page 257, line 42. 

Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes. 

Of the first fifty Doges, abdicated— were 
banished with their eyes put out— were massa- 
cred — and nine deposed ; so that nineteen out of fifty 
lost the throne by violence, besides two who fell in • 
battle : this occurred long previous to the reign of Ma- 
rino Falicro. One of his more immediate predecessors, 
Andrea Dandolo, died of vexation. Marino Faliero 
himself perished as related. Among his successors, 
JPoscari^ after seeing his son repeatedly tortured and 
banished, was deposed, and died of breaking a hlood- 
ressel, on hearing the bell of Saint Mark’s toll for the 
ilectioij of his successor. Morosini was impeached 
iir the loss of Candia ; but this was previous to his 
ukedom, during which he conquered the Morea, and 
ras styled the Peloponnesian. Faliero might truly say, 

“ Thou den of drunkards with the blood of princes !” 

Note 13, page 257, line 79. 

Chiqf of the Ten. 

“(Jn Capo de’ Dieci” are the words of Sanuto’s 
Jhroniclo. 
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MCCCLIV. 

MARINO FALIERO DOGE XLIX. 

“Fu eletto dacniarant uno Elettori, il quale era Ca- 
raliere e conte diValdomarino in Trivigiana, ed era ricco, 
s St trovava ambasciadore a Roma. E a di 9, di Set- 
tembre, dopo sepollo il suo predecessore, fu chiamato 
il gran Consiglio, o fu preso di fare il Doge giusta il so- 
lito. E furono fatli i cinque Correttori, Scr Bernardo 
Oiustiniani Procuratore, Ser Paolo Loredano, Scr Fi- 
ippo Aurio, Ser Pietro Trivisano, e Ser Tommaso 
Inadro. 1 quali a di 10, misero questo correzioni alia 
^romozione del Doge: che i Consiglieri non odano gli 
^ratori e Nunzi de’ Signori, senza i Capi de’ quaranta, 
le possatio rispondere ad alcuiio, se non saranno quat- 
ro Consiglieri e due Capi de’ Quaranta. E che osser- 
rino la fonna del suo Capitolare. E che Messer lo 
Doge si metta nella miglior parte, quando i giudici tra 
oro non fossero d’ accordo. E ch’ egli non possa far 


1 aeiie aue pani oei vvoiisigiiu iie rregati. jtvm. uiiu 
n luogo di tro mila pelli di Conigli, che dobbon dare, i 
2aratinj per regalia al Doge, non trovandosi tante pelli, 
fli diano Ducati ottanta I’ anno. £ poi a dl 11, delto, 
nisero etiam altre correzioni, che se il I3oge, che sarh 
detto, fosse fuori di Venezia, i savi nossano prowedere 
lei suo ritorno. £ quando fosse il Doge ammalato, sia 
i^icedoge uno de’ Consiglieri, da essere eletto tra loro. 
S che ildetto sia nominato Viceluogotenente di Messer, 
o Doge, quando i giudici faranno i suoi atti. E nota, 
>erche tu fatto Doge uno, ch’ era assente, che fu Vice- 
loge Ser Marino Badoero pih vecchio de’ Consiglieri. 
itemf che il govemo del Ducato sia commesso a’ Con- 
dgUeri, e a* Capi de* Quaranta, quando vacherh il Du- 
tato finch^ sarb eletto I’ aitro Doge. £ cost a di 11 di 
Settembre fu crealo il prefatp Marino Faliero Doge. 
S to preso^ che il governo del Ducato sia commesso a’ 
JonaigUeri e a’ Capi de’ Quaranta. I quali stiano in 
Pblaxxo di continuo, fino che venrk il Doge, Sicch6 di 
K>ntiaiio atiano in Palazzo due Consiglieri e un Capo 


de’ Quaranta. E subito furono spedite lettere al dctlo 
Doge, il quale era a Roma Oratoro al Legato di Papa 
Innucenzo VI. ch’ era in Avignonc. Fu preso nel gran 
Consiglio d’cleggere dodici arnhasciadori incontro a 
Marino Faliero iLge, il quale veniva da Roma. E gi- 
unto a Chioggia, il Podesta mandh Taddeo Giustiniani 
suo figliuolo incontro, con qiiindici Ganzaruoli. E poi 
venuto a S. Clemente nel Bucintoro, venne un gran 
caligo, (uieo che il Bucintoro non si pot6 levare. Laondo 
il Doge co’ gentiluomini nello piatte vennero di lungo 
in quest a Terra a’ 5 d’Ottobre del 1354. E dovendo 
smontarc alia riva della Paglia per lo caligo andarono 
ad ismontare alia riva della Piazza in mezzo alle duo 
colonno dove si fb la Giustizia, che fu un malissimo au- 
giirio. E a’ 6, la mattina venne alia Chiesa di San 
Marco alia laudazione di quello. Era in questo tempo 
Cancellicr Grande Messer Benintende. I quarantuno 
Elettori furono, Scr Giovanni Contarini, Ser’ Andrea 
Giustiniani, Sor Michele Morossini, Ser Simone Dan- 
dolo, Ser Pietro Lando, Ser Marino Gradenigo, Scr 
Marco Dolfino, Sor Nicolb Faliero, Ser Giovanni Qui- 
rini, Scr Lorenzo Soranzo, Scr Marco Bemho, Sere 
Stefano Belcgno, Ser Francesco Loredano, Ser Ma- 
rino Veniero, Scr Giovanni Mocenigo, Ser Andrea 
Barba ro, Ser Lorenzo Barbarigo, Sor Bettino da Mol- 
lino, Ser Andrea Arizzo Procuratore, Ser Marco Celsi, 
Ser Paolo Donato, tSor Bertucci Grimani, Ser Pietro 
Steno, Ser I^uca Duodo, Ser’ Andrea Pisani, Ser Fran- 
cesco Caravello, Ser Jacopo IVivisano, Sere Schiavo 
Marcello, Sor Maffeo Aimo, Scr Marco Capello, Ser 
Poncrazio Giorgio, Ser Giovanni Foscarini, Scr Tom- 
maso Viadro, Sere Schiava Polani, Ser Marco Polo, 
Ser Marino Sagredo, Sere Stefano Mariani, Sor Fran- 
cesco Suriano, Ser Orio Pasqualigo, Ser’ Andrea Gritti 
Ser Buono da Mosto. 

“ Trattato di Messer Marino Faliero JDoge, iraUa da 
una (>onKa antica. Essendo venuto il Giovedl della 

accia, fu fatta giu.sta il solito la Caccia* E a’ que’ 
:empi dopo fatta la Caccia s’andava in Palazzo del Doge 
,n una di quelle sale, e con donne facevasi nna festic- 
ciuola, dove si ballava fino alia prima campana, e ve- 
niva una colazione ; la quale spesa faceva Messer lo 
Doge, quando v’ era la Dogaressa. E i>oscia tutti an- 



APPENDIX TO MARINO PAUERa 


2W 

davano a^a tua. Sopra la qual fosta, pare, che Ser I ci6 ch’era, li tagliaasero a pezai. E fieguito qaesta cfae 
Michele Steao, molto giovane e povero gentiluomo, raa* fosse chiamato per Signore Messer Marino PaUerQ 
ardito e astuto, il quale era mnamorato in certa don- Doge. E fermatelo cose tra loro, stabilitofu, che quest® 
zella della Dogaressa, esseudo sul Solajo appresso Ic dovess* esscre a’ 15d’ Aprile del 1355ingiomo diMer- 
jl^^nne, facesse cert atto non conveniente, aaeo che il coledl. La quale macchinazione trattata fu tra loro tanto 
Pa^e comando ch fosse buttato giii dal Solajo. E segretamente, che mai n6 pure so ne sospetlh, non che 
cosi quegli scudieri del Doge lo spinsero giu di quel se ne sapessecos’ alcuna. Ma ii Signor^ Iddio, che ha 
Solajo. Laonde a Ser Michele parve, die f/ssegli stata sempro ajutato questa gloriosissima ciith, e che per ie 
fatta troppo grande ignominia. E non considerando santimonie o giustizie sue mai non Tha abbaiidonata, 
allramente ii line, ma sopra quella passione fornita la ispirb a uii Bdtramo Bergamasco il quale fu niesso Capo 
festa, e andati tutti via, quella nolle egli andi), v suIla di quarant’ uoinini per uiio do’ detti congiurati (il quale 
cadrega, dove sedeva il Doge nella Sala dell’ Udienza intese ijualche parola, sicch^: coniprese I’efteto, che 
(perch*'! allora i Dogi non tenevano panno di sefa sopra doveva succedere, e il qual era di rasa di Ser Niccolb 
‘ la cadrega, ma sedovano in una cadrega di legno) scrissc Lioui di Santo Stofano) di an dare a dl ♦ * * d’ Aprile 
alcuge parole disorieste del Doge e della Dogaressa, a casa del detro Ser NiccoU) Lioni. E gli disso ogni 
dot : Marin Faliero dalla bella rno^lie : AUri la ^ode^ cosa deli* ordin dato. Il ipiale intese le cose, rimase 
ed tgli la mantiene. E la mattina furono vodutc tali pa- come morto j e intese molto particolaritii, il detto Bel- 
role scritte. E parve una brutta cosa. E per la Signoria traino il pregh che lo tenesse segreto, e glielo disse, ac- 
fu coramessa lacosa agli Avvogadori del Comune eon ciocchi^ il detto Ser Niccolhnon sipartisse di casa a dl 
grande cfficacia. I quali Avvogadori suhito diedero tag- 15, acciocch^ egli non fosse morto. Ed egli volendo par- 
lia grande per venire in chiaro della verit;i di chi avea tirsi, il feco ritenere asuoi di casa, c sorrarlo in unaca- 
scritto lal letlcra. K tandem ai seppe, che Michele Steno mera. Ed esso andh a casa di M. Giovanni Gradenigo 
aveale scritte. E fu per li Quaranta preso di rilenerlo ; e Nasonc, il quale fii poi Doge, die stava anch’egli a Santo 
ritenuto confessh, che in quella passione d’ esserc stato, Stefano; e dissegli la cosa. La quale parendogli, com*- 
spirito giu dal Solajo, present e la sua amurite, egli aveale era, d’una grandissirna irnportanza, tutti e due andarono 
scritte. Ondo poi fu jjlaciiato nel detto Coiisiglio, e a casa di Ser Marco Cornaro, che stava a San Felice, 
parve a! (Jorisiglio si per,rispetlo all’ eth, c<une per la E dettogli il tutto, tutti o tre deliberarono di venire a ca- 
caldozza d’aiiiore, di condannarlo a eompiere due niesi sa del detto Ser Niccol?) Liorii, ed esaminare il detto Bol- 
in prigione serrato, e poi ch’ e’ fosse baiulito di Venezia tramo, E queilo esaminato, intese le cose, il fecero stare 
e (hi! distretto per un’ anno. Per la qual coiidemiagione serrato. E andarono tutti e tre n Sail Salvatore in sa- 
tanio piccola il Doge ne- prese grande sd<'giio, pareii- cristia, emandoroiioi lorofamidi a chiiunare i Consigli- 
dogli che non fosse stata fatta (piella estirnaziont' della cri, gli Avvogadori, i Capi de’ Died, c que’ del ConsigTio. 
cosa, die ricercava la sua dignitii del Ducato. E diceva, K ridofti insieino dissero loro le cose. I quali rimasero 
oil’ eglino doveario averlo fatto appiccarc per la gola, o morti. E deliberarono di inandare pel detto Bdtramo, 
mltern bandirlo in perpetuo da Venezia. E perchti e fatlolo venire cautamente,cd esaininalolo,o verificate 
(quando dee succedere un’ effetto t necessario clio vi Ic cose, a ncorclu'" tie sentissero gran passioiic, pure pen- 
coneorra la cangione a fare tal’ eftel(o) era destinato, sarono la provvisiono. E mandarono pe’ Capi de* 
die a Messer Marino Doge fosse tagliata la testa, ner- Quaranta, pc’ Signori di notle, p^ Capi de’ Sestieri, 
ci6 occorse, che entrata la Quaresinia il giorrio tiopo e p^ Cinque della Pace. K ordinato, ch’ eglino co’ 
cue fu condatiniiio ii do.tio Ser Michele Siiuio, un gen- loro iiomini trovassero degli altri buoni uornini, e man- 
liluomo da Cii Barbaro, di iialura collcrico, andasse all’ dassero a casa cle’ capi do’ congiurati, tU mpra mettes- 
Arseiiale, doinandassc certe rose ai Padroni, ed era alia P<‘ro loro le mani addosso. E tolsero i detfi le Maestreri© 
pr»*senza dc’ Signori I’Arnniiraglio dell’ Arst'imle. ]l dell’ Arsenale, accioch^ i provvisionati do’ congiurati 
quale intesa la domanda, disse, chc non si pofeva fare, non potesserooffenderli. E si ridussero in Palazzo ver- 
iiuel gcntiliiomo venne a parole coll’ Animiraglio, e so la sera. Dove riilotti foccro serrare le porto della 
dicdegli un puguo su un’oee-hio. E pcrcli6 avea un’- corte del Palazzo. E mandarono a ordinare al cam- 
anello in dito, coll’ anello gli nqipe la [telle, o f'co sari- panaro, chc ncm sonasscle campane. E cos! fu esoguito, 
gu<'. E I’Ainrniraglio cosi battulo e insanguinnto andh o raessc le rnaiii addosso a tutti i nominati di sopra, furo- 
al Doge a lamontarsi, acciocche ii Doge facesse fare, noqiie’ condolti al Palazzo. E vedendo il Consigliod6| 
gran puniziune contra il detto da Ch Barbaro ; Il Ditge Dieci, che il Doge era nella cospiraziqne, prescro di 
disse: Vhe vuoi che ti farria? Guarda Ic ignominiose eleggero venti de’ primarj della TiTra, di giunta al detto 
parole Hcritte di me, c il modo ch'h stato punito ijiuel ri- Coiisiglio a consigliaro, non perh che potessero met- 
baldo di Michele Steno, che Ic scrissc. E quale slima tere pallotta. 

hanno i Quaranta fiUto della persona nostra? Laonde 1’- “1 Oonsiglicri furono qiiosti: Ser Giovanni M<w©- 

Ammiraglio gli disse : Messer lo Doge, sc vox voLetefarvi nigo, del Seatiero di San Marco; Ser Almorb Veniero 
Signore, e fare tagliare tutti quest.i becchi gentiluomini a da Santa Marina, del Sestiero di Castello; Ser Tom- 
pezzi, mi basta fanimo, dawlomi voi ajuto, d% farvi Sig- maso Viadro, del Sesfiero di Caneregio ; Ser Giovanni 
nore diquesta Terra. K allora voi potrete castigarc tutti Sanudo, do) Sestiero di Santa Croce ; Scr Pietro Tri- 
eostoro. Inteso questo, il Doge disse, Come si pub fare visano, del Sestiero di San Paolo; Ser Pantalione 
una simile cosa ? E cosi entrarono in ragionamento. Barbo il Grande, dfd Sestiero d’Ossoduro, Gli Avvo- 
“II Doge maridf) a chiamero Ser Bertuccio Faliero gadori del Coriiime furono Ser Zufrodo Morosini, e 
suonipote, il quale stava con lui in Palazzo, e entrarono Ser Orio Pasqualigo, e quest i non balloltarono. Q,ue’ 
in questa macchinazione. Ne si partironodi n,clie man- del Consiglio de’ Dieci ; furono: Ser Giovanni Mar- 
darono per Filippo Calendaro, uomo marittimo e di gran cello, Ser Tommaso Sanudo, e Ser Micheletto DolBno, 
se^uito, e per Bertuccio Israello, ingcgncrc e uomo as- Cafii del detto Consiglio de’ Dieci ; Ser Luca da Legge, 
tuCissimo. E consigliatisi insieme (fieae ordino di chia- e Scr Pietro da Mosto, Inniiisitori del deito Consiglio: 
marc alcuni altri. E cosi per alcuni giorni la notte si Ser Marco Polani, Ser Marino Veniero, Ser Ltindo 
riducevano insieme in Palazzo in casa del Doge. E Lombardo, Scr Nicoletto Trivisano da Sant’ Angiolo. 
chiamarono a parte a parte altri, videlicet Niccolh Fa- Ciuesti clossero tra loro una Giunta, nella notle ndotti 
giuolo, Giovanni da Corfii, Stefano Fagiano, Niccolb utiasi sul romper del giomo, di venti nobili di Venezia 
dalle Bende, Nicrolb Biondo, c Stefano Trivisano. de’ migliori, de’ piCi savj, c de’ pib antichi, per conmil- 
E ordinb di fare sedici o diciassetteCapi in diversi luoghi tare, non perb che mcltesscru pallottola. E non vi 
della Terra, i qualiavcssero cadaun di loro quarant’ vollero alcuno da Ch Faliero. E cacciarono fuori del 
uornini provvigionali, jireparati, non dicendo a’ detti suoi Consiglio Niccolb Faliero, e un’ altro Niccolb Faliero, 
quaranta quelTo, che volesscro faro. Ma che il giorno da San Tommaso, per essere della casaia del Doge. 
Btabilito si mostrasse di far quistion© tra loro in diversi E questa provigione di chiamare i venti della Giunta 
luoghi, acciocchb il Doge facesso sonare a San Marco fu molto conimendata per tutta la Terra. Questi 
le campane, fe quali non si possono suonare, s’ egli nol furono i venti della Giunta, Ser Marco Giustiniani,. 
comanda. E al suono dclie campane questi sedici o Procurator©, Ser’ Andreyi Erizzo, Procuratore, Sor 
diciassette co’ suoi uornini venissero a San Marco alle Lionardo Giustiniani, Procuratore, Ser’ Andrea Con- 
strade, che buttano in Piazza. E cosi i nobili e primarj tarini, Ser Simone Dandolo, Ser Niccolb Volpe, Ser 
cittadini, che venissero in Piazza, per sapere del romoro I Giovanni Loredano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovanni 
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Qradeniigo, Ser’ Andrva Cornaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco 
^ranzo, Sor Rinieri da Mosto^ Ser Gazano Marcello, 
Ser Marino Morosino, Sere Stefano Belecno, Snr 
Niccol<) Lioni, Ser Filippo Orio, Sor Marco Trivisaiio, 
Ser Jacopo Bragadino, Ser Giovanni Foscarini. E 
cliiaraati ouesti venti nel Consiglio de’ Dieci, fu man- 
dalo per Messer Marino Faliero Doge, il quale andava 
pel Palazzo con gran gente, genuluomini, e altra buoiia 
gente,cho non sapeano ancora corno il fatto siava. li 

; ue«to tr 3 mpo fu rondotto, preso, e legato, Bertuccl 
sracLlo, tino de’ Capi del iraltato per que’ di Santa 
Croce, c ancora fu preso Zanello del Brin, Nicolclto di 
Rosa, c Nicoletto Alberto, il Gnardjajra, e altri iicmiini 
da mare, e d’ altre cotulizioni. I (juali furono eHarninati 
e trovata la verith del tradimento. A di IGd’Aprilt 
fu sentenziato pel detto Consiglio de’ Pieei, che Filipnr 
Calandario, c jBertncci Israello fbsscro appiccati allt 
colonnc rosse del balconate del Palazzo, nellc qiiali sta 
a vedere il Doge la fesia d(dla Caccia. E cos'i furono 
appiccati con spranghe in bocca. E m l giorno se- 
guente’ qiiesti furono condanuati, Niccolb Zuccuolo, 
Nicoletto Blondo, Nicoletto l,>oro, Marco Giuda, Jaco- 
mello Dagolino, Nicoletto Fedele fgliuolu di Filippo 
Calendaro, Marco Torello, detto Israello, Stefano Tri- 
vifiano, camhiatore di Santa Margherita, Antonio dalle 
Bende. Furono tiitti presi a Cliloggla, che fuggivano, 
0 dipoi in diversi giorni a due a due, ed a uno a uno. 
per sentenza fatta nel detto Consiglio de’ Di<.*ci, fnroi. . 
appiccati per la gola alle colonne, continiiando dalle 
roase del Palazzo, seguendo fin verso il Canale. E 
altri presi furono lasciati, pcrchb sentirono il faUc», mu 
non VI furono tal cho fu dato loro ad intenderc; per 
questi capi, che vrnisscro coll’ arme, per prendtire 
alcuni maliattori in sorvigio della Signoria, nb allro 
sapeano. Fu encora liberate Nicoletto Alberto, il 
Guardiaga, e Bartolommeo Ciriuola, o kuo figliuolo, e 
molti altri, che non erano in col pa. 

“ E a di 16 d’ Aprlle, siorno di Venerdl, fu sentenziato 
not detto Cor»sigli<» de' , Dieci, di tagliare la, testa a Mes- 
ser Marino Faliero I)og(‘ sul pato della scala di pietra, 
dove i Dogi giurano il jjrimo sagruniento, qnando nion- 
tano prima in Palaz/o. K cusl serruto il Palazzo, la 
mattiiia seguente a ora di terza, fu tagliata la l<\sia al 
detto Doge a dl 17 d’ Aprile. E prirna la berreiia fu 
toltadi testa al (lotto Doge, avanli che venisse giii dalla 
scala. E compiuta la giuslizia, pare cho un Capo de’ 
Dieci andasso alle Colonne del Palazzo sopra la Piazza, 
e mostrasse la spada insanguinata a tutti, dicendo: E 
Etata fatta la gran giusiizia dvl Truditorti, E aperta la 
porta, tutti enlrarono d<5n1ro con gran furia a vedere il 
boge, e.h’ era stafo iustiziato. E’da safuTo, die a fare 
la (Jetta giustizia non fu Ser Giovanni Sanudo ilConsi- 
gliere, perchb era andato a casa ])cr difi'tlo della persona, 
sicchb furono quattordici S“li, cht.' bullotlarono, ciot^ 
cinque Consiglicri, e nove. dd Consiglio de’ Dieci. E 
fu proso, cho t\itti i beni del Doge fossero confiscati nel 
Cornune, e cosl degli altri tratlitori. Kl fu concedulo 
al detto Doge pel detto Consiglio de’ Dieci, ch’ egli po- 
lease ordinarc del suo per ducati due mila. Ancora fu 
preso, che tutti i ConsigUeri, e Avvogadori dd Coinunc, 
qiie’ del Consiglio de’ Dieci, e ddla Ginrifa, di’ erano 
stati a fare la detta sentenza dd Doge, d’alfri, avessero 
iicenza di portar’ arme di dl e di notle in Venezia e da 
Grado fmo a Gavarzc'rc, ch’ b sotto il Dogato, con due 
fanti in vita loro, stando i fanti con essi in casa al suo 
pane e al suo vino. K chi non avesse fanti, potessc dar 
tal Iicenza a’suoi figliuoli ovvero fratclli,due peroenon 
pill. Eziamlio fu data Iicenza dell’ arme a quattro Notaj 
della Caijcelleria, dob ddla Corte Maggiore, che furono 
a prendere le deposizi<mi e in(]|uisizioni, in perpetuo a 
loro soli, i quali furono Amadjo, Nicoletto di Loreno, 
Steffaneilo, e Pietro do’ Composldli, Serivani de’ Si- 
gnori di notte. Eil essendo stati iiiipiccati i traditori, c 
taghata la testa al Doge, rimasc la Terra in gran riposo 
e quiete. E conic in una cronica ho trovato, fu por- 
tato il corpo dd Doge in una barca con otto doppieri 
a soppdire ndla sua area a San Giovanni e Paolo, la 
presente b iu quell' andito per mezzo la Chie- 
^Toi Santa Maria ddla Fofei^fatia fare pel Vescovo 
‘ncllo di Bergamo, e uik catfsone di pietra con queste 
Heic jjdcet Donik^i Marinus FaletTc l)ux, E 
I gran Consiglio non gH ^ state fatto alcun brieve, ma 


il luogo vacuo conlettere, che dicono cosi: Hio eithcHi 
Manni Faktroy decapitati pro criminilm, £ pare, che 
la sua casa fosse data alia Chiesa di SanP Apostolo, la 
qua! era quclla grande sul pontc, Tamtn yedo il con- 
trario che b pure di Cl* Faliero, o die i Falieri la ricu-. 
perassero con danari dalla Chiesa. Nb voglio restai;,;ih 
scrivero alcuni, che volevano, die fosse messo nd suo 
breve, cio6: Marinun Faletro DuXy temeritas me cepity 
pcmait luif decapitaivA pro criminihus. Altri vi fecero 
nil dislico a.s'sai degno al suo ineriio, il quale d questo, 
da ces.sere posio sii la sua scpollura : 

“Dux Vene(mu jartt bclc, |)ntriam qui proitere tentaiM, 
Sceptra, dt'* us, ffusum, perdidit, atque caput.” 

‘‘Non voglio restar di scrivero quello che ho letto in 
una cronica, ciob, che, Marino Faliero trovandosi,J*o- 
destii e Capitauo a Treviso, e dovendosi fare una pro- 
coK.«ione, il vescovo stette troppo a far venire il Corpo 
di Crislo, Il detto Faliero era di tanta superbiae ar- 
roganza, che diede un bufifelto al prefato Vescovo, per 
inodo ch’ egli quasi caddo in terra. Per?) fu pormesso, 
che il Faliero perdotte I’mtelletto, e fece la mala mortp, 
onie lio scrilto di sopra.” 

Cronica di Sunuto — Muratori S. S. Rerum Italicanim 
— vol. xxii. 628 — 639. 

II. 

MCCCLIV. 

MARINO FALIERO, DOGE XLIX. 

On the ch‘verith day of iScpternher, in the year of 
our Lord 1354, Marino Faliero was elet'ted and chosen 
to bo the Duke, of the Commonwealth of Venice. lie 
w-aa Count of Valdeniarino, in the marches of Treviso, 
and a Knight and a wealthy man to hoot. As soon as 
the eleciioii was cornpletod, it was resolved in iho 
Groat Council, that a dt'pulalion of twelve shoulti be 
deKuatched to Marino Faliero, the Duke, who was llien 
on his W'ay from Rome ; for, wdion he was cliosmi, he 
was ambassador at the court of the Holy Fallu'r, at 
Rome, — the Holy Fatlier idni.self held hl.s court al 
Avignon. When Messer Marino Faliero, the Duke, 
was about to land in this eily, on the 5lh day of Oe- 
tober, 1354, a thick lmz(} came on, and (liiikenec) ihe 
air; ami he was enforced to land on the place of Saint 
Mark, between the two columns, on the spot where 
evildoers are put lo deatli; and all ihonghi tliat lliis 
was tlui worst of tokens. — Nor must I Ougei to w'rite 
that whi'di I have read in a chronicle. — When AIes.ser 
Marino Faliero was pocicsla and Cujiluin of Treviso, 
he bishop delated coming in with the lioly sacrament, 
m a day w hen a procession was lo lake place. Now 
die said Marino Faliero was so very proud and wratli- 
,'ul, that he bulfelcd tlie bishop, and alnio.st struck him 
-o the ground. And therefore, Heaven ullowi'd Ma- 
rino Faliero to go out of ins right senses, in order that 
le might bring himself to an evil death. 

When this t)uke liad held the dnktdoin during nine 
months and six days, he being wicked and ambitions, 
sought to make himself lord of Venice, in the manner 
which 1 have read in an ancient (dironiclc. When the 
Thursday arrived upon which they w'erc wont to hunt 
the bull, the bull-liuut took place as usual ; and, ac- 
cording to the usage of those times, after tho bull-hunt 
had endtal, tliey all procotaled unto the palace of tlks 
Duke, and assembled together in one of his hails ; and 
they disported themselves with the women, And until 
the first bell tolled they danced, and tlien a banquet 
was served up. My Lord the Duke paid the expciisea 
thereof, provided lie had a Duchess, and after the ban- 
quet they all returned to their homes. 

Now to this feast there came a certain Ser Michele 
Steno, a gentleman of poor estate and very young, but 
erttfiy and daring, and who loved one of the damsels of 
the Duchess, oer Michele stood among the women 
upon the solajo ; and he bfdiaved indiscreetly, so that 
my Lord the Duke ordered that he should he kicked off 
the solajo ; and the esquires of the Duke flung him 
down from Uie solajo accordingly. Ser Michele thought 
that such an affront was beyond all bearing ; and when 
the feast was over and all other persons had left tho 
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atace* he, oontinuins healed with anger, went to the 
all of audience, and wrote certain unseemly words 
relating to the Duke and the Duchess, upon the chair 
in which the Duke was used to sit ; for in those days 
the Duke did not cover his chair with cloth of seadal, 
nn he sat in a chair of wood. Ser Michele wrote 
thereon : — ” Marin Falier^ the husband of the fair wife; 
others kiss her, but he keeps her?^ In the morniiig the 
words were seen, and the mailer wa^ considered "to he 
Very scandalous ; and the Senate cotninanded the Av- 
vogadori of the Commonwealth to proceed therein with 
the greatest diligence. A largess of {,Teat amount was 
immediately prolfered by the Avvctgadori, in order to 
discover who had writt<‘ri these vv«)r(ls. And at len<^th 
it was known that Mic.liele Sic^no liad wntttm ihJln. 
It resolved in the Council of Forty that he should 
be arrested; and ho then confessed, that in a tit of vex- 
ation and spite, occasioned by ids being thrust olf the 
solajo in tho presence of his mistress, he had written 
the words. Therefore the Council debated tliereon. 
And the Council took his youth into conskhjration, and 
that lie was a lover, and therefore they adjudged that 
he should be kept in close con(inciiient during two 
months, and that afterwards he should be banished from 
Venice and the slate during one year. In coiiseipicnce 
of this merciful sentence the Duke herame exceedingly 
wroth, it appearing to him that the Coiiueil had not 
acted ill such a manner as was required by tho respect 
due to his ducal dignify; and ho said that they ought 
t«* have condemned iSer Michele to be hanged by tlie 
neck, or at least to he banished for life. 

Now It was fated that my Dud f)uke Marino was to 
have his head cut olT. And as if is necessary, when 
any (dlect is to be brought about, that thi; came of such 
effect must happen, it therefore came to pass, that on the 
very day after sentenci^ had Ikhui pronounced on Sor 
Michele Steno, being llie first <Iay ol Lent, a gcntloinan 
of tho house of Barbaro, a choleric genlieman, went to 
the arsenal and requireil certain ihings of the masters 
fff tho galleys. This he did in the presence of the 
iidniiral of tho arsenal, atid be, hearing llie reipu'st, 
answcrcMl, — No, it cannot he done. — High words arosi' 
jetwoen the gentleman and the admiral, and the geii^ 
leutan struck him with Ins list just above the eye, and 
IS he liafipened to have a ling on ins tingiT, the ring 
'lit the admiral and drew blood. Tlie ailmiral, all 
iruiscd and bloody, ran siraight to tlie Duke to coin- 
dairi, and with the iiueni of [iraying him to iiinicl some 
icayy puiiLshmeiif upon tlie gentleman of Ca Barbaro. 
— “ What wouldst thou liave me do for thee T answered 
he Duke; — “ think upon the .sharnefid gibe vvhicli hath 
>een written concerning me; and tliink on the manner 
n which they have punished that ribald Michele Steno, 
vho wrote it"; and see how the Council of Forty re.sj. 

•ur person.” — Upon lliis the admiral answered ; — 
My Lord Duke, if you would wisli to make yourself a 
rince, and to cut all those cuckoldygentlermm to piecc.s, 
have the heart, if you do but lu.d]i me, to make yiHi 
rince of all this state; and llien you may puinsli llieni 
11.” — Hearing this, the Duke .said ; — “ How can su<di 
matter be brought about — and so they discoursetl 
liereon. 

The Duke called for his nephew, Ser Bcrtuccio Fa- 
ero, who lived with him in the palace, and they com- 
umed about this plot. And, witliout leaving the place, 
aey sent for Philip Calcndaro, a .seaman of great ro- 
ute, and for Bertuccio Israello, who was exceedingly 
dly and cunning. Then taking counsel among theni- 
lilves, they agreed to call in some otliers ; and so for 
svcral nights successively, they met with tlie Duke at 
cine in his palace. And the following men were called 
i singly ; to wit ; — Niccolo Fagiuolo, Giovanni da 
lorfu, Stofano Fagiano, Niccolo dalle Bendi:, Niccolo 
liondo,and Stefano Trivisano. — It was concerted tJiat 
xtcen or seventeen leaders shouhl bo stationed in va- 
ous parts of the city, eacli being at the head of forty 
len, armed and prepared ; but tlie followers were not 
) know their destination. On the appointed day they 
ere to make affrays among themselves hero and there, 
i order that tho Duke might have a pretence for lolling 
\e bells of San Marco : toese bells are never rung but 
y the order of the Duke. And at the sound of the 
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bells, these sixteen or seventeen, with their followersf 
were to come to San Marco, through the streets which 
open upon the Piarza. And when tho noble and lea<l^ 
ing citizens should come into the Piazza, to know the 
cause of the riot, then the conspirators were to cut 
them in pieces ; and this work being tinished, my Lord 
Marino Falicro the Duke was to be proclaimed tho 
Lord of Venice. Things having been thus settled, 
they agreed to fulfil their intent on Wednesday, the 
fifteenth day of April, in the year 1365. So covertly 
did they plot, that no one ever dreamt of their machi- 
nations. 

But the Lord, who hath always helped this most 
glorious city, and who, loving its righieousneas and 
holiness, halli ncvisr forsaken it, inspired one Bcltramo 
Bergamasco to bo the cause of bringing the plot to light 
in the following manner. This Beltramo, who bo- 
longiid to Ser Niccolo Lioni of Santo Stefano, had 
heard a w’ord or two of what was to take place ; and 
.so, in the before-mentioned month of April, he went 
to the house of tho aforesaid Scr Niccolo Lioni, and 
told him all the particulars of tho plot. Ser Niccolo, 
when he heard all these things, was struck dead, as it 
were, with allright. lie heard all the particulars, and 
Beltramo prayed him to keep it all secret ; and if he 
fold Scr Niccolo, it was in order that Ser Niccolo 
nnglit stop tat home on the fiftecnlh of April, and Ihu.'? 
save his life, Beltramo wa.-? going, but Sor Niccolo 
ordered his servants to lay hands upon him and lock 
him up. Ser Niccolo then went to the house of Mes- 
ser Giovanni Gratleiiigo Nasoni, who afterwardfl 
became Duke, and who also lived at Santo Stefano, 
and told him all. 'J'lie matter seemed to liim to be of 
tJie very greatest importance, as indeed it was ; and 
they two went to the house of Ser Marco Coiiaro, wdio 
lived at San Felice ; and, liaving spoken with him, they 
all three then determined to go hack to tho house of 
Ser Niccolo Tnoni, to examine the said Beltramo ; and 
having qneslioneil him, and heard all that he had to 
say, they left him in conrmement. And then they all 
threci went into tlie sacristy of San Salvatore, and sent 
tlieir imm to Kiirnnion the (^loiincillors, the Avvogadori, 
the ('a])i do’ Dieei, and those of the Great Council. 

WInm all were assembled, tJie whole story was told 
to lln;m. They were struck dead, as it were, with 
allright. They determined to send for Bellraino, Ho 
vva'< brought in bdbre. them. They examined him, and 
ascciiained that the mat I er was true; and, although 
l!i«;y were e,\ceeding!y trouble.d, yet they dclerminod 
ui>o'ii ihcir measures^ And they sent flir tho Capi de’ 
Qiiarantn, the Signori di Notfe, tiu’ Capi de’Sestieri, 
and the Ciricpie della Puce ; and they were ordered to 
us.soi-iatc to their nu n other good men and true, who 
proceed to llu; houses of the ringleafliTS of the 
conspiracy and secure lln*in. And they Hcoured the 
ftjrcman of the arsenal, in onler that the conspirators 
might not do iuisehn;f. 'I'owurds nightfall they asseni- 
hled ill the palace. When they were assembled in 
the palatu', tiiey caused the gatc.s of the (|ua«(ranglc of 
the palace to be shut. And they sent to (he. keeper of 
the. bell tower, and flu bade the lolling of the bells. All 
tliis was carncvl into e.ft’ect. The betore-merilioned 
ei inspirators were secured, and they were brought to 
the palace; and as the Council ofTrmsaw that the 
Duke w’as in the plot, they resolved that twenty of the 
b'ading men of the slate should Ixi a.ssociated to them, 
for the purpose of consultation and deliberation, but 
lial they should not he allowed to ballot 
The counsellors were tho following: Ser Giovanni 
Mocenigo, of the Sestiero of San Marco ; Ser Alinoro 
Veniero da Santa Marina, of the Sestiero of Castello ; 
Ser Toinma.so Viatlro, of the Sestiero ofCanercgio; 
Scr Giovanni Saniulo, of the Sestiero of Santa Croce ; 
Ser Pietro Trivisano, of the Sestiero of San Paola ; 
Ser Pantaliorie Bar ho il Grande, of the Sc.<*ti(;ro of 0«- 
.soduro. The Avvogadori of the Commonwealth wore 
Zufredo Morosini, and Scr Orio Paaqualigo ; and theao 
did not ballot. Those of the Council of Ten were Ser 
Giovanni Mawello, Ser Tommaso Sanudo^ and Ser 
Michele tto Dolftno, the Heads of the aforesaid Council 
of Ten. Ser Luca da Legge, and Ser Fietro da Mosto, 
inquisitors of the aforesaid Council. And Ser Marco 
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Poknii Set Marmo YenierO) 6er Lando Lombardo, councillor, was not present when the aibrosaidfiantenoa 
and Ser Nicoletto Trivisano, of Sant’ Angelo. was pronounced ; because he was unwell and remind 

fj^Late in the night, just before the dawning, they at home. So that only fourteen balloted; that is to 
chose a junta of twenty noblemen of Venice from say, five councillors, and nine of the Council of Ten. 


Faliero, and another Niccolo Faliero, of San Tommaso, was resolved in the Council of Ten, that he should be 
were expelled from the Council, because they belonged allowed to dispose of two thousand ducats out of his 
to the lamily of the Doge. And this resolution of own properly. And it was resolved, that all the coun- 


Procuratore. Ser’ Andrea Erizzo, Procuratorr, Ser Lio- Duke and the other traitors. 


t passing 
s, should 


have the privilege 


nardo Ghistiniani, Procuratore, Ser’ Andrea Contarini, of carrying arms both by day and by night in Venice, 
Ser Simone Dandolo, Ser Nicxjolo Volpe, Ser Giovan- and from Grado to Cavazere. And they were also to 
ni Loredano, Ser Marco Diedo, Ser Giovanni Graden- be allowed two footmen carrying arms, the aforesaid 
igo, Ser Andrea Comaro, Cavaliere, Ser Marco So- footmen living and boarding with them in their own 
ranzo, Ser Rinieri da Mosto, Ser Gazano Marcello, house.s. And ho who did not keep two footmen might 
Ser Marino Morosini, Ser Stefano Belegno, Ser Nic- transfer the privilege to his sons or his brothers ; but 
colo Lioni, Ser Filippo Orio, Ser Marco Trivisano, only to two. Permission of carrying arms was also 
Ser Jacopo Bragadino, Ser Giovanni Foscarina. granted to the four Notaries of the Chancery, that is 

These twenty were accordingly called into the Coun- to say, of the Supreme Court, who took the deposi- 
cil of Ton ; and they sent for my Lord Marino Faliero tions^; and they were Amedio, Nicoletto di Lorino, 
the Duko ; and my Lord Marino was tlien consorting Sieffanello, and ’Pietro de Compostelli, the secretaries 
in the palace with people of great estate, gentlemen, of the Signori di Nolle. 

and other good men, none of whom knew yet how the After the traitors had been hanged, and the Duke 
fact stood. had his head cut oflj the state remained in great 

At the same time Bcrtuccio Isracllo, who, as one of tranquillity and peace. And, as I have read in a chron- 
the ringleaders, was to head the conwspirators in Santa icie, the corpse of the Duke was removed in a barge; 
Croce, was arrested and bound, and brought before the with eight torches, to his tomb in the churtdi of Sari 
Council. Zanello del Brin, Nicoletto di Rosa, Nico- Giovanni e Paolo, where it was buried. I'he tomb is 
lelto Alberto, and the Guardiaga, were also taken to- now in that aisle in the middle of the little church of 
gelher, with several seamen, and people of various Santa Maria della Patuj, which was built by Bishop 
ranks. These were examined, and the truth oflht! plot Gabriel of Bergamo. It is a cotlin of stone, with these 
was ascertained. words engraved thereon: I/cicJarct I/omirtus Mari^ 

On the sixteenth of April, judgment was given in tlie nm FtdHro Xh/j?.”— And they did not paint his portrait 
Council of Ten, that Filippo Calendaro and Berluccic in the hall of the Great Council But in the jilaco 

Israello should bo hanged upon the re«l pillars of the where it ought to have been, you sec these words: - 

balcony of the palace, from which the Duke is wont to •‘//fr m humn Marini Faltiro^ dccapitati jyro criminihus"'^ 
look at the bull-hunt : and they were hanged with gags and it is thought that his house was granted to Iho 
in their mouths. church of Sant’ Aix'stolo ; it was that great one near 

The next day the following wore condemned :— Nic- the bridge. Yet this C(»uld not he the case, or else the 
colo Zuccuolo, Nicoletto Blondo, Nicoletto Doro, Mar- family bought it luic.k from the church; for it still bc- 
co Giuda, Jacomello Dagolino, Nicoletto Fidele, the longs to Cii Faliero. I must not refrain from notin<r, 
son of Philip Calendaro, Marco Torello, called Isracllo, that some wished to write the following words in the 
Stefano Trivisano, the money-changer of Santa Mar- place where his portrait ought to have hern, as afore- 
gherita, and Aitonio dalle Berule. These were all said « Mamms Faktro trmnitas me cepity 

taken at Chiozza, for they were endeavouring to escape, pwnas lui, dccapitatux pro cr}>iinit> 7 «.”—Orhors, also 
Aflerwards, by virtue of the sentence which was passed indited a couplet, worthy of being inscribed upon his 
upon them in the Council of Ten, they were hanged on tomb, 

.uccewive day,, some singly and some in couples, i.fKn. .. Ven.i.™ ijci l„ic. p.rri.m oul 


, •' r i ” • /• I ' 'i * i ' “ Venetum jRcet heic, putriam out iiroiterc tenlani, 

the columns ot the palace, beginning from the red col- Kceptra, dfcut, ceiwum, j«>rdulii, aique caput.” 

umns, and so going onwards towards the canal. And [Ifm fortWa excellent tranulattnnof the old chronicle to Mr, 
other prisoners were discharged, because, although tlicv i 'T’ 5'‘’***^*'t J® whom the rentier will fliul himaeir indebted for a veraion 
had been involved in the conspiracy, yet theyfad '“*■ 

assisted m it : for they were given to understand by 

some of the heads of the plot, that they were to come ' — — 

armed and prepared for the service of the state, and j 
in order to secure certain criminals, and they knew ' 

nothing else, Nicoletto Alberto, the Guardiaga. and Al giovane Doge Andrea Dandolo succedetic un 
Bartolommeo Ciriuola and his son, and several others, vocchio, il quale tnrtfisi pose al timorie della renubblica. 


who were not guilty, were discharged. 


ma Borapre prima di quel, che facca d’uopo a lui, ed alia 


On Friday, the sixteenth day of April, iudgmenl patria r cgU ^ Marino Faliero personnaggio a me noto 
was also given, in the aforesaid Council of Ten, that per antica diraeslichezza. Falsa era I’ opinione intomo 
my Lord Marino Faliero, the Duke, should have his a lui, giacch^i egli si mostrh fornito piu di coraggio 
head cut off, and that the execution should be done on che di senno. Non pago della prima dignitk entrb 
the landing-place of the stone staircase, where the con sinistro piode nel pubblico Palazzo : imperciocch^ 
Dukes take their oath when they first enter the palace, questo Doge dei Veneti, magistrate sacro in tuiti i se- 
On the following day, the seventeenth of April, the coli, che dkgli antichi fu sempre venerate qual numc in 
doors of the palace being shut, the Duke had his head quelia citth 1’ altr’ jeri fu decollate nel vestibolo dell’ 
cut off, about the hour of noon. And the cap of estate istesso Palazzo. Discorrerci fin dal principio le cause 
was taken from the Duke’s head before he came down di un talc evento, se cosl vario, ed ambiguo non ne 
stairs. When the execution was over, il is said that fosse il grido. Nessuno perb lo scusa, tuttf affermano 
on© of the Council of Ten went to the columns of the che egli abbia voluto cangiar qualche cosa nell’ ordine' 
palaoe over against the place of St. Mark, and that he della repubblica a lui tramandato dai maggiori Che 


stairs. When the execution was over, il is said that fosse il grido. Nessuno peri) lo scusa, tuttf affermano 
on© of the Council of Ten went to the columns of the che egli abbia voluto cangiar qualche cosa nell’ ordine' 
palaoe over against the place of St. Mark, and that he della repubblica a lui tramandato dai maggiori. Che 
showed the bloody sword unto the people, crying out desiderava egli dipih? lo son d’awiso, che egli abbia 
with a loud voice— “The terrible doom hath fallen ottenuto cib, che non si concedetto a nessun altro* 
uiKMi the trjutor!’’--.and the doors were opened, and mentre aderapiva gli ufficj di legato presso il Pontefic© 
the i^^e all ru^ed m, to R©e“ the corpse of the L>uke e sulle rive del Hodano traUva la pace, che io prime 
who had been beheaded, di lui avevo indamo tentato di conchiudere, gU fb oob- 

It must be known, that Ser Giovanni Sanudo,the feritol* onore del Duento, che nb chiedeva, nl s* aapet- 



Uva. Tomato io patria, ponsb a qucllo, cui nessuno 



f 10 vidi, ovc i suoi antenati avevano ricevuti gfandissixni • r* n vi v 

■ U'ori in mezzo alle pompe trionfali, ivi egli fu trascina- ' 
to in modo servile, e spogUato delle insegne ducali, «A ces attaqucs si fi^qwentcs que le gouvernement 
perdette la testa, e macchio col proprio sangue le soglie dirigeail contre le clerg^ h ces luttcs 6tablies entre les 
del tempio, I atrio del Palazzo, e le scale marmoree dilferens corps constiiues, h ces entrcprises de la masse 
rei^ute spesso volte iHustri o dalle solenni festivitk, o do la noblesse contre les d<^positairos du pouvoir, 
dalle OStlll spogiie. Ho notato il luogo. ora noto il routes cos tironoRitions d'innnvntinn nili RA tArminniA 



. .... ‘ I -- dans ceux ou les lois civiles et religieuses per- 

attendi il giudipo ; assolvo il popolo, se credere alia mettent de le dissoudre. Faure de pouvoir rompre le 
lama, benche abbia potutu e castigare piu mitamente, contrat, on supposait au’il n’avait jamais exist6, et lea 

Imoyens de nullite, ailegues avec impudeur par les 


e con maggior dolcezza vendicare , ii suo dolore : ma 
non cosi facilmente, si modera un’ ira giusta insieme, e 
grande in un numeroso popolo principalinentc, nel 
Uoso, ed instaoile volgo aguzza gli stiinoli 


epoux, etaient adtnis avec la inline facilite par des ma- 
gistrats et par des pr6tres egalemcnt corrompus. Ces 
divorces colores d’un autre nom devinrent si frequents. 

; I.. J 


® sconsigliati clamori. Corn- ue I’acto le plus important de la socictc civile se trouva 
patwco, e nell istosso tempo mi adiro con quell’ infelice tie la competence d un tribunal dVjxception, et que ce 
uomo, il quale adorno di un’ itisolito onore, non so che fut a la police do n^primer It* scandale. Le consoii des 
estrorni anni della sua vita; la dix ordonna, en 1782, quo toute femme qui intenteratt 
oalamita di lui diyieno senipro piu grave, pcrch^ dalla unc demande ou dissolution do manage serait obligee 
sentenza contra di esso promuigata aperiri, die egli fu d’en attendro le jugernent dans un couverit que le tri- 
non solo misoro, rna insano, e demonte, e cfic con vane buaaldesignerait.* BioutOt apriis il 6voqua aevant tui 
artisi usurpb per tanti anni una falsa fania disapienza. toutes les causes de cotte nature.f Cet eimpi^temont 
Ammomseqi .Dogi, i quali gli succedcrarmo, che questo sur la jurisdiction ecclesiastique ayant oceasionnt^^ des 
e unesempiQ posto iniianzi ailoro occlii, quale specchio reclamations dt*, la part do la cour do Rome, le conseil 
nel qualo vegj^no di essere non Signori, ma Duci, se reserva le droit de debouter les 6poux do leur de- 
^zi nemmcnoDuci,ma onorati fiervi della Uepubblica. mande; et consentit a la renvoyer devant I’officialitt^, 
i u sta sano ; e giacche fluttua.no le publicche cose, toutes les foies qu’il ne I’aurait pas rejetee.J 
slorziamoci di governar modestissimamenle i privati “ Ij y eut un moment oh sans doute le ronversenient 
nOstri aflari. ... des fortunes, la perte des jounes gens, les discordos do- 

Levati, Viaggi di Petrarca^ vol. iv. p. 323. mestiquos, detcrrninftrent lo gouvtjrnernent h s’^carter 
, des maxime.s qu’il s’etait faites sur la liberty de mceurs 

The above Italian translation from the Latin epistles qu’il permottait ii ses sujets ; on chas.sa de Venise toutes 
of Petrajrh, proves — 'os courtisanes. Mais leur absence nesuflisait pas pour 

Istly, That Marino Paliero was a norsonal friend ofj •ameiieraux bonnes mmurs toute une population ^lev^e 
Petrarch s ; “ antica dimestichezza,” oid intimacy, is the lan.s la }>lus honteuse licence, Lc dcsordre pendtra 
the poet. dans I’interieur des families, dans les cloltres ; et I’on se 

2dly, That Petrarch thought that he had more cou- crut obligi^ do rappeler,d’indcmniscrin^me§ dovS femmes 

, f|ni surprenaient quelqiinfois d’importants secrets, et 
Sdly, That there was .some jealousy on the part of' r|u’oa pouvail employer utilement h ruin(*r des hommos 
i^trarch; for he says that Marino Faliero was treating' que leur fortune auruit pu rondre dangereux. Pepuis, 
of the peace^ which he himself had “ vainly attempted la licence est toujours all»‘e croissant, et I’on a vu non 

seuloment des mt>res trafiquor de la virginity de lours 


M , - . protection ( 

been granted to any other in like circum.siances, <‘cih “Les parloirs des couvents ou ctaiont renferm^es les 
che non si concedette a nessun allro “ proof of the fillcs nobles, les mat.sons des courtisanes, quoique la 
nigh este^ in which he must have boon held.” police y entretint soigneusement un grand nombre de 

® . V) That he had a reputation for wisdom^ only surveilfans, etaient les seuls points de reunion de la so- 
lorteited by the last enterprise of his life, “ si surpo ciet^ de Venise, et dans cos deux endroits si divers on 
per tanti anni una falsa fama di sapienza,” — “He had etait egalemcnt libre. La musique, les collations, la 
usuiped fw so many years a false fame of wisdom galanterie, n’etaient pas plus interdites dans les parloirs 
rather a diflicuU ta^k, I should think. People are gone- que dans les casiiis. II y avait un grand nombre de 
rally found out before eighty years of age, at least in a casin.s destin^.8 aux reunions publioues, oh lo jcu ^tait 
republic. . l i principale occupation de la society. C’etait un sin- 

1^ rom these, ^d the other historical notes which I gulior spectacle de voir autourd’une table des personnel 
have collected, it may be inferred that Marino Faliero des deux sexes en masque, et de graves personnages en 
possessed fnany of the qualities, but not the success of robe de magistrature, implorantlo hasard, passant des 
a hero ; and that his passions were too violent. The angoisses du desespoir aux illusions do I’csp^rance, et 
paltry and ignorant account of Dr, Moore falls to the cela sans proferer une parole, 
ground. Petrarch says, “that there had been no “ Les riches avaient des casins particuliers ; mais its 
peater event in his tiroes,’ (<wr times literally,) “ nostri y vivaient avec myst6re ; leurs (bmmes d^iaisi^es trou- 
mpi, in Italy. He also differs from the historian in vaient un d^dommagement dans la liberty dont elles 
saying tliat Faliero was “on the banks of the Rhone” 

instead of at Rome, when elected ; the other accounts „ , » ^ 

say, that the deputation of the Venetian senate mot ^ ^ 

mm at Ravenna. How this may have been, it is not t iwd. mpScbedu ’si AoOi. 

▼e^e, and perhaps of Italy, As it », what are they ' mm udteomimiUoo id> * " 

both^ *^1 H M*wr, D«crl^l4diid(» 


icijuriflUM d« £ 

' tom. tt. m M. Arebmhottft, abSfMwi 
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jouiasaient ; la corruption des mcBurs les avait privies 
de tout leur empire ; on vient de parcourir touto 
toire de Venise^ et on ne les a pas vues une soule fois 
exercer la moindre influence.” 


V. 

Extract frem the History of the Republic of Venice, by 

P. Daru, Member of the French Academy, vol. v. b. 

xxxiv. p. 95, A.C. Paris Edit. 1819. 

*‘To these attacks, so frequently pointed by the 
government against the clergy, — to the continual strug- 
gles between the diflerent constituted bodies, — to those 
enterprises carried on by tlie mass of the nobles against 
the depositories of power, — to all those projects of inno- 
vation, which always ended by a stroke of slate policy; 
we must add a cause not less fitted to spread contempt 
for ancient doctrines ; this teas the excess of corrupt 
tion, 

“That freedom of manners wiiich had been long 
boasted of as the princijjal chnrrn of V enetian society, 
had degenerated into scandalous licentiousness : the tie 
of marriage was less sacred in that Catholic country, 
than among those nations wlicro the laws and religion 
admit of its being dissolvc'd. Because tlicy could not 
break the contract, they leigned that it had not existed ; 
and the ground of nullity, immodestly alleged by th< 
married pair, was admitted with c(jual facility by priests 
and magistrates, alike corrupt. These divorces, veiled 
under another name, became so frequent, that the most 
important act of civil society was di.scovercd to be 
amenaiile to a tribunal of exceptions ; and to restrain 
the open scandal of siicli proceedings became th<‘ office 
of the police. In I? R2 the Council of T<5n decreed, that 
every woman who should sue for a dissolution <if her 
marriage sliould be (unupelled to await the decision of 
the judges in some convent, to be named by the court.* 
Soon aiterwards the same council sumnioncd all causes 
of that nature betbro itaeir.j This infringement on 
ecclesiastical jurisdiction having occasioned hoiiic re- 
monstrance from Borne, the council retained only the 
right of rejecting the petition of the married }»ersons, 
and consented to refer such causes to the holy uflico as 
it should not previously have rejected.^' 

. “ There was a moment in wdiicli, doubtless, the de- 
struction of private fortunes, tlic ruin of youth, tiie do- 
mestic discord oi'.casioned by these abuses, determined 
the government to depart from its established maxims 
concerning the freedom of manners allowed the subject. 
All the courtesans were banished from Venice ; but their 
absence was not enough to reclaim and bring back 
good morals to a. whole people brouglit U|) in the most | 
scandalous licentiousness. Depravity reached the very 
bosoms of private families, and even into the cloister ; 
and they found themselves obligi'.d lo recall, and even 
lo iudemnify§ women who sonietmies gained posses- 
sion of important secrets, and who might bo usefully 
employed in the ruin of men whose fortunes might 
have rendered them dangerous. Since that time licen- 
tiousness has gone on increasing, and we have seen 
mothers, not only selling the innocence of their daugh- 
ters, but selling it by a contract, authenticated by the 
siniatiire of a public officer, and the performance ofi 
which was secured by the protection of the laws.jj 

The parlours of me convents of noble ladies, and 
the houses of the courtesans, though the police carefully 
kept up a number of spies about them, were the only 
assemblies for society in Venice ; and in these two 
places, so different from each other, there was equal 
freedom. Music, collations, gallantry, were not more 
forbidden in the parlours than at the casinos. There 
were a number of casinos for the purpose of public 
assemblies, where gaming was the principal pursuit of 


the company. It was a strange sight to aee periofis of 
either sex masked, or grave personages in their m^s- 
terial robes, round a table, invoking chance, and giving 
way at one instant to the agonies of despair, at the next 
to the Uluaions of hope, and that without uttering , 
single word. . . ^ 

“ The rich had private casinos, but they lived incog- 
nito in them ; and the wives whom they abandoned 
found compensation in the Uberty they enj^ed. The 
corruption of morals had deprived them of their em- 
pire. We have just reviewed the whole history of 
Venice, and we have not once seen them exercise the 
slightest influence.” 

From the present decay and degeneracy of Venice ’ 
under the barbarians, there are some honourable^indi- 
vidual exceptions. There is Pasqualigo, the last* and 
alas ! posthumous son of the marriage of the Doges with 
the Adriatic, who fought his frigate with far greater 
gallantry than any of his French coadjutors in the me- 
morable uclion ofi Lissa. I came home in the squadron 
with the prizes in 1811, and recollect to have heard Sir 
William Hosttr, and the other officers engaged in that 
glorious conflict, sjieak in tlie highest terms of Pasqua- 
ligo’s behaviour. There is the Abbate Morelli. There 
is Alvise Querini, who, after a long and honourable 
diplomatic career, finds some consolation for the wrongs 
of his country, in the pinsuits of literature, with his 
nephew, Vittor Benzon, the son of the eehibrated beauty, 
the heroine of “ La Bioiidiiia in Gondolctta.” There 
are tln^ patrician poet Morosini, and the poet Lanibe* 
the autnor of the “ Bioiuliiia,” &c. and many other 
estimable productions ; nnd, not least in an English- 
man’s estimation, Madame Mjchelli, the translator of 
Shakspeare. There are the young Danrlolo, and the 
improvvisatore Carrer, and Giusenjie Albrizzi, the ac- 
complished son of an accoin{>li.shed nioilier. There is 
Aglietti, and, were there nothing else, there is the im- 
mortality of Caiiova. Cieognara, Mustoxithi, Uiicati, 
&.C. &c. 1 do not reckon, because the one is a Greek, 
and the olliers were born at least a hundred miles oif, 
which, throughout Italy, constitutes, if not a foreigner, 
at least a stranger, {ftrestierv.) 


VI. 


Fxtrait de Vouvrage—TIistoire UtUraire (V Italic, par 
P. L, Ginguhu'^ lorn. ix. cliap. xxxvi. p. 144. Edi- 
tion de Paris, MDCCt'XIX. 


“In y a une prediction fort singuli^re sur Veiiise: ‘Si 
lu no eliangcs pas,’ (lit-i:lle h cette rtipubliquo alti^re, ‘ ta 
iiberle, qui ileja s’enfuil, nc cornplcra pa.s un si^^cle apr^s 
la milli^Ine annec.’ 

“Kn fuisaiit rernonter I’cpoque de la libcrld Veni- 
tieijiic jusqu’a rctablissement tin goiivernement sous le- 
quel la repnblique a ficuri, on trouvera que I’clection du 
premier Doge date do 697, et si I’on y ajoule un si(>cle 
aprt^s mille, e’est-h-dire onze cents ans, on trouvera 
encore <|ue le sens de la prediction est litteralement 
celui-ci: ‘Taliberte no coniptera pas jusqu'k fan 1797.’ 
Rappelez-vous inaintenaut quo Vciuse a ccsse d’etre 
fibre on I’an cinq do la Repnblique fran^aise, ou en 
1 799 ; vous verrez qu’il n’y cut jamais de prediction plus 
precise et plus ponctuellement suivie de Teffet, Vous 
noterez done commo tr^s remarquables ces trois vers de 
I’Alamani, adresses h Venisc, que personne pourtant 
n’a remarques : 

* Se non canf(> penaier, I’un secol lolo 
Non contera sopra ’1 millit«irnu anno 
Tua UbertA, che va fuggeudo a volo.* 

Bien des nroph^ties ont pass^ pour telles, et bien des 
gens ont ete appel^s propli^tes a mcilleur march^' 


VII. 

« Cortvspondenr4tof M.ScbUck, Preach chai^fid’affairei. Deapatch Extract from the IMcrary History of Italy, by P. L. 

“• P- Edit. 1819. 

i them U »»(r. „ “Thb** js OM yery singular iwophecy cOTceming 

' ‘ ri. A fund |jid loma bouaea calied Cm« rampunt were Mtlgned Venice t * If thoU dost nOt change,’ It says to that prOUa 

epuWij ‘thy liberty, which is on the W ,^1 

Toi. ^ Qot reckon a century more than the thousandth year. 



« If we carry Imck the epocha of Venetian freedom ti notion that he coi;l» have been introduced, since there 
the oslablishment of the government under which Uie re* has been nothing 1 have so carefully avoided as any 
public flourished, we shall find that the date of the elec* kind of intercourse with his countrymen, -excepting 
tioti of die first Doge is 697 ; and if we add one century the very few who were a considerable lime resident 
t%a thousand, that is, eleven hundred years, wo shall in Venice, or bad been of my previous acquatiUanoe. 
fiia. the sense of the prediction to be literally this : ‘Th^ Whoever made him any such offer was possessed of 
liberty will not iMt till 1797.’ Recollect that Venter impudence equal to that of making such an assertion 
ceased to be free in the year 1796, die fifdi year of tin without having had it. The fact is, that 1 hold in utter 
French republic ; and you will perceive that there neve abhorrence any contact with the travelling English, as 
w'as prediction more pointed, or more exactly followed my friend tlie Uonsul-General Hopr»ner, and die Couii- 
by the event. You will, therefore, note as very remark- less Herizoni, tin whose house the Conversazione most- 
able the three lines of Alamantii, addressed to Venice, ly frequented by them is held,) could amply testify, 
which, however, no one has pointed out : were it worth while. 1 was jicrsecutcd by these tourists 

‘ Se non c«ngi peutler, l’«n secoi aolo even to my riding-ground at. Lido, and reduced l<» the 

Nonconteraaupra, 'imiUeaimoRimo most disagreeable circuits to avoid them. At Madam 

TuahbertA,cheTaiu«gemluav«to.» Benzoui’s 1 repeatedly refused to be introduced l 

Many prophecies have passed for such, and many men them ; — of a ilwiusand such presentations pressed upon 
have been called prophets for much less.” mo, I accepted two, and hotn were to Irish women. 

If thfl Page’* prophecy reriurkdbJc, look to tho above, made by should hardly have descended to speak of such 
Alamannl two hmwlred and •evenly year* ag( trifles publicly, if the impudence of this “sketcher” 

had not forced me to a refutation of a diHiiigenuous 
and gratuituiislv inipcrOneiit assertion ; — so nn^arit to 
The author of “Sketches Descriptive of Italy, ’’etc. be, for whut could it import to the reader to he told 
one of the hundred lours lately published, is extremely that the author “had repeatedly <leellned an introduc- 
anxious to disclaim a possible charge of plagiarism | (ion,” even had it been true, whhdi, (or the reasorcs I 
from “ Childe Harold” and “ Beppo,” lie adds, that have above given, is scarcely possible. K.vecpt Lords 
still less could this presumed coincidence arise from Uui.sdowne, Jersey, and Jjauderdal<i ; Messrs. Scott, 
“my coYivcrsation,” as he had repeatedly declined an lamtnond, Sir Humphry Davy, the late M. Ltnvis, \V. 
introduction to me while in Italy, tJankes, Mr. Hoppnor, ^f'homas Moore, LonI Iviimaird, 

Who this jicrson may be, 1 know not; hut he must ‘lis brother, Mr. Joy, and Mr. lloblionse, I do not re- 
have been deceived by all or any of those who “rc|)oat- collect to have exclianged a word with anotlier Englisli- 
edly offered to intrcMluce” him, as 1 have invariably man since 1 left iheir country; and almo.st all tlu^se J 
re.fused to receive any Flnglish with whom I ivas not lad known hefori*. The others — and (lod knows (here 
previously acquainted, even when they had letters were some humheds — who hore.d me, with letters i>r vis- 
from England. If the whole assertion is not an inven- t'j, I refused to have any commimicalion with, mid shall 
lion, I request this person not to sit down with the jc proud and liappy when that wish becomes mutual. 


SARDANAPALUS. 

A TRAGEDY. 


TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETIIE 

A STKANOEA PRESUMES TO OFi'EK THE HOM.IGE OF A LITEHARV VASSAL To HIS LIEGE LOUD, 
THE FIRST or EXISTING WRITER.^, WHO HAS CREATED THE LI TEKATirKF. 

OF Ills OWN COUNTRY, AND ILLUSTRATED THAT OF EUROPE. 
lilB UNWORTUV PRODUCTION WHICH THE AUTHOR VENTURES TO XNSCRIOE TO HIM IE KNTiTLRO 

SARDANAPALUS. 


PREFACE. throughout the world, and is still so in the more civilized 

(larts of it. But *Nous avons changi* lout nela,” and arc 
In publishing the following Tragedies I have only to reaping the advantages of tlie change. The writer is 
repeat that they were not composed with the most far from conceiving tJiat any tiling he can adduce by per- 
remote view to the .stage. sonal })roccpt or example can at all approach his re^ilar, 

On the attempt made by the Managers in a former or even irregular predocesaors: he is merely giving a 
instance, the public opinion lias been already expressed, reason why he preferred the more rt^gular funnation of a 
Willi regard to my own private feelings, as it .socnis structure, however feeble, to an entire, abandonment of all 
that they arc to stand for nothing, I shall say nothing, rules whataoevor. Where he has failed, Uie failure is in 
For the historical foundation of the fiillowing conipo- the architect,-— and not in the art. 
sitions, the reader is referred to tlie Notes. 

The Author has in one instance attempted to preserve, 

and in the oilier to approach the “unities (xmeeiving In this tragedy it has been my intention to follow the 
that with any very distant departure from them, tliore account of Wodorus Siculus ; reducing it, however, to 
may be jKetry, but can be no drama. He is aware of such dramatic regularity as I best could, and trying to 
the unpopularity of tliis notion in present English litera- apfMroach the umlies. I therefore suppose the rebellioii 
ture ; but it is not a system of lii» own, being merely an to explode and succeed in one day by a sudden conspira* 
opuu<Hi, whi(di,not very long ago, was tlio law ofUloralure, cy instead of the long war of iJie history. 
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DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

SAftDANAfALtrs, Kin$ of Nineveh and Assyria^ fyc. 
Abbaces, the Mede who aeptrcd to the Throne. 

BelessS) a Chaldean and Sootheayer. 

SALEMEBEg, the King^e Brolher-in-hm. 

Aetada, an Aeeyrian Q^cer of the Palace. 

Pavia. 

ZAMEf. 

Seero. 

Baeva. 

WOMEN 

Z AETNA, the Queen. 

Myreha, on Ionian female Slavcj and the Favourite oj 
Sarj^anapalus. 

PTomen compoeing the Harem of Sardanapalus, 
GuardSt Attendants, Chaldean Priesls, Medes, 
4 ^* 0 . 4 ^. 

Scene — a Hall in the Royal Palace of Nineveh. 
ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Hall in the Palace. 

Salcmenes, (solus.) He hath wrong’d his queen, but 
Ptill he is her lord ; 

He hath wrong’d my sister, still he is my brother ; 

He hath wrong’d his people, still he is their sovereign, 
And 1 must he his friend as well as subject : 

He must not perish thus. I will not see 
The blood of Nimrod and Semiramis 
£:link in the earth, and thirteen liundrod years 
Of empire ending like a sliephcrd’s tale ; 

He must be roused. In his effeminate heart 
There is a careless courage which corruption 
Has not all quench’d, and latent energies, 

Repress’d by oircumslancc, but not destroy’d— 

Steep'd, but not drown’d, in deep voluptuousness. 

If born a peasant, he had been a man 
To have reach’d an empire ; to an emjnre bom, 

He will bequeath none ; notJiing but a name, 

Wliich his sons will not prize in heritage 
Yet, not all lost, even yet ho may redeem 
His sloth and shame, by only being that 
Which he should be, as easily as the thing 
He should not be and is. Were it less toil 
To sway his nations than consume his life ? 

To head on army than to rule a harem ? 

He sweats in palling pleasures, dulls his soul, 

And saps his goodly strengUi, in toils which yield not 
Health like the chase, nor glory like the war— 

He must be roused. Alas ! there is no sound 

of soft music heard from within. 
To rouse him short of thunder. Hark ! the lute, 

The lyre, the timbrel ; the lascivious tinklings 
Of lulling instruments, the soHening voices 
Of women, and of beings less than women, 

Must chime in to the echo of his revel, 

While the great king of all we know of earth 
Lolls crown’d witli roses, and bis diadem 
Lies negligently by to be caught up 
By the first manly hand whidi dares to snatch it 
Lo, where they come ! already I perceive 
The reeking odours of tlie perfumed trains, 

And see the bright gems of the glittering girls, 

At once his chorus and lus council, flash 
Along tlie gaUery, and amidst the damsels, 

As femininely garb’d, and scarce less female. 

The grandson of Semiramis, the man-queen. 

He comes ! Shall I await him? yes, and front him, 

And tell lii^ what all good men toll each other, 
Bpeakivi llllpro and lus. They come, the slaves^ 

Lad by tMflionfirch subject to his slaves. 


Scene ll.^Enter SAnnANAPAtus ^emmady drmed, 
Us head crowned with JUmers, and his robe negligently 
flowing, attended by a train of women and young slaves. 

Sar. (speaking to some of Us aUendarUs.) Lot tl^e 
pavilion over the Euphrates 
Be garlanded, and lit, and furnish’d forth 
For an especial banquet; at the hour 
Of midnight we will sup there : see naught wanting. 
And bid the gallery be prepared. There is 
A cooling breeze whidi crisps the broad clear river : 
Wo will embark anon. Fair nymphs, who deign 
To share the soft hours of Sardanapaliis, 

We ’ll meet again in that the sweetest hour 
When wo shall gather like the stars aliove us, 

And you will form a licavcn as bright as theirs ; 

Til! tlion, let eiicli bo inisiress of her time, 

And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha, * choose, 

Wilt thou along with them or mo ? 

Myr. My lord 

Sar. ]\ly lord, my life! why answerest thou so coldly? 
It is the curse ol* kings to be so answer’d. 

Rule thy own hours, tliou rules! mine — say, wouldst tliou 
Accompany our gucKsts, or charm away 
The rnonieuts from me? 

Myr. Tlie king’s choice is mine. 

Sar. I pray ihre say not so: my chiefest joy 
Is to contribute* to tliine every wish. 

1 do not dare to lirealhe iny own desire, 

Lest it .should clash with thine ; for thou art still 
Too proni}>t to sacrifice ihy thoughts f )r others. 

Afi/r. I would remain : 1 have no happiness 
Save in beholding thine ; yet-— 

Sar. Yet! w-hat yet? 

Thy own sweet will shall be the only barrier 
Whidi ever rises hedwixt thoo and me. 

Myr. 1 think the pre.scnt is the wonted hour r 
Of council ; it were bid ter I retire. 

Sal, (comes forward and says,) The Ionian slave says 
well ; let her retire. 

Sar. Who answers ? How now, brother ? 

Sal. I'lic queen's brother. 

And your most faithful vassal, royal lord. 

Sar. (addressing his train.) As 1 have said, let all 
dispose their hours 

Till midnight, wdien again we pray your prcsenct^. 

[ The court retiring. 
(To Myrbha, w;/io w g^omg-.) Myrrha ! I thought ^/tew 
wouldst remain, 

Myr. Great king, 

Thou didst not say so. 

^or. But Hum lookedst it ; 

I know each glance of those Ionic eyes, 

Whidi said thou wouldst not leave me. 

Myr. Sire I your brother— 

Sul. His consorCs brother, minion of Ionia ! 

How darest thou name me and not blush ? 

Sar. Not blush ! 

Thou hast no more eyes than heart to make her crimson 
Like to the dying day on Caucasus, 

Where sunset tints tlie snow with rosy shadows, 

And tlien reproach her with thine own cold blindness. 
Which will not see it. What, in tears, my Myrrha ? 

Scd. I.et them flow on ; she weeps for more than one 
And is herself the cause of bitterer tears. 

Sar. Cursed be he who caused those tears to flow! 
Sal. Curse not thyself— millions do that already. 

Sar. Thou dost forget thee ; make me not remember 
I am a monarch. 

Sol. Would tliou couldst! 

Myr. My sovereigi^ 

I pray, and tliou, too, prince, permit my absence. 

Sar. Since it must be so, and this churl has check’d 
Thy gentle spirit, go ; but recollect 
That wo must fortliwith meet : 1 had rather lose 



An empiw than thy presence. MriiHHA. 

Sal* It may bo, 

Thou wilt lose both, and both for ever ! 

Sar, Brotiier, 

l«can at least command m 3 ^ 1 f, who listen 
i'u lanf(uage such as Uiis ; yet urge me not 
Beyond niy easy nature. 

Sfd. ’T is beyond 

That easy, far too easy, idle nature, 

Which I would urge thoe. () that 1 could rouse thee ! 
1’ ho ugh ’t were against myself. 

Sar. By tlje god Baal ! 

The man would niako me t)Tant, 

Sid. So thou art. 

Tliiuhfet thou there is no tyrrany but that 
Of blood and chains ? the despotism of vice — 

I’he weakness and tho wickedness of luxury— 

The negligence— tho apathy— tho evils 
Of sensual sloth — jjroduco ten thousand tyrants, 

Whose delegated cruelty surpasses 
The worst acts of oiio energetic master, 

However harsh and hard in his own hearing. 

The false and fJmd examples of thy lusts 
( ‘orrupt no less than they oppress, and sap 
In the same moment all thy pageant power 
And tlioae who should sustain it ; so that whether 
A foreign foe invade, or civil broil 
! )istract within, both will ahke prove fatal : 

'I'h^^ first thy subjects have no heart to conquer; 

The, Iasi they rather would assist than vanquish. 

Sar. Why what makes thee th(5 inouth-pieco of tlic 
peoph 7 

Sal. bhjrgivnness of the queen, my sister s wrongs ; 

A ualural love unto my infant nepluiws ; 
b’aiih to the king, a faith he may need shortly, 

In more than words; respect for Nimrod’s line; 

•AW), another thing thou know(‘st not. 

Strr. What’s tliat? 

Sal. To til 00 an unknowm word. 

Sar. Yet speak it; 

I lovo to leam. 

Sid, Virtue. 

Sar. Not know tho word ! 

Never was W’ord yet ning so in my ears — 

Worse than the rablile’s shout, or splitting trumpet; 

I ’ve heard thy sister talk of nothing else. 

Sid. To change the irksome theme, then, hear of vice. 
Sar. From whom? 

Sid. Kven from the winds, if thou couldst listen 
Unto the echoes of the nation’s voice. 

Sar. Come, 1 ’m indulgent, as thou knowest, patient, 
As thou hast often proved — speak out, what moves thee? 
Sid. Thy peril. 

Sar. Say on. 

Sal. Thtis, then: all the nations, 

For tlicy are many, whom thy father left 
hi heritage, are loud in wrath against thee. 

Sitr. ’Gainst me ! What would the slaves ? 

Sal, A king. 

Sar. And what 

Am I then ? 

Sal. In their eyes a nothing; but 
In mine a man who might be something still. 

Sar. The railing drunkards! why, what would tliey 
have ? 

Have they not peace and plenty ? 

Sal. Of the first 

More than is glorious ; of the last, far less 
Than the king recks cd*. 

Sar. Whose then is the crime, 

But. the false satraps, wdio provide no better ? 

Scd. And somewhat in the monarch who ne’er looks 
Beyond his palace walls, or if ho stirs 
Beyoml them, ’t is but to some mountain palace^ 

Till summer heats wear down. O glorious Baal ! 


Who built up this vast empire, and w*ert mode 
A god, or at the least sliinest like a god 
Through the long centuries of thy renown, 

This, thy presumed descendant, ne’er beheld 
As king tlio kingdoms thou didst leave as hero, 

Won with tliy blood, and toil, and time, and peril 
For what ? to furnish imposts for a revel, • 

Or muhiplicd extortions for a minion. 

Sar. I uiidcrstan<l thee — thou wouldst have mo go 
Forth as a conqueror. By all the stars 
Wliich the Chaldeans read — the restless slaves 
l.)cserve that I should curse them with their wishes, 
And lead them forth to glory. 

Sat. Wherefore not? 

Semiramis — a woman only — It'd 
These our Assyrians to the solar shores 
Of Ganges. 

Si(r. ’Tis most true. And return’d? 

Sal. Why, like a man — a hero; hatflod, but 
Not vanquish’d. With but twenty guards, she made 
Go'kI her retreat to Bactria. 

Sar. And how many 

T.eft she behind in India to tho vultures? 

Sal. Our annals say not. 

Sar. Then I will say for thorn— 

That she liad better woven wirliin her palace 
Some twenty garments, tluin with twenty guards 
Have tied to Bactria, leaving to tlie ravens, 

Arul wolves, and men — llie fiercer of tho ifirco, 

Her myriads of fonrl siibjectR. Ts ihin glory? 

Then let me live in ignominy ever. 

Sal. All warlike spirits have not tho same fate. 
Semiramis, the glorious parent of* 

A hundred kings, althotigh she. fail’d in India, 

Brongljt Persia, Media, Bactriji, to tlio realm 
Whicii she once sway’d — and thou mightat sway. 

Sar. I maj/ them — 

She but sn!)dnod them, 

Sal. It may be ero long 

That they will need her sword more than your scoptre. 

Sar. I’lu'ro was a certain Bacchus, was there not ? 

I ’ve heard niy Greek girl.s .speak (d' sucli — they say 
He w'as a god, that is, a Grecian ginj, 

An idol foreign to Assyria’s worshij), 

Who conqner’il this .same golden realm of Ind 
Thou prat’st of, where ^Semirami.s was vanquish’d. 

Std. 1 have lieard of .sucli a man ; and thou perceiv’st 
That lie is deem’d a god for wliat lie flid. 

Sar. And in his godship I will honour him— 

Not much as man. What, ho! rny cupbearer! 

Sal. Wliat means tho king ? 

Sar. To worship your now god 

And ancient conqueror. Some wine, I say. 

jPwfcr Cupbearer. 

Sar. {ofhlrcssing the Cupbearer.) Bring metJiO golden 
goblet thick witli gems, 

Which bears the name of Nimrod’s chalice. Hence 
Fill full, and hear it (juutkly. [Exil Cupbearer 

Sid. Is this moment 

A fitting ono for the resumption of 
Thy yet unslept-off revels ? 

Re-e7iter Cuphearerj with wine. 

Sar. {taking the cup from hhn.) Noble kinsman, 

If these barbarian Greeks of tlie far shores 
And skirts of tliese our realms lie not, Uiis Bacchus 
Cmiquer’d the wholo of India, did ho not ? 

S^. He did, and thence w'as deem’d a deity. 

Sar. Not so:— of all his conquests a few columns 
Which may be his, and might be mine, if I 
Thought them worth purchase and cmiveyanco, are 
The landmarks of the seas of gore he shed, 

The roalnas he wasted, And the hearts ho broke. 

But here, here in tbi.s goblet is tliis title 
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To immortality— UiG immortal grape 
From which ho ftrat exprcHs’il the soul, and gavo 
To gladden that of man, as some atrmement 
For the victorioue raischie& he had done. 

Had it not been for this, he would have been 
A mortal still in name as in his grave ; 

And, like my ancestor Semirarnis, 

A sort of semi-glorious human monster. 

Here ’s that which deified him — let it now 
Humanize thee ; my surly, chiding brother, 

Pledge me to the Greek god ! 

For all tliy realms 

I would not so blasphomo our country’s creed. 

Sar» That is to say, thou tliiiikcst him a hero, 

That he shod blood by oceans ; and no g<»d, 

Btscaiise he turn’d a firuit to an enrhantmoiit, 

Which cheers the sad, revives the old, inspires 
Th«! young, makes Weariness fiirgct his toil. 

And Fear her danger ; opens a new woil«l 
When this, Iho present, palls. Well, than / pledge thoi 
And hhn as a true, man, who dul his utmost 
In gojxJ evil to surprise innnkirid. [/)rt>dc.< 

Sul. Wilt tlKHi resume a nivel at thi.s Inwir ? 

Sar. And if I did, ’t w(?ro better than a tro[>hy, 

Being bought without a tear. But that is not 
My present purpose : since thou wilt not pledge me, 
thintiiiuo what thou plcascst. 

( 7b lAe Cupbearer.) Boy, retire. 

[Ej?U Cupitearer. 

Sul. I would but have rwallM tbco from thy dream 
Better by me awaken’d than rebellion. 

Sar. Who siiould rcbol? or why? what cause? pretext^ 
I am the lawful king, descended from 
A race <>f kings who knew no pre<loc«s8ors. 

What have I done to thee, or to the peoj)l<n 
That thou shouUst rail, or they rise up against im*? 
SrU. Of what thou hast done to me, I speak not. 

Sar. Bui 

Thou Ihiuk’st tliat I have wrong’d the queen; Is ’t not so^i 
Sal. Think ! Thou liast wrong’d her ! 

Sar. Palietiee, prinee, and hoar m< 

Slu* has all power niwl splendour of her station, 

Respect, the tute.lage of Assyria’s heirs, 

The homage and the apfwinage of sovereignty. 

I married her as riicmarchs wed— for state,, 

And lovtwl her as most husbands love Uieir wives. 

If she or thou supposedst I could link mo 
l.ike a Chaldean peasant to his male, 

He knew nor me, nor monarehs, nor mankind. 

Sal. t pray thee, change the theme : my bkiod disdains 
Com}>laint, and Salemetios’ sister seeks not 
Re.tuetant love even from Assyria’s lord ! 

Nor would she deign to accept diviiled passion 
With foreign stnunpets and Ionian slaves. 

The queen is silent. 

Sar. And why not her brother ? 

Sal. I only echo thee the voice of empires, 

Which ho who long neglects not long will govern. 

Sar, The ungrateful and ungracious slaves ! they 
murmur 

Because I have not shed their blooil, nor led them 
To dry into the desert’s dust by myria<ls, 

Or whiten with their Isirics tlic banks of Ganges; 

Nor decimated tiiern with savage laws, 

Nor sweated them to build up pyramids, 

Or Babylonian walls. 

Sal, Vet tiicse ore trophies 

More worthy of a people and their prince 
Than songs, and lutes, and feasts, and concubines. 

And lavish'd treasures, and coutenined virtues. 

Sar. Or ibr my trof^es I have founded cities : 

There 's Tarsus and Anchialus, both built 

In one day — wliat could that blood-loving beldame, 

My, martia] grandam, chaste Sbniiramis, 
cxcejd destroy them? 


Sal, ’T is most true ; 

f own thy merit in those fotinckjd cities, 

Built fw a whim, recorded with a verse 

Which shames both them and time to coming ages. 

Sar. Shame me ! By Baal, the cities, though well buil^ 
Arc not more goodly than the verse I Say what ' 
Thou wilt ’gainst me, my mode of life or rule, 

But nothing ’gainst the truth of that brief record. 

Why, those few lines contain the history 
Of all things human ; hear — “ Sardaiiapalus, 

The king, and son of Aiiacyndaraxes, 

In one day built Anchialus and Tarsus. 

Eat, drink, and love ; tlio rest ’s not wortli a fillip.” • 

Sal. A worthy moral, and a wise inscription, 

For a king to put up before his subjects ! * 

Sar. Oh, thou wouldst have me doubtless set up 
edicts— 

“Obey the king — contribute to his treasure— 

Recruit his phalanx— spill your blood at bidding— 

Fall down and worship, or got up and toil.” 

thus — “ SardanapaliiK on this spot 
Slew fifty thousand of liis enemies. 

These are tlunr sepulchres, and this his lro|)hy.” 

1 leave such things to conquerors ; enough 
For me, if I can make my subjects feel 
The weight of human misery loss, and glide 
Ungroauing to the trirnb ; 1 take no licence 
Which I deny to them. We all arc m(;n. ^ 

Sal. Thy sires have been revered as gods— 

Sar. In dust 

And death, where tJiey are neither gods nor men. 

Talk not of such to me ! the worms are gfxls ; 

At least tliey banqueted upon your gotls, 

And died for lack of larlhcr nutriment. 

Those gods were merely men ; look to their issue — 

' feel a thouss\n«l mortal things about me, 
bit nothing go«)like, unless it may be 
The thing which yen conilemn, a disposition 
To love and to be mmifiil, to pji,rdoii 
The follies of my species, and (dial ’s human) 

To be indulgent to niy own. 

Sul. Alas! 

The doom of Nineveh is seal’d. — Wo— Wo 
To the unri vail’d city! 

Sar. What dost dread ? 

Sal. Thou art guarded by thy foes; in a few hours 
Tlio tempest may break out which overwhelms tliee, 

And thine and mine ; and in another day 
What is shall be the past of Belus’ ra('.c. 

Sar. What must we dreail ? 

Sal. Ambitious treachery, 

Which has environ’d thee with snares ; but yet 
There is resource ; empower me with thy sdgnet 
“'o quell the macliinations, and I lay 
The heads of thy chmf foes liefore thy feet. 

Sar. 'The heads — how many ? 

Sal. Must I stay to number 

When even thine own ’s in peril ? Let me go; 

3ive me thy signet — trust me with the rest. 

Sar. I will trust no man with unlimited lives. 

Wlicn we take tln>se frean others, we nor know 
What we have taken, nor the thing we give. 

Sal. Wouldst tliou not take tlieir lives who seek for 
thine? 

Sar. That ’s a hard question — ^But, I answer Yes. 
*atmot the thing bt? done without ? "Who are they 
Whom thou suspectest ? — Let them be arrested. 

Sal. 1 would thou wouldst not ask me ; the next moment 
Will send my answer through thy babbling troop 
>f paramours, and thence By o’er the palace, 
liven to the city, and so baffle all.— 

Trust me. 

Sar, Thou knowest I have done so ever , 

?ake thou the signet. [Grevstt^ signet. 

Sal. I have one more request.— 



Sftr, Name it. 

Sal, That thou this night forbear the banquet 
(n the {>avilion over tliie Euphrates. 

S((r, Forbear the banquet! Not for all the plotters 
That ever ehoc^ a kingdom ! Let tliem come, 

Anti do their worst : I shall not blench for them ; 

Nor rise the sooner; nor forbear the goblet; 

Ntir crown me witli a single rose the less; 

Nor lose one joyous hour. — I fear them not. 

Sal. But thou wouldst arm thee, wouldst thou not, i 
needful ? 

Snr. Perhaps. I have the goodliest armour, and 
A sword of such a temper ; and a bow 
‘And javelin, which might furnish Nimrod forth: 

A littte heavy, but yet not unwieldy. 

And now I think on % ’tis long since I Ve used tlicm, 
Even in the chase. Hast ever seen them, brother'^ 
Sd. Is tliis a time for such fantastic trifling?— 

If need be, wilt thou wear them ? 

Sar. Will! not? 

Oh ! if it must be so, and those rash slaves 
Will not be ruled with less, I ’ll use the sword 
'Fill tliey shall wish it turn’d into a distaff. 

Sal. They say, thy sceptre ’s turn’d to that already ? 
Sar, That ’s false ! but let, tiiera say so : die old Greeks, 
Of whom our captives often sing, related 
The same of their chief hero, Hercules, 

'because he loved a I jydian queen : thou seost 
The populace of all the nations seize 
Each calumny they can to sink ftie-ir sovereigns- 
Sal. They did not speak thus of thy fathers. 

Sar, No ; 

They dared not. They were kept to toil and combat, 
And mvvr changed their chains but for their armour : 
Now they have peace and pastime, anil Uie licence 
'Fo revel and to rail ; it irks me not. 

♦ would not give the smile of one fair girl 
For all the popular breatli that e’er divided 
A name from nothing. What arc the rank tongues 
Of tliis vile herd, grown insolent with feeding, 

'Fhat I slioiilii firize tJioir iiowy praise, or dread 
'Fheir noisome clamour? 

Sttl. You have said they aro men ; 

As such their hearts are something. 

Sar. So my dogs’ are ; 

And heller, as more faithful : — but, proceed ; 

Fhou hast iny signet : — since they are tumultuous, 

Let them be temper’d, yet not roughly, till 
Necessity enforce it. I hate all pain, 

Given or received ; we have enough within u.s, 

Fhe meanest vassal as the loftiest monarch, 

Nf>t to add to each others natural burden 
Of mortal misery, but rather lessen, 

By mild reciprocal alleviation, 

Fhe fatal ffcrialties imposed on life: 

But this they know not, or they will not know. 

1 have, by Baal ! done all 1 could to sooth them : 
t in ado no wars, 1 added no new imposts, 

I inlerfercd not with their civic lives, 

I let them pass their days as best might suit them, 
Passing my own as suited me. 

Sal. Thou stopp’st short 

Of the duties of a king ; and therefore 
They say thou art unfit to be a monarch. 

Sar. They lie. — Unhappily, I am unfit 
To be aught save a monarch; else for me 
I’he meanest Mode might be tlic king instead. 

Sal, There is one Mode, at least, who seeks to be so. 
Sar, What mean’s! thou?— *! is thy secret; thou 
desires! 

Pew questions, and I’m not of curious nature. 

Take the fit steps ; and, since necessity 
Requires, I sanction and support tliee. Ne’er 
Was man who more desired to rule in peace 
The peaceful only ; if they rouse me, better 


They hail conjuroil up stern Nimrod from his asheS| 

“ The mighty hunter.” I will turn these realms 
To one wide desert chase of brutes, who wentf 
But vxrtdd no more, by their own choice, be human. 
PP'lkai they have found me, they belie ; that vjhich 
They yet may find me— shall defy their wish 
To speak it worse ; and let them thank themselves. 

Sal. Then thou at last canst feel ? 

Sar. Feel ! who feels not 

Ingratitude ? 

Sal. I will not pause to answer 

Witli words, but deeds. Keep thou awake Uiat energy 
Wliich sleeps at times, but is not dead within thee, 
And thou may’st yet be glorious in thy reign, 

As powerful in thy realm. Farewell ! 

SAr.aMEjPTKs, 

Sar. {solas.) Farewe 

He ’s gone ; and on his finger hears my signet, 

Wliich is to him a sceptre. Ho is stern 
As I am heedless ; and the slaves deserve 
To feel a master. What may he the danger, 

I know not: ho hath found it, let iiitn quell it. 

Must I coiiBuinc my life — this little liftv— 

In guarding against all may make it less ? 

It is not wortli so much ! It were to die 
Before my hour, to live in dread of death, 

Tracing revolt ; suspocling all about me, 

Because they aro near ; and all who are remote, 
Because they aro far. But if it should be so — 

If they should sweep me oft' from earth and empire 
Why, what is earth or empire fjf llic eartli? 

I have loved, and lived, and multiplied my image ; 

To die is no less natural than those — 

Acts of this clay! ’T is true 1 have not shed 
Blood as I might have done, in oceans, till 
My name became the synonyme of death— 

A terror and a trophy. But for this 
I feel no peiiilcnco ; my life is love : 

If I must shed blood, it shall he by force. 

Till now, no drop from an Assyrian vein 
Hath flow’d for me, nor hath the smallest coin 
Of Niniveh’s vast treasures ci’er been lavish’d 
On obji'Cts which could cost her sons a tear : 

If then they hate me, ’t is b<*causc I hale not : 

If th«*y rebel, ’t is because I opf>rc8s not. 

Oh, men ! ye must be ruled with scythes, not sceptres, 
And mow’d down like the grass, else all we reap 
Ik rank abunilance, and a rotten harvest 
Of discontents infecting the fair soil, 

Making a desert of fertility. — 

I ’ll think no more. Within there, ho ! 

Enter an Attendant. 

Sar. Slave, tell 

The Ionian Myrrha yre would crave her presence. 

Attend. King, she is here. 

Mvraha enters. 

Sar. (apart to AttmdanL) Away 
(Addressing Mvrriia.) Beautiful being 

Thou dost almost anticipate my heart ; 

It throhb’d for thee, and here thou comest : let me 
Ileem that some unknown influence, some sweet oracle, 
Communicates between us, though unseen, 

In absence, and attracts us to each other. 

Myr. There doth. 

Sar. I know there doth, but not its name; 

What is it? 

Myr. In my native land a God, 

And in my heart a feeling like a God’s, 

Exalted; yet I own ’tis only mortal ; 

For what I feel is humble, and yet happy — 

That is, it would be happy ; but- 

(M^vniiHA paum, 

Sv, There comes 




For eyor somothin^ between ue and what 
We deem our happmeas : let me remove 
The barrier which that hesitating accent 
Proclaims to thinoi and mine is seal’d. 

Myr. My lord ! — 

Sot. My lord — ^my king — sire — sovereign ; thus it is — 
Por ever thus, address’d with awe, I ne’er 
Can see a smile, unless in some broad banquet’s 
Intoxicating glare, when the buffoons 
Have gorged themselves up to equality, 

Or I have quaff’d me down to their abasement. 
Myrrha, I can hear all thevse things, those names, 

Lord — king — sire — ^monarch— nay, time was I prized 
them, 

That is, I suffer’d them — ^from slaves and nobles 
But when they falter from the lips I love, 

Tlie lips which have been press’d to mine, a chill 
Comes o’er my heart, a cold sense of the falsehood 
Of this my station, which represses feeling 
In those for whom I have felt mt>st, and makes mo 
Wish that I could lay down the dull tiara, 

And share a cottage on the Caucasus 
With then, and wear no crowns but those of flowers. 
Myr. Would that we could ! 

Sar. And dost thou feel this ? — ^Why 7 

Myr. Then tliou wouldst know wliat tlnou canst never 
know. 

Sar, And that is— 

Myr. The true value of a heart ; 

At least, a woman’s. 

Sar. I have proved a thousand — 

A thousand, and a thousand. 

Myr. Hearts? 

Sivr. I think so. 

Afyr. Not one ! the time may come thoti inay’st. 

Sacr. It will. 

Hear, Myrrha ; SaUmienes has declared— 

Or why or how he hath divined it, Belus, 

Who founded our groat realm, knows more than I— 
But Salemenes hath declared my tlirono 
In peril. 

Myr. He did well. 

Sar. And say’st thou so ? 

Thou whom he spurn’d so harshly, and now dared 
Drive from our presence with his savage jeers, 

And made thee weep and blush ? 

Mi/r, I should do both 

More frequently, and he did well to call me 
Back to my duty. But thou spakest of peril — 

Peril to thee 

Sar. Ay, from dark plots and snares 

From Modes — and dwcontented troops and nations. 

1 know not what— a labyrinth of tilings — 

A maze of mutter’d threats and mysteries : 

Thou know’st the man — ^it is his usual custom. 

But he is honest. Come, we ’ll think no more em’t— 
But of the midnight festival. 

Myr. T is time 

To think of aught save festivals. Thou hast not 
Spum’d his sage cautions ? 

Sar. What?— and dost thou fear? 

Myr. Pear?— I’m a Greek, and how should I fear 
death ? 

A slave, and wherefore should I dread my freedma ? 
Sar. Then wherefore dost thou turn so pale ? 

Myr. I love. 

Sar. And do not I ? I love thee far — far more 
Tlian either the brief life or tlie wide realm, 

Which, it may be, are menaced ; — ^yet I blench not. 

Myr. That means thou lovest nor thyself nor me ; 
For he who loves another loves himself^ 

Even for that other’s sake. Tiiis is too rash ; 

Kingdoms and lives are not to be so lost. 

Sar. Lost !— ^hy who is the aspiring chief wbo dared 
Assume to win them? 


Myr. 'Who is ho should dread 

To try BO much ? Wlicn he who is their ruler 
Forgets himself, will they remember him ? 

Sar. Myrrha! 

3fyr. Frown not upon me : you have smiled 

Too often on mo not to make those frowns 
Bitterer to bear than any punishment 
Which they may augur.— King, I am your subject! 
Master, I am your slave ! Man, I have loved you ! — 
Loved you, I know nol by wliat fatal weakness, 
Although a Greek, ami born a foe to monarchs— 

A slave, and haling fetters — an Ionian, 

And, therefore, when I love a stranger, more 
Degraded by that passion than by chains ! 

Still I have loved you. If that love were strong « 
Enough to overcome all former nature, 

Shall it not claim the privilege to save you ? 

Sar. Save mo, my beauty ! Thou art very fair, 

And what I seek of thoo is love — not safety. 

Myr. And without love where dwells security ? 

Sar. I speak of woman’s love. 

Myr. The very first 

Of human life must spring from woman’s breast, 

Your first small words are taugJit you from her lips, 
Your first tears quench’d by her, and your last sighs 
Too often breathtxl out in a woman’s hearing, 

When men liave .shrunk from the ignoble care 
Of walchiiig llie last hour of Itirii who led tliem. 

Sar. My elotpient Ionian ! thou speak’st music ; 

The very chorus of tlie tragic song 
1 have heard thee talk of as the favourite pastime 
Of thy far-falher laml. Nay, weep not— calm thee. 

Myr. I weep not. — But I pray thee, do not speak 
About my fathers or their laud. 

Sar. Yet oft 

27*01/ speakest of them. 

Myr. True — true : constant thought 

Will overflow in words uticonsciously ; 

Blit when another speaks of Greece, it wounds me. 

Sar. Well, then, how wouldst thou save me, as thou 
saidst ? 

Myr. By teaching thee to save tliyselfj and not 
Thyself alone, but these vast realms^ from all 
The rage of the worst war — the war of brethren. 

Sar. Why, child, I loathe all war, and warriors ; 

I live in peace and pleasure : what can man 
Do more ? 

Myr. Alas ! my lord, with common men 
There needs too oft the show of war to keep 
The substance of sweet peace ; and for a king 
’T is sometimes better to b<5 fear’d than loved. 

Sar. And I have never sought but for the last. 

Myr. And now art neither. 

Sar. Dost thou say so, Myrrha ? 

Myr. I speak of civic popular love, self love, 

Which means tlmt men arc kept in awe and law, 

Yet not oppress’d — at least they must not think so ; 

Or if they tliink so, deem it necessary, 

To ward off worse oppression, their own passions. 

A king of feasts, and flowers, and wine, and revel, 

And love, and mirth, was never king of glory. 

Sar. Glory ! wliat ’s that ? 

Myr. Ask of the gods thy fathers. 

Sar. They cannot answer ; when tlie priests speak 
for them, 

T is for some small addition to the temple. 

Myr. Look to the annals of thine empire’s founders. 
Sar. They are so blotted o’er with blood, I caimot. 
But what wouldst have ? the empire has been founded. 

1 cannot go on multiplying empires. 

Myr. Preserve thme own. 

Sat. At least I will ei^y it. 

Come, Myrri^ let us on to tlie Euphrates ; 

The hour invites, the galley is prepared. 

And die pavilUon, deck'd for our return, 



In fit adornment for the evemng banquet, 

Shall blaze with beauty and with light, until 
It seems unto the stars which are above m 
Itself an opposite star ; and we will sit 
tJrown’d with fresh flowers like 

Myr. Victims. 

Sar^ No, like sovereigns, 

The shepherd king of patriarchal times, 

Who knew no brighter gems than summer wreaths, 
And none but tearless triumphs. Let us on. 

Enter Pania. 

Pan. May the king live for ever ! 

Sar, Not an hoar 

I,on^r than he can love. How ray soul hates 
This language, which makes life itself a lie, 

Flattering dust with eternity. Well, Ponia ! 

Be brief. 

Pan. I am charged by Salemenes to 
Reiterate his prayer unto the king, 

That for tliis day, at least, he will not quit 
The palace ; when the general returns, 

II(‘- will adduce such reasons os will warrant 
His daring, and perhaps obtain the pardon 
Of his presumption. 

Sar. What! am I then coop’d? 

Already captive? can I not even breathe 
’J’he breath of heaven ? 1’ell prince Salemenes, 

Were all Assyria raging round the walls 
In mutinous myriads, I would still go forth. 

Pan. I must obey, and yet— 

Mtfr. Oh, monarch, listen. — 

How many a day and moon thou hast reclined 
Within these palace walls in silken dalliance, 

And never shown thee to thy people’s longing ; 

L(‘aving thy subject’s eyes ungratified, 

satraps uncontroll’d, the gf»ds unworshipp'd, 

And ail tilings in tlic anarchy of sloth, 

Till all, save evil, slumber’d through the realm ! 

And wilt thou not now tarry for a day, 

A day which may redeem thee ? Wilt Uiou not 
Yield to the few still faithful a few hours, 

For them, for thee, for thy past father’s race, 

And for thy son’s inherit ance ? 

Part. ’T is true ! 

From the deep urgency with which the prince 
Despatch’d me to your sacred presence, I 
Must dare to add my feeble voice to tliat 
Which now has spoken. 

Sar. No, it must not be. 

Myr. For the sake of thy realm ! 

Sar. Away ! 

Pan. For that 

Of all thy faithful subjects, who will rally 
Round thee and thine. 

Sar. These are mere phantasies; 

There is no peril:— ’t is a sullen scheme 
Of Salemenes to approve his zeal, 

And show himself more necessary fo ua. 

Mijr. By all that ’s good and glorious take this counsel. 

Sar. Business to-morrow. 

Myr. Ay, or death to-night. 

Sar. Why let it come Uien unexpectedly 
’Midst joy and gentleness, and mirth and love ; 

So let mo fall like the pluck’d rose ! — far better 
Thus than be wither’d. 

Myr. Then tliou wilt not yield, 

Even for the sake of all that ever star’d 
A monarch into action, to forego 
A trifling revel, 

Sar. No. 

Myr. Then yield for mine ; 

For my sake ! 

Sar, Thine, my Myrrha ! 

Myr. ’Tislhe first 


Boon which I ever ask’d Assyrians king. 

Sar. Thai’s true, and wer’t my kingdom must he 
granted. 

Well, for tliy sake, I yield me. Pania, hence! 

Thou hear’st me. 

Pan. And obey. [Eaeii Pavia. 

Sar. I marvel at thee. 

What is thy motive, Myrrha, thus to urge me ? 

Myr. Thy safety ; and the certainty that naught 
Could urge the prince thy kinsman to require 
Tlius much from tliee, but some impending danger. 

Sar. And if I do not dread k, why shouldst thou? 
Myr. Because then dost not fear, I fear for thee. 

Sar. To-morrow tliou wilt smile at these vain fancies, 
Myr. If the worst come, I shall be where none weep, 
And that is better tlion the power to smile. 

And tliou 

Sar. I shall be king, as heretofbro. 

Myr. Where? 

Sar. With Baal, Nimrod, and Semiramis, 

Sole in Assyria, or with them elsewhere. 

Fate made me what I am— may make mo nothing— 
But either that or notliing must I be ; 

I will not live degraded. 

Myr. Hadst thou felt 

Thus always, none would ever dare degrade thee. 

Sar. And who will do so now- ? 

Myr. Dost thou suspect none ? 

Sar. Suspect! — that’s a spy’s office. Oh ! we lose 
Ten thousand precious moments in vain words, 

And vainer fears. Within there ! — ^yc slaves, dock 
The hall of Nimrod for tlic evening revel : 

If I must make a prison of our palace, 

At least wo ’ll wear our fetters jocundly ; 

If the Euphrates be forbid us, and 

The summer dwelling on its beauteous border. 

Hero wc are still unmenaced. Ho ! within there ! 

[Exit SARDAVAPALirf. 
Myr. (solus.) Why do I love tliis man? Mycountry’a 
daughters 

Love none but heroes. But I have no country ! 

The slave hath lost all save her bonds. I love him ; 
And that ’s tlic heaviest link of the long chain — 

To love whom we esteem not. Be it so: 

The hour is C(miiiig when he ’ll need all love, 

And find none. To fall from liirn now were baser 
Than to have stabb’d him on his throne when higlieat 
Would have been noble in my county’s creed: 

I was not made Cor either. Could I save him, 

I should not love him better, but myself ; 

And I have need of the last, fiir I have fkllen 
In my own thoughts, by loving this soft stranger : 

And yet methinks I love him ntore, perceiving 
That'ho Ls hated of his own barbarians, 

The natural flies of all the blood of Greece. 

Could I but walio a single tliought like thoso 
Which even the Phrygians felt when battling long 
’TvVixt Tlion and the sea, within his heart, 

He would tread down the barbarous crowds, and 
triumph. 

He loves me, and I love him ; the slave loves 
Her master, and would free him from his vices. 

If not, I have a means of freedom still, 

And if I cannot teach him how to reign, 

May show him how alone a king can leave 

His throne. I must not lose him from my sight [Exit- 

ACT II. 

Scene I, — 7Vie Portal of the same Hall of ^ Pailaee, 

Seleses^ (sobts.) The fun goes down: methiiiks he 
sets more slowly, 

Taking his last look of Assyria’s empire • 
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How rod 1)6 glares amongst those deepening ch/uds, 
like the blo^ he predicts. If not in vaiti) 

*niou sun that sinkest, and ye stars which riso^ 

I have outwatch'd ye, reading ray by ray 
The edicts of your orbs, which make Time tremble 
For what he brings the nations, ’t is the furthest 
Hour of Assyria's years. And yet how calm ! 

An eartliquake should announce so great a fall— 

A summer’s sun discloses it. Yon disk, 

To the star«read Clutldcan, bears upon 
Its everlasting page the end of what 
Seem’d everlasting ; but oh ! thou true sun ! 

The burning oracle of all that live, 

As fountain of all life, and symbol of 
Him who bestows it, wherefore dost thou limit 
Thy lore unto calamity ‘i Why not 
Unfold the rise of days more worthy thine 
All*gloriouB burst from ocean 1 why not dart 
A beam of hope athwart the future years, 

As of wrath to its days ? Hear me ! oh ! hear me ! 

I am thy worshipper, thy priest, thy servant — 

1 have gazed on thee at thy rise and fall, 

And bow’d my head beneath thy mid-day beams, 

When my eye dared not meet thee. I have watch’d 
l<*or thee, and after thee, and pray’d to thee, 

And sacrificed to thee, and read, and fear’d theo, 

And ask’d of thee, and thou hast answer’d — but 
Only to thus much: while I speak, he sinks — 

Is gone — and leaves his Insauty, not his knowledge. 

To the delighted west, which revels in 
Its hues ot' dying glory. Yet what is 
Deatii, 80 it be but glorious 1 ’T is a sunset; 

And mortals may be happy to resemble 
The gods but in decay. 

Enter Aabaces, % an inner dear. 

Arb, lieloses, why 

So rapt in thy devotions ? Dost thou stand 
Gazing to trace tliy disappearing god 
Into some realm of undiscover’d day ? 

Our business is with night — ’l is come. 

J3d. But not 

Gone. 

Arb, Let it roll on— we are ready. 

SeL Yes. 

Would it were over 

Arb, Does the prophet doubt, 

To whom the very stars shine victory? 

Eel. I do not doubt of victory — but the victor, 

Arb, Well) lot thy silence settle that. Meantime 
1 have prepared as many glittering spears 
As will outrsparkle our allies — your planets, 

There is no more to tliwarl us. The she-king, 

That less than woman, is even now upon 
The waters with his female mates. The order 
Is issued for tlie feast in tlie pavilion. 

I’he first cup which ito drains will be tlie last 
Ctuaft'’d by ilie line of Nimrod. 

Ed, ’T was a bravo one. 

Arb, And is a weak one — ’t is worn out — we ’ll mend it, 

Ed. Art sure of that ? 

Arb, Its founder was a hunter— 

I am a soldier — ^what is tliero to fear ? 

Ed. The soldier. 

Arb. And the priest, it may be; but 

If you thought tluis, or tliiiik, why not retain 
Your king ^ concubines 1 why stir mo up ? 

Why spur mo to this enteriirise? your own 
No less than mine ? 

Ed. Look to the sky! 

Arb. 1 look. 

EeL Wliitt seost thou ? 

' A fair summer’s twili|^t, and 

The pMng of the ilirs. 

M. x; r And midst them, mark 


Yon earliest, and the brightest, which so quivers, 

As it would quit its place in Uie blue ether. 

Arb. Well? 

Ed. *T IS thy natal ruler— thy birth planet 

Arb. (touching hii scabbard.) My star is in tins scab-' 
bard : when it shines, 

It shall out-dazzle comets. Let us think 

Of what is to be done to justify 

Thy planets and their portents. When we conquer. 

They shall have temples — ^ay, and priests — and thou 

Shalt be the pontiff of— what g<xls thou will ; 

For I observe that they are ever just, 

Anti own the bravest for tlie most devout. 

Eel. Ay, and the most devote for brave — tliou hast not 
Seen mo turn back from battle. ’ 

Arb. No ; I own tliee 

As firm in fight as Babylonia’s captain. 

As skilful in Chaldea’s worship ; now, 

Will it but phrase thee to forget the priest. 

And be the warrior? 

Eel. Why not both ? 

Arb. The better p 

And yet it almost shames mo, we shall have 
So little to effect. This woman’s waifare 
Degrades the very conqueror. I’c have pluck’d 
A bold and bloody despot from his throne, 

And grappled with him, clashing steel with steel, 

That were heroic or to win or fall ; 

But to upraise my sword against this silkworm, 

And hear him whine, it may be 

Ed. Do not deem it : 

He has that in him which may make you strife yet ; 
And were he all you think, his guards are hardy, 

And headed by the cool, stern Salemoncs. 

Arb. They ’ll not resist. 

Eel. Why not? they are soldiers. 

Arb. True,* 

And therefore need a soldier to command them. 

Eel. That Salemenes is. 

Arb. But not their king. 

Besides, ho hates the effeminate thing that governs, 

For the queen’s sake, his sister. Mark you not 
He keeps aloof from all the revels ? 

Bel. But 

Not from tho council — there ho is ever constant. 

Arb. And ever thwarted; what would you have more 
To make a rebel out of? A fool reigning, 

His blood dishonour’d, and himself disdain’d ; 

Why, it Ida revenge we work for. 

Eel. Could 

Ho but bo brought to think so this, 1 doubt d*. 

Arb, What, if we sound him ? 

Ed. Yes — if tlio time served. 

Enter Balsa. 

Eal. Satraps ! The king conpiiands your presence at 
The feast to-night. 

Ed. To hear is to obey. 

In the pavilion ? 

Eal. No ; here in Uie palace. 

Arb. How! in Uie palace? it was not tlius order’d. 

Eal. It is so order’d now, 

Arb, And why ? 

Eal. I know not. 

May I retire? 

Arb. Stay. 

Ed. (to Arb. aside.) Hush ! let him go his way. 
(AUematety to Eal.) Yes, Balea, thiu^ the monarch, 

I kiss the hem 
Of his imperial robe, and say, his slaves 
Will take Uio cruins he deigns to scatter irom 
His royal table at the hour — was’t midni^f^ 

Eal. It was : Uie place, the hall of Niiwod. Lords, 

I humble me before you, and depart. [Eatit Balxa 
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Arb. 1 like not this same sudden change of place ; 
Tliere is sorno mystery : wherefore should he change it ? 

BeL Doth he not change a thousand times a day? 
Sloth is of all things the most fanciful — 

And moves more parasangs in its intents 
7"han generals in. their marches, wlien th(?y seek 
'Fo leave their foe at fault. — Why dost thou muse ? 

Arh, He loved that gay pavilion, — it was ever 
Bis summer dotage. 

BeL And ho loved his queen — 

And thrice a thousand harlotry besides — 

And he has loved all things by turns, except 
Wisdom and glory. 

Arb, Still — I like it not. 

If ht5*has changed — why, so must we : tlie attack 
Were easy in the isolated bower, 

Beset w’iih drowsy guards and drunken courtiera ; 

But in the hall of Nimrod 

Bol. Is it so ? 

Methought the haughty soldier fear’d to mount 
A throne too easily — does it disappoint thee 
I’o find there is a slipperier step or two 
Than what was counted on ? 

Arh. When the hour comes, 

Thou shall perooii'o how far I fear or no. 

Tlu)u hast soon my Iifeatstalni — and gaily play’d for — 
But here is more upon the die — a kingdom. 

/it'/. 1 have foretold already — thou wilt win it; 

Tlujii on, and prosper. 

Arh. Now were I a soothsayer, 

1 would have boded so much to myself. 

But bo the stars obey’d — I cannot quarrel 
With them, nor their interpreter. Who’s here? 

E filer Salemenes. 

Bfd. Satraps! 

^ * Bd. My prince! 

Sat. Weil met— I sought ye Ixith, 

But elsew'hero than the palace. 

Arh. Whcrelore so? 

StU. ’T is not the hour. 

Arh. The hour! — what hour? 

Sal. Of midnight. 

Bd. Midnight, my lord ! 

Sal, What, are you not invited ? 

Bel. Oh! yes — we had forgotten. 

Sul. Is it usual 

Thu.s to forget a sovereign’s invitation ? 

Arb. Why — we but now received it. 

Sal. I’hen why here? 

Arb. On duty. 

Sal. On w^hat duty ? 

Bel. On the state’s. 

Wc have the privilege to apfiroach (ho presence; 

But found the monarch absent. 

Sal. • And I too 

Am upon duty. 

Arh. May wo crave its purfjort ? 

Sal. To arrest two traitors. Guards ! Wiliiiu there ! 

Enter Guards. 

Sul. {continuing.) Satraps, 

Your swords. 

Bel. {delivering his.) My lord, behold my scimitar. 
Arh. {draanng his sword.) Take mine. 

Sol. {advancing.) I will. 

Arb. But in your heart the blade — 

I’lie hilt quits not this hand. 

Sal. {drawing.) How ! dost thou brave me ? 

’T is well— this saves a trial, and false mercy. 

Soldiers, hew down the rebel ! 

Air6. Soldiers! Ay — 

Alone you dare not. 

Bid. Alone ! fooUsh slave— 
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What is there in thee that a prince should shrink from 
Of open force ? Wo dread thy treason, not 
Thy strength : thy tooth is naught without its venom— 
The serpent’s, not the lion’s. Gut him down. 

Bd. (interposing.) Arhaces 1 Are you mod ? Have I 
not render’d 

My sword ? Then trust like me our .sovereign’s justice, 
Arb. No — 1 will sooner trust tlie stars tlion prat’st 
And this slight arm, and die a king at least 
Of my own breatli and body— rso far that 
None else shall chain them. 

Sal. {to the Gwxrds.) You hear him and fne. 
Take him not, — kill. 

[The Guards attack Arbaces, itfho defends him&df 
vulianlly and dexterously till they waver. 

Sal. Is it oven so ; and must 

I do the hangman’s office ? Recreants ! see 
How you should fell a traitor. 

[Salemenes aUai'ks Arbaces. 

Enter Bakdanapalus and Trmn. 

Sar. Hold your hands — 

Upon your lives, I say. What, deaf or drunken? 

My sword ! O tool, J wear no sword : herf‘, ftdlow, 

Give me thy weapon. [To a Guard, 

[SAKiJANAPALtrs stuUdu's a sword from one of the 
8ohlier.% and maktua hctiocen the cvenbuUintS'^they 
SfymrcUc. 

Sar. In my very palace ! 

What hinders mo from cleaving you in twain, 

Audacious brawlers ? 

Bd. Siro, your justice. 

Sul. Or— 

Your weakness. 

Sar. {raising the sword.) How? 

S(d. Strike! so tho blow’s re})eated 

Trjioii yon traitor — whom you spare a momoni, 

I trust, for torture— I ’rn content. 

Sar. What — ^hini ! 

Who dares a.ssai( Arbaces ? 

SfU . I ! 

Sar, Iruloed! 

Prince, you forget yourself. Upon what warrant? 

Sul. {showing the signet.) Thine. 

Arh. {confusft’d.) Tho king’s! 

S(d. Yes! and let the king confirm it. 

Sar. I parted not frorii this for bucIi a puryioso. 

Sul. You parted wiili it for your safety — 1 
Employ’d it for tlie best. Pronounco in {>ersoQ. 

Here I am but your slave — a moinent past 
I was your representative. 

Sar. Then sheatho 

Y^our .swords. 

[Arbaces and Salkmenes return their swords to 
the scaifhards. 

Sal. Mine’s sh(*athr(J : I pray you slieatlicne^ yours 
’Ti.s the solo sceptre left you now with safety. 

Sar. A heavy one ; the hilt, too, hurts my hand. 

{To a Guard.) Hero, follow, take thy woajx^n back. 
Well, .sirs, 

What doth this mean ? 

Bel. The prince must answer tliat. 

Sal. Truth upon my part, treason upon theirs. 

Sar. TVeasoii — Arbaces ! treachery and Bolesos ! 
That were an uniiai I will not bolievo. 

Bd. Where is Uie proof? 

Sal. I ’ll answer that, if once 

The king demands your fellow-traitor’s sword. 

Arb. \to Sal.) A sword which hath boon drawn as 
oft as thine 
Against his foes. 

Sal. And now again^^t hit^ brother, 

And in an hour or so agamst himself. 
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Sar, Thai is not posmblt^ : he cJareil not ; no — 

No— 111 not hear of such things. These vain bickerings 
Are spawnVl in courts by base intrigues, and baser 
Hirelings, who live by lies on good men’s lives. 

You must have been deceived, my broUier. 

Sal First 

Let him deliver up his weapon, and 
Proclaim himself your subject by that duty, 

And I will answer all. 

Sar, Why, if I thought so— 

But no, it cannot be ; the Mode Arbaces — 

The trusty, rough, truo soldier — the best captain 

Of all who discipline our nations No, 

1 11 not insult him thus, to bid him render 
The sdmitar to mo he never yielded 
Unto our enemies. Chief, keep your weapon. 

Sal, (delivering back the signet.) Monarch, take back 
your signet. 

Sar, No^ retain it ; 

But use it with more moderation. 

Sal, Sire, 

I used it for your honour, and restore it 
Because I cannot keep it with my own. 

Bestow it on Arbaces. 

Sar. So I should: 

Ho never ask’d it. 

Sal. Doubt not, he will have it. 

Without that hollow semblance of respect. 

Bd. I know not what hath prejudiced the prince 
So strongly ’gainst two subjects, dian whom none 
Have been more zealous for Assyria’s weal. 

Sal. Peace, iactioiLS priest, and faithless soldier! thou 
Unit’st in thy own person the worst vices 
Of die most dangerous orders of mankind. 

Keep thy smooth words and juggling homilies 
For those who know thee not. Thy fellow’s sin 
Is, at the least, a bold one, and not temper’d 
By the tricks taught thee in Chaldea. 

Bd. Hear him, 

My liege — tlio son of Belus ! he blasphemes 
The worship of the land, which bows the knee 
Before your fathers. 

Sar. Oh ! for that 1 pray you 

Lot him have absolution. I dispense with 
The worship of dead men ; feeling that 1 
Am mortal, and believing that the race 
From whence I sprung are— what 1 see them— ashes. 

Bd. King ! Do not deem so ; they are with the stars, 
And 

Sar. You shall join them there ere they will rise, 

If you preach fartlier — Why, this is rank treason. 

Sal. My lord ! 

Sar. To school me in the worship of 

Assyria’s idols ! Lot him be released — 

Qive him Ins sword. 

Sal. My lord, and king, and brother, 

I pray ye pause. 

Sar, Yes, and be sermonized, 

And dinn’d, and deafen’d with dead men and Baal, 

And all Chaldea’s starry mysteries. 

Bd. Monarch ! respect them. 

Sar, Oh ! for that— I love them ; 

I love to watch them in the deep blue vault, 

Aim! to compare them with my Myrrha’s eyes; 

I love to see their rays redoubled in 
The tremulous silver of Euphrates’ wave, 

As the light breeze of midniglit crisps the broad 
And rolfmg water, sighing through the sedges 
Which (irmge his bames : but whether they may be 
Gods, as some say, or tlie abodes of gods, 

As others hold, or simply lamps of niglit, 

Worlds or the lights of worlds, 1 know nor caro not. 
There *s somothu^ sweet in my uncertainty 
1 would not change for your Chaldean lore ; 

Bendee, I know ^ these all clay can know 


Of aught above it, or below it — nolliing. 

I see their brilliancy and feel their beauty— 

When they shine on my grave I shall know neither. 
Bel, For mitlwr^ sire, say heUer, 

Sar. I will wait, 

If it so please you, pontiff, for that knowledge. 

In the mean time receive your sword, and know 
That I prefer you service militant 
Unto your ministry — not loving cither. 

Sal. (aside.) His lusts have made him mad. Then 
must I save him, 

Spite of himself. 

Sar. Please you to hear me, Satrajis! 

And chiefly (hou, my priest, because I doubt thee 
More timn the soldier ; and would doubt thoe all 
Wert thou not half a warrior; let us part 
In peace — I ’ll not say pardon — wliich must be 
Earn’d by the guilty ; tliis I ’ll not pronounce ye, 
Although upon this breath of mine depends 
Your own ; and, deadlier for ye, on my fears. 

But fear not— for that 1 am soft, not fearful— 

And so live on. Were I the thing some think me, 
Your heads would now be dripping the last drops 
Of their attainted gore from the high gates 
Of this our palace, into the dry dust. 

Their only portion of the coveted kingdom 
They would he crown’d to reign o’er — ^lel lliat pass. 

As I liave said, I will not <kem ye guilty, 

Nor (loom ye guiltless. Albeit better men 
Than ye or I stand ready to arraign you ; 

And should I leave your fate to sterner judges, 

And proofs of all kinds, I might sacrilice 
Two men, who, whatsoe’er tliey now are, were 
Once honest. Yo are free, sirs. 

Arh. Sire, this clemency 

Bd. (interrupting him.) Is worthy of yourself; and, 
although innocent, 

W(i thank 

Sar. Priest ! keep your thanksgivings f(»r Belus ; 

His oflsfiring needs none. 

Bd. But being innocent 

Sar. Be silent — Guilt is loud. If ye are loyal, 

Ye arc injured men, and sliould be sad, not grateful. 

Bel. So we shoulrl he, were justice always done 
By cartidy power omnipotent ; hut inufKJence 
Must oft receive her right as a mere favour. 

Sor. That ’s a good seuttujce lor a homily. 

Though not for this occasion. Prit]ie(5 keep it 
To plead thy sovereign’s cause before his people. 

Bd. i trust there is no cause. 

Sar. No caiwc, perhaps ; 

But many causers : — if ye meet with such 
In tlie exercise of your inquisitive function 
On earth, or should you read of it in heaven 
In some mysterious twinkle of tho stars, 

Which are your chronicles, 1 pray you note, 

That there arc w'orsc things betwixt earth and heaven 
Than him who ruleih many and slays none ; 

And, hating not himself, yet loves his fellows 
Enough to spare even those who would not spare lum 
Were they once masters— hut that ’s doubtful. Satraps! 
Your swords and persons are at liberty 
To use them as yc will — but from this hour 
I have no call for either. Salemenes ! 

Follow me. 

[Eiceunt Sardanapalus, Salemenes, and the 
4^, leaving Arbaces and Beleses. 

Arb. Bcleses ! 

Bd. Now, what think you ? 

Arb That wo are lost. 

Bd. That we have won the kingdom. 

Arb, What? thus suspected— with iho sword idling 
o’er us 

But by a single hair, and that still wavering, 
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To bo blown down by his imperious breath 
Which spared us— why, I know not. 

BeL Seek not why ; 

But let US f»rofit by the interval. 

The hour is still our own — our power the same— 

The night the same we destined. Ho liatli changed 
Nothing except our ignorance of all 
Suspicion into such a certainty 
As must make madness of delay. 

Arb. And yet 

BeL What, doubting still ? 

Arb. He spared our lives, nay, mon 

. Saved tliem from Salemenes. 

Bd. Am\ how long 

WillTio so spare ? till Uie first drunken minute. 

Arh. Or sober, rather. Y et lie did it nobly ; 

Gave royally what he had forfeited 
Basely 

Bd. Say bravely. 

Arb. Som<iwhat of both, perhaps 

But it has touch’d me, and, whafe’er betide, 

I will no further on. 

BcL And lose tlie world ! 

Arb, l.ose any tiling except iny own esteem. 

Bd. I blush tiiat we should owe our lives to such 
A king of distaffs ! 

Arb. But no h-ss we owe them ; 

And I should blush fiir more to talui tin; grantor’s ! 

Bvl. M'hou inay’sl endure whaleVr thou wall, the stars 
Tlav<*. wriiien otlierwiso. 

Arh, Though they canns tlown, 

And marwhairil me the way in all tlioir brightness, 

I would not follow, 

licL This is wcakiK'ss — worse 

Than a scared Ixildarn’s dream iiig of the dead. 

And waking in the dark. — Go to — »o to. 

* Arh. Methought h<3 look’d like Nimrod as lie spoke, 
Rven as the proud imperial statue stands 
Booking tin* monarc.li of the kings around it, 

And swavs, whilt^ they hut ornament, the teui(»le. 

Bd. I told you that you had too much despised him, 
And that there was sorno royalty wdthin him — 

Wlsat then ? he is tho nobler foe. 

Arh. But we 

'J’he meaner : — W'ouki he had not sjjared us ! 

Bd. So— 

Wonldst thou be sacrificed thus readily ? 

Arh. No — hut it had lieeu hotter to have died 
Than live ungrateful. 

Bd. fill, tho souls of some men! 

Thou wouldst digest what some call treason, an<l 
Fools treachery — and, behold, upon the sudden, 

Because, for something or for notliing, this 
Hash reveller steps, ostmifarumsly, 

’I’wixl thee au<l Saleinciics, thou art turn’d 
Into— wdiat shall 1 say? — Sardanapalus ! 

1 know no name mores ignominious. 

Arb. But 

An liour ago, who dared to term me .such 
Had held his life but lightly — as it is, 

I must fiirgivo you, even as he forgave us— 

Serniramis herself would not have done it. 

Bd. No— the queen liked no sharers of th(i kingdom. 
Not even a husband. 

Arb. I must serve him truly— 

Bel, And humbly? 

Arb. No, sir, proudly — being h<mest. 

I shall be nearer thrones than you to heaven ; 

And if not quite so haughty, yet more lofiy. 

You may do your own deeming — you have codes, 

And mysteries and corollaries of 

Right and wrong, which I Jack for my direction, 

And must pursue but what a plain heart teaches. 

And now you know me. 

Bd. Have you finish’d ? 


Arb. 

Witli you. 

Bel. And would, pcrha|)S, betray as well 
As quit me ? 

Arb. That ’s a sacerdotal thought, 

And not a soldier’s, 

Bd. Be it what you will — 

Truce with fliese wranglings, and but liear me. 

Arb. No— 

There is more peril in your subtle spirit 
Than in a phalanx. 

Bd. If it must be so— 

I’ll on alone. 

Arb. Alone ! 

Bd. Tiirones hold but one. 

Arh. But tliis is fill’d. 

Bd. With worse tlian vacancy— 

A despised monarch. Look to it, Arbacos : 

1 have still aided, cherish’d, loved, and urged you ; 

Was willing even to serve you, in the hope 
To servo and save Assyria. Heaven itself 
Seem’d to consent, and all events were fi'iendly, 

Even to the last, till that your spirit shrunk 
Into a shallow sofliiess ; hut now, rallier 
I’han s<*e my country languish, I will be 
Her saviour or tho victim of her tyrant, 

> one or hotii, fur sonu3 times both are one; 

Aiiid, if 1 win, Arhaces Is iny servant. 

Arb. Voar servant ! 

Bd. Why not? bettor Uian bo slave, 

The pardon\l slave of die Sardanapalus. 

Eider Pania. 

Pan. My lonls, I bear an order from tho king. 

Arh. Ji is obey'd ore spoken. 

Bd. Notwithstanding, 

iOt ’s hear it. 

Pan. Forthwith, on this very night, 

lepair to your respective satrapies 
)f Baliykm and Media. 

Bd. With our troops ? 

Pan. My order is unto the satrajis and 
.’ln'ir household train. 

Arh. But— 

Bd. It must be obey’d; 

!ay, wc depart. 

Pan. My order is to see you 

)epart, and not to bear your answer, 

Bd. (aside.) Ay ! 

Yell, sir, we will accompany you honcc. 

Pan. I will retire to marshal C)rth the guard 
f Jionour wliich Inifits your rank, and wail 
our leisure, so tliat it the hour exceeds not. 

[Eitit Pakia. 

Bd, Now then obey ! 

Arb. Doubtless. 

Bd. Yes, to tho gates 

hat grate the palace, which is now our prison, 
o further. 

Arh. Thou hast harp’d the trutli indeed ! 

'he realm itsellj in ail its wide extension, 
awns dungeons at each step for thee and mo. 

Bel. Graves ! 

Arh. If I thought so, this good sword should dig 
tie more than mine. 

Bd. It shall have work enough, 

f t me hope Ixdter than thou augurest ; 
t present let us hence as best we may. 
hou dost agree with rnc in understanding 
his order as a sentence ? 

Arb. Why, what other 

iterpretation should it hear ? it is 
'he very policy of orient monarchs— 

*ardon and poison-favours and a swond— 
distant voyage, and an eternal sleep. 
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How many satraps in his father ’s time — 

Por he I own b, or at least was, bloodless--' 

BeL But mil not, can not bo so now. 
jirb. 1 doubt it. 

Bow many satraps have I seen set out 
In his sire’s day Rmt mighty vice-royaliies, 

Whose tombs are on tiieir patli ! 1 know not how, 

But they all sicken’d by the way, it was 
Bo long and heavy. 

Bd. liOt us but regain 

The free air of tlie city, and wo ’ll shorten 
The journey. 

Arh, ’T win be shorten’d at the gates, 

U may be. 

BeL No ; they hardly will risk that. 

They mean us to die privately, hut not 
Within the palace or the city walls, 

Where we ore known and may have partisans : 

If they had meant to slay us hero, we were 
No longer with the living. Let us hence. 

Arh, If I but thought he did not mean my life 

Bel. Fool ! hence — what else should despotism 
alarm’d 

Mean ? Let us but rejoin our troops, and inarch. 

Arh, Towards our provinces 7 
Bat, No ; towards your kingdom. 

There ’s time, there ’s heart, and hope, and power, and 
means, 

Winch their half measures leaves us in full scope. — 
Away! 

Arh. And I even yet repenting must 
Relapse to guilt ! 

BeL Self-defenco is a virtue, 

Sole bulwark of all right. Away, I say ! 

Lot ’s leave tills place, tiio air grows thick and choking, 
And tlie walls have a scent of niglitshacle— hence 
Let us not leave thorn time for further council. 

Our quick departure provo.s our civic zeal ; 

Our quick doparturo liiuders our good escort, 

The worthy I*ania, from anlicipating 
The orders of some parasaugs from iumce; 

Nay, there ’s no other choice, but honce, I say. 

[Bjeit with Aiii5AC£;s, who follows rdudanHy. 


Enter Saruanapalus and Salemenks. 

Sar, Well, all is remedied, and without bloodshed, 
That worst of mockeries of a remedy ; 

We arc now secure by these men’s exile. 

Sal. Yes, 

As ho who treads on flowers is from llio adder 
Twined round tlieir roots. 

Sar. Why, what wouldst have me do? 

Srd. Undo wliat you have done. 

Sar. Revoke my pardon? 

Sal. Replace the crown now tottering on your temples. 
Sar. That wore tyrannical. 

Sal. But sure. 

Sfcr. We are so. 

What danger can tlioy w'ork Ufmn tl»e frontier? 

Sal. They are not there yet— -never should they be S(^ 
Were I well listen’d to. 

Sar. Nay, I have listen’d 

Impartially to tliee — why not to them? 

Sal. You may know that hereafter; as it is, 

I take my leave to order forth the guard. 

Sar. And you will join us at the banquet? 

Sal. Sire, 

Dispense witli me— I am no wassailer: 

Command me in all service save the Bacchant’s. 

Sar. Nay, but ’tis fit to revel now and then. 

Sal. And fit that some should watch for those who 
revel 

Too o(l. Am I permitted to depart? 


Sar. Yes ^Stay a moment, my good Salemenes, 

My brother, my best subject, better prince 

Than I am king. You should have been the monarch, 

And I — know not what, and care not ; but 

Think not I am insensible to all 

Thine honest wisdom, and thy rough yet kind, 

I’hough oft rcf»roving, sufferance of my follies. 

If I have spared these men against thy counsel, 

That is, ihcir lives — it is not that 1 doubt 

The advice was sound ; but, lot them live: wo will not 

Cavil about their lives — so let them mend them. 

Their banishment will leave me still sound sleep, 
Which their death had not left me. 

Sal. Thus you run 

The risk to sleep for ever, to save traitors — . * 

A moment’s pang now changed for years of crime. 

Still let them be made quiet. 

Sar. Tempt me not : 

My word is past. 

Sal. But it may be recall’d. 

Sar. ’T is royal. 

Sal. And should therefore bo decisive. 

This half iodulgoncc of an exile serve.s 
Bui to provoke — a pardon should be full, 

Or it is none. 

Sar. And who persuaded me 

After I had njpeal’d them, or at least 
Only dismiss’d them from our presence, who 
Urged me to send them to their satrapies? 

Sal. True ; that 1 had forgotten ; that i.s, sire, 

If they e’er reach’d tlieir satrapies — ^wliy, then, 

Reprove ino more for my advice. 

Sar. And if 

Tht^y do not reach thorn — look to it !— in safety, 

In safety, mark me— and security — 

Look to thine own. 

Sal. Permit me to depart ; 

I’lieir safetr/ shall bo cared for. 

Sar. Got thee hence, their, 

And, prithee, think more gently of’ thy brotlier. 

Sal. fcjirc, 1 shall ever duly serve my sovereign. 

[Exit Salemenes. 

Sar. (solus.) Tlmt man is of a temper too severe ; 
Hard hut as lofty as the roc-k, and free 
From all the taints of common earth — while I 
Am .sofiur clay, impregnated with flowers. 

But as our mould is, must the produce be. 

If I have err’d this time, ’t is on the side 
Where error sits most lightly on that sense, 

|l know not what to call it; but it reckons 
I With me ofttimes for pain, and sometimes pleasure ; 

A spirit, which seems ])laced about my iieart 
To court its throbs, not quicken tlicm, and ask 
Ctucstions which mortal never dared to ask me, 

Nor Baal, thoiioh an oracular deity — 

Albeit his marble face maje.stical 
Frowns as the sliadows of the evening dim 
His brows to changed expression, till at times 
I think the statue looks in act to speak. 

Away with those vain thoughts, I will be joyous— 

And licre comes Joy’s true herald. 

Enter Mvrrha. 


Myr. King! tho sky 

Is overcast, and musters muttering thunder. 

In clouds that seem approaching fast, and show 
In forked flashes a commanding tempest. 

Will you then quit tlie palace ? 

Sar. Tempest, sayst thou ? 

Myr, Ay, ray good lord. 

Sar. For my own part, I should be 

Not ill content to vary the smooth scene, 

And watch tlie warring elements ; but this 
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Would little suit the silken garments and 
Smooth faces of our festive friends. Say, Myrrha, 

Art thou of those who dread the roar of clouds ? 

Mt/r. In my own country we respect their voices 
As auguries of Jove. 

Sar, Jove — ay, yrmr Baal — 

Ours also has a property in thunder, 

And ever and anon some falling bolt 
Proves his divinity, and yet sometimes 
Strikes his own altars. 

Mifr. That were a dread omen. 

Sar. Yes — fur tlie priests. Well, wo will not 
forth 

Beyond the palace walls to night, but make 
Our least wiliiin. 

Mi/r. Now, Jove be praised ! tliat ho 

Hath heard the prayer thou wouldst not hear, 
gods 

Are kinder to tliec than tlioii to thyself, 

And flash tliis storm between thee and tliy foes, 

To shield tlieo from them. 

Sar. CJhild, if there bo peril, 

Methinks it Is the same within these walls 
As on the river’s brink. 

Jlfi/r. Not so; these walls 

Arc anti strong, and guarded. Treason has 
To pcivitratc througli many a winding way, 

And nia.'tsy f»ortal ; hut in the pavilion 
rh<!r<' no bulwa’‘k. 

Sar. No, nor in the palace, 

Sor in tiio flirfress, nor ujion the toj) 

)f cloud-fenced Caucasus, where tlic eagle sits 
Mested in pathless elcfis, if treachery bo; 
h>en as tlie arrow tirids tlic airy king. 

The steel wil! rca«’h the earthly. Hut bo calm; 

The men, or iiiuocenl or guilt v, are 
l5anisbVI, and far ut»!>n llioir way. 

Tliey live, then? 

Sar. So sanguinary ? T/iou ! 

ISIyr. 1 would not, shrink 

^’rorn just infliction of dta; punishtniMJl 
Jn lliose who seek your Itic: wer’t otherwise, 

‘ should not merit mine. Hesides, you licard 
The princely yalemenes. 

Sar. This i^ strange ; 

The gentle and the atislere are both against me, 

\.nd urge mo to revenge. 

Myr. ’T is a Greek virtue. 

Sar. But not a kingly one — I’ll none on’t; or 
f ever I indulgt; in’t, it shall be 
(Vilh kings — my ccjuals. 

Myr. Tlieso men sought to be so. 

Sar. Myrrlia, this is too feminine, and spring.s 
^rom fear— 

Myr. For you. 

Sar. No mailer, still ’tis fl^ar. 

have observed your se.v, once roused to wrath, 

V.re timidly vindictive to a pitch 
)f perse.verance, wliieh I would not copy, 
thought you wore cxem)»t from this, as from 
fhe childless helplessness of Asian women. 

Myr. My lord, I am no boaster of my love, 

"Jor of my attributes ; 1 have shared your splendour, 
Ind will partake your fortunes. You may live 
tind one slave more true tlian subject myriads ; 

Jut this the gods avert ! I am content 
’’o be beloved on trust for what I feel, 
tatlicr than prove it to you in your grit'fs, 

Vliich might not yield to any cares of mine. 

Sar. Grief cannot come where perfect love musts, 
ilxcept to heighten it, and. varush from 
?hat wliich it could not scare away. Lot’s in— • 

7he hour approaches, and wc must prepare 
?o meet the invited guests, who grace our feast. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT in. 

Scene I . — The H<Ulofthe Pd€uxi!lumtiiated-^AVLi^A^> 
NAPALUS (ml hie Chieeta at Table.. — A Storm wUhoutf 
and Thunder occaaiowMy heard during the Banquets 
Sar. Fill full ! why this is as it should be : here 
Is my true realm, amidst bright eyes and faces 
Happy as fair ! Here, sorrow cannot reimh. 

Zam. Nor elsewhere— -where the king is, pleasure 
s)>arklcs. 

Sar. Is not this better now tlian Nimrod’s huntings, 
g( Or ray wild grandam’s chase in scorch of kingdoms 
She could not keep when conquer’d ? 

Alt. Mighty though 

Thr*y were, as all thy royal line have heen, 

Yet none of those who went before have reach’d 
The The acm6 of Sardonapalus, who 

Has placed his joy in peace — the sole true glory. 

Sar. And pleasure, gwKl Altada, to wliich glory 
Is hut the path. What is it that we seek? 

Enjoyment! Wo have cut the way short to it, 

And not gone tracking it through human asho!^ 

Making a grave with every footstep. 

Zam. No ; 

All hearts are haf»py, and all voices bless 
The king of peace, wdio holds a world in jubilee, 

Sar. Art sure of that ? I have hoard otherwise ; 

Some say that there be traitors. 

Zam. Traitors they 

Wlio dare to say so ! — ’T is impossible. 

Wlial cause? 

Sar. What cause? true, — fill the goblet up; 

Wo will not think of them: there are none such, 

Or if there be, they are gone. 

All. Guests, to my pledge ! 

Down on your knee?, and drink a tncaNurc to 
The safely of the king — the monarch, say 1 ? 

The god Sardanajifilus ! 

[Z a.'fu/t awl the Our.Hts kneel, and exclaim^ 
Mightier than 
Iis father Baal, the god Sardanapalus ! 

[It ihanders as they hied ; some start up in 
confusion . 

Zam. Why do you ri my friends ? in that strong peal 
lis fallier gods consent od. 

Myr. Monaoed, lalhor. 

ung, wilt thou hoar this ma<l impiety ? 

Sur. Impiety 1 - nay, if the sires who reign’d 
lefore me can Ik*, gods, 1 ’ll not disgrace 
Their lineage. But arise, my pious friends ; 

Lmrd your devotion for the tlnmderer tliere ; 

I st^ok but to ho loved, not worshipp’d. 

Alt. Both— 

l^olh you must ever be by all true Hubjccts. 

Sar. Methinks the tlmndera still incriia.se: it is 
An awful night. 

J\Iyr. t^li yes, for those who have 

No palace to protect tlioir worshippers. 

Sar. That ’s true, rny Myrrha; and could T convert 
My realm to one wide shelter for the wretched, 

’d do it. 

Myr. Tliou’rt no g«>d, then, not to bo 
Able to work a will so good and general, 

As thy wish would imjily. 

Sar. And your gotls, then, 

Wlio can, and do not? 

Myr. Do not speak of that, 

iCst we provoke them. 

Star. True, they love not censure 

Better than mortals. Friends, a thought has struck me : 
iVere there no temple.s, would there, think ye, bo 
Air worshippers ? that is, when it i.s angry, 

And pelting as oven now. 

Myr. The Persian prays 

U[K)n Ilia mountain. 
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Sar. Yes, when the sun shines. 

Myr, And I would ask if this your palace were 
Unroord and desolat^ how many flatterers 
Would lick the dust in which the king lay low ? 

Alt, The fair Ionian is too sarcastic 
Upon a nation whom she knows not well ; 

The Assyrians know no pleasure but their king’s ; 

And homage is thoir pride. 

Nay, pardon, guests, 

The fair Greek’s readiness of sp(3cch. 

AU, Pardon ! sire : 

Wo honour her of all things next to thee. 

Hark ! what was that ? 

Zam. That ! nothing but the jar 

Of distant portals sliaken by tlie wind. 

AU, It sounded like the clash of— hark again ! 

Zam, The big rain pattering on tlie roof. 

Sar. No more 

Myrrha, my love, hast tliou thy shell in ord(5r ? 

Sing mo a song of Sa})p}w), her, thou know’st, 

Who in thy country threw— 

Enter Pania, with his sword and fformenis bloody^ and 
disordered. The Guests rise in cimfusion. 

Pan. {to the Guards.') Loolt to the portals ; 

A.nd with your best speed to the walls without, 
if our arms ! To arms ! tiio lung ’s in danger. Monarch 
Excuse this haste, — ’tis fcUtli. 

Sar. Speak on. 

Pan. It is 

(Is Salemenes fear’d •, the faithless satraps 

Sar. You are wounded — give some wine. Take 
breath, good Pania. 

Pan. ’Tis nothing — a more flesh wound. I am worn 
More with my speed to warn my sovereign, 

Than hurt in his defence. 

Myr. W(dl, sir, the rebels? 

Pan. Soon as Arbaeos and lJelef!(5S reach’d 
Thoir stations in the city, liioy refused 
To march ; and on iriy utlempt to use the (tower 
IVhich I was delegaltid with, they call’d 
Jpon their tnxtps, who rosr in tierce defiance. 

Myr. All? 

Pan. Too many. 

Sar. Sparc not of thy free .s|>coch, 

To spare mine cars (lie truth. 

Pan. My own sligiit guard 

iVore fiiithfiil, and wlial’s lefl of it is still so. 

Myr. And are th(‘se all the, fur(*,e still fluthful? 

Pan. No— 

Pile. Bactrians, now led on by Salcmcnes, 
liVho even then was on his wny, still urged 
?y strong suspicion of tlie Median ebi<‘is, 

\rc numerous, and make .strong head against 
rh(‘ rebels, fighting inch by inch, and forming 
In ori) around the (lalace, wIkto they mean 
Po ei‘ntro all their force, and save the king. 

He hedtates.) I am charged to 

Myr. ’I’ is no time for hesitation. 

Pan, Prince Salemenes doth implore the king 
Po arm himsolfj although but for a moment, 

Vncl show himself unto the soldiers: his 
>ole presence in this instant might do more 
Phan hosts cun do iu liis behalf. 

Sar. What, hoi 

Ay armour there. 

Myr. And wilt thou ? 

Sar. Will! not? 

lo, there! — bnt seek not for the buckler: ’t is 
Poo heavy : — a light cuirass and my sword. 

Yherc are the rebels? 

Pam. Scarce a furlong’s length 

i’rom tho jjiiilwapd wall, tlic fiefcest conflict rages. 

Stvr. Tiftn 1 may charge on horseback. Sfero, ho ! 


Order my horse out.— There is space enough 
Even in our cotirts, and by the outer gate, 

To marshal half the Itorscmen of Arabia. 

[ExU SrnRofirihe armwr, 
Myr. How I do love tliee ! 

Sar. 1 ne’er doubted it. 

Myr. Hut now I know thee. 

Sar, {to h 'ls Atlemlant. ) Bring do^vn my spear to — • 
Where ’s Salenjcnes ? 

Pan. Where a soldier should be, 

In tlie tliick of the fight. 

Sar. Then hasten to him— Is 

The patli still open, and communication 
Lefl ’twixt the palace and the phalanx ? 

Pan ’T was > 

When I late him, and I have no fear: 

Our troops were stc^ady, and the plialanx form’d 
Sar. Tell him to s()are liis person for the present, 

And that I will not spare my own — and say, 

I come. 

Pan. There ’s victory in the very word. 

[Eant Pania. 

Sar. Altada — Zaines — forth, and arm ye ! There 
Is .all in readme'ss in llic armoury. 

See that the women are bestow’d in sali'ty 
n the remote .apartments: let a guard 

sot before them, with .strict charge to quit 
The ()Ost hut willi their live.s — command it, Zamrjs. 
Altada, arm ytuirself, mul return herc^ 

Your ]»ost is near luir jiersou. 

\£.i.rnnt Zaajes, Ai.tada, and all save MyniiTiA. 
Enter Sf’Kiio and others vhlh the Kinffs Annsy 

Sfe. King! your armour. 

Sur. {nrmwf' himsfff.) Give mo the cnira.s.s— so : my 
baldric ; now . 

My sword : 1 had firgot the helm — where i.s it? 

That ’s well — ^iio, ’t is loo heavy : you mistake, too— 

't was not thi.s 1 meant, but that which bears 
A diadem around it. 

Sfe. 8ir(’, I deem’d 

riiat too cons(>lcuous from the (»rccioii.s .stones 
> risk yonr satirf d brow bimeatfi— tuid, trust me, 

This is of better me.tal, thougli less rich. 

Sar. Y"»)U deejn’i! ! Are you too tuni’d a rebel? P’eilow 
Your part i.s to obey: return, and — no— 
is too late — 1 will go forth without it. 

Sfe. At least wear tliis. 

Sur. Wear Caucasus ! why, ’t is 

A mountain on my tcmjiles. 

Sfe. Sire, the ineanc.st 

Mihlier goe.s not forth thus ex(»oscd, to battle. 

II men will recognr/.o yon — for the storm 
las ce.asedj and the moon breaks forth in lier bright- 
no.ss. 

Sar. I go forth to be recognized, and lliu.s 
dial I be so hVKwn-T. !Now — my spear ! 1 ’m arm’d. 

[In eroin." stnpR shorty and tarns to Sfe no. 
fero — 1 had forgotten — bring the mirror,* 

Sfe. The mirror, sire ? 

Sar. Yes, sir, of (lolish’d brass, 

brought from the spoils of India — but be speedy. 

[Exit Sfe no. 

Swr. Myrrha, retire unto a place of safety. 

A'hy went you not forth with tlie other damsels? 

Myr. Because my place is hero. 

Sar. And when I am gone— - 

Myr. I follow. 

Sar. You I to battle ? 

AJi/r. If it were so, 

T were not the first Greek gill had trod the path. 

II await here your return. 


‘ Suet) the mirror Oiho held 
lo Ibi' Illyrian field.”— See .TnwnaJ. 
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Sar, The place 

Is spaciouEi} and the first to be sought out, 

If they prevail ; and, if it should be so, 

And I return not 

Myr, Still we meet again. 

Sar. How? 

Myr, In the spot where all must meet at last- 
Iii Hades ! if tliero be, as I believe, 

A shore beyond the Styx: and if tliere bo not, 

In ashes. 

Sar, Barest thou so much ? 

Myr, 1 dare all tilings 

Except survive what 1 have loved, to be 
A rebel’s booty : forth, and do your bravest. 

Re-enter Sfeko viith the mirror. 

Sar. [looJeing at himself.) This cuirass fils me wi 
tho baldric better, 

And the helm not at all. IVIelhinks I seem 

away the hehnet after trying it again 
Passing well in these toys ; and now to prov<‘- them. 
Altada! Where ’s Altada ? 

Sfe. Wailing, sire. 

Without: lie has your shield in ^^a«liness. 

Sar. True ; 1 forgot he is rny .shield-bearer 
By right of blood, derivtul from age to age. 

Myrrha, embrace me ; — ^>'et once more — once more — 
Love me, whate’er betide. My cliiefest glory 
Shall be to make me worthier of your love. 

Myr. Go forth, and eorujuer! 

Sardanapamts ami Sferc 
Now, I am alone, 

All are gone forth, and of that all how few 
Perhaps return. Let him but vunquish, and 
Me perish ! If he van(|uisli not, T perish ; 

For I w’ill not outlive him. He has wound 
^ About my heart, I Know not how nor why. 

Not for that he !.■!! king ; fin* now his kiiigilom 
Hocks underneatli his throru', and the earth yawns 
To yield him no more of it than a grave ; 

And yet J love him more. Oh, mighty Jove! 

Forgive this monstrous love liir a harharian, 

Who knows not of Olympus! ye.s, I love him 

Now, now, far more than Hark — 1(» the war shout ! 

Metliinks it nears me. If it nhoukl be so, - 

[AV/e f h airs forth a small vial. 
This cunning Colchian ]>ois(>n, which inv father 
Learn’d to compound on Luxiiic shore.s, and laught mt 
How to preserve, shall free me! It hail freed me 
Long ere this hour, but that 1 lovt'.d, unlil 
I half forgot 1 was a slave : — where all 
Are slave.s save one, and proud of servitude, 

So they are served in turn by somciliing lower 
In the degree of bondage, we forget 
That .shackles worn like ornamiuits no less 
Arc chains. Again that shout ! Juid now the clash 
Of arms — and now — and now 

Enter Altada. 

’ AU. Ho, Sfero, ho ! 

Myr. He i.«j not hero ; what wouldst thou with him ? i 
How j 

Goes on the conflict ? ^ 

Alt. Dubiously and fiercely. 

Myr. And tlio king? 

AU. Like a king. I must, find Sfero, 

And bring him a new spear and his own helmet. 

Ho fights till now bareheaded, and by far 
Too much exposed. The soldiers knew his face, 

And tile foe too ; and in tho moon’s broad light, 

Hi.s silk tiara and his flowing hair 
Make him a mark too royal. Every arrow 
Is pointed at the fair hair and fair features, 

And the broad fillet which crowns both. 

Myr. Yc gods, 


Who fulrnmato o’er my father’s land, protect h’un! 
Were you sent by the king? 

Alt. By Salemenes, 

Who sent me privily upon lhi.s charge, 

Without tho knoAvleiige of tho careless sovereign. 

The king ! Uie king fights as he revels ! ho ! 

- What, Bfero ! I will seek the armoury — 

He must be there. [E.cit Altada. 

Myr. ’Tis no dishonour— no— 

T is no dislionour to have loved this man. 

I almost wish now, what 1 rievcT wish’d 
Before, that )»e were Grecian. If Alcides 
Were shamed in iveiiring lA'dian Onijihalo’s 
She-garb, and wielding her vile di.staff ; surely 
I He, who spring.s* up a Hercules at once, 

Nur.sed in effeminate arts from youth to raanhooil, 

And rusluw from the banquet lo the battle, 

As though it wore a bed of love, deserves 
That a Greek girl sliould he his paramour, 

And a Greek bard bis min.-’lrel, a Greek tomb 
iis monument. How goi^s the slrile, sir ? 

Enter an Officer. 

Officer. Lost, 

jost almost pu.st recovery. Zanies ! Where 
s Zame.s? 

Myr. Posted willi tho guard appoinfed 
To watch before the apartment of the women. 

[Ejnt OfivAT. 

Myr. (solus.) lie’s gone; and told no more than 
tliat all ’s lost ! 

/Vhat need have' I lo know more? In those words, 
Those lilile words, a kingdom and a king, 

A line of tliirteen agc's, anil the lives 
)f thousands, and the forluix^ of all left 
►Vilh life, are merged ; and I, t(K>, with the great, 
a small bubble breaking witli the wave 
A'liieh bore it, sball be notiiing. At the least 
Vly fate is in my ke.oping: no proud victor 
>Iiall count me with bis sjioils. 

Enter Pania. 

Pan. Away with me, 

dyrrlia, williout delay; we must not lose 
\ moment— all lliat ’s left us now. 

3Jyr. The king? 

Pan. Sent me lieiv.* to conduct you bcnc(‘, beyond 
rii(3 river, by a secret passage. 

Myr. TJien 

.e lives 

Pan. And eliarged m(5 to secure your life, 
nd beg you to live on for bis sake, till 
le. can rejoin you. 

Mi/r. Will he then give way? 

Ihin. Not till till' last. Still, still he does wliat«?’er 
tespair c;an do ; and .step by step disjmtes 
' 111 * very ]>alacc. 

Myr. They are licre, then: — ay, 

'heir shouts come ringing through the ancient halls, 

Tever jn-ofaned by rebel echoes till 

his fatal night. Farewell, As.'?yria’M line! 

Farewell to all of Nimroil! Even tho name- 
Is now no more. 

Pan. Away with mo — away ! 

3/yr. No : I ’ll die hero ! — Away, and tiill your king 
loved him to the last. 

!n/er Sardanapalits anel Salemenes vhth soldiers. 
"’ania quits Mviirha, and ranges himself with them. 
Sar. Since it is thus, 

Vo ’ll die where wc were bom— in our own halls, 
erry your ranks — stand firm. I have despatched 
tru.sty satrap for the guard of Zame.s, 

1 fresh and faithful ; they ’ll be here anon. 

I is not over. — Pania, look to Myrrha.^ 

[Pania returns towards Mykrha. 
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Sal* We have breathing time ; yet once more charge 
my friends — 

One for Assyria ! 

Sar,^ Rather say for Bactria ! 

My faithful BactrianS} I will henceforth be 
King of your nation, and we ’ll hold together 
This realm as province. 

Sal. Hark ! tlicy come — they come. 

Enter Bex^esks and Arhaces v;iih the Rebels. 

Arb. Set on, wo have them in the toil. Charge ! 
Charge ! 

Bd. On ! on ! — ^Ileaven fights for us, and with us. — 
On! 

[IViej/ cfiarge the luhei mid Salemeives wUh th 
'lYoops, who defend dicnisdoes till the Arriind of 
Znnm^ with the (hwrd before, mentioned. !%>. 
Rebels arc then driven (iff\ mul pursued bp Sali> 
^'C. As the. King is going to join the 
pursuit^ Bkleses crosses him. 

Bel. Ho ! tyrant — I will <;nd this war. 

Sar. Even so, 

IVly warlike priest, and ]>r(3cioii8 prophet, and 
(.irateful and trusty subject : — yield, I pray ihcc. 

I Wftuld reserve thee for a fitter doom, 

Rather than dip my hands in holy blood. 

Bet. Thine hour is coino. 

Sar. No, tlnne. — I Vo lately read, 

Tlmugh but a young astrologer, the stars ; 

And, ranging round the zodiac, found iliy fate | 

In tluj sign of the Scorpion, which |>rocluims I 

That thou wilt now bo crtish’d. ! 

Bd. But not by thee 

[They fight ; BEiiESES is wounded, ami disarmed. 
Sar. (r (Using his sword to despatch him^ excl(ums)~^ 
Now call upon thy planets, will they shoot 
Erom the sky to j)res(TVe their se^ r and credit? 

[A party of Rebels enter and rescue {jeleses. They 
assftil the King^ who^in turrij is r4scucd by a Tarty 
of his Soldiers, who drive the. Jtdwls qf. 

The villain was a projdiet after all 
ripon them— ho! tlun*c — victory is ours, 

[Exit in pursuit. 

Myr. {to Pan.) Pursue ! Why stand’st thou liere, 
and leavest the ranks 

Of fellow-soldiers conquering without ihco? 

Pan. The king’s command was not to quit Uico. 

Myr. Me! 

Think not of me — a single soldier’s arm 
Must not be wanting now. 1 ask no guard, 

[ need no guard : what, with a world at stake, 

Keep watch upon a woman? Hence, I say, 

Or liiou an shamed! Nay, then, I will go forth, 

A feeble female, ’midst their desperate slrde, 

And bid thee guard me there — where thou shouldsi, sliield 
Thy sovereign. [Exit MvmuiA. 

Pan. Yet stay, damsel! She’s gone. 

If aught of ill betide her, better I 
Had lost my life. Sardanapalus holds her 
Far dearer tliaii his kingdom, yet lie fights 
For that too ; and can 1 do less tlian he, 

Who never flash’d a scimitar till now ? 

MyrHia, return, and I obey you, tliough 

til disobedience to the monarch. [Euil Pania 

Enter Altada and Sfero by an o^tposite door. 

Alt. Myrrha ! 

What, gone ? yet slie was hero when the fight raged, 
And Pania also. Can aught have befallen them ? 

Sfe. I saw both safe, when late the rebels fled; 

They probably are but retired to make 
Their way back to the fiarem. 

AU. , If the king 

Prove victor, as it seems even now he must, 

And miss his own Ionian, wo are doom’d 


To worse than captive rebels. 

Sfc. Let us trace them , 

She cannot be fled far^ and, found, she makes 
A richer prize to our soft sovereign 
Than his recover’d kingdom. 

Alt. Baal himself 

Ne’er fought more fiercely to win empire, than 
His silken son to save it ; he defies 
All augury of foes or friends ; and like 
The close and sultry summer’s day, which bodes 
A twilight tempest, bursts forth in such thunder 
As sweeps the air and deluges the eartli. 

The man’s inscrutable. 

S/e. Not more than others. 

All arc the sona of rircumslancc ; away — 

Let ’s seek the slave out, or prepare to bo 

Tortured for his infatuation, and 

Condemn’d without a crime. [Ejmtnl 

Enter Salemenes and Soldiers, ^c. 

Sal, I’he triumph is 

I'lattcring: they arc beaten backw’ard from the palace 
A.nd we have open’d regular access 
To the troops station’d on the other side 
Ouphrates, who may still bo true; nay, must be, 

When they hear of our victory. But where 
s the chief victor? where ’s Uie king? 

Enter Bardanapalits, cum mis, ^-c. andMviiKnA, 

Sar. Here*, brother. 

Sal. Unliurt, I hope. 

Sar. Not quite ; but let it pass. 

We’ve clear’d the palace 

Sal. And I trust tlie city. 

)ur numbers gather ; and 1 ’vt3 ordered onward 
A cloud of Parthians, hithc'-rlo reserved. 

All fresh tuid fiery, 1c> be jiour’d ujion them 
11 (heir retreat, wliicli soon will be a fliglit. 

Sar. It is already, or at least llu'y march’d 
^^luslor than 1 conhl Ibllovv with my Bactriaiis, 

Who Rptirod no sjieed. 1 am spent: give mo a scat. 

Scd. I’hero stands the throne, sire. 

Sar. ’T is no place lo n;st on, 

i^or mind nor body : let me have a couih, 

[Thn/ place a siuL 

A peasant’s 1 care not wliat; so — now 

breathe more freely. 

S<d. Tills great hour has proved 

'I'he brightest and most gloriinis of your life. 

Sar. And the most tiresome. Where ’s my cujibcarcr ? 
Bring me sorm^ water. 

Sal. {smiling.) ’T is the first time he 
liver had such an order ; even I, 

Your most austere of counsellors, would now 
Suggest, a purpler beverage. 

Sar. Blood, doubtless. 

But tiiere’s enough of tliat shed ; as for wine, 

1 liave learn’d to-night tlio jirico of the jnire element 
Thrice have I drank of it, and thrice renew’d, 

With greater strength than the grape ever gave me, 

My charge ujion the rebels. Where ’s the soldier 
W’^ho gave me water in his helmet ? 

One of the Guards. Slain, sire ! 

An arrow pierced his brain, while, scattering 
The last drops from his holm, ho stood in act 
To place it on his brows, 

Swr. Slain ! unrewarded ! 

And slain to serve my tliirsl : that ’s hard, poor slave ! 
Had he hut lived, I would have gorged him with 
Gold : all the gold of earth could ne’er repay 
The pleasure of tliat draught ; for I was parch’d 
As I am now. f They bring water — he drinks. 

I live again— from henceforth 
The goblet I reserve for hours of love, 

But war on water. 
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Sal* And tlmt bandage, airc, 

Which girds your arm ? 

Sar, A Bcratcli fiuin brave Belcses 

Myr. Oh ! ho is wounded ! 

Sar. Not too much of Uiat 

And yet it feoh a little stiff and painful, 

Now I am cooler. 

Myr. You have bound it witli 

Sar. The fillet of my diadem : (he first time 
That ornament was ever aught to rue, 

Save ati incumbrance. 

]\fyr. (to the Attt’udunts.) Suininon siioedilv 
A leech of tho most skilful : pray, retire ; 

I will unbind your wound and teml i(. 

Sar.* Do so, 

Por now it throbs sufficiently : but what 
ff now’st thou of wounds ? yet wherefire do 1 ask ? 
fnow’st thou, rny brotlier, where I ligiitcd on 
This minion ? 

Sal. ITerduig uitli the other fmiales. 

^ike frightcnd antelopes. 

Sar. No ; like the dam 

)f tlie young lion, femininely raging, 

And femininely nu aneth furiously, 

Jeeause all fiassions in excess are ftunale,) 

Vgainst llio lumter flying widi her cub, 

>lie urged on with her voir<‘ and g(*‘>lur»\ au<l 
fer flouting hair and Hashing eyt's, tiie se.ldiet,s, 

II tho pursuit. 

AV. Indeed ! 

iS'rtr. You see, (Iiis uigiit 

1?nle warriors of more than ine. f p.iused 
'o loek upon la'r, and Jier kiiidi<'d eheek ; 
ler laigti black <'y<’S, that tla-'liM througli her long lu 
ts It stream’d t/or lier .* lier bine veins tlial rose 
dong her most Iranspan'nt brow; her iiostiil 
tihfled from its .synnnefrv; iu'.r lips 
il»art ; her voici* that clove tii/ooeli ail the 
lS a liuo’a pieixmlli (hronpii (he cymbafs clash, 
irr’d blit not drown’d by I la' liaiil hraUiut;.' , )»er 
favetl arms, more da/./iing with Iheir own boi 
whiteness 

'ban tlu* st,e< 1 her liaud lield, wlueh she caii^dit up 
rom a dead soldiers i.'tasp ; all these thuigs muiie 
cr seem unto the troops a. prophcfess 
f vK’t<»ry, fjr V^ielory herself, 
oil)'* down to hail us her’s. 

Sa/ (aside.) This is loo much, 

gam (he love-fit ‘s on him, and lUI 's lost, 
niess wo turn his thouglils. 

(yllniul.) Hut pray thee, hire, 
liink of yoiu wound — you said evi'u now ’twn? painful. 
Sar. I’lin.rV true, too; but I must not tiiiiik of it. 

Sal. \ have U>ok’d to all things needful, and will now 
eeeivc reports of progress made in such 
rders as I had given, and then return 
o lu'ur your further pleasure. 

Sar. Be it so. 

Sal. (in retiring.) Myrrha ! 

Prince! 

Sal. You liavc shown a soul to-night, 

Miieli, were he not my sister’s lord But now 

have no time: diou lovest the king? 

Mt/r. I love 

irdaiiapalus. 

Sal. But wouldst have him Icing still? 

Mt/r. T would not have him less than what he should b< 
Sal. Well th^n, to have him king, and yours, and al 

should, or sliould not be ; to have him /inr, 
d him not sink back into luxury, 
ju have m(»re pow’cr uj>on his spirit than 
isdom within those w’alls, or ileice rebellion 
iging wiihout : look well tlial he relapse not. 

Myr. I’here needed not the voice of Saloiaenes 
> tirge me on to tiiis : I will not fail. 

2L 


Ail that a woniaifs weakness can— 

SaL Is power 

Omnipotent oVr such a heart as his ; 

Exert it wisely. Samjmkwes. 

Sar. Myrrha! what, at whisjiors 

With niy stern brother ? I shall soon bo jealous. 

Myr. (ftmilini*.) You have cause, sire ; for on the 
earth there breathes not 
A man more wt^rlhy of a woman’s love — 

A soldier’s trust — a subject ’s n;v<*rcnce— « 

A king’s esteem — the whole woild’s admiration! 

Sar. Praise him, hut not so warmly. 1 must not 
Hear lliosc sweet lip.s grow eloijiient in aught 
That throws me intu shatli; ; yet you speak truth. 

A ml now retire, to iiavc' your wound look’d to. 
Yay, lean on me. 

Sar. Yea, love! but not from pain. 

(Esreuni omnc.s. 


ACT IV. 

''CFNf: I. — xiij) v.\ .. e V la's (lisf'ot'frrd sleeping upon a 
(*our/i, ttt:;l ornmnnaUy dLsluiUti in his ShtutherSy wtifi 
Mvniin \ tna tchiu};, 

Myr. (sola, LarJny,) 1 Ikivc stolen nj»on hw resf, it 
n'sl it Ih‘, 

VVIueh ilius cunvolses slumber: shall J wake him 
No. Iw s-'.'in-. ralioer. Oh, llioo ol' (loitl! 

Wl.ose reivu is o’er seal'd eat'lids and soli dreMin.s, 

Or deoj., su-ep. s'» as to he uiifallionul, 
liook like ihy hiotlier, I h ath — so still — h^) surless— 
then we :t'*e happw si, as it may be, wo 
'\n‘ happiisl of all within i lie realm 
Of (hy stern, silent, aod oie,vakeninji twin. 

Again .he j, Jove.' — Ill the play of p.ain 
Slioel.s o\.i Ins fec.Jore>«, a'i ih<- sudden gust 
1 ihc reliiciam ’ake, tlial lay so ejilm 
Ik-iieath the momifam sliadow ; or tlie hhist. 

K’aulies l!)t' autumn leaves, that dio'ipnig' chng 
i'\tmlh and. mo'.mnles.s to tln'ir loved hough.s, 

1 must aw'ake him — vi 1 net y I: wiio kuoes 

!V >»n wliat J roust* him? Ji se«‘ms p;un • hut if 

I tpucken lam l«> he.ivier pam? 'I’le' te\er 

Of tins nimuiluuii.s night, the gi itfluo of 

Ills wound, though siigiit, may ean.se all lliks, and shako 

Me more to see than linn to sufliir. No : 

la.*t nature use lier own mah'inal means,— 

Ami I aw’ail to secomi not tlisiinl) her. 

Sar. (au-akming.) Not so — ullliough ye multiplied 
tin* stars, 

And nav<i them to mo as a ritalm to share 
Krom you and with you! 1 would not so purcliaBC 
'I'lm empire etermtv. l-leu<*c — hence.— 

Old hunter of the earlied hnit'.is ! and ye, 

Who hunted fellow-creatuias as if brutcH! 

Ouce biootly niurluls—’uud now bloodier idols, 

If your priests he not! And thou, ghastly beldame ! 
J.)rippiiig with diisicy gore, and trampling on 
The carcas.ses of Inde — away! away! 

W'^here am 1? Where the spectres? Wliero—— No — 
that 

is no false phantom : I should know it ’midst 

All that th<5 dead dare ghiomily raise up 

From tlirir black gulf to daunt tlic living. Myrrha ! 

Myr. Alas! liiou art pale, and on thy brow I he drop 
jialher like night dew. My beloved, hush — 

Calm thee. Thy speech seems of auotlier world, 

And thou art loved of this. Be of go<xl cheer j 
All will go well. 

Sar. Thy harul — »o — ’t is iJiy liaiid ; 

’T is flesh ; grasp — cla.sp — ^ypt closer, till 1 feel 
Myself tliat whidi 1 was. 

Atyr. At least know me 
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For wlutt I am, and ever must be — diine. 

Sar. I know it now. I know tins life ajjain. 

Ah, Myrrha! I have been where wo shail be. 

Myr, My lord! 

Sar. I *ve been i’ the grave — where worms are lords, 

And kings are But I did not deem it so ; 

1 thought H was nothing. 

^J/r- So it is ; except 

Unto the timid, who anticipate 
That wliich may never bo. 

Sor- C)h, Myrrha ! if 

Sleef) show such things, what may not death disclose ? 

Myr. 1 know no evil deaih can show, wiiich Idb 
Has not already shown to those who live 
Embodied longest. If'liiere l>c indeo<) 

A shore, where mind survives, ’t will he as mind, 

All unincorporatc : or if there flits 
A shadow of this cumbrous clog of clay, 

Which stalks, mctliinks, between our souls and heaven. 
And fetters us to earth — at least the phantom, 

\\'^hate’<;r it have to fear, will not fear death. 

Sar. I fear it not ; but 1 have felt— have seen — 

A legion of tho dead. 

Afvr. And so have I. 

^'hc dust we tread iijKjn was once alive, 

And wretched. But proccscd: what hast tliou scon? 
Speak it, ’t will lighten thy dinun’d mind. 

Sar. Metlioughl 

Myr. Yet pause, thou art tired— in pain— exhausted; 

Which can impair both strengtli and spirit : seek 
Rather to sleep again. 

Sar. Not now — I would not 

J )rcain ; though I know it ni»w to he a dream 
What I have dreamt:— and canst thou bear to hear it? 

Myr. I can hear all tiiir.gs, dreams of life or death, 
Which I parlicijiate witli you, in semblance 
Or full reality. 

Sar. And this look’d real, 

I tell you : aflcr that these eyes were open, 

I saw them in tlioir llight— for then tliry fled. 

Myr. Say on. 

Sar, I saw, that is, 1 drcani’d myself 

Here— here— even where w’e are, guests as we were, 
Myself a host that deem’d hintself but guest, 

Willing to e(jiuil all in tnxnal freedom; 

But, on my riglit hand and my left, instead 
Of lliee and Zaines, and o\ir accustom’d meeting, 

Was ranged on my loft hand a haughty, dark, 

And deadly face — I could not recognize it, 

Yet I had seen it, though I knew not where; 

7’he features were a giant’s, and tlie eye 
Was still, yet lighted; his long locks curl’d down 
On his vast bust, whence a Imgo quiver rose 
With shafl-hcads feather’d from the eagle’s wing, 

That peep’d up bristling through his serpent hair. 

I invited liim to fill the cup which stood 
Between us, but he answer’d not — fill’d it — 

He took it not, but stared upon me, till 
I trembled at the fix’d glare of his eye : 

I frown’d upon him as a king should frown- 
lie frown’d not in his turn, but look’d upon me 
With the same aspect, which appall’d mo more, 

Becau.se it changed not; and I turn’d for refuge 
I’o milder giiestr, and sought them on the right, 

Where thou wert wont to be. But 

[Hepawtes. 

^^Jfr. "Wliat instead ? 

iSior. In thy own chair— thy own place in the ban- 
quet— 

I sought thy sweet face in the circle— but 
Insteac.!— a gray-hair’d, wither’d, bloody-eyed, 

And Woody-bonded, ghastly, ghostly thing, 

FeHNde in garb, and crown’d upon tho brow, 

Funrow’d with ye.ar.s, yet sneering with the passion 


Of vengeance, leering too with that of lust, 

Sate : — my veins ctirdled. 

Myr> Is this all ? 

fi?ar. Upon 

Her right hand — her lank, bird-like right hand — stood 
A goblet, bubbling o’er with blood ; and on 
Her lef», another, fill'd with — what I saw not, 

But turii’d from it and her. But all along 
I’he table sate a range of crowned wretches, 

Of various aspects, but of one expression. 

Mi/r. And felt you not this a mere vision ? 

Sar. No: 

It was so pal[>ahlc, I could have touch’d tliem. 

I turn’d from one face to another, in 

'riie hope lo find at last one which I knew 

Kro I saw theirs: but no — all turn'd upon me, 

And stared, but neither ale nor drank, but stared, 

Till f grew stone, as they seem’d half to be, 

Yet hre.atlting stone, for I felt life in them, 

And life in me: there was a horrid kind 
Of sympathy between us, as if they 
Had lost a part of death to come to me, 

Anti 1 the half of life to sit by tlicm. 

We were in an c.\i»tencc all apart 

From heaven or earth And ratlier let me see 

Death all than such a being ! 

Myr. And the end? 

Sar. At last I .sate marble, as they, when rose 
The hunter, and the crew; and smiling on me — 

Yes, the, enlarged hut noble a, sped of 
The hunter smiled upon inc — 1 should say, 

His lips, for his eyes moved not — and the woman’s 
Thin li|)s relax’d to something like a smile. 

Both rose, and the crown’d figures on each liand 
Rose a]si.>, as if aping their chief shades — 

Mere mimics even in deatli — but I sate still ; 

A desperate courage crept through every lirnli, 

And at the last 1. fear’d them not, hut laugh’d 
Full in their phantom faces. But then — then 
The hunter laid his hand on mine : I took it. 

And grasp’d it — btil it melted from my own, 

While he too vanish’d, and left nothing but 
The memory of a hero, for he ItHjk'd so. 

Myr. And was: the ancestor of heroes, too, 

And thine no less. 

Sar. Ay, Myrrha, hut the woman, 

The female who remain'd, she flew upon me, 

And burnt my lips up with her noisome kisses, 

And, flinging down the goblets on each hand, 
Methought their poisons flow’d around us, till 
Each form’d a hideous river. Still she clung ; 

The otlier pl)antom.s, like a row of statuc.s, 
ood dull as in our temples, but .she still 
Embraced me, while 1 shrunk from her, as i^ 

1 lieu of )ier remote descendant, I 
Had been the son who slew her for her incest. 

Then — then — a chaos of all loathsome things 
Throng’d thick and shapeless : I was dead, yet feeling— 
Buried, and raised again — consumed by worms, 
urged by the flames, and wither’d in the air ! 

I can fix nothing furtlicr of my thoughts, 

Save that I long’d for thee, and sought for thee^ 
n all tliese agonies, and woke and found tliee. 

Myr. So shall thou find me ever at thy side, 

Here and horeafler, if tho last may bo. 

But think not of these things — the mere creations 
Of late events, acting upon a frame 
Unused to toil, yet overwrought by toil 
^uch as might try the sternest. 

Sar. I am better. 

Now tliat I see thee once more, wfuU was eeen 
Seems nothing. 

Enter Salemengi. 

Sal Is tlio king so soon awake ? 
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8ar. Yes, broUier, and I would I had not slept ; 

For all the predecessors of our line 

Hose up, methought, to drag me down to them. 

My father was among them, too ; but he, 

I know not why, kept from mo, leaving me 
Between the hunter-founder of our race, 

And her, the homicide and hasband-killor, 

Whom you call glorious. 

Sal. So I term you also, 

Now you have shown a spirit like to hers. 

By day-break 1 j)ropose that we set forth, 

And charge once more the, rebel crew, who sfill 
.Keep gathering head, repulsed, but not quite tjuell’d. 

Sar. How wears the night? 

»Voi! There yet remain some hours 

Of darkness: use them for your further rest. 

Sar. No, not to-night, if ’tis not gone; methotight 
I pas.s’d hours in tliat vision, 

Mt/r, Scarcely one ; 

I watch’d by you : it was a heavy hour, 

But ati hour only. 

Sar. Let us then hold counc'iil ; 

To-morrow wo set forth. j 

Sal. But ere that time, 

I had a graco to seek. 

Sar. ’T is granted, 

Sal. Hear it 

F,re you reply too readily; and ’tis 
For your ear only. 

Alyr. Prince, I take my leave. 

[AJofit Myrutia. 

Sal. Thai slave deserves her freedom. 


To bear alone, that we must niinglo sorrows, 

Who have ceased to iniuglo love ? 

ilr-cnter Salemeniis ond Zakiha. 

My sister ! Courage : 

I Shame not our blood with trembling, but remember 
j From whence we sprung. The queen is present, sire. 
Za7". I pray tliee, brotJier, leave me. 

Since you ask it. 
[Uanl Salfmknks. 
Zar. Alone with him ! How many a year has past, 
Though wo are still so young, since wo have met, 
Which I have worn in widowhood of heart. 

He loved mo not: yet he seems little changed— 
(Jhiiiiged to me only — would the change were mutual! 
flo speaks not — .scarce n'gards me — not a word- 
Nor look — ^yet Ik; iwin .soft of voice and asj)ect— 

! Indifferent, not austere. My lord ! 

Zarina ! 

Zar. No, not Zarina— do not say Zarina. 

That tone — that worti— annihilate long years. 

And tilings which make them longer. 

'T is too lata 

To think of these pa.st dreams. I^iOt ’s not roproacli— 
That is, reproach me not — fir the lajtt time— 

Zfir. And./iV.^/. J ne’er reproach’d you. 

Sar. ’T is most true ; 

Ami that reproof eoines heavier on my heart 
Than— Bill oiir hearts are not in our own jiower, 

Zar. Nor hands; hut 1 gave both. 

Sar. Your brother said 


Sar. Frceflom only! 

That slave deserves to share a throne. 

Sal. Your patience— 

’T is not yet vacjuit, and ’t is of its partner 
I Jomc to speak with you. 

Sar. How ! of the queen ? 

Sal. Kven so. 1 judged it fitting fi>r their safety. 
That, ere the dawn, she sets forth with her children 
For Paphlagonia, whore our kinsman Cotta 
fioverns ; and there at all events secure 
My nephews and your sons their lives, and with them 
Their just pretensions to the crown in case 

Sar. I perish — as is probable : w^li Uiought — 

Ltit them sot forth with a sure escort. 

Sal. That 


It was your will to see me, ere you went 

PVom Nineveh with (Nr hesitates.) 

Zar. Our children: it Is true. 

I wish’d to thank you lliat you have not divided 
My heart from all that’s left it now to love— - 
Those who are yours and mine, who look like you, 
And look upon me as you look’d upon mo 

Once But they have not changed. 

Sar. Kor ever will. 

I fain w'ould have iJicm dutiful. 

Zar. I clicri.sh 

Those infants, not alone from the blind love 
Of a fond mother, but as a fond woman. 

They arc now the only tic between as, 

Sar. Deem not 


Is all provided, and the galley ready 
To drop down the Euphrates ; but ere they 
Di'part, will you not see— — 

Sar. My sons ? It may 

UniTian iny heart, and the poor boys will w’cep; 

And what can I reply to comfort them, 

Save with some hollow hopes, and ill-worn smiles ? 

Yon know I cannot feign. 

Sal. But you can feel ; 

At least, I trust so : in a word, the queen 
Re(}ucsts to see you ere you part — for ever. 

Sar. ITnfo wliat end? what purpose? I will grant 
Aught — ^all that she can tisk — but such a meeting. 

Sal. You know, or ought to know, enough of women, 
Since you have studied them so steadily, 

That what they ask in aught that touches on 
The heart, is dearer to their feelings or 
Their fancy, than the whole external world. 

I think as you do of my sister’s wish ; 

But ’t was her wish — she is my sister- you 
Her husband— will you grant it ? 

Sar. *T will be useless : 

But let her come. 


I have not done you justice : rather make them 
Resemble your own line than own sire. 

trust tliein with you — to you: fit th<*m for 
A throne, or, if that Ik; <l»;nied— Y ou have heard 
Of this night’s tumults ? 

Zar. T had half forgotten, 

And could have welcoinerl any grief savo yours, 
Which gave me to behold your face again. 

Sar. The throiu^ — I sa}' it not in fear — but *t is 
In peril ; they perliaps may never mount it ; 

But let them not for this lose sight of it. 

I will dare all things to iMifiueath it them ; 

But if I fail, then they must win it back 
Bravely— and, won, wear it wisely, not as I 
Have wasted down iny royalty. 

Zar. They ne’er 

Shall know from me of aught but what may honour 
Their lather’s memory. 

Sar . Rather let them hear 

The truth from you than from a trampling world. 

If they be in adversity, they ’ll learn 

Tex) soon tlie scorn of ta^owds for crownless princes, 

And find that all their father’s sins are theirs. 


Sal. I go. 

[Nxit Sat.emenes. 

Sar. Wo have lived asurKler 

Too long to meet again — and now to meet ! 

Have 1 not cares enow, and pangs enow, 


My boys ! — I could have Ix)rne it were 1 childless. 

Zar. Oh! do not say so — do not poison all 
My peace left, by unwishing that thou wort 
A fatlier. If tliou conquerest, they shall reign, 
And honour him wdio saved the realm for tlien^ 
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So cared for as Ids own ; and if— — 

Sar. ’T is lost, all earth will cry otil tliank ywr father! 
And they will swell tht; eeijo with a curse. 

Zar. That they shall never do ; but rather honour 
The name of hitn, who, dying like a king, 

In his last hours did more for his own memory 
Than many monarchs in a length of days, 

Which dale tlie flight of time, but make no annals. 

Sar. Onr annals draw perchaneo nnto their dose ; 
But at the least, wliaieVr tins past, the.ir riul 
Shall he like their beginning — memorable. 

Zar, Y{!t, ho not rush — he careful of your life, 

Live but f jr those who lov<;. 

iSor. And wlio are they? 

A slave, who Iov(^h from passion — I’ll not say 
Ambition — she has seen tlirones shake, and loves ; 

A few friends, who have re veil'd till we are 
As one, f»r they are nothing if T fall; 

A brother J have injured— children whom 
I have neglected, and a spouse 

Zar. Who loves. 

Sr/r. And panlons? 

Zfir. I have never thought of this, 

Aiwl cannot pardon till I have eondeuin’d. 

AVir. IVly wife 1 

Zar. Now hk.ssings on lhe<^ fur that word! 

I iK'vc'r fhooght to liear it more — fnjm tht'(\ 

Sar. Oil! thou will li. ar it from niy suhjects. Yes — 
These slaves whom I luive nuruin d, pamper’d, fed, 

And swolii with peaci', and gorg’d witii plenty, till 
They reign tliemselves — all niondrchs in their miiusions — 
Now Bwwm forth in reheliion, and demand 
llis ileiilh, w'ho made their lives a juljilec; 

While tlio few upon whom I have no claim 
Are faitliful! This is true, yet monstrous. 

Zur. ’ T in 

Perhaps too natural ; for henefus 
I'urfi poison in bad minds. 

SW, And good ones make 

GoimI out of evil. Happier than die hc(‘, 

Which hives not but from whoh'Stjrnc flowers. 

Zar. Then reap 

The honey, nor inquire whence ’{is (h rived. 

Be satisfied— you are not all ubandioiM. 

Sar. IVIy life insures me that. How long,botbink you, 
Wore not T yet a king, slioiikl J be morlJil ; 

Tliut is, where mortals «/v:, n<»1 wle rc they must he? 

Zar. I know not. But yet live for my — that is, 
Your childrmi’s sake ! 

Soj-. My gentle, wrong’d Zarina ! 

f am the very slave of circumstance 
And impulse — borne away with every breath! 
Misplaced upon the throne — misplaced in life. 

T know not wljat I coukl have been, but fed 
I am not wdiat I should be — let it end. 

Thit take this with thee ; if I was not form’d 
To ]>ri7,o a love like ihiue, a mind like thine, 

Nor dote even on thy beauty — as I’ve doted 
On lesser charms, for ri(» cause save that such 
Devotion was a duty, and I hati'd 
All that look’d like a cJiain for me or others, 

(This even rebellion imist avouch ;) yet hear 
These words, perliajis among my last — iJiat none 
E’er valued more thy virtues, though he know not 
To profit by ihinn — as tlio miner liglits 
Upon a vein of virgin ore, discovering 
Tliat wliidi avails liitn nothing : h(' hath found it, 

But ’l is not his — but some suficrior’s, who 
Placed him to dig, but not divide flie wealth 
Which sparkles at his feel ; nor dare he lift 
Nor ]:KHse it, but iutii|,,jpi^el on, upturning 
The 8ullc;|); earth. 

Oh ! if Uiou liast at length 
Oisooffil^ th^t niy love i« worth cstcum, 

I an^. more — hiiit let ip hence tog(3tlier, 


f\nd /—let me say — shall yet ho happy, 

Assyiia is not all tlie earth— wo ’ll find 
A world out of our own — and be more blest 
7’lian I tiave ever btseu, or thou, with all 
An empire to indulge tliee. 

£nter Salemenes. 

Sai. I must part ye — 

7'lie moments, which must not be lost, are passing. 

Zar. Inhuman brother! wilt thou thus weigh out 
list ants so high and blest ? 

Sal. Blest ! 

Zar. Ho hath been 

So gentle with me, that I cannot fliink 
)f quitting. 

Sal. So — this feminine farevrell 

Mills a.*! sudi partings end, in no departure. 

tliuufdu as much, and yielded against all 
My belter boilings. But it must not be. 

Zar. Not be ? 

Sal. Uernain, and perish 

Zar. With my husband— 

So/. And children. 

Zar. Alas ! 

Sal. ITenr me. sistei, like 

Jl/iy sister: — all’s prepared to make your safety 
’erlain, uiid of tlie buys loo, our last hopes; 

uoi a sirigle qiicsfluri of rne»'i' fe.idinj/, 
riiuu:-!! that were mui h — but ’t is a point of stale: 
riie rel*els would do more to seize upon 
The (.ftqiring of flieir sovereign, anil .so crui 

Zar, Ah! do not name it. 

Sal. Well, then, mark rnc; when 

They are f^afe beyond the Median’s grasp, tlic rebels 
Have mish’d their ehiei’ aim— tlie CAfinetion of 
The lint' of Nimrod. 'J’hougli tlie presi'nt king 
Kail, llis sons live tor viclory and vi'Tigeance. 

Zar. Bui could nut I remain, alone? 

Sul. What ! leave 

Your children, with two parents and yet orphans— 

In a strange land — so young, so distant? 

Zar. No— 

I\Iy heart wiil break. 

Sal. Now you know all — decide. 

Sar. Zarina, ho hath spoken well, and wo 
Musi yield awliilo to this necosdty. 

Remaining here, you may lose all ; dep.arting, 

You save the better part of what is lifl, 

'J’o both of us, and to .such loyal hearts 
As yet beat m these kingdoms. 

Sttl. The time presses. 

Sar. Go, llien. If e’er w't* meet again, [lerliaps 
1 may be worthier of you — and, if not, 

Rcmetnher that my faults, though not atoned for, 

Are trulrd. Yet, I dread tliy nature wall 
Grieve more above the biiglitod name and ashes 
VVhirli once were inigliliest in Assyria — than— 

But I grow womanish again, and must not; 

I must learn sternness now. My sins have all 

Been of tlic si/fter order hide thy tears— 

I do not hid thee not to shed them — ’twerc 
Easier to stop Euphrates at its source 
Than one tear of a true and tender heart— 

But let me not behold them ; they unman mo 
Here wl^en I had remann’d myself. My brothor, 

Lead lier away. 

Zar. Oh, God ! I never shall 

Behold him more! 

Sfd, {striving to rmiduri her.) Nay, sister, 1 mutt be 
obey’d. 

Zar. I must remain— a^vay ! you shall not hold me. 
What, shall ho die alone ? — / live alono ? 

Sal. He shall not die alone ; but lonely you 
Have lived for yi^nrs. 
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Zar. That ’a false! I knew he live«l, 

And lived upon his imajjo — let me gro ! 

JS'tL (mmimtinsi her riff' the stai^e.) Nay, then, I nnwi 
nsn some fraternal iorce, 

Wliirh you will pardon. 

Znr. Never. HelpmclOli! 

S:irdanapalus, will thou thus behold rne 
Torn from tliee? 

Sid, Nay — then all is lost again, 

If that this moment is not guinM. 

Zftr, My brain turns — 

My eyes fail — where is he? [She faints 

Sar. {advunr.m^.) NTo— -set her dowm— 

She ’s dead — and you have .slain her. 

SalT ’T is the mere 

Faintness of overwrought passion : in the air 
She will recover. Pray, keep back. — [vls'/de.] I must 
Avail inyst'lf of this sole moment to 
Bear her to where her children are embark’d, 

I’ the royal gallery on tl»c river. 

[Salemexf.s bears her 

Sar. {solus.) This, too— 

And this too must I sulTer — I, who never 
Infheled purposely on human hearts 
A voluntary Jiang ! But lliat is false— 

She loved nit', and I loved her. — Fatal passion ! 

Why <Jost thou not expire at once in hearts 
Which thou hast lighted up at once? Zarina! 

T must pay dearly for the desolation 
Now hrouglit uj)on thoc, JIad f never loved 
But tliee, I should have been an unopposed 
Monarch t»f honouring nations. To what giilGs 
A single deviation from tlie track 
Of human duties leads even lliosc who claim 
riie homage of mankind as their born due, 
find It, till llu'y firfeil it themselves! 

Enter MyiiitriA. 

Sar. You hero ! Wlio call'd you? 

JMi/r. No one — but I beard 

oil a voice of wail and h'uncntatiori, 

.'\Md thoiiglit—— 

Sar. Tt firm.s no portion of your ilutics 

d’o enter here llil sought for. 

JMqr. Though 1 might, 

Perl rips, recall some softer words of yours, 

(Although they too were rhifUm:^^) winch n-proved mo, 
Because I cvi'r dreaded to inlriMle; 
i’esisling my own wish and your injunct v>n 
'I’o li(;etl no time nor pri‘sence, hut approach you 
I'tnriill'd for: I. retire. 

Sar. Yet stay — being here. 

1 pray you pardon me events have sour’d me 
1 wax pei'vish — heed it not : I shall 
f^oon he myself again. 

AA/r. I wail with patience, 

What I sliall see with pleasure. 

Sar. Scarce a moment 

Befac your entrance in tliis hall, Zarina, 
i^ucen of Assyria, departed hence. 

Myr. Ah! 

Sar. W'hcrefore do you start? 

A/yr. Did I do so? 

Sar. ’T was well you enter’d by another portal, 

KUc you had met. That pang at least is spared 
her ! 

Afyr. 1 know to feel for her. 

Sfir. That is too much, 

And beyond nature — ’i is nor mutual 
Nor po.ssiblo. You cannot pity her, 

Nor she aught but 

Myr. Despise ibo favourite slave ? 

Not more than I have ever scorn’d myself. 

Sar. Scorn’d 1 what, to be the onvy of ywr sex, 


And lord it o’er tlio heart of the %vorkrs lord? 

Myr. Wert? you tho lord of* twice ten thoug&nd 
w’orld.s — 

As you are like to lose th<' one you sway’d — 

I did abase mys^clf as much m being 

Your paramour, as tho?igh you were a peasant— 

Nay, more, if (hat the peasant wort* a Greek. 

Sar. You talk it w'cll 

Myr. And truly. 

Sar. In the hour 

Of man’s adversity all things grow daring 
Against tlie falling; but as 1 am not 
C^uilt? fall'n, nor now disposed to bear reproaches, 
IhThaps because I mmit them too often, 

Let us lh(?n part while peace is still between us. 

Myr. Part I 

Sar. PTavt? not nil past human beings parted, 

And must not all the present one day pari ? 

Myr. Why? 

Sar. For y<»ur safety, which I will have look’d to 
With a strong escort to your native land ; 

And such gifts, as, if you had not bct?n all 
A queen, sliall nialic your dowry worth a kingdom. 
Myr. 1 pray you talk not tlms. 

Sar. Tho queen is gone : 

You need riot slianu? tolhllow. I w’oiild fall 
Alone — I seek iiu |)artnc‘rs hiif in pleasure. 

AlTyr, And I no j»leasure hut in jiarling not. 

You shall not force me from you. 

Sai'. Think w'oll of it— 

t soon may he to<3 late, 

Myr. So let it be ; 

For then you cannot sejiarate mo from you. 

Sar. And will not; but I thought you wish’d it. 

Myr. I! 

Sar. You spoke of your abasement. 

Myr. And I feel it 

Deeply — more fleeply than all things but love. 

Sar. Then lly from it. 

Myr. ’T will not recall the past— 

’T will not restore my honour, nor rny Iwart. 

No— lierc 1 stand or full. If that y<»u compier, 

I live to joy in your great triunqih ; should 
Your lot iu? different, I 'll not weep, but share it. 

You did not doubt nu' a few liours ago. 

*S‘ar. Vonr courage iiov(‘r — nt»r your love till now ; 
And none could make me doubt it save yourself. 

'I’liosi? words 

Myr. Were words. 1 pr.ay you, let the proofe 

It; in tile past acts you were pleased to praise 
This very night, .and in my fiirtluT hearing, 

Bcsitle, where, V(!r you are borne by fate. 

Sar. ] am eonfent ; and, irusting in my cause, 

Think we may yt"t be victors and return 
To p(?act? — the tiuly vitjtory 1 covet. 

To me war is no glory — contpiesl no 
Icnown. To be forced tbiis to uphold my right 
>ils heavier on niv heart than all the wrongs 
These men would bow me. down with. Never, never 
(.tan I forgt;t this niL»ht, even should 1 livo 
I'o add it to the memory of others. 

I thought tt) have made mine inoffensivo rvdo 
An era of sweet p(;aco ’mhlst bloody annals, 

A green spot amidst desert centuries, 

On which the future would turn back and smile, 

Anti cultivate, or sigh when it could not 
Recall JSardanapalus’ golden reign. 

I thought to have made my realm a paradise, 

And every moon an epoch of new pleasures. 

I tiM)k the rabble’s shouts for love— the breath 
Of fricntls fi>r truth— the lips of woman for 
My only guerdon — ^so they are, my Myrrha: 

[Jle ktMM hot 

FCiss me. Now let them t4ke my realm and life ! 

They shall have both, hut never thee ! 
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Myr. No, never! 

Man may despoil his brother man of all 
That ’a great or glittering — ^kingdoms fall — boats yield — 
PViends fail-— slaves fly — and all betray — and, more 
Than all, the moat indebted — but a heart 
That loves without self-love ! ’T is here — now prove it, 

Enter Salemenes. 

Sal. I sought you — ^How ! the here again ? 

Sar. Return not 

Now to reproof : methinks your aspect speaks 
Uf higher matter than a woman’s presence. 

Sal. The only woman whom it much imports me 
At such a moment now is safe in absence — 

The queou’s embark’d. 

Sar. And well ? say that much. 

S<d. Yes. 

Her transient weakness has pass’d o’er ; at least, 

It settled into tearless silence : her 

Pale face and glittering eye, after a glance 

Upon her sleeping children, were still fix’d 

Upon the palace towers as the swift galley 

•Stole down the hurrying stream beneath tlie starlight; 

But she said nothing. 

Sar. Would I felt no more 

Than she has said ! 

-S(d. *T is now too late to feel ! 

Ytrtir feelings cannot cancel a sole pang: 

To change them, my advices brir»g sure tidings 
That the rebellious Medos and Chaldees, marshall’d 
By their two leaders, are already up 
In arms again; and, serrying their ranks, 

Prepare to attack : they have apparently 
Been join’d by other sati-aps. 

Sar. What! more rebels? 

Let us be first, tlien. 

Sal, That wore hardly firudent 

Now, though it was our first intention. If 
noon lo-raorrow we are join’d by those 
I ve sent for by sure messengers, wo shall bo 
In strength enough to venture an attack, 

Ay, and pursuit too; but till then, my voice 
Is to await the onset. 

Sar. I detest 

That waiting ; though it seems so safe to fight 
Behind high walls, and hurl down foes into 
Deep fosses, or behold them sprawl on spikes 
St row’d to receive them, still I like it not — 

My soul seems lukewarm ; but when I set on them, 
Though they wore piled on mountains, I would have 
A pluck at them, or perish in hot blood! — 
i.et m(3 then charge. 

Sal. You talk like a young soldier. 

Sar. I am no soldier, but a man : speak not 
Of soldiership, I loathe the word, and tlioso 
Who pride themselves upon it ; but direct mo 
Where I may pour upon tliein. 

Saf. You mu.st spare 

'I’o expose your life too hastily ; 't is not 
Like mine or any other subject’s breath : 

The whole war turns upon it— with it; this 
Alone creates it, kindles, and may quench it— 

Prolong it— end it. 

Sar. Then lot us end both ! 

’T were bettor thus, fierhaps, than prolong either; 

I ’m sick of one, perdianco of both. 

[A trumpet sounds without. 

Sal. Hark! 

Sar. Let us 

Reply, not listen. 

8^. And your wound ! 

Sar. ^ ’T is bound— 

T i* heal’d — had forgotten it. Away ! 


A leech’s lancet would have scratch’d me deeper ; 

The slave that gave it might bo well ashamt^ 

To have struck so weakly. 

Sal. Now, may none this hour 

Strike with a better aim ! 

Sar, Ay, if we conquer ; 

But if not, they will only leave to me 
A task they might have spared their king. Up<m them ! 

[Trumpet sounds again. 

Sal. I am with you. 

Sar. Ho^ my arms ! again, my arms ! 

[Exeunt. 


ACT V. 

Scene L — 7'he same Hall in the Palace, 
MvitRiiA ana Balea. 

Mpr. (at a window.) The day at last has broken 
What a night 

Hath uslier’d it ! How beautiful in heaven ! 

Though varied with a transitory storm, 

More beautiful in that variety I 

How hideous upon earth ! where peace and hope, 

And love and revnl, in an hour were trampled 
By human passions to a human chaos, 

Not yet resolved to separate elements — 

’T is warring still ! And can the sun so rise, 

So bright, so rolling back the clouds into 
Vapours more lovely than tlic unclouded sky, 

With golden pinnacles, and snowy mountains, 

And billows purpler than the ocean’s, making 
In heaven a glorious mockery of the earth, 

8o like we almost deem it permancjit ; 

So fleeting, we can scarcely call it aught 
Beyond a vision, ’t is so transiently 
Scatter’d along tlu*. eternal vault : and yet 
It dwells upon the soiil, and soothes the soul, 

And blends itself into the soul, until 
Sunrise and sunset form tlu3 haunted epoch 
Of sorrow and of love ; which they who mark not, 
Know not the realms where those twin genii 
(Who chasten and who purify our hearts, 

So dial we would not change their sweet rebukes 
For all the boisterous joys that ever shook 
The air with clamour) build the palaces 
Where their fond votaries repose and breathe 
Briefly ; — hut in that brief cool calm inhale 
Enough of heaven to enable them to bear 
I’he rest of common, hca\y, human hours, 

And tlrcam them through in placid sufferance ; 

Though seemingly employ’d like all the rest 

Of toiling breathers in allotted tasks 

Of pain or pleasure, tvio names for one feeling. 

Which our internal, restless agony 
Would vary in the sound, althmigh the sense 
Escapes our highest efforts to be happy. 

Bed. You muse right calmly : and can you so watch 
The sunrise which may be our last ? 

Mi/r. It is 

Therefore that I so watch it, and reproach 
Those eyes, which never may behold it more, 

For having look’d upon it oft, too oft, 

Without the reverence and the rapture duo 
To that which keeps all earth from being as fragile 
As I am in this form. Come, look upon it, 

The Chaldee’s god, which, when I gaze upon, 

I grow almost a convert to your Baal. 

Bal. As now he reigns in heaven, so once on earth 
He sway’d. 

Mt^r. He sways it now far more, then ; never 
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Had earthly monarch half Uio peace and glory 
Which centres in a single ray of Ids. 

Bal. Surely he is a god ! 

JMyT, So We Greeks deem too 

And yet I sometimes think that gorgeous orb 
Must rather be the abode of gods than one 
Of the immortal sovereigns. Now he breaks 
Through all the clouds, and fills my eyes witli light 
That shuts tlte world out. I can look no more. 

Bal. Hark ! hoard you not a sound? 

Myr. No, ’t was mere fancy ; 

They battle it beyond the wall, and not 
As in late mididght conflict in die very 
‘Chambers : the palace hits become a fortress 
Since that insidious hour ; and here within 
The very centre, girded by vast courts 
And regal halls of pyramid proportions, 

Winch must be carried one by one before 
They penetrate to where they then arrived. 

We are as much shut in even from the sound 
Of peril as from glory. 

Bal. But they reach’d 

I’hus far before. 

Myr. Yes, by surprise, and were 

Beat back by valour •, now at once we have 
Courage and vigilance to guard us. 

Bal. May they 

Prosper ! i 

Myr. That is the prayer of many, and > 

The dread of more : it is an aiLvious hour; 

I strive to keep it from my tiioughts. Alas ! 

How vainly! 

Bal. It is said the king’s demeanour 
In the late action scarcely more appall'd 
The rebels than astonish’d his true subjects. 

Myr. ’T is easy to astonish or appal 
•'I’ke vulgar mass which moulds a horde of slaves ; 

But ho clid bravely. 

Bal. Slow he not Belesos ? i 

I heard the soldiers say he struck him down, ' 

Myr. The wretch was ov(.*rtlirown, but rescued to 
'rriurnfih, perhaps, o’er one who vanquish’d liiin 
In fight, as he had spared him in h'ls peril ; 

And by that heedless pity risk’d a crown. 

Bfd. Hark! 

Myr. Y ou are riglit ; some steps approacli, but slowly. ] 

EtUer SoliUers, hearing in Salumenes wounded, with, 
a broken Jai'clin in his side; they scat him upon (nic\ 
of the Couches which furnish the Apartmenl. 

Myr. Oh, Jove ! 

B<jd. Then all is over. 

S(d. That is false. 

Hew down the slave who says so, if a soldier. 

Myr. Spare him — lie ’s none : a mere court butterfly, 
That flutters in the pageant of a monarch. 

B(d. Let liim live on, then. 

Myr. So wilt thou, I trust. 

Sal. I fain would live this hour out, and the event, 

But doubt it. Wherefore did ye bear me here? 

Sol. By the king’s order. When the javelin struck you, 
You fell and fainted ; ’t was bis strict command 
To bear you to this hall. 

Sal. *T was not ill done : 

For seeming slain in that cold di/zy trance. 

The sight might shake our soldiers — but — ’t is vain, 

1 feel it ebbing ! 

Myr, Let me see the wound ; 

I am not quite skilless : in my native land 

’T is part of our instruction. War be'mg constant, 

We are nerved to look on such tilings. 

Sal. Best extract 

The javelin. 

il^. Hold ! DO, no, it caimot be. 


Sal, X am sped, tlien ! 

Myr. With the blood tlial fast must follow 

The extracted weapon, I do fear thy life. 

Sal. Atvi I not death. Where was the king when you 
Convey’d me frcrni the spot where I was stricken 7 
Sfd. Upon the same ground, imd encouraging 
With voice and gesture the dispirited troops 
Who had seen you fall, and falter’d bock. 

Sal. Wliom heard ye 

Named next to the command 7 
Sol. 1 did not hear. 

Sal. Fly, then, and tell him, ’t was my last request 
That Zames take my post until the junction, 

So hoped for, yet delay’d, of Ofraianes, 

Satrap of Susa. Leave me here : our troops 
Are not so numerous as to spare your absence, 

Sol. But, prince 

Sal. Hence, I say ! Here ’s a courtier and 

A woman, the best chamber company. 

As you would not permit mo to expire 

Upon tlie field, I ’ll have no idle soldiers 

About my sick couch. Hence ! anti do my bidding ! 

[Exeunt the Soldiers.- 

Myr. Gallant and glorious spirit ! must the earth 
So soon resign thee ? 

Sal. Gentle Myrrha, ’t is 

The end I would have chosen, had I saved 
The monarch or the monarchy by tills ; 

As ’t is 1 have not outlived them. 

Myr. You wax paler. 

Sal. Your band ; this broken weapon but prolongs 
My pangs, without sustaining life enough 
To make me useful : 1 would draw it forth 
And my life witli it, could T but hear how 
The fight goes. 

Enter SARDAKArALirs and Soldteis. 

Sar. My best brother ! 

Sal. And the battle 

s lost 7 

Sar. (dcspondingly.) You sec me here. 

Sal I ’d rather see you thus 

[Ife draws out tfte wcApon from the loound and 
dies. 

Sar. And thus I will be seen ; unless I 
The last frail reed of our beleaguer’d hopes. 

Arrive with Ofratanes. 

Mj/r. I fid you not 

Receive a token from your dying brother, 

Appointing Zanies chief 7 
Sar. I did. 

Myr. Where ’s Zaioes 7 

Sar. Dead. 

Myr And AUada 7 

Sar, ^Jyh»g. 

Myr Pania ? Sforo? 

Sar. Pania yet lives ; but Sfero ’s fled, or captive. 

I am alone. 

Myr. And is all lost? 

Sur. Our walls, 

Though thinly manii’d, may still hold out against 
Tlieir pre.sent force, or aught save treachery: 

But i’ the field 

Myr. I tliought ’t was the intent 

Of Balemcncs not to risk a sally 
Till yc were strengllien’d by tlie expected succours. 

Sar. I overruled him. 

JV/yr. Well, the fault ’s a brave one 

Sar. But fatal. Oh, iny brother ! I would give 
These r(ialmH, of which thou wert the ornament, 

The sword and shield, the sole-redcciiimg liou<mr, 

To call hack but I will not weep foj thee ; 

Thmi slialt be mourn’d for os thou wouldst b« mourn’d 



SARDANAPAIitTS. 


Act V^ 


It grieves me most that thou couldst quit tliis life 
Believing that I could survive wiial tliou 
Hast died for— our long royalty of race. 

If I redeem it, 1 will give ihcc blood 
Of thousands, tears of millions, fur atonement, 

(The tears of all tlie good are thine already,) 

If not, wc meet again soon, if the spirit 
Within us lives beyond : — thou readest mine, 

And dost me justice now. Let me once clasp 
That yet warm hand, and fold lltat throbloss heart 

\Embr(ms the bod^. 

To this which beats so bitterly. Now, bear 
The body hence. 

Sol. Where ? 

Sar. To my proper cliamber. 

Place it beneath my canopy, as though 
The king lay there: wlien this is done, wc will 
Speak further of the rights due to stich ashes. 

[Exeunt Sddiers with the body q/' S ai.£MEN£S. 

Enter Pania. 

Sar, Well, Pania 1 have you placed the guards, and 
Issued 

The orders fix’d on ? 

Pan. Sircj I have obey’d. 

Sar. And do tlie soldiers keep llicir hearts U[»? 

Pan. ^ 

Sar. 1 ’in answer’d ! When a king asks twice, and has 
A <|uestion as an answtT to his question, 

It is a portent. What I they are dishearten’d? 

Pan. Tlie death of Saletnene.s, and the shouts 
Of the exulting rebels on his fall, 

Have made them— 

Sar. fiage — not dn>op — it should have been. 

We’ll find the moans to rouse tlieni. 

Pan. Such a loss 

Might sadden even u victory. 

Sar. Alas ! 

Who can so feel it as I fetil ? but yet, 

I'hough coop’d within tlieso walls, they are strong, and wc 
Have those without will break lludr w'ay through hosts, 
To make their sovereign’s dwcJling what it was— * 

A palace ; not a prison, nor a fortress. 

EtUer an Officer^ hastily. 

Sai\ Thy face seems ominous. Speak! 

O^.. I dare not. 

Sar. r^are not ? 

While nuUions dare revolt with sword in hand ! 

'J'luit ’s strange. 1 pray thee break that loyal silence 
Which loathes lo shock its sovereign; we can hear 
Worse than tliou hast lo tell. 

Pan. Proce<‘d, ihou hoarest. 

Qffl. 'I'lie wall which .skirted near the river’s brink 
Is thrown down by the sudden inundation 
Of the Euphrates, winch now rolling, sw'oln 
From the (mormons mountains where it rises, 

By the late rains of that tempestuous region, 

O’erllomls its hanks, and hath tIe.slroycd the bulwark. 

Pan. That ’s a black augury ! it Iisls been said 
For ag<'«, “ That the city ne’er should yield 
To man, until tlic river grow its foe.” 

Sar. I cun forgive the omen, not the ravage. 

How much is swept down of the wall ? 

About 

Some twenty stadii. 

Sar. And all tliis is left 

Pervious lo the assailants? 

Offi. For the present 

The river’s fury must impiule the assault ; 

But wh:n In* slirmks into his wonted channel. 

And may be cros.s’d by tiio accustom’d barks, 

Tha palace is their own. 


’ Sar. T,hat eiiall be never. 

Though men, and gods, and elements, and omens, 
Have risen u[> ’gain.st one who ne’er provoked tliem, 
My fatJicrs’ house shall tKJVcr be a cave 
For wolves to horde and howl in. 

Pan. With your sanction 

I will proceed to the spot, and take such measures 
For the a.s8urancc of the vacant space 
As time and means permit. 

Sar. About it straight, 

And bring me back as speedily as full 
And fair inv(‘siigation may permit 
Report of the true state of lhi.s irruption 
Of waters. 

[Exeunt Pania and the Officer, 
Myr. Thus tho very w'aves rise up 
Against you. 

Sar. They are not my subjects, girl, 

And may pardon’d, since they can’t bo punish’d. 
Myr. 1 joy to see this p(jrtent shakes you not. 

Sar. I am ])ast the fear of jiortents ; tliey can tell mo 
Noihing 1 have not told myself .since midnight: 

Despair anticipates such things. 

Myr. Despair! 

Sar. No ; not despair precis(;ly. When we know 
All that can come, and iiow to meet it, our 
Resolvi's, if firm, may m<‘ril a morej noble 
Word than this is to give it utterance. 

But what ar(.‘ words lo us ? wc have well nigh done 
With thfan and all things. 

Myr. Save one deed — the last 

And greatest to all mortals; crowning act 
( >f all that was — or is — or is to bo- 
Tiie. only thing common to all mankind, 

So (hlferent in their birtlis, tongui's, sexes, natures, 

Hn<‘s, features, ciiines, times, feelings, intellects, 

Without one point of unini save in this, 

T(» whirdi we tend, for whi'b we ’rn born, and tlircad 
The labyrinth of mvst(Ty, call'd life. 

Sar. tJiir clew being wi‘ll nigh wound out, lot’s be 
cheerful. 

They wlu) have nothing more to it:ar may well 
lndulg<' a .smile at tluif which once, ajipalfd ; 

As childnni at discoverV! bugbeans. 

R( -enter Pania. 

Pan. 'T ia 

As was reported : I liavo order’d tliero 
A double guard, withdrawing from th(^ wall 
Where it was strongest the required addition 
To w'ateh the breach oci'asion’il by tin; waters. 

Sar. You have done your duty faithfully, and as 
My worthy Pania! further ties between us 
Draw near a close. I pray you take this key : 

[Gives a key. 

U opens to a seerol rbambt*r, placed 
Bellin i tho cuiicli in my oa n l iiamber. (Now 
Press’d by a iiobb r weight than c’ro it boie — 

Though a long lino of sovt'rnirji': have lain down 
I Along its golden frame — as hearing for 
A lime, wliuf lato wa.s Salcrncnes.) Search 
The secret ctive.rt to which this will load you; 

’T is full of treasure ; take it for yourself 

And your companions : there ’s enough to load yc, 

Though ye be many. Let the slaves be freed, too; 

And all lh(j inmates of tlie palace, of 
Whatever sex, now (juit it in an hour. 

Thence launch the regal barks, once form'd for pleasure, 
And now lo serve for safety, and embark. 

The river ’s broad and swoln, and uncomnianded 
(More potent than a king) by these besiegers. 

Fly! and be happy! 

Pan. Und«?r your protection I 

I So you accompany your iaithiiil guard. 

Sar. No, Pania ! Uiat must not be ; get tlieo henci^ 



Act V. SARDANAI^ALUS. 


And leave me to mj fate. 

Pan. ’T is the first time 

I ever disobey’d : but now 

Sar, So all men 

Dare beard mo now, and Insolence within 
Apes Treason from without. Gluestron no further ; 

’T is my command, my last command. Wilt ihou 
Oppose it? thou I 

Pan, But yet— not yet. 

Sar. Well, then, 

Swear that you will obey when I shall give 
The signal. 

Pan. With a heavy but true lieart, 

1 promise. 

S^r, ’T is enough. Now order hero 
Faggots, pim*-niity, arid wither’d loaves, and .such 
^J’liiiigs as catch tire and blaze with one sole spark ; 
Bring cedar, too, and proeions drugs, and spices, 

And mighty jilanks, to nourish a tall pile ; 

Bring frankincense and myrrh, too, for it is 
For a great sacrifice 1 build tlie pyro ; 

And heap them round yon throne. 

Pan. My lord ! 

Sar. 1 have said it, 

And jt/oii liavo 

Pan. And could kee]) my faith 

Without a vow 

[Exit Pania. 

What mean you ? 

Sar. You shall know 

Anon — what tho whole eartli shall neVr forgot. 

Panja, returning with a Jhrald. 

Pan. IVly king, in going f<irth upon my duty, 

Tins iioralil has been brought befiro me, craving 
An au<!ioiic<‘. 

Sar, Let him speak. 

Her, ^i’h(' Ixinix Arbacei: 

Sar, What, croNxiul iih^iudy ? — Hut, proceed. 

Her. Bclese:^, 

The anointed iiigli-priest— 

Sar. Of xviiat god or tlemon ? 

Witii new kings rise new altars. But, ]tro(‘ced ; 

^'ou are sent to }>rate your inaster.s will, and not 
Kepiy to mine. 

Her. And Satrap Ofiataries 

Sar. Why, he is aunt. 

Her, {Slumans; a ring.) Be sure that he is now 
III the eainj) of tlio conquerors ; behold 
Ills signet ring. 

Sar. ’T is his. A worthy triad ! 

PrMjr SdlomencH ! tlimi ha'«t died in time 
To see one treachery the loss: this man 
Was thy true friend and my most trusted subject. 
Proceed. 

Hrr. They olfer llico tliy life, and freedom 
Of choice to single out a residence 
In any of the further provinc(;s, 

Guarded and watch'd, but not confined in person, 

Where Uiou shall puss thy days in pearc ; but on 
Condition that the three young princes aro 
Given up as hostages. 

Sar. {InmicaUy.) The generous victors ! 

Her. X wait the answer. 

Sar. Aaswer, slave ! How long 

Have slaves decided on the doom of kings ? 

Her. Since tfiey were free. 

Sar. Mouthpiece of mutiny ! 

Thou at the least shall learn tho penalty 
Of treason, tiiough its proxy only. .Pania ! 

Let his head be tlirow'n from our walls within 
7'hc rebels’ lines, his carcass down tlie river. 

Away with him ! 

[Pania and the Guards seizing him, 
I never yet obey’d 
; 2 M 


Your orders with more pleasure than tho present. 
Hence with him, soldiers ! do not soil tliis hall 
Of royalty w'ith treasonable gore ; 

Put liim to rest without. 

Her. A single word ; 

My office, king, is sacred. 

Sar. And what ’s mine ? 

That thou shouldst come and dare to ask of mo 
To lay it down ? 

Her. I but obey’d my orders, 

At the same peril if refused, as now 
Incurr’d by my obedience. 

Sar. So there are 

New monarclis of an iioiir’s growth a,s despotic 
As sover<*igns swathed in purple, and enthroned 
l*h*orri birth to manhood ! 

Hrr. My lifii waits your breath. 

Yours (1 speak liumblv) — ^bul it may be — yours 
May also be in danger scarce l'*.ss imminent : 

Would it. then suit the last hours of a line 
Such as is tliat of Nimrod, to destroy 
A peaceful hernki, unarm'd, in liis ofikre ; 

And violate not only all that man 

Holds sacrcfl lie-lwcon man and man — but that 

IMore holy tie vvhieli links ns with the gods.^ 

S<(r. He *s right. — Let him go free. — My life’s last act 
f^hall not be one of wratli. Here, fellow, take 

[G/ir.s him a golden rap from a table near. 
This golden gohlet, let it hold your wino, 

Ami tliink of me; or melt it into ingots, 

,\ml think of notljing hut their \x eight and value. 

Htr. 1 thank sou tUaihly for my life, and this 
Most gorgeous gift, which renders it more precious. 

But must i bear no answtir? 

Sar, Yes, — T ask ' 

ly\n liour’s truce tti consider, 

I/rr, But an hour’s ? 

Sar. An hour’s: if at the expiration of 
riial lime your niaslers hear no further from me, 
i’hey arc to deem that 1 reject their terms, 

And act bofittiiigly. 

Her. I shall not fail 

To bo a faithful locate of your jdeasurc. 

Sar. And, hark I a word more. 

Hit. I shall not forgot it, 

What».?’cr it be. 

Sar. (kmiincnd me to Belese.s ; 

And tell liiin, cro a year exjiire, 1 summon 
liin hence to meet me. 

Hr. Where ? 

Sar. At Babylon. 

At least from tlauice ho w'ill depart to meet me. 

Htr. I shall obey you to t.lu' letter. 

[Erit Herald. 

Sar. Pania ! — 

Now, my good Pania !—<juk;k — with what I order’d. 

Pan. My lord, — llic sokliers aro already charged. 
Aiul, see! they enter. 

[Sfddiers enter ^ and farm a Pile about the Throne^ 

Sar. Higher, my good soldiers, 

And thicker yet; and sec that the fiyundation 
5 such as will not. s[>(‘edily exliaust 
ts ow’n too subtle fiarne ; nor yet be quench’d 
With aught, officious aid would bring to quell it. 
r.et the throne form the care of it; I would not 
.eave that, .save fraught with fire unquenchable, 

To the new comers. Frame tlie whole as if 
’T were to enkindle the strong tower of our 
“nvotcrate enemies. Now it bears an aspect ! 

How say you, Pania, will Uiis pile suffice 
For a kin^s obsequio.s 7 
pan. Ay, for a kingdom’s, 

understand you, now. ^ 

Sar. And blamo mo 7 


Pan, 







Ptau No- 

Let me but fire tbe pUo) and c^sre it with you. 

Myt. That duty *8 mine. 

Pen. A woman’s ! 

Afyr. T is the soldier’s 

Part to dieybr his sovereign, and why not 
The woman’s with her lover? 

Pan. *T is most strange ! 

Myr» But not so rare, my Pania, as thou think’st it. 
tn the meantime, live thou. — ^Farewell ! tlie pile 
Im ready. 

Pan. I should shame to leave my sovereign 
With but a single female to partake 
Bis doatli. 

Sar. Too many far have heralded 
Vio to the dust, already. Get Owe hence ; 

Snrich thee. 

Pan. And live wretched ! 

Sar. Tliink upon 

rhy vow ’t is sacred and irrevocable. 

Pan. Since it is so, farewell. 

Sar. Searcli well my chamber, 

Peel no remorse at bearing off tlic g(»ld ; 
iemeinber, what you leave you leave the slo-vcis 
»Vho slew me: and when you have borne away 
Vll safe off to your boats, blow one long blast 
Jpon the trumpet as you quit tiie palaee. 

The river’s brink is too remote, its stream 

Poo loud at present to [)ormit the echo ' 

Po reach distinctly from its banks. Then fly,— 

knd as you sail, turn back; but still keep on 

f our way along the Euphrates ; if you reach 

The land of Paphlagonia, whore the (|ueen 

A safe with my three sons in Cotta s court, 

5ay what you saw at parting, and re.quest 
That she remember what I said at one 
Parting more mournful still. 

Pan. That royal hand ! 

[iOt mo then once more press it to my lips ; 

And these poor sokliers who throng round you, and 
Would fain die with you 1 

[The SoUliers awl Pania round hini^ kminp; 
his hand and the hem of his robe. 

Sar. My best! my last friends! 

LfCt ’s not unman each other ; part at once : 

All farewells should be sii<idcn, when for ever, 

Else they make an eternity of monnmtfs, 

And clog die last sad sands of life with tears. 

Bence, and be happy ; trust me, I am not 

Now to be jiitied ; or far more for what 

Is past than present; — for die future, ’tis 

[n die hands of the deities, if such 

There be: I shall know soon. Fart'well — Farewell. 

[Exeunt Pania and Soldiers. 
Myr. These men were honest : it is comfort still 
That our last looks should be on loviiig faces. 

Sar, And lovely ones, my beautiful ! — but hear me ! 
If at this moment, for we now are on 
The brink, thou feclest an inward shrinking from 
This leap dirough flame into the future, say it : 

X shall not love thee less ; nay, perhaps more, 

For yielding to thy nature: and there’s time 
Yet for diee to escape hence. 

Myr. Shall I light 

One of the torches which lie heaped beneath 
The over-burning lamp that bums without. 

Before Baal’s shrine, in the adjoining hull 7 
Sar. Do so. Is that thy answer? 

Myr. i , Thou shall see. 

. ’■ MlTRRU/l 

Sar. («dtM.) Irm. My fadiers ! whom I will 

I. 

Of the gross material being, 


I would not leave your ancient first abode 
To the defilement of usurjiing bondmen ; 

If I have not kept your inheritance 
As ye bequeath’d it, this bright part, of it, 

Your treasure, your abode, your sacred relics 
Of arms, and records, monuments, and sjioils, 

In which tlwy would have revell’d, I bear with me 
To you in that absorbing olemisnt, 

Which most personifies the soul as li’aving 
The least of matter iinconsuni»*(l before 
Its fiery workings; — and the light of this 
Most royal of fuin^rcal jiyres shall be 
Not a nieri^ pillar form’d of cloud and flame, 

A beacon in the Itoiizon for a day, 

And then a mount of ashes, but a light 
^ To lessen ages, rchel nation.s, and 
Voluptuous jirinces. Time shall quench full many 
A people’s records, and a hero’s acts ; 

Sweep empire after empire, like this first 
Of empires, into nothing ; but even dien 
Shall s{>are this deed of mine, and hold it up 
A problem few dare imitate, and none 
Despise — but, it may be, avoid the life 
Which led to such a consummation. 

Mvkrha returns with a lighted Torch in one hand^ amd 
a Cup in the other, 

Myr. Lo! 

’vc lit tlie lamp whif’h lights us to tlic stars. 

Sar. And the cup ? 

Mi/r. ’T 13 my country’s custom to 

Make a libation to the gods. 

Sar. And mine 

To makt5 libations among men. 1 Ve not 
Forgot the custom; and ail.hougli alone, 

Will drain oiu‘ draught m memory of many 
A joyous bauqiiot past. 

[SARDANArAi.TiK tukes the cup, and afler drinkinit^ 
ami iinklmg the reversed cup, as a droj) falls 
exclaims- 

And this libation 
Is for the excellent Bcleses. 

Myr. Why 

Dwells thy mind rather upon that man’s name 
That on liLs mute’s in villany ? 

Sar. The one 

■s a mere soklier, a mtTc tool, a kind 
Of human sword in a friend’s hand ; tlie otlier 
Is master-mover of his warlike imppet : 

But I dismiss them from my mind. — Yet pause, 

My Myrrlia! dost thou truly follow rue, 

Freely and fearlessly ? 

Myr. And dost thou think 

A Greek girl dare not do fi>r love, tiiat which 
An Indian widow braves lor custom ? 

Sar. Then 

We but await the signal. 

Myr. It is long 

In sounding. 

Sar. Now, farewell ; one last embrace. 

Myr. Embrace, but not the last ; there is one more. 

Sar. True, tlie commingling fire will mix our ashes. 

Myr. And pure as is my love to tliee, shall tlioy. 
Purged from the dross of earth, and earthly passion, 
Mix pale with Uiinu. A single thought yet irks me. 

Sar. Say k. 

Myr. It is that no kind hand will gather 

The dust of botli into one urn. 

Sar. The better: 

Rather let. them be borne abroad upon 
The winds of heaven, and scatter’d into air, 

Than bo polluted more by human hands 
Of slaves and traitors ; in this blazing palace, 

And its enormous walls of rocking ruin, 

We leave a nobler monument than Egypt 





Hath piled in her brick mountains, o’er dead kin^s, 

Or lane, for none know whether those proud piles 
Be for their monarch, or their ox-god A[)i« : 

So much for monuments tliat have forgottem 
Their very record ! 

Myr. Then farewell, thou earth ! 

And loveliest spot of earth ) farewell, Ionia ! 

Be thou still free and beautiful, and far 
Aloof from desolation ! My last prayer 
Was for thee, my last thoughts, save one, were of thee! 
Sar, And that? 

Is yours. 

[27ic trumpet of Paxia Hounds without. 
Sar. Hark ! 




Myr. iVow/ 

Sar. Adieu, Assyria! 

I loved tlieo well, my own, my fatliera' land, 

And better as my country tlian iny kingdom. 

I satiated thee with peace and joys ; awl this 
Is my reward ! and now I owe thee nothing, 

Not even a grave, [/fe nwuiUt the pUe. 

Now, Myrrlitt! 

Myr. Art thou ready? 

Sar, As the torcii in thy grasp. 

(M VAKHA the pile, 

Myr. ’T is fired ! I coma. 

[Ah Mr a All a eprinfre forward to throw hert^ inta 
the flames, iht Curtain falls. 


NOTES TO SARDANAPALUS. 


Note 1, page 266, line 60. 
And thou, my own Ionian Myrrha. 


“The Ionian name had been shll more eo.r.|.rc. p„hap, reaaonabl 

hensivo, having inrhidod ihc Adiaians and the Bum- Wlial/indeed, .'o.ild bo the ohjec 

fans, wtio ogether with those to whom it was after - . . Jiur 


(for Arrian says it w'as not quite so,) whether the 
purpose has not bt en to invito to civil order a people 
disposed to turbulence, rather than to recommend un- 
reasonably be ques- . 
the object of a king 

' . , , , , , . I I r aL of Assyria in founding suefi towns in n country so dis- .. 

wards coi.lir.ed, would make nearlv ho whole of the ^ „ ■; 

Greek .nitioii, and ainoiio Ihe or.oj.lals .1 was a waj-s .,j- sandy deserts and lofty nioiinliins, 

the. general name for the Greeks. —M, If, mis Or.m-. ^, 11 , i„i,al,i,ants could be at once in ' 

vol. I. p. Is7d. drcuinsfarices to abandon themselves to the intern- 

Note 2, jiago 268, line's 83—86. | perate joys which the.ir prinee has been supposed to \ 

V r n/»t /»/« recomincrided, is not obvious: but it may deserve ' 

* *■ ** ^ * observation that, m lliiit line of eoast., the southern of 


The kinj3[, and son of Anoryndararcs, 

In mu; day Imilt /Inchialvs and Tarsus. 

Eal, drink, and l(W ,• the rest « not worth a fillip.''^ 
“For this expedition he took not only a small chosen 
nody of tlie phalanx, but all his liglit troops. In the 
first day’s mareJi h<‘ reaidied Ane.liiaiiis, a town said to 
' have been founded by tin* king of Assyria, Sardana- 
palus. The fortifications, in tlieir magnitude and ex- 
tent, still in Arrian’s time, boro the charaiter of| 
greatness, which Assyrians appear singularly to 
have afleeted in works of the kind. A monuiiient 
represeiiling Sardauapnlus was fourul there, warranted 


Lesser Asia, ruins of cities, evidently of an age after 
Alexander, yet barely named in iiistory, at this day 
astoni.di the adventurous traveller by their magnificence 
md elegance. Amid the desolation wliudi, undti» a 
singularly liaibarian government, has for so many cen- 
turies been daily s[)reading in the finest countries of 
the globe, wlnufier more from soil and climate, or from 
opportunities for commerce, extraordinary means must 
have been found for communities to nourish there, 
wlumce it may semn lliaf the measure.s of Sardana- 
palus vi'ere directed hy juster views than have been 
iominonly ascribed to him : but that monarch having 


by an inscrijition in Assyrian cliaiaclers, of course in icon the last of a tlynasty, ondt»d by a revolution, 
file old Assyrian language, w’liK’h the C*i‘<‘eks, whether ibloqny on liis nn'inory would follow of course from 
well or ill,' interpreted thus: ‘ Hrirdanapalus, sou ofj he policy of his successors and their partisans. 
•Anacyiidaraxes, in one day founded Anchialus and « The incoiisistenoy of I radiiioiis concerning Sarda- 
Tarsus. Hat, drink, jilay : all oilier human joys are lapalus is striking in Diodorus' account of him.’ — Mit- 
not wortli a fillip.’ Supposing this version ru'arly exact, W’a Greece, vol. i.K. j>p. 311, 312, and 313. 


THE TWO FOSCARI, 

AN HISTORICAL TRAGEDY. 


Tlia father xifteno, but the governor *• 


DRAMATIS PERSONAE. 
MEN. 

Franctr Foscaht, Ih^f of Ve 7 uc €. 

JiAt’oro FoscARr, Son of the Do^e. 

James IjOredano, n Patridan . 

Mari’o Memmo, « Ckufof the Forty. 
Babiiathoo, a. Sauitor. 

Other Se/uifw's, the Council of Ten, Guards, 
AUcndanls, ^c. ^e. 

WOMAN. 

Makina, IVife of young Foscari. 

Scene — the Ducal Palace, Venice, 


ACT I. 

Scene I. — A Hall in the Ducal Palase, 
Enter Lokeoano and Barbarigo, meeting. 

Lor, Where is the prisonor? 

Bar. Reposing from 

Tfic Q.nes(ion. 

I/rr. The liour ’s past — fix’d yesterday 

For t)»e resumption of liis trial. — T>et m 
j Rejoin our colleagues m (lie eouneil, and 
' Urge his recall. 

itar. Nay, let him profit by 

A few brief minutes lir his tortured Jimbs; 



’ a' *•< V 


B© was o’erwrought by the Q,«ostion yesterday, 

And iiuty die under it if now repeated. 

Zer. Well? 

Bar, I yield not to you in love of justice, 

Or hate of the ambitious Foscari, 

Father and son, and all their noxious race ; 

But tlie poor wretch has suffer’d beyond nature’s 
Most stoical endurance* 

Zer. Without owning 

His crime ? 

Bar, Perhaps without committing any. 

But he avow’d the letter to the Duke 
Of Milan, and his sufferings half atone for 
Such weakness. 

Zor. We shall see 

Bar. You, Loredano, 

Pursue hereditary hate too far. 

. Lor, How far ? 

Bar. To exterminahon. 

Zor, When they are 

Extinct, you may say this.— Let ’s in to council. 

Bar. Yet pause — the number of our colleagues is no 
Complete yet ; two are wanting cre wo can 
Proceed. 

Zor. And the cliicf judge, the Doge ? 

Bur. No— ho 

With more than Roman fortitudo, is ever 
First at the board in this unhappy jirocess 
Against lus last and only son. 

Lor. True— true— 

His last. 

Bar, Will nothing move you ? 

Ijnr. Feels Ac, think you ? 

Bar. He shows it not. 

Lor. I have mark’d that — lln' wretch! 

Bar. But yesterday, I hear, on his return 
To tlio ducal chumbcr.s, as he pass’d the threshold 
The old man fainted. 

Zw. It begins to work, then. 

Bar. The work is half your own. 

Lor. And should bo all mine— 

My fatlier and my uncle are no nutre. 

Bar. I have read tlicir ei>i(apli, which says Uiey died 
By poison, 

Lir. When the Doge declared that ho 
Should never deem hiinscdf a sovereign till 
The dcalli of Peter Lore<Iano, ])oth 
The brothers sicken’d sliortly : — lie is sovereign. 

Bar. A wrelclied on(\ 

Zor, What should they be who make 

Orphans ? 

Bar, But (lid tlio Doge inalvc you so ? 

Zor. Yes. 

Bar. What solid prooL’ ? 

Zor. When princes sot tlicm.selves 

To work in secret, proofs and jiroccss are 
Alike made difficult ; but I havti .such 
Of the first, as shall make the second needless. 

Bar. But you will move by law ? 

Zor. By all the laws 

Which he would leave us. 

Bar, They arc such in this 

Our state as render retribution easier 
Than ’inongst remoter nations. Is it true 
That you have written in your books of commerce, 

(The wealthy practice of our liighest nobles,) 

“Doge Foscari, my debtor for the deaths 
Of Marco and Pietro Loredano, 

My sire and uncle ?” 

Ijrr. It is written thus. 

Bior, And will you leave it unerased ? 

Zor, Till balanced. 

Bar, And how ? 

\Tuh> Senators over the stage, as m their 
wwty to ^the Mall of the CouTictl of Ten.^' 


Ijff, You see tlie number is complete. 

Follow me. « [ExU Lousd^no. 

Bar. {solus.) Follow thee ! 1 have follow’d long 
Thy jiatii of desolation, as the wave 
Sweeps after tliat before it, alike whelming 
The wreck that creaks to the wild winds, and wretch 
Who shrieks within its riven ribs, as gush 
The waters through Utern ; but this son and sire 
Might move the elements to pause, and yet 
Must I on hardily like tliem — Oh ! would 
I could as blindly anil remorselessly ! — 

Lo, where he comes ! — Be still, my heart ! they are 
Thy fiHts, must ho thy victims : wilt thou beat 
For tJiose who almost broke thee ? 

Enter Guards, witii young Foscari as prisoner, ^j. 
Guard. Let him rest. 

Signor, take time. 

Jar. Fos. I thank thee, friend, I ’m feeble ; 

But thou may’st stand reproved. 

Guard. I ’ll stand the hazard 

Jac. Fos. That’s kind; — I meet some pity, but no 
iniM'cy : 

This iH the first. 

Guard. And might be last, did they 

Who rule hcl)r)|d ns. 

Bar. {adoamiu!' to the G uard.) There is one who docs 
fear not ; I will ni'ilhcr b(’ thy judge 
Mor tiiy a<!<‘user ; though the hour is past, 

Wail their last summons— J am ot'“ the Ten,” 
dmd waiting fur tiiat summons, sanction you 
£vcn by my presence ; when tile last call sounds, 

Wo ’ll in togciher. — Look well to the prisoner! 

Jac. Fm. What voice is that ? — ’T is Harbango’s ! Ah ! 
>ur house’s foe, and one of my few judges. 

Bar. To balance such a foe, if such tiicro be, 

.’’by father sits among tliy judges. 

Jur. Fos. True, 

Ic judges. 

Bur. Then deem not the laws too liarsh 
Whieli yield so inucli indulgcnco !<► a sire 
\s to allow Ills voice in sucli high matter 
\s the slate’s safety 

Jac. Fos. And lus son ’s. I ’in faint ; 

•et me approach, I pray you, for a breath 
>f air, yon window which o’erlowks the w’alers. 

Fnla' an Officer, who whispers Baruarigo. 

Bar. {to ike Guard.) T.et him approac.h. 1 must 
not speak with him 

'urtlier tlinn thus; 1 have transgress’d my duty 
a this brief parlfv. and nr.isl now' redeem it 
Vithiri the Coiini'il Chamhor. fAu-v/ Baubarjgo. 
[Guard comiueting .Tacoi'O Foscari to ike ivimlow. 
Guard. There, sir, ’l ia 

pen — TTow feel you? 

Jac. Fos. Like a hoy — Oh Venice! 

Guard. And your limbs 1 
Jac. Fos. Limh^; ! how often have tiu'y borne mo 
bounding o’er yon blue tide,, as I iiave skimm’d 
'he gondola along in childish race, 
nd, inasqiic-il as a young gorulolier, amidst 
y gay compel itors, noble as 1, 

■aced for our pleasure, in the pride of strength ; 

/bile the fair populae.e, of crowding beauties, 
lelmian as patrician, cheer’d us on 
r-ith dazzling smiles, and wishes audible, 
nd w aving korchit;fs, ami applauding hands, 
ven to the goal ! — How many a time have I 
ven with arm still lustier, breast more daring, 
be wave all roughen’d ; with a swimmer’s stroke 
inging the billows back from my drench’d hair, 
id laughing from my lip the audacious brine, 
i^hich kiss’d it like a wine-^up, rising o’er 
be waves as they arose, and prouder still 
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The lofiier they uplifted me ; and oft, 

111 wantonness of spirit, plunging down 
Into their green and glassy gulfs, and rnaldng 
My way to shells arul sta-wcfid, all unseen 
By those above, till they waxM fcarl’ul ; then 
Returning with my grasp full of such tokens 
As show’d that I had search’d tJu‘, deep: exulting, 

With a far-dashing stroke, and drawing deep 
The long-suspended breath, again I spurn’d 
The foam which broke around me, and pursued 
My track like a sea-bird. — 1 was a hoy then. 

Guard, l^e a man now : there never was more noo( 
Of manhood’s strength. 

* Jac. Po8. [looking from the laltke.) My licautiful, m; 
♦own, 

My only Venico — this isbrecUh! Thy breeze, 

Tliine Adrian sea-bree.ze, ht)W it fans my face ! 

Thy very winds feel native to rny veins, 

And cool them into calmness ! llow^ unlike 
I’lie hot gales of the horrid ()ycladt‘s, 

Which howl’d about my Camiiote dungeon, and 
Made my In art sick. 

Guard. I see I he colour comes 

Back t(» your cheek: Heaven stnid yon strength to beai 
What more may be impos»*d I — 1 dread to think on’l. 

Jac. Fos. Th('y will not hiousli me agtiiii ? — Xo — no 
Let, them wring on; I am strong yet. 

Guard. Confess, 

And (he rae.k will be S]»ar<‘d you. 

Jar.. Fas. 1 Collf'Ss’J 

Once — twice hetlire: both times (hev exiled me. 

Guard, And tiic ihiid time. \mII slay you. 

Jar. Fos. L(‘t them do so, 

So I lie buried in my blrtiiplaee, ; better 
Be aslies here than aught that lives <'ls'<‘where. 

Guard,. And can yon so iiiiudi love the soil which 
* hates you ? 

J(7r. Fas. The soil ! — Oh no, it is (he seed of the soil 
AVIiich persecutes me; hut niv native earth 
Will take me as a iiiodier t<i her anus. 

I a=;k nc* nuire than a Ve netian grave, 

A dungeon, vvliat tliey will, so it he here. 

Kuf(r (IN Ojjlrcr. 

OJji. Bring in the jiriamerl 

‘Guard. Signor, yon hear the order. 

Jar. Fiks. Ay, T am u.-;e<l to s-udi a summons; 'f is 
The third tiiiu! they have torlurod me : — thmi lend me 
'I'hini' arm. \Ta the Guard. 

Ojfi. Take, mine, sir ; ’i is my duly to 

Be fn^arest to your person. 

Jac. Fas. Vou 1 — you are ho ■ 

Who yi^sterday presided o’er mv pangs — i 

Away I — I'll walk alone. i 

Offi. As you plea‘‘'e, signor; 

The sentimce was not of my signing^, hut 
I dared not di.sobey the Conned when 
They 

Jac. Fos. Bade time stretch me on their horrid engine. 

I pray thee touch me not — that is, just now; 

The time will come they will rene.w that order, 

But keep off from me till ’t is issued. As 
I look upon thy hands my curdling limbs 
Q,uivcr with the anticipated wrencliing, 

And the cold drops strain through my brow, as if— — 
But onward — I have borne it — 1 can bear it.— 

How looks my fatlicr ? 

O^. With hlii wonted aspect. 

Jac. Fos. So does the earth, and sky, the blue of ocean, 
Tl’lie brightness of our city, and her domes. 

The mirth of her Piazza, even now 
Its merry hum of nations pierces here, 

Even here, into these chambers of the unknown 
Who govern, and the unknown and the unnumber’d 
Judged and destroy’d in silence,— all tilings wear 


The self>same aspect, to my very sire ! 

Nothing can sympathize with Foscari, 

Nat even a Foscari. — Sir, I attend you. 

[Exeunt Jacopo Foscari, OJicery 

Enter Memmo and another Sefiator. 

Mem. He ’s gone — wo are too late; — think you “the 
Ten” 

Will sit fur any length of time to-day ? 

Sen. They say the pri.sonor is most obdurate^ 
Persisting in his first avowal ; but 
More I know not. 

Mem. And that is much ; the secrets 

Of yon terrific chamher are as hidden 
From us, the premier nobles of the state. 

As from tJie people. 

Sen. Save the wonted rumours. 

Which (like the tales of spectres tiiat are rife 
Near ruin’d biiildingH) never have been proved, 

Nor wholly dishclioved : men know as little 
Of the state's real acts as of the grave’s 
Ihifathoni’d rnystcrio.?. 

j\f' m. Ihit with kmglJi of time 

Wc gain a step in knowh^dge, and 1 look 
Pi)r\vard U» !»• one ilay of the decemvirs. 

Sen. Or Oogt: ? 

])fem. Why, no ; not if I can avoid it. 

Sen. ’7' is the first station of the state, and may 
Be lawfully de'>irod, and lawfully 
Attain’d by noble, aspirants. 

Mem. I'o such 

leave it ; though hum nuhle, my ambition 
s limited : T ’d rather he an unit 
)f an united an<l imperial “Ten,” 

Than shine a lonely, though a gilded eijiher.— 

V'^hom have we here? the wife of Foscari? 

Euler Mahina, inifh a female Attendant. 

Mar. Vvdiat, no one? — I am wrong, tliero still are 
two ; 

hit they arc senators. 

Mem. IMusl nuhlii lady, 

uiiimand us. 

Mar. I command ! — Alas! my lifo 

las been one long entreaty, and a vain one. 

Mem. I understand lh«‘e, but 1 must not answer. 

Mar. {fiercely.) 'I'rint — none dure answer here save 
on the rack, 

T rjue.sfion save those — - 

Mem. {interrupting her.) High-born dan le ! bethink 

tliec 

Vherc tliou now art. 

Mar. AVliere I now am I — Ft was 

dy hushdiid’s father’s palace. 

Mem. 'I’he 1 )uke’s palace. 

Mar. And lii*^ son’s prison ; — true, I have not. forgot it ; 
Vnd if there were no other near^'r, bitterer 
lemeinhrarice.s, W'ould thank tlie illustrioua Memmo 
'^or pointing out the pleasures of the place. 

Mem. Be. rahn ! 

Mar. {looking up toimrrh heaven.) I am ; but oh, thou 
elernul God ! 

vansi thou continue so, with such a world? 

Mem. Thy hu.sbaiid yet may be absolved. 

Mar. Ho in, 

n heaven. I pray you, signor senator, 

Speak not of that ; you are a man of office, 

So is the Ooge ; lie has a son at stake 
S^ow, at this moment, and I have a liusband, 

•r had ; they are there within, or were at least 
An hour since, (ace. to face, as judge and culprit : 
iVill he condemn him ? 

Mem. I trust not, 
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Mar. But if 

He does not) there are those will sentence both. 

Mem. They can. 

Mar. And witli them power and will are one 

In wickedness : — my husband ’s lost ! 

Mem. Not so ; 

Justice is judge in Venice. 

Mar. If it were so, 

There now would bo no Venice. But let it 
Live on, so the good die not, till the hour 
Of nature’s summons ; but “ the Ton’s” is quicker, 

And we must wait on ’t. Ah ! a voice of wail ! 

[A /(drU ary within. 

Sen. Hark! 

Mem. ’T was a cry of— 

Mar. No, no ; not my husband’s — 

Not Foscari’s. 

Mem, The voice wna — 

Mar. fas: no. 

lie shriek ! No ; that should be his father’s part. 

Not his — not his— he’ll die in silence. 

[A faint groan a^ain within. 
Mem. What! 

Mor. His voice ! it sc(*m’d so : I will not. 

Believe it. Should ho shrink, 1 rann<.it ceaso 
To love ; but— no— »io — no— it must have boon 
A fearful ])ang, which wrung a groan from him. 

Sen. And, feeling for thy husltand’s wrongs wouldst 
thou 

Have him bear more than mortal }jain, in silence ? 

Mar. We all must bear our tortures. 1 have not 
Left barren the great house of Foscari, 

Though they sweep both the Doge atid son from life; 

I have entlured as much in giving life 
To those who will sticcecd them, as (hoy can 
In leaving it; h\ii mine were joyful pangs; 

And yet they wrung me till 1 eouhj have shriek’d, 

But did not, for my hope was to hring forth 
Heroics, ainl wfiuUl not welcome them with tears. 

Mem. All ’s silent now. 

Mar. Perhaps all’s over; but 

f will not deem it : he bath nerve.vl himself, 

And now defies them. 

Enter an Qfftcer hastily. 

Mem. How now, friend, what seek you ? 

OJi. A leech. The prisoner has fuintcxl. 

Officer. 

Mem. Lady, 

’T were hotter to retire. 

Sen. {offering to assist her.) I pray thee do so. 

Mar. Off! I will tend him. 

Mem. You ! Remember, lady! 

Ingress is given to none within those chamberF, 

Except “the Ten,” and their familiars. 

Mur. Well, 

I know that none w'ho enter there return 
As tliey have enter’d — many never ; but 
They shall not balk my entrance. 

Mem. Alas ! tliis 

Is but to expose yourself to harsh repulse 
And worse suspense. 

Mar. Who shall op[jose me ? 

Mem. 

Whose duly ’t is to do so. 

Mar. ’T is their duty 

To trample on all human feelings, all 
Ties which bind man to man, to emulate 
The fiends, who will one day requite them in 
Variety of torturing! Yet I’ll pass. 

Mem. It is im|K)ssiblc. 

Mar. That shall be tried. 

Despair defies even despotism ; there is 
That in my he, art would makv its way through hosts 
With IcveirU spears ; and tliink you a few jailers 


Shall [lut me from my path? Give me, then, way; 
This is the I logo’s palace ; 1 am wife 
Of the Duke’s son, the innocent Duke’s son. 

And t.h<;y shall hear this ! 

Mem. It will only serve 

More to exasperate his judge.s. 

Mur. What 

Arc. judges who give way to anger? they 
Who do so arc assassins. Give me way. 

[Eant Marina. 

Sen. Poor lady ! 

Alem. ’T is mere dos|ieratinn ; she 

Will not bo admitted o’er the threshold. 

Sen. And 

Even if she be so, cannot save her husband. 

But, see, the officer returns. 

[The Officer passes over the stage vrith another jtersm 
Man. I hardly 

Thought that “tlio ^I’cn” had even this touch of pity, 

Or would jK'rniit assistance to this pufferer. 

Sen. Pily! Is’t pity to reiaill to feeling 
The wretch too happy to escape to death 
By tliti conip;issioiui(<! trance, poor nature’s last 
Re.soutre againsi tiic lynimiy of jmin? 

Mem. 1 marvel they ccaidcmii him nfjt at ont?e. 

Sen. Thill ’s not ihcir p(»liey ; they’d have him live, 
Because he fears not death ; and banish hini, 

Because nil eartli, cx(:*-pi lus native land, 

T(» him is one \mi 1(‘ prison, and each breath 
Of foreign air In; firav.s : ms a slow [>oison, 
(^msinning hul njl killing. 

Alem. Circiiin.sUince 

(’onfinns his crimes, hul he avows (licni not. 

Sen. None. ! ave the letter, whieh lu; says was written, 
AddressM to Mtl:in''< duU*’, in the full knowledge. 

That il would lull into the senate’s hands, 

.'Vnd thus he slioiild Im' reer>nvey(*d to Veiiiee, 

Man. But a.s a culprit. 

S(n. Yes, hut to liis couiitrv ; 

And that was all he sought, so he avouches. 

Alan. Tie; actuisation of the bribes was proved. 

Sen. N<*l chuirly, :iik 1 the charg(' of hornnude 
lias been anmiird by llie death-bed confession 
(>f Nicolas Erir/o, who slew llic laf(‘ 

Chief of “the Ten.” 

Mem. Then why not clear him? 

Sen. That 

They ought to answer ; for il is wtdl known 
That Almoro Donato, as I said, 

Was slain by Erizzo for private vengeance. 

Alan. There must be more in this strange process 
thiin 

The ajiparent crimes of the accused disclose — 

But here come two of “the Ten;” let us retire. 

[Exeunt Memmo and Senator. 

Enter Loredano and Bakjiarigo. 

Bar. {(uldrcsslng liOR.) That were too much : 
believe me, ’t was not meet 
The trial should go further at this moment. 

Lor. And so the Council iliust break up, ami Justice 
Pause in herTull career, because a woman 
Breaks in on our deliberations ? 

They Bur. No, 

That ’s not lh<; cause ; you saw the prisoner’s state. 
Ijot. And had he not recover’d ? 

Bar. To relapse 

Upon the least renewal. 

Lrr. ’T was not tried. 

Bar. ’T is vain to murmur ; the majority 
In council were against you. 

Lor. Thanks to yon, sir, 

And the old ducal dotanl, who combined 
The worthy voices which o’erruled my own. 

Bar. 1 am a judge ; but must confess that part 
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Of our Blem duty, which prescribes the duostion, 

And bids us sit and see its sharp iiiiliction, 

Makes mo wish— • 

Lor. What? 

Bco". That you would aomctimcn fed, 

As I do always. 

Lotr. Go to, you Ve a child, 

Infirm of feding as of purpose, blown 
About by every breath, shook by a sigh, 

And nusltcd by a tear — a precious judge 
For Venice ! and a worthy statesnian to 
Be partner in my policy ! 

Bctr. He shod 

No tears. 

L/^. He cried out twice. 

Bar. A saint had done so. 

Even with the crown of glory in his eye, ^ 

At such inhuman artifice of pain 
As was forced on him ; but lie did not cry 
For pity ; not a word nor groan esca[>ed him, 

And those two shrieks wore not in supplication. 

But rung from pangs, and fijllow’d by no prayers. 

Lwr. lie mutter’d many times between liis teeth 
But inarticulately. 

Bar, That I lieard not 

You stood more near him. 

Jjur, I did so. 

Bar. Mctlioughl, 

To my surpri.se too, you were. toucli’J with mercy. 

And w-ere the first to call out for assistance 
When he was failing. 

lj)r. I believed that swoon 

llis last. 

Bur. Anti have I not oft heard thee name 
His anti his father’s death your nearest wish? 

Lor. If he dies iinmcent, that is to say, 

^ With .his guilt uiiavow’d, ho ’ll be lamcutotl. 

Bar. Wiuit, wouldst thou slay his meiuory? 

fvw. WouKlst thou have. 

His state descend to his children, as it must, 

If he die unattainted ? 

Bar. War v'ith thc7n too? 

J 4 or. With all tlieir house, till theirs or mine are 
nothing. 

Bar. And the deep agony of his pale wifo, 

^ad tin*. repres.s’d convulsion of thti high 
And princely brow of hi.s old father, which 
Broke forth in a slight shuddering, though rarely, 

(^r in some clammy drops, soon wiped away 
In stern serenity ; these moved you not ? 

[AxiV Loredano. 

He’s silent in his hate, as Fo.scari 

Was in his .suffering ; and the poor wretch moved me 

More by his silence than a thoasaiid outcries 

Could have effected. ’T was a dreadful sight 

When his distnicti'd wife broke through into 

The hall of our tribunal, and beheld 

What wo could scarcely Kiok upon, long used 

To such sights. 1 must think no more of tlii.s, 

Lest I fijrget in this compassion for 
Our foes their former injuries, and lose 
The htjld of vengeance Loredano plans 
For him and me ; but mine would be content 
With lesser retiibution than he thirsts for, 

And 1 would mitigate his deeper hatred 
To milder thoughts ; but fiir the present, Foscari 
Ha.s a short hourly re.spito, granted at 
The instance of tJio eld(3rs of the Coimcil, 

Moved doubtless by his wife’s appearance in 
The hall, and liis own sufferings. — Lo ! they cotne : 
How feeble and forlorn ! I cannot bear 
To look on them again in this extremity: 

1 ’ll henco, and try to soften Loredano. 

[Exit Baubarigo. 


ACT II. 

Scene 1. — A Hail in Ote Doge’s Palace* 

I The Doge and a Senator. 

Sen. Is it your plca-^ure to .sign the report 
Now, or postpone it till to-morrow ? 

Doge. Now; 

I overlook’d it yesterday: it wants 
Merely tlic signature. Clive me the pen — 

[Tile Doge sits down atui &igns the paper. 

There, signor. 

Sm. (looking at the paper.) You have forgot ; it is 
not sign'd. 

Done. Not sign’d ? Ah, 1 perceive niy eyes begin 
To wax more weak with age. I did not see 
That I had dipp’d the pen without effect. 

Sen. (dipping the pen into the ink^ and placing the 
paper Iwfore the Doge.) Your hand, too, 
shakes, my lord : allow mo, thus — 

Doge. ’T is done, f thank you. 

Sen. Thus the act confirm’d 

By you and by “the Ten,” give.s peace to Venice. 

Doge. ’Tis l<mg since she enjoy’d it: may it be 
As long ere she resume her arms ! 

Sen. ’Tis uliiiost 

Thirty-four years of nearly ceaseless warfare 
With the Turk, or the powers of Italy; 

The state had need of .some repose. 

Doge. No doubt : 

1 f HUid her queen of (xoniu, and I leave her 
l^ady of Lombardy ; it is a cuiiif.»rt 
That I have added to Iu-t diadem 
The getiLs of Brescia and Ravenna; Crema 
And Bergaiiu) no loss are hers; her realm 
By land has grown by thus much in my reign, 

VVhile her sea-sway has not shrunk. 

Sen. ’T is most true, 

And merits all our country’s gratitude. 

Doge. Perhaj)s so. 

Sen. Which should be made manifest. 

Doge. I have not complain’d, sir. 

Sen* My g<xxl lord, forgive me. 

Doge. For what ? 

Sen. My heart bleeds for you. 

Dige. For mo, signor ? 

Sen. And for your 

Doge, Stof) ! 

Sen. It must have way, my lord : 

I have ttK) many duties towards you 
And all your house, for past and present kindness, 

Not to fool deeply for your son. 

Doge. Was this 

In your commission? 

Sen. What, my lord ? 

Doge. This prattle 

Of things you know not : but the treaty ’s sign’d ; 

Return witli it to them who sent you. 

Sen. I 

Obey. I had in charge, too, from the Council 
That you would fix an liour for their reunion. 

Doge. Say, wlien they will — ^now, even at tliis 
moment, ’ 

If it so please them : I am the state’s servant. 

Sen. They would accord some time for your repose. 
Doge. I liavo no repose, Uiat Is, none which shall cause 
'I’lic loss of an hour’s time unto the state. 

L«3t them meet when tlicy will, I shall be found 
Where I should be, and what I have been ever. 

[Exit Senator. 
[The Doge remaim at $U$no9. 

Enter an Attendant. 

Att. Prince! 

Doge* Say on. 
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\AtL The illuatrious lady Foscari 

Requests an audience. 

iiofe. Bid her enter. Poor 

Carina! [Exit Attendant. 

[2%e Doei! remains in silence as before. 

Enter MARina. 

Mctr. I have ventured, father, on 
if our privacy. 

Doge. I have none from you, my child. 

I^oniinand my time, when not commanded by 
The state. 

Mar. I wish’d to speak to you of Um. 

Doge. Your husband ? 

Mar. And your son. 

Doge. Procec<l, my daujsjhter ! 

Mar. I had obtain’d permission from the “ Ten” 

To attend my husband for a limited number 
3f hours. 

D>ge. You had so. 

Afar. *T is revoked. 

Doge. By wimm 7 

Mar. “Tile Ten.” — When wo had reacli’d “the 
Bridge of Sighs,” 

Wliidi I j)rc pared to pass with Foscari, 

The gloomy guardian of that, passage hrst 
DemurcM : a messenger was sent back to 
‘The but as the court no longer sate, 

^nd no permission had been given in writing, 

L was thrust hack, witli litc asvsurarico that 
.Tntil that high tribunal reassembled 
The dungeon walls must still divide us. 

Doge. True, 

The form has been omitted in the haste 

^ith w}u<di the cfmrt adjourn’d, and till it meets, 

T is dubious. 

Mar. Till it meets ! and when it meets. 

They ’ll torture him Jigain; and he and I 
Vlust purchase by renewal of the rack 
The Inlcreiow of Imsband nnd (»f wifo, 

The holiest tie beneath the heavens ! — Oh God ! 

'.)ost thou see this / 

Doge, Child — child 

Mar. {altruptlt/.) Call me not “ child !” 

Tuu soon will liavo no cliildren — you deserve none— 
fou, who can talk thus calmly of a son 
.n circumstances whicli would call forth tears 
X blood from Spartans! Tliough these did not weep 
Their boys who died in battle, is it written 
That tlnjy beheld tlieni perish piecemeal, nor 
Stretch’d forth a hand to save tliom ? 

Doge. You behold me : 

[ cannot vveef) — 1 would 1 could ; but if 
Each wliitc hair on this hearl were a young life, 

This ducal cap the diadem of earth, 

This ducal ring with which I wed tlic waves 
\ talisman to still them — I ’d give all 
Eor him. 

Mar, With less he surely might be saved. 

Doge. That answer only show.syoii know not Venice. 
Alias ! how should you ? she knows not herseltj 
Ln all her mystery. Hear me — they wdio aim 
A.t Fosfeari, aim no less at his fatlicr ; 

The .sire’s destnirtion would not save the son ; 

The work by dilferont means to the same end, 

And that is— but they Irave not conquer’d yet. 

Mar. But they have crush’d. 

Doge. Nor crush’d as yet— I live. 

Mar. And your son, — how long will he live? 

Doge. I trust, 

Por all that yet is past, as many years 
And happier than his father. The rash boy 
Witli womanish impatience to return. 

Hath ruin’d all by tliat detected letter: 

A high crime, which I neither, can deny 


Nor palliate, as parent or as Duke: 

Had he but borne a little, little longer 
His Caiidiote exile, 1 had hopes— be has qoeiichVi 
them — 

He must return. 

Mar. To exile ? 

Doge. I have said it. 

Mar. And can I not go with him ? 

Doge. You well know 

This prayer of yours was twice denied before 
By the assembled' “ Ton,” and hardly now 
Will be accorded to a third request, 

Since aggravated errors on the part 
Of your lord renders them still more austere. 

Mctr. Austere? Atrocious! The old human 6onds, 
With one foot in the grave, with dim eyes, strange 
To tears save drops of dotage, with long white 
And scanty hairs, and shaking hands, and heads 
As i»alsied as thtur lu^arts arc hard, they council, 

Cabal, and put men’s lives o»it, as if life 
Were no more than the feelings long extinguish’d 
In their accursed bosoms. 

Doge. You know not 

Mar. I do — 1 do—and so should you, methinks — 
That these are demons : could it be else that 
l\1cn, who have been of women bom and suckled— 
Who liavc; loved, or talk'd at least of love — have givcri 
Their hands in sacred vows — have danced their babes 
Upon their knees, peihaps have mourn’d above them 
In pain, in peril, or in death — who arc, 

Oi were at hast in sefnning hiiriian, could 

Do as they have done by yours, and you yourself, 

Voji, wlio abet llicm ? 

Doge. I ftirgive this, for 

You know not what you say. 

Mar. You know it well, 

And ll‘e) it nothing. 

Doge. I have borne so much, 

'I’hat words have ceased to shake me. 

Mar. Oh, no doubt ! 

You liavft seen your son’s blood flow, and your flesh 
shook not; 

And alter that, what arc a woman’s words ? 

No more than woman’s tears, (hut they should shake you. 
Doge. Woman, this clamorous grief of thine, I tell 
thee, 

Ts no more in the balance, weigli’d with that 

Which but I pity thee, my poor Marina ! 

Mar. Pity my luishand, or I cast it from mo; 

Pity thy son! Thou pity! — ’tis a word 
Strangti to thy heart — liow came it on thy lips ? 

Doge. 1 must bear these rcqiroaches, though they 
wrong me. 

Conldst thou but read 

Mar. ’T is not upon tliy brow. 

Nor in thine eyes, nor in lliine acts, — where then 
Should J behold this sympathy? or shall? 

Doge, (jfointing dmvnwards.) There ! 

Mar. In tlic earth ? 

Doge. To which I am tending : when 

It lies upon this heart, far lightlier, though 
Loaded with marhl(,i, than tiic tlioughts which press it 
Now, you will know me bettor. 

Mar. Are you, then. 

Indeed, thus to be pitied ? 

Dtge, Pitied ! None 

Shall ever use that base word, with which men 
Clokc their soul’s hoarded triumph, as a fit one 
To mingle with my name ; that name sliaii be. 

As far as I have home it, what it was 
When I received it. 

Mar. But for the poor children 

Of him thou canst not, or thou wilt not save, 

Y'ou were the last to bear it. 

Doge. 


Would it were so 
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Better for lum he never had been bom, 

Better for me.— I have seen our house dishonour'd. 

Mar. That ’s false ! A truer, nohU;r, trustier heart, 
More loving, or more loyal, never beat 
Within a human breast. I would not change 
My exiled, persecuted, mangled husband, 

Oppress'd but not dis^aced, crush’d, overwhelm’d. 
Alive, or dead, for prince or paladin 
In story or in fable, with a world 
To back his suit. Dishonour’d ! — he dishonour’d ! 

I tell thee, Doge, ’t is Venice is dishonour’d ; 

His name shall bo her foulest, worst reproach, 

Por what he suffers, not for what he did. 

’T is y^ who are all traitfjrs, tyrant ! — ye ! 

Did you but love your country like tliis victim 
Who totters back in chains h) toruires, and 
Submits to all things ratlier than to exile, 

You’d fling yourselves before him, and implore 
Hjs grace for your enormous guilt. 

Doge. He was 

Indued all you have said. I better boro 
The deaths of the (wo sons lieaven took from me 
Than Jacopo’s disgrace. 

Mar. That word again ? 

Doge. Has h(; not l)C*on coiult'inn’d ? 

Mar, Is none Imt guilt .so 

Doge. Time may rc.store his memory — I vvouUl hop 
so. 

lie was my pride, my }>ut ’t is useless now — 

I am not given to tears, but wept f'r joy 
WIkui he was born : those drojis were ominous. 

Mar, T say he’s iiinoeent ! And were lie not y<^, 

Is f)ur own blood and kin to shrink from us 
In latal muniejits ? 

Doge. 1 shrank not from him; 

But 1 hav(^ other duties than a father’s; 

^ria^ stale would not dispense me fr(un those duties; 
Twice I demanded it, but was rcfuscul • 

They must tlicn be fulfill’d. 

IUntcr an Attendant, 

Att. A message from 

“The Ten.” 

Doi>e. Who bears it? 

Noble T.oredano. 

^ Doge Il<^ ! — but admit him. ( A’W/ Attendruit. 

Mar. Must I then retire 

Doge. Perhaps it is not reipnsiu*, if this 
t Joneeriis your husband, and if not— —Well, .signor, 
Your pleasure ! [7V/ LounnvNO entering. 

Ijor. I boar that of “ the Ten.” 

Doge I’koy 

Have. cho.s«.!n well their envoy. 

fjor. 'T is their erhoico 

Whieh leads mo hero. 

Dtge. It does their wisdom honour, 

And no U‘ss to their courtesy. — Proceed. 
fj)r. Wo havo decided. 

Doge. Wc ? 

Lar. “ I’lio Ten” in council. 

Doge. What ! havo they met again, anil met without 
Apprising me ? 

fjor. They wish’d to spare your feelings, 

No loss than age. 

Dtge. That’s new — when spared they either? 

[ thank them, notwithstanding. 

Ij}r. You know well 

That they have f)Ower to act at tiieir discretion, 

With or without the presence of the Doge. 

Doge. *T is some years since I Icam’d this, long before 
i became t>f»ge, or dream’d of such advancement. 

VV>u need not schoi»l me, signor : I sate in 
That council whim you were a young patrician. 

JLnr. True, in my father’s time ; 1 have heard liira and 
rile admiral, his broiiicr, say a.y much. 

2'N 


I Your highness may remeinl>er them ; tliey both 
Died sudtionly. 

Doge. And if they did so, l>ettor 

So die than live on lingeringly in pain. 

Lor. No doubt ; yet most men like to live their day» 
out. 

Doge. And did not they? 

L/«r, Tlie grave knows best : they died, 

As I said, suddenly. 

Doge. Is that so strange, 

That you repeat the word cmpliatically ? 

Lf/r. So far from strange, that never was there death 
In my mind half so natural as theirs. 

Think you not so ? 

Doge. What should I think of mortals? 

fjor. That they have mortal foes. 

Doge. I understnnd you ; 

Y’our sires were mine, and you are heir in all tilings. 
/y>r. You U'st knovv if I should be so. 

Doge. I do. 

Tour fathers were my foos, and I have heard 
Fiail rumours were a[)road ; I havi? also road 
Their ephaph, atlnhuiiug their deaths 
To poison. ’T IS porfiaps as true as most 
luseriptions upon tombs, and vet no less 
A fable. 

I/tr. Who dares say so ? 

D'urc. I ! — *T is (rue 

Your fathers were mine, enemies, as bitttir 
As tht'ir son e'er ran he, and I no less 
VYas thejrs ; but 1 was ojnnly their foe! 

I ix'vor Work’d by plot in council, nor 
hihal in <*o!nin'>nw'(!alth, nor secret means 
)f prae.tie<^ against life by" steed or drug. 

The pt(M)f i.s, your existence. 

Jyrr. I fear n(.»t. 

Doge. You have no cause, being what I arn ; but 
wor<’ I 

That y'ou would have rnc thought, yon long ero now 
Were paiit tlie serise of fear. Hate on; I care not. 

Jjtr. 1 iMWcr yet knew that a nobles life 

II Venice had to dread a Doge’s frown, 

That is, by open means. 

Doge. But I, good signor, 

til, or at least ttvw, more than a mere duke, 
blood, in mind, in means; and that they know 
Who dreaded to elect me, and have since 
Striven all they ilan* to weigh me down : bo sure, 
leloro or .since that period, bad I heltl you 
At so niiudi price as to rei|uiro your absence, 

A wonl of mine had set such spirits to work 
As would have made you nothing. I^nt in all things 
have observed iht* strictost reverence ; 

Not. for the law.s alone, lor those you have strain’d 
I do not speak oi'yoti but as a single 
Voict 5 of the many) .somewhat lieyorul what 
could ciiDree lor niy authority 
A^e.ro 1 ilisfMVsed to brawl ; hut, as I said, 
have oliserved with veneration, like 
\ priest’s for the high altar, even unto 
'he saerilice of rny own blood and (|uiot, 

Safety, aiid all save honour, the docroes, 

; health, the pride, and welfare of the state. 

'Vnd now, sir, to y<»ur business. 

D>r. ’T is decreed, 

'hat, witliuul farther repetition of 
The (^tueslion, or continuance of the trial, 

A^hioh only tcufls to show how stubborn guilt is, 

Tfie Ten,” dispensing witli flic stricter law 
iVhich still prescribes the Ctuestiori till a full 
:!onlessioii, and tb<< prisoner partly having 
\ vow’d his crime in not denying that 
Yie letter to the Duke of Milan ’s his,) 
allies Foscati return to bwiishment, 

And soil in tlio same gailejiir wliich convey’d him. 
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Act U. 


Mot. Tbai^ Ood . At ieast they will not di’ag hiiK 
more 

Before that horrible tribunal. WouW ho 
But think so, to my miud the happiest doom, 

Not he alone, but all who dwell here, could 
Desire, were to ci$cape from such a land. 

Doge. That is not a Venetian thought, my daughter. 

Mar, No, ’t was too human. May I share liis exile ? 

/> 0 r Of tliis “ the Ten” said noUiing. 

Mar. So I thought 

That were too human, also. But it was not 
Inhibited ? 

/or. It wjis not named. 

Mar. (to the Doge.) Then, father, 

Surely you can obtain or grant me thus much : 

[To Lokedano 

And yon, sir, not oppose my prayer to bo 
Permitted to accompany my husband. 

Dige. I will endeavour. 

Mar. And you, signor ? 

Ijyr. Lady ! 

*T is not for mo to anticipate the pleasure 
Of the tribunal. 

Mar. I'leasure ! what a word 

To use for tlio dr.crecs of 

Dage. Daugiiter, know you 

In what a presence you pronounce these things ? 

Aim*. A prince’s and liis subject’s. 

/yw. Subject ! 

Mar. Oil ! 

It galls you well, you are hb e<jual, as 
li'ou think ; but that you are not, nor would he, 

W<Me he a peasant: — well, Ihim, yuu’rt; a prince, 

A princely noble ; and what then am 1 ? 

fyw. The oUspring of a noble house. 

Mar. And wedded 

To one as noble. What or whose, then, is 
The presenci! that should silence my free thoughts? 

/yir. 'X’lie presence of your husband’s judges. 

Doge. And 

The deference due even to the lightest word 
That falls from those who rule in Venice. 

Mar. Keep 

Those maxims for your mass of .scared inccliunics, 
Your merchants, your Dalinariun and Greek slaves. 
Your tributaries, your dumb citizens, 

And mask’d nobilit y, your sbirri, and 

Your spies, your galley arsl your other slaves, 

To whom your midnight carryings oil* and drowuings, 
Your dungeons next the palace rotifs, or luuler 
The water’s level ; your mysterious nu i'tings, 

And unknown dooms, and sudden executions, 

Your “ Bridge of Sighs,” your strangling chamber, and 
Your torturing instruments, have made ye seem 
7'he beings of another and woi sc world ! 

Keep such for them : J fear yc not. I know ye ; 

Have known and proved your worst, in llie infernal 
Process of iny poor husband ! Treat me as 
Ye treated him:~-you did so, in so dealing 
With him. Then what have I to A3ar from you, 

Even if I w’ere of fearful nature, which 
1 trust I am not? 

Doge. You hear, she speaks wildly. 

Mar. Not wisely, yet not wildly. 

Ijor. Lady ! words 

Utter’d within these walls 1 bear no furtlior 
7’han to the tlireshold^ saving such as pass 
Between the Duke and me on the state'^s service. 

Doge I have you aught in answer? 

^ge. Something from 

The Doge ; it may ho also from a parent, 

Ijor, My mission here is to the JJoge. 

Doge. Then say 

The Doge w'ill ch(xise his own ambassador, 

Or state in pefson what is ii^et ; and for 


The father— 

Jjjr, 1 remember wime.— Farewell ! 

1 kiss the hands of die illustrious lady, 

And bow me to the Duke. [JSxit LoRKDiLiro. 

JVfor. Are you content ? 

Doge. I am what you behold. 

Mar. And that ’s a mysteiy. 

Doge. All things are so to mortals ; who can read 
them 

Save ho who made ? or, if they can, the few 
And gifted spirits, who have studied long 
That loathsome volume — man, and j>ored upon 
7'hose black and bloody leaves, his heart and brain, 

But learn a magic which recoils u}x>n 
The adept who pursiu*s it : all the sins 
We find in others, nature made our own; 

All our advantages are those of fortune ; 

Birth, wcabh, health, beauty, are her accidents. 

And when we otv out against Fate, ’twere well 
VVe should reineniber Fortune can take naught 
Save what slie gave — the rest was nakedness. 

And lusts, and appi^'ites, and vanities. 

The universal heritage, to battle 

With as we may, ami least in humblest stations, 

Where hunger swallows all in one low want, 

And the original otdimuiee, that man 

Must sweat for his poor [littonce, keeps all pasuiom 

Aloof, save fear of famine! All i.s low, 

And false, and hollow — clay from first to last, 

The prince’s uni no le.ss than potter’s vessel. 

Our fann; i.s in nieii’.s breath, our livess upon 
Les.s than their breath ; our durance upon days, 

Our days on seasons ; our wdiole being on 
Something whiedi is not ns I — So, we are slaves. 

The greatest as the meanest — nothing rests 

TJfioii our will ; the will itself no less 

F)epends upon a straw than on a storm; . 

And when we think we lead, we are most led, 

And still towards death, a thing which comes as much 
Without our act or cheice as birth, so that 
Metliiiiks w'c must have sinn'd in some old world, 

And this is hell : the best is, that it is not 
Eternal. 

Mar. 7’hcso arc things we cannot judge 
On earth. 

Doge. And how then sliall w<‘ judge each other, 
Who are all earth, and T, who am call’d upon 
To judge my son? 1 have administer’d 
My country faitlifully — victoriously — 

I dare tliein to the proofj the chart of what 
She \vas and is ; my reign lias doubled realms ; 

And, in reward, the gratitude of Venice 
Has left, or is uliout to leave, me single. 

Mar. And F’oscari? 1 do not tliink of such tilings, 

5o 1 be l(;ft with him. 

Djge. You shall be so ; 

Thus much they cannot well deny. 

Mar. And if 

They should, 1 will fly with Iiim. 

Doge. That can ne’er be. 

And whitlicr would you fly? 

Mar. I know not, reck not— 

To Syria, Egypt, to the Ottoman — 

Any where, where we might respire unfetter’d, 

And live nor girt by spies, nor liable 
To edicts of inijuisitors of state. 

Djge. What, wouldst thou have a renegade for 
husband, 

And turn him into traitor ? 

Mar. He is none! 

The country is the traitress, which thrusts forlli 
Her best and bravest from her. Tyranny 
Is far tlio worst of treasons. Dost thou deem 
None rebels except subjects ? The prince who 
Neglects or violates ills trust is more 



Act m. 


THIS TWO FOSCAftl. 


A brigand than the robber-chief. 

Jhge. I cannot 

Cliarge mo with such a breach of faith - 
Mar, No; thou 

Observ’st, obey’st, such laws as make old Draco’s 
A code of mercy by comjwirison. 

Dogf. I found the law ; 1 did not make it. Wore I 
A subject, still I might find parts and portions 
Fit f n* amendment ; but as prince, 1 never 
Would change, for the sake of my house, the charter 
licft by our fathers. 

Mar. Did they make it for 

The ruin of their children ? 

Doge. Under such laws, Venice 

Has ri^cn to what she is — a state to rival 
In deeds, and days, and sway, and, let rne add, 

In glory, (for we have had Roman spirits 
Among 118 ,) all that history lias bequeath’d 
Of Rome and Carthage in their best times, when 
The people sway’d by senates. 

Mar. Rather say, 

Groan’d under the stern oligarclis. 

Doge. Perhaps so 

Rut yet subdued the world: in Buch a stale 
An individual, be bn ricliest of 
Such rank as is permitted, or the- rneanns?. 

Without a name, is alike nothing, when 

The policy, irrevocably tending 

To uri(‘ great eiid, must he maintain’d in vigour. 

Afar. 'I'lns means (hat you are more a Doge than fiiilier. 

Dogr. It means, I am iiiore citizen than either. 

If wn had not for many centuries 
Uad thousands of sjicli citizens, and shall, 

1 trust, iiave still such, Venice were no city. 

Afar. A(^cur8(jd he the city whore the laws 
Would stillo natures! 

• iligt. Had I as many sons 

As 1 have years, I would have given them all, 

Not witiiout feeling, but I would have given them 
To (lie state’s servu.*e, to fulfil her wishes 
On the flood, in the field, or, if it must bo, 

As it, alas ! has been, f.o ostracism, 

Evile, or chains, or whatsoever worse 
S!m might decree, 

^lar. And this is palriodsin ? 

J o tne it seems the worst barbarity. 

l.,et me seek out my husband; the sagij “Ten,” 

With all its jealousy, will hardly war 
So far with a weak woman as deny mo 
A moment’s acct;.ss to his dungeon. 

Doge. I ’ll 

•So far lake on myself, as order that 
Vou may bo admitted. 

Mar. And what shall I say 

To Foscari from his fatlior ? 

Djge. That he obey 

The laws. 

Mar. And nothing more ? Will you not see him 
Ere he depart? It may be the last time. 

D)g€. The last ! — my boy ! — the last t ime I shall sec 
My last of children 1 Tell liim I will come. 

[Dxeunl. 


ACT III. 

Scene I . — The Prison of Jacopo Foscabx. 

Jac. Fob, {soltn.) No light, save yon faint gleam, 
which show’s me walls 
Which never echo’d but to sorrow’s sounds, 

The sigh of long imprisonment, the step 
Of feet on which the iron clank’d, the groan 
Of death, the imprecation of despair ! 

And yet for this I have return’d to Venice, 

With some faint hope, ’t is true, that time, which wears 


The marble down, had worn away the hate 

Of men’s heai ts ; but I knew them not, and here 

Must 1 consume my own, which never beat 

For Venice but with such a yearning as 

The dove has for her distant nest, when wheeling 

High in the air on her return to greet 

Her callow brood. Wliat letters are Utese which 

[Aj^proaching tiui wall. 
Are scrawl’d along the inexorable w’all ? 

Will the gleam let me trace ilu in } Ah ! Uio names 
Of my sad prerlect^ssors in this place, 

The dales of their do’spair, llic brief words of 
A grief too great for many. This* stone page 
Holds like an epitaph their history, 

And the |M3or captive’s tale is graven on 
Hi^ dungeon harrier, like the lover's record 
If poll the hark of some fall free, which bears 
His own and his beloved's name. Alas ! 

T recognise some names faiuiliar to me, 

And blighted like to mine, which I will add, 
hillesl for such a chronicle as this, 

Whieh only can be read, as writ, by wretches. 

f Ife engraves his name, 

Enter a Fumitiar of “ the Ten.^ 

Fam. I bring you food, 

Jm. F>s. f pray you set it down ; 

I am past hunger; hut my lips arc porcli’d— 

The wafer! 

Fant. There. 

,far. Foh. (q(hr (hhihing.) 1 thank yon : I am better. 
Fam. I am commandtHl to inform you 
'riiaf your further trial is poslponed. 

Jac. Fo,s. Till when? 

Fam. I know not. — It is also in my ordt.*rs 
That your ilKistrious lady he admittetk 
Jac. Ffs, Ah ! they relent, then — I hod ceased to 
hope it: 

’ was tune. 

Enter Makina. 

Mar, My best beloved ! 

Jac. Foa. {embracing her.) My true wife^ 

And only friend ! What happiness ! 

M((r. Wo ’ll part 

No more. 

Jac. Fas. How ! wouKr.st thou fihare a dungeon 1 
Mur. Ay, 

'J'he rack, the tn-ave, all — any thing with thee, 

JJiit the tomb l.'i'Jt of all, fir fitere we shall 
Re ign.aaiit of en' h ollu r, yet I will 

are iba’ — all things exci’pt new separation ; 

It IS too miieli to havf! survived the first. 

How dost thou? How are those worn limbs? Alas! 
Why do J ask? Thy puleno.ss— — 

Jar. Fos. ’T is tho joy 

Of seeing tliee again so .S(X)n, and so 
Without expectancy, has sent the blood 
Back to rny heart, and left my cheek.s like thine, 

For thou art pale iwi, my Marina! 

Alar, ’T is 

The gloom of ihi.s eternal cell, which never 
Knew sunbeam, and the sallow sullen glare 
Of the familiar’s trirch, wliiidi seems akin 
To darkness more tlian light, by lending to 
The dungeon vapoiu*H its bituminous smoke, 

Which cloud whate’er we gaze on, even tfiinc eyes— 
No, not thine e.y(*s— they sparkle — how they sparkle ! 
Jac. Foh. And tliine I — but I am blinded by the torch. 
Af«r. As I had been without it. Couldsl thou seo 
here ? 

Jac. Fo,n. Nothing at first ; hut. use and time hod 
taught me 

Familiarity with what darkness ; 

And the gray twilight cC such glimmerings as 
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Wm Isiadar* to bAw «>_«• th*" •*'* *“”• 

Wien gorgeoMBty o’ergil«tiog any towers 
Sara those of Venice ; but a moment ere 
Thou camest hither X was busy writing. 

Mar, What? 

Jao, Jfhs, My name .* look, ’t is thcro— recorded next 
The name of him who here preceded me, 

If dungeon dates say true. 

Mar, And what of liim ? 

Jac, -Fbs. These walls are silent of men’s ends ; they 
only 

Seem to hint shrewdly of them. Such stern walls 
Were never piled on high save o’er the dead, 

Or those who S(X»n must be so — of him? 

Thou askost. — What of me? may sw)n be ask’d, 

With the like answer — doubt and dreadful surmise— 
Unless thou icll’st my talcj. 

Afar. / speiik of thee ! 

Jug. Fo». And wherefore not ? All then shall speak 
of me: 

The tyranny of silcrjce is not lasting, 

And, though events be hidden, just men’s groans 
Will burst all cerement, even a living ijrave’s! 

I do not dovht my inciiiory, but my life ; 

And neither do I fear. 

Mar. Thy life is safe. 

J(tc. Fos. And liberty ? 

Mar, The mind shoulfl tnako its own. 


From that atrodfy. 

Jac,Fhs» Whattim? 

Moor* That you 

Return to Candia. 

Jac. Fbs. Then my last hope ’s gtme, 

could endure my dungeon, for ’t was Venice; 

_ could support the torture, there was something 
[n ray native air that buoy’d my spirits up 
Like a ship on the ocean toss’d by storms, 

But proudly still bestriding the high waves, 

And holding on its course ; but there, afar, 

In that accursed isle of slaves, and captives, 

And unbelievers, like a stranded week, 

My vciy soul scern’tl mouldering in my bosom, 

And piecemeal I shall perish, if remanded. • 
Mar. And here? 

Jac. Fos. At once— by better means, as briefer. 

What ! would they even deny mo my sire’s sepulchre, 
As well as ho.me and heritage ? 

Alar. My husband ! 

have sued to accompany thee hence, 

And not so hopelessly. This love of thine 
'or an ungratiiful and tyrannic soil 
passicjn, and not patriotism ; for me, 

) I could SCO then with a quiet aspect, 
nd (lie sweet freedom of the earth and air, 
would not cavil about ciimcs or regions, 
ids crowd of palaces and prisons is not 
paradise; its first iuliabitants 


Jac. Fos. That has a noble sooiid; but 'l is a sound, 
A music most impressive, but too transient: 

The mind is much, but is not all. Tlie mind 
Hath nerved me to endure the risk of death, 

And torture positive, far worse than dcatft, 

(If dtiath be a deep sleep,) without a groan, 

Or with a cry which rather shaonvl iny Judges 
Than inc; but ’t is not all, for there arc things 
More woful — such as this small dungouii, where 
I may breathe many years. 

Mar. Alas ! and this 

Small dungeon is all that belongs to thee 
!)f this wide realm, of which tliy sire is prince. 

Jac. Fos. That thought would scarcely aid mo to en- 
dure it. 

doom is common, many are in dungeons, 

3ut none, like mine, so near their father’s palu(‘e; 

3ut then my heart is sometimes high, aiul hope 
Viil stream along those motr'd rays of light 
’eopled witli dusty atoms, which afford 
)ur only day; for, save the jailer’.s torch, 

Vnd a strange firclly, whicii was quickly caught 
jiast night in yon enormous sjiider’s net, 
ne’er saw auglit here like a ray. Alas ! 
know if mind may bear us up, or no, 

<^or I have such, and shown it before men ; 
t .sinks in solitude: my soul is .social. 

Alar. 1 will be with thee. 

Jac. Fos. Ah! if it were so! 

Jut ihai they never granli'd — nor will grant, 
itnd I shall be alone: no men — no book.s — 

Those lying likenesses of lying men. 
ask’d for even those outlines of their kind, 

/Vhich they term annals, history, what you will, 

Yhich men bequeath as portraits, and they w^ere 
Refused me, so those walls have been my study, 

Aoro faithful pictures of Venetian story, 

Vith all their blank, or dismal stains, than is 
The hall not far from hence, which beans on high 
Xundreds of doges, and their deeds and dates. 

Mar. I come to tell thee the result of their 
^ast council on thy doom. 

Jac. Frn. I know it — look! 

[He points to his as referring to the torture 
which he had undergone. 

Afar. No— no — no m«ro of mat: even they relent j 


Were wrcichud e.\iles. 

J(a\ Fos. Well 1 know hou) wretched ! 

Alur. Ami yet you .sec how from their banishment 
cforc the Tartar into Iht'so salt islt^s, 
leir antitjuc energy of mind, all that 
maiu’d of Rome tor their inheritance, 
cafed by degrees an oo(;an-Rome; 
id shall an evil, which Ro ofl(;n loads 
To good, depress Uiee thus? 

Jur. Fos. Had I gone forth 

From my own land, like the old patri.'irchs, seeking 
Another region, with their flocks and herds ; 

Had I been cast out like the .lews from Zion 
Or like onr fathers, driven by Attila 
From fl rtih' Italy, to barren islets, 

I would have given some tears to my late country, ^ 
And many thoiiglits ; but afterwards address’d 
MyseilJ with those about me, to create 
A ne.vv hoimr and fresh slate: perhaps 1 could 
Have borne this — though I know not. 

Afar. Wherefore not ? 

It was the lot of millions, and must bo 
The fate of myriads more. 

Jftc. Fos. Ay — w'c but hear 

Of (ho survivors* toil in their new lands, 

Their numbers and succc'ss ; hut who can number 
Tlie liearls which broke in .silence of that parting, 

Or after their departure; of that malady^ 

Which calls up green and native fields to view 
From the rough deep, with such identity 
To the poor exile’s fover’d eye, that ho 
Can scarcely he restrained from treading them? 

That melody,! which out of tones and tunes 
CoUecte such pasture for the longing sorrow 
Of the sad mountaineer, when far away 
Prom his snow canopy of cliffs and clouds. 

That he feeds on the sweet, but poisonous thought, 

And dies. You call this weakness! It is strength, 

I say, — the parent of all honest feeling. 

He who loves not. his country, can love nothing. 

Afar. Obey her, then : ’t is slie that puts thee forth. 
Jac. Fos. Ay, there it is ; ’t is like a mother’s curse 
Upon my soul — the mark is set upon me. 


* The caletitiit'e. 


Alluding to the Bwbn BlmndiletfleeU. 
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The exiles you of wont forth by nations, 

Their hajids uphold each other by the way, 

Their tents wore pitched together — I ’m alone. 

Mar. You shall be so no more-~I will go with thee. 

Jac. Fos. My best Marina !— and our children ? 

Mar. They, 

I fear, by the prevention of the state’s 
Abhorrent policy, (which holds all ties 
As tlireads, which may be broken at her pleasure,) 

Will not be suffer’d to proceed with us. 

Jac. JFbs. And canst thou leave them ? 

Mar. Yos. With many a pang. 

But — I can leave thorn, children as they arc, 

. To teach you to be leas a child. From this 
T^carn^you to sway your feelings, when exacted 
By duties paramount ; and ’t is our first 
On earth to bear. 

Jac. Fos. Have I not home ? 

JWur. Too much 

From tyrannous injustice, and enough 
To teach you not to shrink now from a lot, 

Which, as compared with what you have undergone 
Of late, is mercy. 

Jac. Fs. Ah ! you never yet 

Were far away from Venice, niwer saw 
Her beautiful towers in the receding distance, 

While every furrow of tho vessel’s track 
Seem’d ploughing decji into your heart ; you never 
Saw day go down upon your native spires 
So calmly with its gold and crimson glory, 

And after dreaming a disturbed vision 
Of (hem and theirs, aw(tke and found them not. 

Mar. 1 will divide this with you. L(!t us think 
Of our departure from this much-loved city, 

(Since you must love it as it seems,) and this 
(Chamber of state, her gratitude allots you. 

^f)ur children will be cared for by the Doge, 

And by rny uncles: we must sail ore niglit. 

Jac. Foft. That ’« sudden. Shall 1 not behold my 
father ? 

Mar. You will. 

Jac. Fo.s, Where ? 

Mar. Here or in the ducal chamber — 

He said not which. T would that you could bear 
Your exile as ho boars it. 

Jar.. Fns. Blame him not. 

1 somotinios murmur for a moment ; lait 
lie could not now act otherwise. A show 
t >f feeling or conijiassion on his part 
Would have but drawn upon hi.s aged liead 
Suspicion from “ tho Ten,” and upon mine 
Accumulated ills. ' 

Mar. Accumulated ! 

What pangs are those they have spared you? 

Jac. Fos. ^I’hat of leaving 

Venice, without beholding him or you. 

Which iniglu have been forbi(hlen now, as ’t was 
Upon my former exile. 

Mar. That is true, 

And tliUK far I am also the slate’s debtor, 

And shall be more so when T stio us both 
Float ijig on the free waves — away — away— 

Be it to the cartli’s end, from Uiis abhorr’d, 

Unjust, and 

Jiic. Fos. (^ursc it not. If I am silent. 

Who dares accuse rny country ? 

Mar. Men and angels! 

The blood of myriads reeking up to heaven, 

The groans of slaves in chains, and men in dungeon.**, 
Mothers, and wives, and sorLs, and sires, and subjects, 
Held ill the bondage of ten bald-hcad.s ; and 
Though last, not least, thy silence. CouldM thou say 
Aught in its favour, who would praise, like thee ? 

Jac. Fos. Let us address us tlien, since so it roust be, 
To our departure. Who comes here? 


FrUer Ldiubdaiio, 0tkfM by Fm&im* 

Lot. {to lAc FzmUiars.) Hetire^ 

But leave the torch. [.Exeunt the two 

Joe. Fm. Most welcome, noble signor. 

I did not deem this poor place could have drawn 
Such presence hither. 

Lor. ’T is not tho first time 

I have visited these places. 

Afar. Nor would be 

Tho Ia.<»t, were all men’s merits well rewarded. 

Came you here to insult us, or remtiin 
As spy upon us, or as hostoge for us ? 

Lor. Neither are of my office, noble lady I 
I am sent hither to your husband, to 
Announce “ tho Ten’s” decree. 

Alar. That tenderness 

Has been anticipated : it Ls known. 

Lrr. As how? 

Mar. I have inform’d him, not so gently, 

Doubtless, as your nice feelings would prescribo, 

The indulgence of your colleagues ; but he knew it. 

If you come for our Uianks, take them, and hence ! 

The dungeon gloom i.s deep enougli without you, 

And full of reptiles, not less loatlisomc, tliough 
Their sling is honester. 

Jac. Fos. I pray you, calm you: 

Wliat can avail such words ? 

Alar. To let him know 

That he is known. 

fjor. Let the fair dame preserve 

Her sex’.s privilege. 

Alar. I have some sons, sir 

Will one day thank you better. 

Ltr. You do well 

To nurse them w’isely. Foscari — ^you know 
Your sentence, then? 

Jac. Fos. , Return to Candia ? 

Jjor. True— 

For lifii. 

Jac. Fos. Not long. 

Lt. I said — for H/c. 

Jac. Fos. And I 

Repeat — not long. 

Jjor. A year’s imprisonment 

In Canea — afterwards ihe freedom of 
7'hc whole isle. 

Jac. Fo.t. Bofli tlio same to me: the aOci 
Freedom as is the first imprisonment. 

I.s ’t (rue my wifi.^ accompanies me ? 

Lor. Yc.s, 

If she. so wills it. 

Alar. Who ohiain’d that justice? 

L/r. One who wars not with women. 

Mar. But opfuesscs 

Men: howsf»evM*r let him have my thanks 
For the <»rily Ixam 1 w<»uld have a.sk\l or taken 
From Ijim <»r siu'li a« lie is. 

Jj„, He receives thorn 

As they are offer’d. 

Alar. May they thrive with him 

So much ! — ^no more. 

Jac. Fob. Is this, sir, your whole mission ? 

Because wo have brief lime for prejiaration, 

And you piirceivu your presence doth dis(|uiet 
This lady, of a house noble as yours. 

Alar. Nobler ! 

JjoT. How nobler ? 

Alar. As more generous ! 

We say the " generous steed” to express the purity 
Of his high blood. Thus much I ’vc learnt, altliough 
Venetian, (who see few steeds .save of bninze,) 

From those Venetians who have skirnm’d the coasts 
Of Egypt, and her neighbour Araby : 

And why not say as 60 on|Uia gmeroui manl* 



THE TWO FOSCAEt. 


iiCT -uu;’. 


If rac6 be aught} it ie in qiialitiee 
More than in years ; and mine, which is as old 
As yours, is better in its product, nay — 
tioofc not so stem — ^bot get you back, and pore 
Upon your genealogic trees most green 
Of leaves and most mature of fruits, and there 
Blush to find ancestors, who wonld have blush’d 
For such a son — ^thou cold inveterate hater! 

Joe, Fo8. Again, Marina! 

Mar. Again! stilly Marina. 

Sec you not, he comes here to glut his liatc 
With a last look upon our misery ? 

Let him partake it ! 

Jm. Foh. I'hat wore difficult. 

Mar. Notliing more easy. He partakes it now— 

Ay, ho may veil beneath a marble brow 
And sneering lip the fiang, but he partakes it. 

A few brief words of trufli shame the devil’s servants 
No less than master ; 1 have probed his soul 
A moment, as ilie eternal firo, ere long, 

Will reach it always. See how ho shrinks from me ! 
With death, and chains, and exile in his hand 
To scatter o’er his kind as ho thinks fit : 

They are his weajioiis, not his armour, fijr 
I have pierced him to the core of his cold heart. 

I care not for his frowns ! We can but die, 

And he but live, for him the very worst 
Of destinies : each day secures him more 
His tempter’s. 

Jac. Fts. This is mere insanity. 

Mar. It may be so ; and wht) hath made us mad? 
Ijyr. Let her go on ; it irks not me. 

Mar. That’s false! 

You came hero to enjoy a heartless triumph 
Of cold looks upon manifold grit*fs ! You came 
To be sued to in vain — ^to mark our tears, 

And hoard our groans — to gaze upon the wreck 
Which you have made a prince’s son — my husband ; 

In short, to tramjile on tlie fallcm — an office 
The hangman shrinks from, as all men from him! 

How have you sped ? We are wretclnul, signor, as 
Your plots could make, and vengeance could desire us, 
And how fed you ? 

Ijtr. As rocks. 

Mar. By thunder blasted : 

They feel not, but no less arc shiverVl. Come, 

Foscari ; now let us go, and leave tliis felon. 

The sole fit habitant of such a cell, 

Which he has peopled often, but ne’er fitly 
Till he himself shall brood in it alone. 

Enter die Doge. 

Jac. Fos. My father ! 

Doge, {embracing him.) Jacopo! my son — my son! 
Jac. Foe. My father still ! How long it is since I 
Have hoard thee name my name— owr name ! 

Doge. My boy ! 

Couldst thou but know— 

Jac. Foh. I rarely, sir, have murmur’d. 

Ihge. I feel too much Ihou hast not. 

Mar. I^nge, look there ! 

[She points io Lorcpano. 
Doge. I see tlie man — what mcan’st tliou ? 

Mar. Caution ! 

Lor. Being 

The virtue which this noble lady most 
May practise, she doth well to recommend it. 

Mar. Wretch! ’tis no virtue, but the policy 
Of those who fain must deal perforce with \ice : 

As such I recommend it, as I would 
To one whose foot was on an adder’s path. 

Dofpt^ llaughter, it is superffuous ; I have long 
Known Loredano. 

f/tr. You may, know him better. 

Mar. Yes ; issfie ho could [lot. 


Jan. Fob, Father, let not theie 

Our parting hours be lost in listening to 
Reproaches, which boot nothing. Is it — is it, 

Indeed, our lost of meetings ? 

Doge. You behold 

These white hairs ! 

Jac. Fos. Apd I feel, besides, that mine 

Will never be so wliitc. Embrace mo, father ! 

I loved you ever— never more than now'. 

Look 1.0 my children — to your last child’s children ; 

Let them be all to you which he was once, 

And never be to you what I am now. 

May 1 not see them also ? 

Mur. No — not hire. 

Jnc. Fos. They might behold their parent any where. 
Mar, I would that they beheld their father in 
A place which would not mingle fear with love, 

To freeze their young blood in its natural current. 

They have fed well, slej)t soft, and knew' not that 
Their sire was a mere hunted outlaw. Well, 

I know Iiis fate may one day bo their heritage. 

But lot it only lx* their heritage^ 

And not their present fee. Tiieir senses, though 
Alive to love, an; yet awake to terror ; 

And tliese vile damps, loo, and yon thick green wave 
Whi<^h floats above the plac.(! where we now stand — 

A cell so far below the water s lev(’l, 

Sending its pe.stilcnce through every crevice, 

Might strike them: i his in not their atmosphere, 

However you—and yon — and, most of all, 

As w'orthiest — you^ sir, noble Loredano ! 

May breathe it without prejiuiico, 

Jac. FfS. I had not 

Reflected u|)on this, hut acquiesce. 

I shall depart, then, williout moetirig them ? 

Doge. Not so: they shall await you in my chamber. 

J(K. Fob. And must I leave them all'f 

Jjor. You must. 

Jac. Fos. Not one ? 

Jjrr. They arc the state’s. 

Mar. I thought they had been mine. 

.Lw*. They arc, in all maternal things. 

Mar. That is, 

In all things painful. If tliey ’rc sick, they will 
Bo left to me to tend them ; should they die, 

To me to bury and to mourn ; but if 
They live, they ’ll make you soldiers, senator.**, 

Slaves, exiles — what you will ; or if they are 
Females with portiims, brides and brihes for noblc.s ! 
Behold the slate’s care ftjr its sons and mothers ! 

Lor. The hour approaches, and the wind is fair. 

Jac. Jhs. How know you that here, where the genia , 
wind 

Ne’er blows in all its blustoring freedom ? 

Ijor. ’T was so 

When T came here. The galley floats within 
A bow-ahot of the “Riva di Schiavoni.” 

Jac. Fos. Father ! 1 pray you to precede me, and 
Prepare my children to behold their father. 

Doge. Be firm, my son! 

Jac. Fos. I will do my endeavour. 

Mar. Farewell ! at least to this detested dungeon, 

And him to whose good offices you owe 
In part your past imprisonment. 

Ijor. And present 

Liberation. 

Doge. He speaks truth. 

Jac. Fos. No doubt ! but ’t is 

Exchange of chains for heavier chains I owe him. 

He knows this, or he had not sought to change them 
But I reproach not. 

Lor. The time narrow.s, signor. 

Jac. Fos. Alas ! I little thought so lingeringly 
To leave abodes like this: but when I feel 
That every step I take, oven from tliis cell, 
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fs ono away (K)m Venice, I look back 
Even on tiiese dull damp walls, and—.. 

Do^e. Boy ! no team 

JMTor. Let them flow on : he wept not on the radc 
To shame him, and they cannot shame him now. 

They will relieve his heart— that, too kind heart— 

And I will find an hour to wipe away 

Those tears, or add my own. 1 could weep now, 

But would not gratify yon wretch so far. 

Let us proceed. Doge, lead tlio way. 

Lor. (to the Familiar.) The torch, ther 

Mar. Yes, light us on, as to a funeral pyre, 

With Loredano mourning like an heir. 

Jhffe. My son, you are feeble ; take this liand. 

Ja8. F>8> Alas 

Must youtli support itself on age, and I 
Wlio ought to be the prop of yours 7 

Ltr. Take mine. 

Mar. Touch it not, Foscari ; ’twill sting you. Signoi 
Stand oflT ! be sure, that if a grasp of yours 
Would raise us from the gulf wherein wc are plunged, 
No hand of ours would stretch itself to meet it. 

Come, Foscari, take the hand the altar gave you ; 

It could not save, but will support you ever. 

[Exeunt. 


ACT IV. 

Scene I. — A Hall in the Ducal Palace. 

Enter Loredano ami Barbakioo. 

Bar. And have you amfidcnce in such a project? 

Ljr. I have. 

Bftr. ’T is hard upon his yearn. 

m/Mr. Say ratlici 

Kind to relieve him from the cares of state. 

Bar. ’T will break his heart. 

L)r. Age has no heart to break. 

He has seen his son’s half broken, and, except 
A start of feeling in his dungeon, never 
Swerved. 

Bur. In his countenance, I grant you, never; 

But I have seen him sometimes in a <alm 
•No desolate, that the most clamorous grief 
Had naught to envy him within. Where is ho? 

Lor. J n his own jiortion of the palace, with 
His son, and the whole race of .Foscaris, 

Bar. Bidding farewell. 

Lor. A last. As soon ho shall 

Bid to his dukedom. 

Bar. When embarks tlie son ? 

Lor. Forthwith — wlien tiiis long leave is taken. ’T is 
Time to admonish tliem again. 

Bar. Forbear ; 

Retrench not from their moments. 

Lor. Not I, now 

We have liigher business fi^r our own. This day 
Shall bo tile last of the old Doge’s reign, 

As the first of his son’s la.st banishment, 

And that is vengeance. 

Bar. In my mind, too deep. 

Lor. ’T is moderate — ^not even life for hfe, the rule 
Denounced of retribution from all time ; 

They uwij me still my father’s and my uncle’s. 

Bar. Did not tlie Doge deny tliis strongly ? 

Lor. Doubtless. 

Bar. And did not this shake your suspicion ? 

Lor. No. 

Bar. But if this deposition should take place 
liy our united influence in the Council, 

It must be done with all the deference 

Due to his years, his station, and his deeds. j 

Lor. As much of corememy as you will, \ 


So that the thing be done. You may, for aught 
I care, depute tlie Council on their knees, 

(Like Barbarossa to the Pope,) to beg him 
To have the courtesy to abdicate. 

Bar. What, if he will not ? 

Lor. We’ll elect another, 

And make him null. 

Bar. But will the laws uphold us? 

Lor. What laws ?— “ The Ten ” are laws ; and if 
they were not, 

I will be legislator in tliis business. 

Bar. At your own peril ? 

Lor. There is none, I toll you, 

Our powers are such. 

Bar. But he has twice already 

Solicited permission to retire. 

And twice it was refused. 

Lor. The better reason 

To grant it Uie third timo. 

Bar. Unask’d ? 

Lor. It sliows 

The impression of his former instances : 

If they were from his heart, he may be lliankful: 

If not, ’t will pimish his hypocrisy. 

'Jorne, they are met by tliis time ; let us join tliem, 

And be thou fix’d in purpose for tliis once. 

I have [ireparod such arguments as will not 
Fail to move, them, and to remove him : since 
Their thoughts, their objects, have been sounded, do not 
Fom, with your wonted scruples, teach us pause, 

And all will prosper. 

Bar. Could I but be certain 

This is no prelude to such persecution 
Of tile sir(‘ as has fallen upon tlie son, 

I would support you. 

Lor. He is safe, I tell you ; 

lis fourscore years and five may Unger on 
ds long as he can drag tliem : ’t is his tlirone 
Alone is aim’d at. 

Bar. But discarded princes 

Are seldom long of life. 

Lor. And men of eighty 

•lore seldom still. 

Bar. And why not wait these few years ? 

Lor. Because wo have waited long enough, and he 
lived longer tlian enough. Hence! In to council! 

[Exeunt Loreuano and Bakbakioo. 

EtUo' Memmo and a Benalor. 

Sen. A summons to “ the Ten !” AVhy so ? 

Mem. “ The Ton” 

Hone can answer ; tln*y are rarely wont 
:’o let their thoughts antiei[)ate their purpase 
ly previous proclamation. We are summon’d— 

’hat is enough. 

Sen. F<.»r tlicni, but not for us ; 

W'fnild know' w'liy. 

Mem. You will know w)iy anon, 

’ you obey ; and, if not, you no less 
Vill know why } ou should have obey’d. 

Sen. I mean not 

'o oppi^se them, hut 

Mem. In Venice “huf’ ’g a traitor, 

lit me no “ buLs" unless you would pass o’er 
'he Bridge whieh few repass. 

Sen. I am silent. 

Mem. Why 

'bus h(!shate? **Thc Ten” have call’d m aid 
>f Uieir deliberation five and twenty 
’atricians of the senate— you are one, 
nd I anoth(;r; and it seems to mo 
loth honour’d by the choice or clianco which leails us 
o mingle with a body so august. 

Sen. Most true. I sa^ no more, 

Mem. ) As ’we luipe, signor, 
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And all tmy boaesily (that is^ all tliose 
Of noble blood may) ohe day hope to be 
Decemvir, it is surely for the senate^ 

Chosen delegates, a school of wisdom, to 
Be thus admitted, though as novices, 

To view die mystkios. 

Sen, Let us view them: they, 

No doubt, are worth it. 

Mem, Being worth our lives 

If we divulge them, doubtless they are worth 
Something, at least to you or me. 

Sen, I sought not 

A place within the sanctuary ; but being 
Chosen, however reluctantly so chosen, 

I shall fulfil iny office. 

Mem. Lot us not 

Be latest in obeying “ The Ten’s” summons. 

Sen. All are not met, but I. am of your thouglit 
So far — diet’s in. 

Mem. The earliest are most welcome 

In earnest councils — wo will liol be least so. [Exeunt. 

Enter the Dock, Jacopo Fobcaki, and Makjna. 

J(tc. Foe, Ah, fatJier ! though I must and will depart, 
Vet — ^yot — I pray you to obtain for me 
That 1 once more return unto my home, 

Howe’er remote the period. I^el there be 
A point of time as beacon to my heart, 

With any penalty annex’d they please, 

But let, mo still return. 

Son Jacopo, 

Go and obey our country’s will : ’t is not 
For us to look beyond. 

JTac. Foe. But still I must 

Lfj<jk back. I pray you think of mo. 

Alas ! 

Vou ever were my dearest offspring, when 
They were more numerofjs, nor can bo less so 
Now yon arc last ; but did tljc state demand 
The <’xile of the disinterred ashes 
Of your three goodly l)i others, now in cartli, 

And their desponding shades came (litting round 
To impede the act, I must no less obey 
A duty, paramount to every duty. 

Mar. My husband ! let us on ; this but pr(^ongs 
Our s<»rrow. 

Jar. Foe. But we are not summon’d yet ; 

The gn Hoy’s sails aro not unfurl’d: — who knows? 

I’he wind may change. 

Mar. And if it do, it will not 

(/hangc iheir hearts, or your lot: the galley’s oars 
Will fiuickly clear the harbour. 

Jar.. Foe. O ye elements! 

W here arc your storms ? 

Mtr. In human breasts. Alas! 

Will nolliing calm you ? 

Jac. Fos. Never yet did mariner 

I’ut up to patron saint such prayers for prosperous 
And pleasant breeites, as I call upon you, 

Ye tutelar saints of my own city! which 
Ye love not with more holy love than 1, 

To lash up from the deep the Adrian waves, 

And waken Auster, sovereign of the tempest! 

Till the sea dash me back on my own shore 
A broken corse upon the barren Lido, 

Where I may mingle with the sands which skirt 
J’he land I love, and never shall see more ! 

Afar. And wish you this widi me beside you? 

Jar. Fm, No- 

No— not for iheo, too good, too kind ! May’s! thou 
Idve long to be a iiKither to those children 
Thy fond fidelity for a time deprives 
Of such support ! But for myself alone, 

May all the wiipls of heaven fiowl down the GuU^ 

And tear the vessel, till tlie iniflriners, 


Appall’d, turn their despairing eye* on me, 

As the Phenicians did on Jonah, then 
Cast me out from among them, as an offering 
To appease the waves. The billow which destroys mo 
Will be more merciful than man, and boar me, 

Dead, but still bear me to a native grave. 

] From fisher’s bands upon the desolate strand, 

Wliich, of its thousand wrecks, hath ne’er received 

One lacerated like the heart which then 

Will be' But wherefore breaks it not.^ why live I? 

Mar. To man thyself; 1 trust, with time, to master 
Such useless passion. Until now thou wert 
A sufibrer, but not a loud one ; why 
What is this to the things thou hast homo in silence— 
Imprisonment and actual torture ? * 

Jae. Foe. Double, 

Triple, and (enfiild torture ! But you are right, 

It must bo borne. Father, your blessing. 

Ihg-c. Would 

It could avail thee ! but no less thou hast it. 

Jac. Fos. Forgive 

I)ogr. What ? 

Jac. Fos. My poor mother, for my birth 

And me for having lived, and you yourself 
(As I forgive you) for the gift of life, 

Wliich you bestow’d U|>on me as my sire. 

3fttr. What hast thou done? 

Jac. Foe. Nothing. I cannot charge 

My memory with much save sorrow : but 
1 liave been so bt\Y^^**d the common lot 
chasten’d and visited, I needs must think 
That I was wicked. If it be so, may 
What I have undergone here koe[) me from 
A like hereafter! 

Mar. Fear not : Oiat ’s reserved 

Por your oppressors, 

Jac. Fo.s. Let me hope not. 

Mar. Hope not ? 

Jac. Foe. I cjiiinot wisli thorn all they have infticled. 

Mar. AU I the consummate fiends ! A thousand fold 
May the worm which nc’tir dietli, feed upon them! 

Jac. Fos. 'I'hey may repent. 

Mur. And if they do, Heaven will not 

Accept the tardy pcMiitcnce of demons. 

Enlcr ari Qffktr and Guards. 

Offi. Signor ! th(? boat is at the shore — the wind 
s rising- -we are ready to attend you. 

Jac. Fo9. And I to be alleiidcd. Once more, father, 
Your hand! 

Doffe. Take it. Alavs! how thine own trembles! 

Jac. Foe. No — ^you iiiislake ; ’tis yours .tliat shakes, 
my father. 

Farewell ! 

7>ogc. h’arnwell ! Is there aught else ? 

Jac. Fos, No— notliiiig. 

[To the Offtficr. 

iCiid me your arm, good signor. 

OJji. You turn pale— 

A'it mo support you— paler — ho ! some aid there ! 

5ome water ! 

Mar. Ah, he is dying! 

Jac. Fos. Now, I’m ready — 

Mfy eyes swim strangely — ^where’s the door? 

Mar. Away ! 

jet mo support him — my best love ! Oh, God ! 

Jow foiiiily beats this heart — tliis pulse! 

Jac. F>s. The light ! 

r« it the light? — am faint. 

[Ql^cer •presmis him unth leoter. 

Offi, He will be better, 

’erhaps, in the air. 

Jac, Fhs. i doubt not. Father-wife— 

Your hands ! 

Mar, There ’s death in dial danii», clammy grasp 



Aut IV. 


THE TWO FOSCAEI. 


Oh, God! — My FoeMUiri, bow fare you? 

Jai\Fwi. Well! 

[/ic dki 

Qffi. Ho *s gone ! 

JJoge. Ho’s free. 

Maty No — no, lic is not dead 

There must t)e life yet in tliat heart — he could not 
Thus h3ave luo. 

Diige. ! 

M(jir. Hold thy peace, old man 

1 am no daughter now — lliou hast no son. 

Foscari! 

(>/}L W o must remove the body. 

• M^ir, I’ouch it not, dungeon miscreants! your has* 
* odicti 

lOnds with his life, and goes not bey<M»d murd(;r, 

Kveu by your niunierous laws. I^eave his remains 
To those who know to honour tljein. 

()/R. I must 

Inform the signory, and learn their pleasure. 

/JoQp. Inform the signory from //n*, the Di>ge, 

'I'hey have uo further power upon those ashes; 

While he lived, ho was theirs, as fits a subject — 

]Sow he is miue — my brolien-liearte<l boy ! 

[JSjiii Officer. 

Mar. Aud I must live ! 

/hgfi. Your children live, Marina. 

Mar. My children ! true — they live, and J must livt 
'j'o bring them up to serv'e the slate, and the 
As died tlieir father, (Jh ! what, liost of Inessings 
Were barrenness in Venice! Would my iiiolher 
I lad bt eii s •! 

7dn;,’r. IMy unhappy children! 

Mar. What! 

fet*l it tlien at last — yon/ — Where is now 
The stoic of the s»tate ? 

Jhqcy (throwing himsdj' daum hij the body.) Jlercf 
Mar. Ay, w'eepon! 

1 thought you Iwul no tears — you hoarded them 
Uniil thfjy an; useless; but weep on! he never 
Siiall wetjp more — never, never more. 

JErder Lokedano and Baiibjirigo. 

Jjir. Wliat’s here! 

Mar. Ah! the devil come to insult the dead ! Avauut! 
/.icarnale Lucifer ! ’t is holy grouuu. 

A martyr’s aNlics now lie there, w'hich make it 
A shrine. Get thee back to thy place of torment ! 

Bar. Lady, wo knew not ijf ihis sad event, 

Ibii pass’d ht:re merely on our jiath from council. 

Mar. Pas.s on. 

Eir. We sought the I)o;:c. 

Mur. (poi)Uing to the Dogr.y who is still on the ground 
by his smds body.) He ’s busy, look, 

About tlic biisiuess you provided for him. 

A re ye content ? 

Bar. Wo will not interrupt 

A parf'jit’ii sorrows. 

Mar. No, yc only make them. 

Then leave them. 

Doge, (rising.) Sirs, I am ready. 

Bar. No — ^not now. 

Ijor. Yet ’t was important. 

Doge. If ’t was so, I con 

thily rep<*at— I am ready. 

Bar. It shall not be 

Just now, though Venice tottoi-’d o’er the deep 
Like a frail vessel. 1 respect your griefs. 

Doge, I tliank you. If the tiding which you bring 
Are evil, you may say them ; nothing further 
CJan touch mo more than him thou look’st on Uiore. 

If they be gooil, say on; you need not^ar 
That they can comfort me. 

Bar. I would tliey could ! 

Do^c. I spoke nut to yot<, but to Lorodano. 

2 O 


He understands me. 

Mar, Ah ! I diouglit tt would be so 

Doge. What mean you ? 

Mar. Lo ! there is the blood beginning 

To flow through tlio dead Ups of Foscari— 

The body bler^s in presence of die hssassin. 

[2'y Loredano 

Thou cowardly murderer by law, bidiold 
How death itself bears witness to thy deeds ! 

Ihge. My child ! this is a phantasy of grief. 

Bear hence the hotly. [To his Attendants.] Signors, 
if it please you, 

Within an hour I ’ll hear you. 

Doge, Marina, and Attendants with 
die body. 

[ManciU Loredano and Bahbauigo. 
Bar. He imist not 

Be troubled now. 

Ijtr. lie said himself that naught 

JJoiild give him trouble farther. 

Bar. Theso are word.s ; 

But grief is lonely, and the breaking in 
‘ [poll it barbarous. 

fjrr. Sorrow preys upon 

is solitude, and nothing more diverts it 
<Vom its sa<i visions of the other world 
'I'lian calling it at moments hack to lliis. 

The busy liuvo uo lime Ibr tears. 

Bar. And therefore 

on would deprive this old man of all business? 

Jjc/r. The thing ’sdiM i'ced. 'J’lut Giuiita and “iheTtn” 
lave made it law — who shall oppose that law ? 

Bar. Humanity ! 

hrr. Because his son is dead ? 

Bar. Aud yet unburied. 

Jjnr. Had we known this wiien 

’ho act was passing, it might have suspended 
ts pas.sago, but impedes it not — once past.. 

Bar. 1 ’ll not consent. 

Jjir. "llt'ou have consented to 

\!l that’s essential— leave the rest to me. 

Bitr. Why pross hi.s alxlicatmn now ? 

Dir. The feelings 

>f private passion may not interrupt 
'he ]>ublic benefit. ; and what the state 
'ee.i(ies to-day most not give way belbre 
.’o-morro\v for a natural atrciihml. 

Bar. You have a son. 

fj/r. T h(wc — and' had a fatlior. 

Bar. Still so inexorablt; ? 

/x>r. Still. 

Bar. But let him 

nler bis son l>«;fore we pre.ss upon him 
his edict. 

Dir. Let him call ii[) into life 
dy sire and uncle — I c;onsent. Men may, 
ven aged nifin, be, or ap|>ear to be, 
lircs of a hundred sons, hut cannot kindle 
n atom of their ancestors frmii earth. 

'he victims are not e(|U8l: he has seen 
is sons expire by natural ileaths, and I 
iy sires by violent and iny^terious maladies, 
ustul no poison, bribed no subtle master 
f the destructive art of healing, to 
horte.n the jiatli to the otenial cure, 
is sons, and he had four, arc dead, without 
I'll/ dabbling in vile drugs. 

Bar. And art thou suro 

!c dealt in such? 

Lor. Most suro. 

Bar. And yof lie seems 

11 openness. 

Lor. And so he seem’d not long 

go to Cannagniiola. 

BaJ\ T’^c attainted • 
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ibid tolgii twtqrt 
L», Even so: wlien ^ 

After the very iMt in which ” the Ten” 

(Job^d with we &ge) decided his destructioDf 
Met the great Duke at daybreak with a jost| 
Demanding whether he should augur him 

* The good day or good night T* .his Doge-ship answer'd, 

* That he in truth had pass'd a night of vigil, 

In which (he added with a gracious smile) 

There often has been question about you*”* 

*T was true ; the question was the death resolved 
Of Oarmagnuola, eight months ere ho died ; 

And the old Doge, who knew liim doom’d, smiled on lum 
With deadly cozenage, eight long months beforehand — 
Eight months of such hypocrisy as is 
Learnt but in eighty years. Brave Oarmagnuola 
Is dead ; so is young Foscari and his brethen— 

I never snuUd on Otem, 

Bex. Was Oarmagnuola 

Your friend ? 

Ijxr. He was the safeguard of the city. 

In early life its foe, but, in his manhood, 

Its saviour hrst, then victim. 

Bixr. All ! that seems 

The penalty of saving cities. He 
Whom wc now act against not only saved 
Our own, but add»,*d others to her sway. < 

Ijtr. I'ho ttoniatLS (and wi; ape ihtnn) gave a crown 
To him who took a city : and they gav 
A crown to him who saved a cvti/,en 
In battle; the rcw’ards arc oijual. Now, 

If we should measure firth tlic cities taken 
By the Doge Foscari, with citizens 
Destroy’d by him, or tkrouffk liiui, the account 
Were fearfully against him, altliough narrow’d 
To private havoc, sucli as between him 
And my dead fallier. 

Bar, Are you tlum thus fix’d 1 

Jaw. Why, what should change me ? 

Bar. Tliat, which changes me : 

But you, I know, are marble to riMaiii 
A feud. But when all is accoinjdish’d, when 
The old man i.s deposed, his name degradf‘d, 

His sons all dead, his family depress’d, 

And you and your.s triumphant, shall you sleep ? 

Jjar. More soundly. 

Bar. That ’.s an error, and you 11 find it 

Ere you sleep with your lathers. 

Lor. Tli<‘y sleep not 

In their accelerated graves, nor will 
Till Foscari fills hi.s. Each night 1 sec them 
Stalk frowning round my couch, and, pointing towards 
The ducal palace, marshal me to vengeance. 

Bar. Fancy’s distemperature ! There is no passion 
More spectral or fantastical tlian hate ; 

Not even its opposite, love, so jieoples air 
With phantoms, as this madness of the heart. 

Enter an Qj^cer. 

Lor. Where go you, sirrah ? 

Oji. By die ducal order 

To forward the preparatory rites 
For the late Foscari's interment. 

Betr. Their 

Vault has been often open'd of laic years. 

Lor. ’T will be foil soon, and may be closed for ever. 

Qj^. May 1 pass on ? 

Lor. You may. 

Bar. How bears die Doge 

This last calaanty ? 

Qfi. Widi desjwrate firmness, 

In presence of anoft^r he says little, 

But 1 perceive liis U^IMovo now and then ; 


And once or twice 1 heard him, ftom the a^oimng 
Apartment, mutter forth the words— “My son!” 

Scarce audibly. I must proceed, 

lEmi Qffktf. 

Bar. This stroke 

Will move all Venice in his favour. 

Lor. Right! 

We must be speedy : let us call together 
The delegates appointed to convey 
The council’s resolution. 

Bax. I protest 

Against it at this moment. 

Lor. As you please — 

I 'll lake their voices on it ne’ertheless, 

And see whose most may sway them, yours or irime. 

[Exmnl Bakbauiqo and Loredano 

ACT V. 

Scene I. — TJie Doge’s Apartment. 

The Doce arid Attendants. 

Atl. My lord, die deputation is in waiting ; 

But add, dial if another hour would better 
Aeeord wilh yoor will, they will make it theirs. 

Doge. To me all hours are like. Let thi'in appr(»iu h. 

[Exit Attendant. 

An (yffteer. Prince! I have done your bidding. 

Doge. What command ? 

O^i. A melancholy one — to call the attundanco 

Of 

Dogv. True — true — true : 1 crave your pardon. 1 
Begin to fail in apprelienKion, and 
Wa\ vi^ry old — old almost as my years. 

Till now f tbught them olf, but they begin 
To overtake me. 

Enter the IJtpuintion^ cnminting of ssiv of the Signonj, 
and the Chief of the Ten. 

Noble men, yonr pleasuri*. ! 

Chief of the Ten. In die first piac<*, the Council clotl 
ccjndole 

With the Doge on his late and private grief. 

J)og€. No morn — no more of dial. 

Chi(f of the Ten. Will not the Dukt 

Aect*pt the homage of respect ? 

Doge. I do 

Accept it a.s 't is given — proceed. 

Chief of theTm. “The Ten,” 

Wilh a selected giurita from the senate 
Of tw'cnty>fivo of the best bom patricians, 

Having deliberated on the slate 
Of republic, and the o’erwh aiming cares 
Which, at this moment, doubly must oppress 
Your years, so long devoted to your country, 

Have judged it fitting, with all reverence, 

Now to solicit from your wisdom, (which 
Upon reflection must accord in tliis,) 

Tlie rtisignation of the dural ring, 

Which you have worn so long and venerably ; 

And to prove tliat they are not ungrateful nor 
Cold to your years and services, they add 
An appanage of twenty hundred golden 
Ducats, to make retirement not less sfdondid 
Than should become a sovereign's retreat. 

Doge. I )id I hear rightly ? 

Chief of live Ten. Need 1 say again 

Doge. No. — Have you done ? 

Chi^ of the 3Vn. 1 have spoken. Twenty-fo 

Hours are accorded you to give an answer. 

Doge. I shall not need so many seconds. 

Chief of the Ten. W« 

Will now retire. 

Doge, Stay ! Four and twenty hours 

Will alter nothing which I have to say. 


* An kkti3nc&l fact. 
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Cki^ of the TVn, Speak ! 

Doge, When I twice beibre reitori^ed 

My wish to abdicate, it was refused me ,* 

And not alone refused, but ye exacted 
An oath from me that I would never more 
Renew this instance. I have sworn to die 
In full exertion of the fuiicUons, which 
My country call’d me here to exercise, 

AccoTiling to my honour and my coDBcience— 

I cannot break oath. 

Chief of the Ten, Reduce us not 

To the alternative of a decree, 

Instead of your compliance. 

Doge. Providence 

Prolongs my days to prove and chasten me ; 

Hut ye have no right to reproach my length 
Of days, since every hour lias been tlie country’s. 

J am ready to lay down my life ibr her, 

As I have laid down d(‘arer things than life : 

But for rny dignity — I hold it of 

'J'he whole republic ; when the ^encrol will 

Is manifest, then you shall all he answer’d. 

Cluvf of the Ten. We gritw’c fir such an answer; hut 
ii cannot 
Avail you aught. 

1 can submit to all tbiiiss, 

But iiolbing will advance; no, not a uiomcnt. 

Wbat you dcen'c - -(It cn'e. 

Chief of the Ten, Wi.li this, then, must we 

Relurii to those who sent us? 

Dofre.. You Iiave heard mo. 

Chief of the Ten. Witli all duo nwercucc wo retire. 

mU the Deputation, ^‘c. 

DiUer an Attendant. 

Alt. My lord, 

Tilic noble dame Marina craves an audience, 

Ihge. My time is hers. 

Enter Mauina. 

Mar. My lord, if I intrude— 

Perhaps you fain would be aloiie ? 

Doge. Alone ! 

Alone, come all die W'orM around me, 1 
Am now and ovciinore. But wtf will l>ear it. 

jMur. Wo will ; nnd for the sake of those who arc, 
Endeavour (di my husband! 

Doee. Give it way; 

T cannot, comfort llioc. 

Mar. IIo might have lived, 

So form’d gentle privacy of life, 

So loving, so beloved ; the native of 
Another land, ami who so bUjst and blessing 
As my poor i^'oscuri? Nothing was Avariliug 
Bnto his happiness and mine save not 
To l>e Venetian. 

fhirc. Or a prince’s son. 

Mar. Yes ; all things which conduce to other men’s 
Imperfect happiness or high ambition, 

By some strange destiny, to him proved deadly. 

'I’hc country and the people whom he loved, 

'J'he prince of whom he was the elder born. 

And 

Dftgc. Soon may be a prince no longer. 

Mar. How? 

Doge. They have taken my son from me, and now aim 
At my too long worn diadem and ring, 
l.et diem resume the gewgaws ! 

Mar. Oh the tyrants ! 

In such an hour loo I 

Doge. ’T is the fittest time : 

An hour ago I should have felt it. 

Mar. And 

Will you not now resent it ?— Oh for vengeance ! | 

But he, who, had ho been enough protected, j 


Might have repaid protoctioii m this moment^ 

Cannot assist his father. 

Doge, Nor should do so 

Against his country, had he a thousand lives 
instead of that— 

Mar. They tortured from Him. This 

May be pure patriotism. 1 am a Woman: 

To me my husband and my children vi ere 
Country and home. I loved him — how^ I loved him! 

I have seen him pass tlirough such au ordeal as 
The old martyrs would have shrtmk from : he is gone^ 
And I, who would have given my blood for him, 

Have naught to give but tears ! But could 1 compass 
The retribution of his wrongs! — Well, well ; 

I have sons, who shall be men. 

Doge. Your grief distracts you. 

Mar. I thought I could have borne it, when I saw liini 
Bow’d down by such oppression ; yes, I thought 
That 1 would ralhcT lof>k upon his corse 
Than his prolong’d captivity: — 1 arn punish’d 
For that thought now. Would 1 were in his grave! 
D>ge. I must look on him once more. 

Mar. Come with me ! 

Doge. Is he— 

Mar. Our bridal bt‘fl is now his bier. 

D>ge. And ho is in his shroud ! 

Mar. Come, come, old man! 

lE.veunt the Dooe and Makina. 

Enter Bmcbakigo and Lobedawo. 

Ear. {to an AUetulnni .) Whore is the Doge? 

Att. This instant retired hence 

With the illustrious lady liia sou’s widow, 

IjfT. Where? 

Au. To the chamber where tlie body lies. 

Bar. Let us return, then. 

Jjrr. You forget, you cannot. 

We have the implicit order of the Giunta 
To await their coming hert?, and join them 
'rheir office : they ’ll Ih‘ liere soon after us. 

Bar. And will lh(‘y press their answer on the Doge? 
Ijrr. ’1’ was his own wish that all should bo done 
promptly. 

Ho answer’d (juickly, and must so be answer’d ; 

Ilis dignity is look’d to, his estate 
Cared for — wlial would he more ? 

Bar. Die in his robes; 

He could not hav<^ lived long; but I have done 
My best to save his honours, and op|)o«ed 
This propoidtion to tlie last, though vainly. 

Why would tlie gfjncral vote com[)el mo hither? 

Ijjt. ’T was fit that some one of such different thoughts 
From ours should bti a witness, lest false tongues 
Should whispiT that a harsh majority 
Drcadtnl lo have its acts beheld by others. 

Bar. And not less, I must needs think, for the sake 
Of humbling me for my vain opposition. 

You are ingenious, Loredano, in 
Your modes of vengeance, nay, poetical, 

A very Ovid in the art of hating; 

’T is thus (although a secondary object, 

Yet hale has microscopic; eyes) to you 
I owe, by way of foil to Uie. more zealous, 

This uTidcsirod association in 
Your Giunta’s duties. 

Ijor. How ! — my Giunta ! 

B'jor. Ymtr$ ! 

They speak your language, watch your nod, approve 
Your plans, and do your work. Are they not yours? 

Jjrr. You talk unwarily. ’T were best they hear not 
This from you. 

Bar. Oh ! they ’ll hear as much one day 

From louder tongues than mine ; they have gone beyond 
Even their exorbitance of power; and when 
This happens in Uie most contemn’d and abject 
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States^ stung humanity will riso to check it. 

Loir. You talk but idly. 

Bosr. That remains for proof. 

Here come our colleagues. 

LvrUiT the Deputation as before. 

Chief (f the Ten. Is tlio Duke aware 

We seek his presence? 

Att. Ho shall be inform’d. 

[Earii Attendam 

Bar, The Duke is with his son. 

Chief of the 'Ten, If it bo so, 

Wc will remit him till the riles arc over. 

Let us return. ’T is time enough to-morrow. 

Lor, (aside to Bar.) Now the rich man’s hell-firo iipoi 
your tongue, 

Dnquench’d, uiujuenchable ! I’ll have it torn 
From its vile babbling roots, till you shall utter 
Nothing but sobs Uirough blood, for this ! Hage signors 
I pray ye be not hasty. [Aloud, to the others 

Bar, But be human! 

Lor. See, tljo Duke comes ! 

Enter the Door.. 

I have obey’d your summon? 
Chief of the Ten, Wo come once more to urge on 
past request. 

Doge. And I to answer. 

Chiqf of the Ten. What ? 

Doge. My only answer 

You have heard it. 

Chief of the Ten. Hear lyou then the last decree, 
Definitive and absolute ! 

Doge. To the point — 

To tlic point ! I know rif f>ld the forms of office. 

And gentle jircludcs to strong a(;ls — Go on ! 

Chi<f of the Ten. You are no longer Doge ; you nr< 
rel<.'as<‘d 

From your inip<‘rial oalli as f'ov(*reign j 
Your duca< robes miist be. put <»ff; but ftjr 
Your services, the state allots flu* af)pan:igo 
Already mention’d in our firmer coii;»re.ss. 

Three days arc left you to n-move from hence, 

ITnder the jienalty to s<!e confiscated 
All your own private fortune, 

IJoge, That last clause, 

I am jiroud to say, woukl not enrich the tretisury. 

Chief of the 'Ten. Your answer, Duke! 

Lor. Your answer, Francis Foscari ! 

D)ge. If I could have foreseen that my old ago 
Was prejudicial to tlio state, iJic chief 
Of the republic never w'ould have shown 
Himself so far ungrateful, as to jilace 
His own high dignity before his country; 

But this life having been so many years 
Not useless to that country, I would fain 
Have conseoratcil my last moments to her. 

But the decree being render’d, I obey. 

Chief of the Ten. If you would have the three days 
named extended, 

Wc willingly will lengthen tlicm to eight, 

As sign of our esteem. 

Doge. Not eight hours, signor. 

Nor even eight minutos — There’s the ducal ring, 

off' his ring and cap. 
And there the dural diadern. And so 
The Adriatic ’s free to wed another, 

Cfd^f of the Tt"n, Yet go not forth so quickly. 

Doge. I am old, sir, 

And even to move but slowly must begin 
To move betunes. MeihinUs 1 see among you 
A face I know' not — Senator ! your name, 

You, by your garb, Chief of tlu^ Forty ! 

Meni, ^ Signor, 

T am the son of Marco Menimo. 


Doge. Ah ! 

Your father was my friend. — ^But sons Si.nd fathers!^ 
What, ho ! my servants there ! 

Att. My prince ! 

Doge. No prince^ 

There are the princes of the prince ! [Poiniing to the 
Ten's depvtation,.] — Prcqiar e 
To part from hence upon the instant. 

Chief of the Ten. Wliy 

So rashly ? ’t w ill give scandal. 

Doge. Answer that ; 

['To the Ten, 

It is your province. — Sirs, bestir yourselves : 

[To die Servants, 

There is one burden which J beg you hear 
With care, although k is past all farther harm — 

But I will look to that myself. 

Bur. Ho means 

The body of his son. 

Doge. And call Marina, 

My daughter! 

Enter Maiuna. 

Doge. Get thee ready, vve must mourn 

Elsiwhere. 

Jl/ar. And every where. 

Doge. True ; but in freedom. 

Without llic.se jealous spies upon the great. 

Signors, you may depart: wfiiit would you more? 

We are going : do you fear that we shall bear 
'liic palace with us? Its old walls, ten time.s 
As old as I am, and I’m very old, 

Have .served you, so have I, and 1 and they 

( Jould tell a tale ; but I invoke them not 

To fa)! upon you ! el.se they would, as erst 

I’lic pillars of stone I tagons temple on 

The Israelite and his T’hilistine flies. « 

'inch power I do belK-ve there might exist 

*n sucii a eursi' a.s mine, jirovoki'd by smii 

.4s yof{ ; hut f curse not. Adieu, good signors! 

Vlay the next duk(i l>e lietter than the pre.senf ! 

7vn-. 1ii(‘ j/mse/)/ <liike is Paschal Malipiero. 

Doge, Not till 1 [)asK IIm^ thre.shold of these d^K)rs. 

L/r. ?iaint Mark’.s great brll is soon about to toll 
'or his inuugurotion. 

Doge, Kar<h and heaven ! 

e will riw'erbcrafe this peal ; and 1 
jjve to hear tliis ! — the lirst doge who e’er heard 
5uch .sound for hi.s successor! llajipier ho, 

My attiiinUHi prcdt^cessor, stern FahoTo — 

I’his insult ut the lea.st wa.s s{>ared him. 

Jmt. What 1 

io you regret a traitor? 

Doge. No — I inert'ly 

invy the dcail. 

Chief of the Tm. My lord, if you indeed 
Vre bent upon this rash ubandi»iiment 
)f the stale’s palace, at the least retire 
y the private .staircase, which comlucts you towards 
'be landing-place of the canal. 

Doge, No, T 

kVill now descend the stairs by whk’h I mounted 
'o .^ivereignty— the Giants’ Stairs, on whose 
droad eniinenee I was invested duke, 
ly services have call'd mo up those steps, 
i'ho nialiee of my foes will drive me down them. 

Vitre five and thirty years ago was I 
iistalfd, and traversc;d these same halls, from which 
never tlioiight to be (livor(;ed except 
V corse — a corse, it might be, fighting for tliem — 
iut not push’d hence by fellow citizens. 

"ill come; my son and I will go together — 

Ic to his grave, and I to pray for mine. 

Chief of the 'I\n, What! tlius in public? 

Doge. I was publicly 
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Elected, and so will I l>e depo{^(•d. 

Marina ! art thou willing ? 

Moor* I Tore ’s my arm ! 

Doge, And hcremy«f«j^.' thus propp’d will I go fort 
Chief of the Teit^ It must not bo — the ptH>pIe w 
perceive iL 

Di)ge. The people! — There’s no people, you w 
know il^ 

Else you dare not deal lliu.s )>y them or me. 

'rhere is a popular.e^ perhaps, VN'hoise looks 

:\lay shame you ; but ilu*y dure not i'roan nor curs 

y<’«> 

(Save witli their hearts and eyes. 

Chief of the 7'en. Ton speak in passioi 

Else— 

Dn'c, You have reason. I Ijave spoken much 
More than my w'onf : it Ls a foible whicli 
AVas not of mine, but more (excuses yon, 

Tuasninch as it shows that 1 approach 
A d<)tajto which may justify tins deed 
Of yours, although the law does not, nor will. 

Fare we* II, sirs ! 

7?f/r. You shall not depart w'ilhout 

An esi'ort fitting past and present rank. 

AV’e will ac'^oTupany, wiih due respef t, 

’J’lie Doge rnito his private palaec. Say ! 

My brethren, will we n()t ? 

J>{/fh'enf voiree. Ay! — Ay! 

/)oiic. Yoti shall nr 

S'lr — in rnv train, n.t least. I enter'd here 
As sover<‘ign — I go out as eifiztui 
Ity the sauKJ portals, but as citizen. 

All these vain ceremonies are liase insulis, 

VV'hieh only ulcerate tins heart tin' more, 

AppUiug piusons tljcre as an'i-l ^fcs. 

I’ooiji is tor princes — f am 'ieoie! — 'I’iial ’s false, 

’ I 'V'lt, liui only to tiicse gate-:. — Ah! 

Jy>r. ITark! 

[ 7V//; , at lj>lJ <ifS(. jMwVs fidl.< 

Bar, The he!i ! 

Vioef i)f the Ten, Si. Pdark’s, utueh tolls for lli 
election 
Of iMalipiero. 

Ih!^e. ‘Well T r/enguiv’.e 

T’lie sonii.l ! T lie.inl i! om e, hut once before, 

Aud iliJit is five niiil thirty yeaiv. ago; 
hi veil I VH/Ji ii.o( i/'i, 

Ijhv, Sit dowti, rny lonl! 

A' on tremhle. 

^)^^e. ’T is the knell of rny [>oor hoy ! 

iVIv heart ache^s hitterly. 

Bur. I pray yoii sit. 

No ; iny s“al here has hecn a thuine till now 
h i anna ! let, us go. 

Mur. Most readily. 

Doge, [walliH a few Hteps, thru I fed athirst — 

will no one hriiig me licre 
A ruj) of water? 

Bar. I 

Mnr, And I— — 

fjtr. And I 

\Tlie Dook tnht’sd goUiet from thehfmfl 
of Lonnie ANO. 

Doge. T lake ymirs, Tortidario, from the hand 
Mi>st fit for such an hour as this. 

Jjor, Why so ? 

Doge. ’T IS said that our Venetian crystal has 
f*^u«di pure antipathy to poLsons as 
To hurst, if aught of venom t/>nches it. 

You hore this goblet, and it is not broken. 

D>r. Well, dr! 

Doge. Then it i^ false, or you are true. 

For uiv ow'n part, I credit neither; ’t is 
An idle legend. 

Mftr 


do^ 

Had better now bo seated, nor as yet 

Depart, Ah ! now you look as look’d my husband ! 

Bar. He sinks! — ^support, liim!— quick — a cimir— • 
support him! 

Doge. The bell tolls on 1— -let ’s hence— my brain ’s 
on fire! 

Bar. 1 do beseech yon, loan upon ua ! 

Doge. No! 

A Kovcreigii shonkl die standing. My poor lioy ! 

Off witli your arms ! — Thai (mU t 

[The Dock: drope doiirn and dien. 
Mar. My God ! My God ! 

Bar. {to lj>r.) Behold ! your work ’.s completed ! 

Chief of the 7\n. Is there tlien 

No aid? Gall in assistance! 

An. ’T is all over. 

Chief of the Ten. If it bo so, at least his obsequies 
^Inill be such ns befits his name and nation, 

Ills rank and his devotion to the duties 
Of the realm, while his age permitted him 
'J’o do himself and them tiiil justice. Brethren, 

Sav, shall it not bo so? 

Bor. I7c' has not had 

J^ho ini.a'ry to die a subject where- 
lit' reign’tl; tlnm let his fimeral riles he princely. 
Chitfofihe T n. AVe are agret'd, then ? 

AU, errept. Jy/r. anawir, Yes. 

(Utief of the 7Va. IlcaveiiV; peat'c be with liiin ! 

IMar. Si<iiiors, votir panlon : Lins is moe.kerv. 

Juggle no more with that [)oor remnant, which, 

A moment sin'-’o, wlule j ei it had a soul, 
y\ soul by whom yon Iwive increased your empiri', 

And made y..»ur power ns proud us was his glory,) 

A'ou hauislu! from his p.dace, and tore down 

■m his lii^h plaee, with such relonlless C(»ldne,s« ; 

And now, Nviuoi lie can iieiiiicr know these li.inoms, 

\'or wunkl at e*‘pl them if he eoold, yon, .signors, 
kirp'tse, widi idle nml snpe ■ lluous p«>mp, 

'o tnnke, a pngtsiiU ovct what you inimpletl, 

\ pniieelv lout r.d uill he your repmaeli. 

And nol },i^ h(*ni»ur. 

Chief of the Ten. Liidy, wo revoke not 

>nr purpose : s-» rea My. 

JMo>\ r know it, 

As fir as louelK's loriuriug ihe living, 
thought tlic iltsul h:ul been beyond even you, 

'hough (.-voine, no doohl) eon/ign'd le powers wiiich 
ina V 

esfonhk' dial Vtni e\o:rei-'e on isirth. 
cave him ft) iiu’; vou woitk) have done so fbr 
is dregs of life, wkieii yt>u liavt; kirvily shorten’d' 
is my Iasi ordiile’s, anti may prove 
drearv eomi'trt in my tleM)falioa. 
rief IS fant.i 'iie'd, aud love.'^ th«) de.’ui, 
nd ihe ap[>ii'’el «>f the gra\e. 

( 'on f of flu: T' n . Do you 

Voiend still to this ofiiee ? 

Mar. T d^i, signor, 

hough Ills jiossessioiiK have been all consumed 
ii the state s servkv, F havt; .still niy dowry, 
hieh shall he consecrated to his rites, 

nd Ihosr of [She etopfs vnth fioitatnm. 

Chief of the 7’ra. I7est retain it for your ehildreii. 

Mur. Ay, they arc fatherless, I thank ytiu. 

Chief of the. 7\n, Wo 

anuot comply wiih your request. His relics 
lall be exfiosed with wonfod pomp, and fidlow’d 
ilo iheir home hv the new Doge, not clad 
s Doge, blit simply as a senator. 

3Iar. I have heard of mnrderiTs, who fiavc inforr’d 
heir victims ; hut ne’i'r heard, until this hour, 

*so much splendour in hypocrisy 

er tho.su they slew. 1 've heard of widows’ tears — 

las! 1 have shed some — al\vay.s thnriks to you! 

1^0 heard of fteirs in saldos — yon have* left nons 


A'ou talk wiltlly, and 
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To the deceased, so you would act t])e part 
Of sudi. Well, sirs, your will be done ! os one day 
I trust, Heaven's will bo done loo ! 

C/tu/ of the Ten. Know you, lady, 

To whom ye speak, an<l perils of such speech ? 

Mar. 1 know the former belter than y»;urs(5lvos ; 
The latter — like yourselves; and can face boUi. 

Wish you more funerals? 

Bar. Heed not her rash words ; 

Tier circumstances must excuse her bearmg. 

Chief of the Ten. Wo will not note them down. 


Bar. {tuniinif to Ijrr. who is wriling vpon his tablets,'^ 

What art thou writuig^ 

With such an earnest brow, upon thy tablets ? 

Ijut. {poitUing to the JDoges lenly.) That he has paid 
me!^ 

Clhifoj the Ten. VVliiit debt did he owe you? 

1joi\ a lun{' and jnsi one ; Nature’s debt and mine. 

ICurUunfails. 

* *< L*ka pagnta.'’ Au hisloriwil fset. See the Witory «f Venice, by 
P. Dnru, pnge *lll,vul. 2. 


APPENDIX TO THE TWO FOSCARI. 


Kxtrait de CHistoire de la liepuhlique de Veniw par' 
P, Daru, de CAcademie Pran^aiae^ tom. 11. 

Decuis trcnlc ans, la rcpublitpte n’avait pas depose 
Ics armes. Flllc avail accpiis lea provinces de Brescia, 
de Her^amo, dc Crftme, ct la principautc de Ravenm*. 

Mats ces »uerr(?s conlinucdle.s faisaient beain-oiip de 
rnalheureux et do mecontents. Lc duf^c Francois Fos- 
cari, ii t]ui on nc potivail pardonner d’eii avoir v\c h‘ 
nroiiioteur, manifesta une secondo fois, eti 1442, et }>ro- 
i)a)>ltnn''nt avec plus de sincerity quo la preiiut're, I’lii- 
tention d’abdiquer wa diguite. La* coaseil s’y relusa en- 
core. On avail e.xigd tie lui le scriueui do ne plus quit- 
ter lc dogat. II elail deja avaiutc dans la vieillesse, 
conservant cependant beaucoup dc force dc tele et de 
cara^.t^re, ot jouissant de la gloire d’avoir vu la repub- 
litpio citmdre au loin les lirnites de st's domaines pen- 
dant son administration. 

Au milieu de cos prosperitds, do crands chagrins vin- 
rent mettro U I’eprouve la forinetc de son iiine. 

Son fils, Jacques Foscari, fut accuse, tui 1445, d'avoir 
des prestmts do quelques princes ou seigneurs 
^•traiig(*rs, iiotanimcnl, <lisait-on, tin due de Milan, Plii- 
lij)po Visconti. C'etait non s<‘ulcriicnt uuc Inisscsse, 
mais tine infraction dcs lois posilivtis de la repuhlique. 

L(^ conseil des di\ trait a ct'tle atliure coiume s’il se. 
fut agi d’un di-lit coiuniis par uii jiarticulicr obscur. 
L’aceusc fut arnene devant scs jtiges, dcvanl le dogtq 
qui no crut pas pouvoir s’ubsteiiir de presider le tribu- 
nal. liU, ilfut interrogc, applique h la qinistion,’^ de- 
clare coupablo, et il eniondit, de la bouche dc son pt>re, 
farritt qiii lo coiidainnait ii un Ijaiinissenicnf pcrpe.lucl, 
et ]e releguait h Najiles de Komanie, pour y linir ses 
jours. 

Einbarqud sur unc gak'^re ]»ottr se rciidrc au lieu de 
son cxil, il tomba inaludc ii Trieste. Los .stdlicilaUoiis 
du doge obtinrent, non satis diHie.ulft% qu’on lui assignat 
mio autre resulence. lOrifm, le consejl des dix lui ptT- 
mit tie se retirer h Trevisc, eri lui imposant fobligatiun 
d’y resler sous peiiu; dc mort, et tie se presenter tous- 
les jours dtwanl le gouverneur. 

11 y cliuf dcimis ciinj ans, lorsquVm des chefs du con- 
st‘il dcs dix assassine. Les soupfons .se porli^rcnl siir 
lui : uu de S(!S dorncstupies qu’on avail vu a Veiiiso fu 
arrele ct subit la torture. I-ics bourreaux ne pureii 
lui arrachor aucun aveu. Co terrible tribunal sc 
amencr le maitre, lc eoumit aux mt^mes eprcuvc.s; il' 

* t-', il.\tnpti 1 a fonlo ikt nvrv*» tiu lui In ▼prlti ; chianuitu il c.ont>ieli< 
tip (tipri colUv RiuiiiM , iicl qunir fi'i uipusn- )ii fu Ki-iiU'U 7 iatu. (Marii 
.SnniUo, ViU- tin' Diielil, K. ros. -u-i ) 

t F (il (unnentatd nil iriiis nma nlcnun, imrp parvp nl couVijrli. 

lip’ flitji'i ill fimllimtjn in Vila alia ( aii/M (lliitl > Vun « k- ti-xU' (in 
MUMil : " (,'utn .tavutuH l-'oti-ari jpcr uci-«iiioi)PMi ppi riiitMotuH pi morli 
ItpriTiolul I'onHli fiMl rptfiilu* el l•xatl(illl»tll». cl piojilpr si|TinfiraLs«u«i> 
(psiirtcHUoiics, ('I wi'ipi iiniP (j iw li.iUpMiur ciuil’ R t tun. rlnrt- 3 |i{>ar 8 ( iji 
•'iiu i-SM; rpimi rt iiiiiiiuii iiripilirti, «(•<! (icoittpr iurantnliniu-s et vpHm ipi.'c 
st(>t re()pttu (uiiii, dc quilMU* pxu-lil iiuiinitt inauitViiUi, vUieOir pr, 

. . . -til >11)11111, noil ('.iBe |N>vai)iiip rxii'alK-re nt> ip««> iliiun 
vpciuupin, qua- rliu'R esl per ocnpinrwx el per tPRlifioilioMek, qiioiiiniii iji 
Attic u-r. WlM>a», lllikO fjt-mitiiiu. ■■•tutu lulr.t ilpiiien .(ivi* 

tlAcW ■! Kudlliir b^HJjtAwiui. Pic . . T.liluMi l.oil I -•( h' Ui-t >11. Ill Ill's 
MnRtni*. pro|'!lViMPh)iil*Wl” nu^•.ll i-» i.r.>i,iiilti« rpspi-riii-iui. |.rir»ii 
HaitHiivI rtfic ttitMi|M| 9 it*rriipa[iii m ha. i--, n -m iuu-kIk liiiti,.. 

te prol{rplll■l■l *n 0 m|Min, quod dir:. >•. n»ir;iri. iii.vpii-r i 1 1:11.1 

rturde i!lo, inltMiAiuc<»iliiimitiiiii'lviu(t: i itiieir,*' cic.— .N-mci 


jsista <1 ions les tourment.«i, ne cossant d’attoster von 
finoccnce ;t mais on he vit dans cette Constance que 
, 1 ; robstinalion ; de cc qii’il laisait le fait, on conclutque 
e fail existait ; on attribna sa fermete k la magie, et on 
^ riMegua ii la Cauce. Dc cette terre lointaiiie, lc ban- 
i, djgiio alors do quekjue piti^, ne cessait d’ccrire h 
on pcrc, a scs amis, pour obtenir quclquc adoncisse- 
neiil 11 sa deportation. N’ubtenaiil rien, et sachant 
|Ut; la terreur iju’inspiruit le conseil des dix ne lui per- 
iiettait [)es d’esperer de trouver dans Veni.se imc scule 
oix qui s’elev.'it, ei> sa favour ; il fit une lettre pour le 
louveau due ile Milan, par laquelle, au norii dcs bons 
•tTiijes quo Sforce avail rc(;us du chef de la repuhlique, 

1 implorait sou mtcvveniiou en favour d’un innoceut, du 
Us du doge. 

Cette lettre, selon quelques historieiis, fut confiee h 
un iiiarchaud, qui avail promis de la faire parveiiir au 
Juc; mais (pii, trop averti de cc (ju’il avail ii craindre 
cn se rendarit I’inicrmediare (I’une pareillc corre.spon- 
lanee, se hAtii, en debarquaiit u Venise, de la remetl.c 
lu chef du tribunal. IJne autre version, qni parait ^dus 
Qrc, rapporle quo la lettre fut surprise par uii espion, 
lUaelie au pa.s de f exile.'* 

C<* fut un nouveau delit dont on cut h punir Jacques 
’o.scan. Keclainer la proti'ction d'lm prince etranger 
■hait un riirue, dans un sujet do la repuhlique. Due 
gakVe jiarlit sur-lochamp pour rarnener dans les prisons 
de Venisi*. A son arrivee il fut soumis h l’eslrapade,| 
F etait une smguli^re dcslince, pour le eitoycr d’uno 
epublique et jiour le fils d un prince, d’t^tre troia fois 
dans stt vie a[»plique il la question. Cette Ibis la torture 
efait d’autant plus odieuse, qu’eUe n’avait point cl’objet, 
c fail qu’on avail h lui rcproclier, ctant incontestable. 

Quand on demanda h I’acciis^, dans les intervalles que 
cs bourreaux lui accordaient, pourquoi il avail cent la 
ettre qu’on lui produisait, il repondit que c’etait nriVdse- 
:neiit parce (jti’il nedoutait pas quelle ne lonib.lt eiitrc 
;cs mains du tribunal, qui* toute autre voic. lui avail 
etc fermee pour faire parvenir ses reclamations, qu’il 
^’atleiidail bien qu’on h^ ferait ainener k Venise ; mais 
ju’il avail tout risque pour avoir la consolation de voir 
sa fcniine, son pere, et sa mkre, encore une fois. 

8ur cette naive declaration, on confirma sa sentence 
d’exil : niais on faggrava, en y ajoutarit qu’il serait retenu 
1*11 jirison pendant un an, Cette ngueur, dont on usait 
Clivers un malheureux, etait sans doute odieu.se : rnais 
cette politique, qui defendait k tons les citoyens oe faire 
ntervenir les etrangers dans les affaires interieures de 
a republiquc, etait sage. Ellc etait chez eux une max- 
inn* de gouvenicrnenl rt une tnaxime inflexible, L’- 
historien I’aul Morosini | a conie que I’empereiir Fr<^- 
deric III. pendant qji’il etait ThOte des Veiiitions, de- 
rnanda, romme une favour particuli^re, I’admission d’un 

i.dans un vnUimc, intitule Raccoha di 

I tiicnuiijv sJiTirhc (■ nniK-iloU;, fier form r la Storia (It-II’ e-crdlantinimo 
roi>at|L')io ill X (IvUd Mi.x pnma inaiiiuMoie «iiio a* £bnii noitvi, con ladi- 
vi-iM- vwruv/joai e iiloinie nelle varie cpodie auccesw. (Archives da 
I V.-nimr.) 

I ' l.a nulicc cil6(' ri<drseu8, qni rapriorte les artes de cette procedure, 
t {itliTia per stiprre la veri(a trenta pqunas; di corda. (Marin 
iiuiutn, Vue do' Duetti, F. Foscari.) 

; llistoriu di Vvuesia, lib. 
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citoyen dans 1© grand conseil, ct la grace d’un ancien 
gottvemour de Candie, gendro dii doge, et banni pour 
sa mauraise administration, sans pouvoir obtenir ni 
Tune ni Tautre. 

Cependant, on ne put refuser au condain no la per- 
mission de voir sa femme, ses enfants, scs parents, qu’il 
allait quitter pour toujours. Cette dcrni(!'re entrevue 
m^me fut accompagiico do cruaute, par la stWere cir- 
conspection, qui retenait les ^anchements de b 
leur paternelle et conjugale. Ce ne fut point dar.o * 
t^rieur de leur appartement, ce fut dans une des 
grandes salles du palais, qu’unc femme, accorapagnen de 
ces quatre fils, vint fairc les derniers adieux h son mari, 
qu^im p^re octogenairc et le dogaressc accablee d’iiifir- 
mites, jouirent un moment de la triste consolation do 
mftl#r leurs larmes <i cclles dc leur exile. II se jot a h 
leurs genoux en leur teiuiant des mains disloquees par 
la torture, pour les supplier de sollicitcr quclquc adou- 
cissement k la sentence qui venail d'ftlre prononcee 
contre lui. Son pdre cut le courage de lui repondre : 
“ Non, mon fils, respecter, votre arret, ct oIkusscz sans 
murmure k la seigneurie.”^ A ces mots il se separa 
de Pinfortune, qui fut sur-lo-chanip embarque pour 
Oandic. 

L’antiquit^ vit avoc autanl d’liorreur que d’lidmira- 
fion un perc condamnant ses fils evideminent coupahles. 
Elle hesita pour qualifier de vertu .suliiime on de lero- 
citc cot effort qui parait an-dessus dc la nature hu- 
mairic;! mais ici, on la nremi^re faule nVtait qiPune 
faiblesse, oil la socorulo nVtait ]>as prouvee, oil la troi- 
n’avait rien de rriininel, roinmenl concevoir In 
Constance d’nn p^re, qui v<»it torlun r trois fijis son fils 
unique, qui renteiid condaniner sans preuves, et 
n’cclatc pas on plainte.s ; qui ne Taborde quo pour lui 
montrer un visage plus ausli^re qu’atterulri, et qui, an 
moment de s’en separer pour jamais, lui interdit les mur- 
iniires etjusqu’h l esprranee? Comment expliijucr \m“ 
si cruellc circorispoclion, si cc n’e.st eu awmarit, k noire 
honte, que la tyraniiii* pent obtenir do IVspecc hu- 
maine les mftmes efforts quo la vertu 7 La servitude, 
iibrait-elle son heroisme comrne la liberie ? 

Qnel(|ue temps apr<'‘s ce jugenient, on dcconvrit le 
veritable auteur de I’assassinat, dont Jacques Foscari 
portait le peine ; mais il n’ctail plu.s temps de reparer 
cettc fitrocc injustice, b? malhcurcux tHait inurt duns 
sa ])rison. 

II me reste k raconler la suilti des malhcur.s du pi're. 
L’liistoire les attribue a fiinpalienci*. qiPavaient. scs en- 
ncn>is et scs rivaux de voir vaquer sa plact*- Elle a<*- 
cuse formcllement .Tacqiies Jioredau, niii des chefs du 
coriseil des dix, dc sVtrc livre <'ontrc co vicillard aux 
conseils d’urie haine hcrodiuiire, ct qui depuis long 
temps divisait lours inaisoas.| 

Francois Foscari avail essaye de le faire cesser, cn 
offrant sa fille a Pillustre amiral Pierre Loredan, p«»ur 
«n de ses fils. L’allianco avail etc rejectee, ot rininiitie 
des deux families s’en etail accrue. Dans tons les con- 
se.ils, dans toulos les affaires, le doge ironvait toujours 
les Loredans prists a combattre ses propositions ou ses 
intcirAts. Il lui echappa un jour ae <nrc qu’il no sc 
croirait re-ellement prince, que lorsquo Pierre Loredan 
aurait cosse de vivro. Ce.t ainiral mouriit quehnie 
temps aprAs, d’lmo inconiinodite a.ssez prompto qn’oii 
no put expliquer. Il n’en fallut pas davantago aux mal- 
voillants pour iusirmcr quo Francois Foscari, ayant de- 
sire cotte mort, pouvait bien I’avoir hatce. 

• Marin Siiniilo, d.^na a« clironique, Vilr dc' Diirhl, iw aeri Ici «aii« rii 
avoir en I'intentioii d’uiw; exifreMion jwbcz 6iR'rs:ii|i>c : “ 11 doge era voc- 
chio in decropiu etft « caminava con una rn.HZzolia; K qunndo eh .-indft 
parlogli muHo conatanlernente chc parra cl»e jion foast* mjo figliuolo, lit cl 
foatc flgliuolo (iiiico, c Jacopo dissc, rncsscr p.idrc, vi ptfjSivi chc pruenriate 
per ine, acrimxhd io torn) a ca»a min. li dog.> dia<ie : Jacopo, va o ob- 
D8(U»el a Cjurlto che la lerra, e non cercar piu oltrc.” 

tCcla I’ut uti acic que I’on no s^’onroil tiy enifliH.sHin('rit Iniirr, ny aasc'/ 
blaamer ; car, ou eV.^toit une excellence d'e ximIo, qui rendoii n'msl sou 
cosur iRipanaiLile, on mie violence do paaciiun <ini Ir ren-lint iiiseuaUdo, 
dont no rutte lu-j I’uiilre n'CBt chimt- pflite, iiinsi xnrpii«!)»ni!i I’urdiiiairc 
d'hutnaine nature et tetiunt on de In divinit<j on dr la hrsualit6. Mais il 
eat phu raiBoniiahie qiie le )ngetnrnt di'si Immnies s'lircmdi-a s.i glnirr, 
que 1ft ’ * ; ^ ' * , ■ ! _ 

S uand it ar fut retire, tout le rnonde detnenra aiir la plnco, comine transy 
'horreur ei dr irayeiir, |mr tin long trmps soini rrMt «Iire, pour avoir Vt-ii 
ce qui avail fait. (Plutar<{ue, Valeriiia PiiMirola.) 

J Je Biiis nrincipalement duns ce r6cit une rrlatioo m»nu*frile de la iW- 
|X>Bition de Fr»nc;oi» Foecari, tjui ctl dans le volume intitule Haccolta di 
Hiemnrie etoriche e amicdoti:, per furmarU Storladcll' ccce)lenil«aimo 
coneii'Iiodi X. (ArdiiveBde Vemse ) 


Ccs bruits s’uccrdditArent encore lorsou'on vit aussi 
perir subitemont Marc Loredan, frt>re de Pierre, ©t cela 
dans le moment ou, <m sa (pialitc d’avogador, il in- 
struisait un procAs contre Andre Donato, gendre du 
doge, accuse de ]»cculaU On ecrivit sur la tombe do 
I’amiral qn’il avail ct 6 enlove k la patrie par le poison. 

Il n’y avail auciine preuve, aucun indice contre Fran- 
cois Foscari, aur.uiio raison mAme de le soupyoiinOr, 
eXuand sa vit* entitVe n’aiirait i>as ddmenti line imputa- 
tion aii.ssi odiouse, il savait tpie son rang ne lui promet- 
tait ni I’impunite ni rnAme I’lndulgencc. La mort tra- 
giqtie dc 1*1111 de ses prcdecesstnirs IVn avcrlisaait, et il 
ii’avait que trop d'excmplcs domc'stitmcs du .soin que Ic 
c.onst il des dix jirenait il’hiimilicr le chef de la re- 
publiquc, 

Cependarit, Jacques Loredan, fils de Pierre, croyait 
on feignait de croirc avoir k venger les iiertos de sa fa- 
niillc.* Dans ses livres de coinjiles (car il faisait lo 
commerce, comrne k cettc Cpoqnc presque tons les pa- 
tricieiis,) il avail inscrit de sa propre main Ic dogt^ au 
noinhrc do ses debiteur.s, yionr hi niorl, y clait-il dit, de 
mon pAre et de mon oncle.f Dc I’autre cdic du registro, 
il avail lai.sad line page en blanc, pour y fitire mention du 
recouvrcnient de, cetie dette, el eri eflVq, aprAs la perfe 
du doge, il ccrivit sur son registro, il me I’a payee — I’ha 
ala. 

aeqncs Loredan fut din inenibre du conseil des dix, 
en devini im des trois (!hofs, el se prornit bicn dc pro- 
filer de cctie occasion [)our accoinplir la vengeance 
(pi’ll medilait. 

l..e. doge en sortant de la terrible (^renve qn’il venait 
de snbir, pendant le proei'^s de son fils, s’<’'tait retire an 
fond di* son fialui.s, ine.apablis tie so livrer aiix atfaircs, 
consume de chagrins, aeeahl** de vieilli'sse, il ne s(‘. mou- 
trail plus en public, ni mt'^me dans le.s oonsidls. Cette 
rcslraiie, si facile k e\phi|U(‘r dans un vieillavd octoge- 
iiaire. si malheureux, deplut aux deciniivirs, qui voulu- 
rent y voir im murmure contre leur arrAl.s. 

Loredan commen<,‘a. par se plainrlro devant .sos col- 
lAgnes du tort tpio les irifirniites du doge., son absence 
di's con.soib, apporlaient k IVxpcdilion des aflairns, il 
linit par hasardenn reussit k fiiire agreor la pioposifion 
de. le deposer. Ce nVtaitpas la premiAre fois que Vc- 
ni.se avail pour prince nn homme dans la cadinufe ; 
I’usage et les lois y avaitml pourvu ; dans ces circon- 
stances h* doge etait siipjih^e par le jilns aiicitm du con- 
.seil. lei, cela no siifh.sait pas anv ennemis de Fo.sran. 
Pour donner plus do solcnnile k la deliberation, le con- 
se.il des dix demanda une adjunction de virigt-cin(| se- 
naleiirs; mais comme on iiN n cnoneait pas robjcl, et 
qne Ic grand eon.seil cfait loin de le soimeonner, il se 
troiiva qiie Marc Fosi'.ari, frAn* du doge, leur fut don- 
nc pour run des aiJjoints. Au lieu de I’adrnettre f* la 
deliberation, on de reelamer contre ce choix, on onforma 
ce, Cx'r.ctc.ur dan:; nne chambre .s<'*parde, <*t on lui fit 
jun;r do no jamai.s parlor doeette exclusion fju’il Aprou- 
vait, en iui di*clarant qii’il y allait de sa vie ; ce qui 
n’empt'cha pas qii’on n’inscrivit son nom au bas du d 6 - 
' cret comme s’ll y cut pris iiart.l. 

Quaiid on cn vint y la deliberation, Loredan la pro- 
voqna eti ces termcs:{s “ Si rmilile. pnbliquo doit impo- 
sts silence k tons les interAls privos, je no dontc pas 
(pio nou.s III* prenion.s aujourd nui une niesiiro quo la 
patri<; reclame quo nous lui devons. Les etats ne p(*ii- 
vent se maintenir dans nu ordre do choscs irnmuable ; 
vou.s n’avcjc qu’k voir eoinrrn; le nfitre c.st cbangrcj ct 
combien il le scrait davaritage s’il n’y avail line aiitorile 
assez. forme pour y porter remAde. J’ai honte dc vous 
faire rcmarqin'r la confusion qui rAgne dans les conseils, 
Ic dcsordre des delilK*rations, I’encombreinent dos af- 
faires, et la legerete avec laquellc les plus importantoa 
sont decidee.^' la lirimco de notre jeuncsse, le pen 
d'assiduite des magistrals, riiitroduction de nouveanfihs 
dangereiises. Qnei cst I’clfet de ccs desordres 7 de 
corapromettro notre consiileratioii. Quelle cn cat la 

(tancft lumen injuriiiH qu.nmviH ImatriiwiiaB i>f>n tain act aiiiinum revo- 
caverat Jacoinia r^nurcciftnnn (tiitiinctiinini qimm Ui alMCectariuiQ 

viiitliclam «|»p«*rltm(\, (Pai'izzi Fumi Mncnk-*.) 

t Ihi'i, et I’MiBimre Veiiuienne de ViMiinlu. 

I ■; I. lii-ii ivj -Il l.MiJ r-rn:iii,!i(;i-%|.:i- I.i ii. ■...■•■ <<ii )‘iMi rarjider- 
: 1.1 in i-Bt rftf>|u>'’l<>i'. q--if li'ii vn.fi-i im; n.ljiiirjta y BOiil liomilltia 

f" !'■ iK'in ilr .Miiri- Fomvtrviir I'y lrii':yi* ifua! 
i § Cette harangue u hi dans la nnilL-e citee ci-deaBui. 
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cause? I’absence d’ua chef capable de meddrer les uns, 
de dirij^er les autres, de donner Pexemplc k lous, et de 
maintenir )a force des lois. 

Oil est le temps oti nos dccrcts dtaieiit aussitOt ex- 
dcutds Gue rendus ? Ob Francois Carrare se Irouvait 
invcsti dans Padoue, avant de pouvoir dtre sculcment 
iriformd que nous voiilions lui fairc la guerre ? nous 
avons vu tout le contrairo dans la dcrni^re guerre cen- 
tre le due de Milan* Malheurcuse la republique qui 
est sans chef! 

“ Je n© vous rapoelle pas tous ces inconveiiients et 
I purs suites ddploraules, pour vous affligt-r, pour vous 
i^ffVayer, mais pour vous fair© souvenir quo vous dies 
los maltreS) Itig consorvaltMirH do c(’l etat, fond© par vos 
jHjros, ct dc la uuc nous df vous h Jours Iravanx, 

;1 lours institutions. Ici, lo mal iridu|uo lo ronido*.. 
Nous n’avous point do chef, il nous oiifaut un. Notre 
prince ©st notro ouvra*:*', nous avons done le droit dc 
jugcr son mcrilc quainl il s’agit de IVlire, et son inca- 
pucite quand elle se manil'este. J’ujouterai que le pou- 
)lr, encore hitn qn’il nait [las le Jroit de prononeer sur 
es actions do scs malt res, apprendra cc changcmenl 
avoc tronsjjort. C’est la jiroviflt iice, je n’eii doute pas, 
(jui lui inspire elle-mdine ees dispositions, pour vous 
uvertir que la republi(|uc ivelame cette resolution, ct 
(pie le sort do fi'tat est vu vos inains.’^ 

Co discours nVprouva tpie dc timidc'S contradictions ; 
eopeudiiiil, la ddblierationdura liuit jours. L’assembh'e, 
no .se jugeantipaaaussi sure de ) ’approbation tiniver.selle 

3 ue I’oruleur 4*oulait Je lui lb ire erien^, desirait que le 
i^ge douiiAt Iwjundine sa demission. Il avail d(‘ju 
proposee (b‘ux 1ms, et on n’avaii ]>iis voulu I’accepter. 

Aucune lot no portnit (jue lo jirince fut revocable ; il 
clttit au contraire. li vie et les ex«uriple.s <pt’on pouvait 
eiter do plusiours do"e.s deposes, prouvaient quo de 
telles ivvolutions uvaieiit toujours 6tc lo ri'suUat d'uu 
inouvomont nopulairi'. 

Mais (faillcurs, si 1© ti(»go [louyait Atrc depose, ce 
u’etaii pas assurement par un tribunal compose d’un 
petit nombre do membres, insiitiu' pour pimir les crimes, 
ct uuHemenl invcsti du droit do revoquer ce que le corps 
Kouverain de I’ctat avail fait. 

Cepeudanf, le tribunal arrt''la quo les six coiiseillers 
do la scigneurie, et les ciiefs du eonscil des dix, s«j 
transpot teraieut auprOs du dogii pour lui stgnilier, qm* 
re-.\ceJlenti.s.siriie cou,$<‘il tivatl juge eoiwiiable qu’il 
abdiquAl, une dignite dont sou age no lui peinictfail 
plus dc rmtiplir les fone.lions. On lui doiinait. 1500 
ducats d’or pour sou entretien ct vingt-(piatre heurcs 
pour se decider.* 

l^’osfjari repondit sur-lc-chatnp avec heaueoiip dc 
gravite, qiut deux fois il avail voulu se dt'‘meflre de sa 
charge ; qu’au lieu de le lui perrncMre, on avail exige 
de lui lo seTiiieiit de ne plus reiterer e<^1te demunde ; 
(pie la provid«;iice avail prolonge scs jours pour IV*- 
prouver et pour I’alliiger, que cepv'ndant on n’eluil pas 
eii droit dc rcj»rochcr sa longue vie a un homine qui 
avail enqdoye qualre-vinpl-quatre ans an serviei; do la 
repiibli(pie ; qu’il (.‘tail itrel encort; h hu sacrilier sa vie ; 
mais (pjc, pour sa dignite, il la tenail dc la republique 
cnticni, ct (ju’il se rcservait de repoiidre sur cc sujcl, 
quaud la volontd* gene rale se scrail legaleincnt mani- 
fe.stct?. 

Ijo lendemain, U riicuro indiqiHV, les cpnscillcrs el 
b;s chefs dcs dix sc prcsenti'^reiil. II nc voulut pas Iciir 
donner d’autre reponse. Lc conscil s’asscmbla siir-le- 
champ, lui envoya dcinandcr encore une fois sa resolu- 
tion seance lenante, el, la reponse ayant <^te. la nicme, 
on pronon^tt quo le doge (bait relcvti de .son serment et 
depose de sa dignite, on lui assignail uno pension de 
1500 ducats d’or, en lui eiijoignaiit dc sortir du palais | 
dans Ituit jours, sous peine de voir tous scs biens con- j 

risqucs.t ^ I 

Lc lendcniam, ce d(5crct fut pert(i au doge, ct cc fut I 
Jacques Loredan qui eut la cruelle Joic de lc lui pre- 1 
sentor. 11 rii’pondit: “Si j’avais pu iirevoir que ina, 
vioillossc fut prcjucliciablc ii IVtat, le ch«?f de la ri^pub- I 
liquo no sc scrait ]>as montr(S assi’iz ingrat, pour prt^- 
i^,re.r st <lignii(; k la patrio ; mais cett© vie lui ayant 

* Ce fK'crft est rnpporlA textucllenwiil d&ni lu DoUce. 

t La tK'tice iiV)i»oi ce 


et(S util© pendant taut d'anndes, je voulais lui cn con- 
sacrcjr juscpi'au dernier moment. Le d^cret est rendu, 
jc inV conibrmorai.” Apr^.8 avoir parl^ ainsi, il se dd- 
puuilia des marques de sa dignite, remit I’anneau ducal, 
qui fut brise en sa preserice, ot Ic jour suivant il 
quitta ce palais, qu’ii avail habitd pendant trente-cinq 
ans, accompagne de son frt>re, de scs parents, et de ses 
amis. Un secriftaire, qui sc trouva sur le pevion, Tin- 
vita h descendre par un ©scalier d<Jrom?, afin d’evikr la 
foub*. du peuplu, qui s’etait rassembk^ dans les cours, 
j mais il s’y ndiisa, disant (lu’il voulait dcscendro par ou 
il etait monte* ; ct quaiid il fut au has d© Tescalicr des 
g(‘arits, il sc retonrna, apjuiye sur la bcquille, vers le 
palais en proferaiit ecs paroles: *‘Mes services m’y 
avaiciit ap pc Ik*, la malice de mes enneruis m’en fait 
sortir.” ^ 

La Ibule qui s’ouvrait sur son passage, et qui avail 
pciit-(''rrc d<i.sir(' sa mort, (Hait ebnue de respect cl d’al- 
kmlris-sciiK'Hl .* Rentrc dans sa rnalson, il recommanda 
li sa famillc d’oublier les injures de ses ennemis. Per- 
sonne dans les divers corps dc l¥lat ni; sc crut cn droit 
dc. s’(*iomicr, qu’un jirincc inamovible efit dt(* d(?pose 
sans qu’on lui reproebnt rien; quo I’ctat eiit perdu son 
cJicfJ a TiiLsu du senat ct du corp.s souverain lui-m^mc*. 
Lc pciiplc soul laissa cchapfier quidques regrets : line 
proclamation du conscil dcs dix jirescrivit le silence Ic 
plu.s al)so!u sur ccttc affaire, sous peine dc mort. 

Avant (hi donner nn su(;ccsscur ii Fran^*ois Foscari, 
line nouvelU? loi fut reiiduc, qui d(?.fendait au doge 
iTouvrir et de lire, aiitrcment (ju’en prtbsence d(! scs 
r*<mscillcr«, Ic.s depeches d(*S' ambassadtuirs dc la repub- 
iiqiM*, et les lettres di's princes tHrangers.t 
Les e!(i(M<*urs entre'^rent au conclave et nommtl:rcnt 
;Ui dogat Paschal Mulipier lo 30 Octobre, 1457. La 
L'locbc. de Saint-Miirfi, qui annon(;ait a Venisfi .son 
nouveau prince, vini frapp<ir I’oreillc de Fran^‘oi.s F(is- 
cari; ccttc fas sa fcrmctc I’abandoiinu, il f’prouva un 
tel saisissernent, (ju’il rnourut le lendemain. 1 
La republuju© arrtHa qu’on lui rerulrait les metnes 
lionneurs fuik'bres (pie s’d fut mort dans I’exercicc de 
sa digniti*; mais lor-squ’en sc jiresenta ]>our cnlevcr Ss“s 
restes, sa veuve, qui dc son norn ibait Marine Nani, d(i- 
rdara qnVllo nc lc sontfrirait jioiiit ; qu’on ue devait jias 
trailer en ])rinec aprt's sa mort ci'lui qui vivant on 
iivuit depouillc (b* la couronne, ct iiuc, jmitupi’il avail 
::onsum4‘ si*.s biens an service do I’lbat, elle saurait, 
r.onsaerer sa dot h lui fairc rendn‘s lc,s (Jcrni<*rs lioii- 
ncurs.§ Oil ne tint aucun comjile dc ccttc rc’sistance, 
et malgrc les ])rol(‘Stalions dc Tancienne dogarcssc, Ic. 
corp.s fut cnleve,, rcvi^lu ih s orncini'iis ducaux, cxpo.‘<(3 
•n public, cl h.s ob.si'imes furent (^(?:U*brtk*.s avec la 
lonijKi accouliinjec, Lc nouveau doge a.ssista au 
:;onvoi en robe de stuialcur. 

La pitu* (pTavait irispinu* lc mallieur de ec vicillard, 
fut pas ((.ifU-Ji-fait st«'*ril('. Un an apres, on osa dire 
nue lc eonseil (b's dix avait oulrepasse scs pouvoirs, et 
il lui fut defondu par uiic loi du grand conscil dc s’in- 
gi^rcr a Tavcnir de jugcr Ic prince, h meins quo cc nc 
"lit pour cjiu.sc dc f(bonie.|j 
Un aef(! d’aulorin* tcl quo la dtiposition d’un doge 
iiarnovibie dc sa nature, aurait jm exciter un soukvo 
luait gi,*n(.*ral, ou au moins (jccasioniior imc division 
Ians line republique aulrcinent constituec que Vciiisc. 
Mai.** depuis trois ans, il cxi.stait dans c(dle-ci une rna- 
gislrature, ou phitol iine autorit6, devant laquclle tout 
levait sc tairc. 


Extrait dc Vllisfoire (hs R^jmhliques UaHenncs du Mo- 
yen Af^e. Par J. C, h. Simonde de Sismondi^ tom. x. 

Lo Doge de Venisc, qui avait pr^venii par ce traite 
une guerre non moins darigercu.se que eclic qu’il avait 
icrtninee presqiie en mem© temps parlc traite dc Lodi, 
etait alors parvenu ii unc cxlr me vioillcsse, Francois 


On lit diiu« In notice ceii propm mots : ** So fowe atato ia lor» 
totere vulontieri Iv am-bltero j*w»ituito.” 

1 llUl. di Vcuctin, di Puulo Morosuii, lib. 34. 

1 Uiid. di Pielro Jimtiniaui, lib. 8. 

^ Hi«t. d’£gnolio, liv. 6. CHp. 7. 

(i Ce dftci'ii eat du US Octubre, H58. La notice le rappurte. 
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Foscari occupait cetto premiere digtiiuj de I’dtat d6s Ic 
1$ Avril, 14^. Quoiqu’il fut dejii ilge do plus do 
cmquJiiite*un ans h I’dpoqi/e de son election, il etait 
cependant le plus jeune dos nuarante-un elccteui's. I! 
avait ou boaucoup de peine a parveuir au rang qu^il 
convoitaif, et son dloction avait die oonduito avec 
beaucoup d’addresso. Pendant ulusieurs jours de 
s^rrutin sos amis Ics plus zdles 8¥.laient absteniis de 
lui donner leur suifrage, pour quo les autres no le con* 
sideriissont pas comme un concurrent rodoutabic."** Le 
conseil des dix craignait son credit parmi la noblesse 
pauvro, parce ou’il avait clierche h se la rendro favor- 
able, tandis qu^il dtait procurateur de Saint-Marc, en 
faisaiit employer plus de trenle mille ducats h doter des 
•jeunes biles ae bonne luaison, ou h etablir de jeuiies 

f ^entilstiommcs. On craignoit encore sa nombreuso 

amille, car alors il etait pdre dc quatro enfans, et 
marie de nouveau ; enfin on redoiitait son amhiliou et 
son goOt pour la guerre. L’opinion que ses adversaires 
s’etaient formee do lui fut vdrifiee par les evenemons ; 
pendant trante-quatre ans qiie Foscari fut h la t^te de 
la republique, elle ne cessa point de combattre. Si les 
liostiiites ctaicnl susotuiduos duraiitquehjue.s inuis,eVtait 
pour reconiniencor bientdt avoe plus de vigucur. Co 
iut. IVpoquo ou Vcnisc etendit son empire liresehi, 
ilergarnc, Ravenne, et CrO.me ; oil elle fonda s:i do- 
mination dc Lombardie, et parut sans cosso mir le 
point jl’asscrvir toute cell e province. Profoiid, coura- 
goux, incbraulablo, Foscari cominuniqua aux conseils 
son pro[)re caractere, ct ses talens lui tirent obtcriir plus 
<l’jntiuonee sur la republique que n’avaicnt exerec la 
jdiipart de ses predecesseurs. Mais hi hod anibition 
avail eu pour but l’aggrandi«s»unent de sa fimilic, elle 
fut cruellemont trompr*e ; trois de h<>s fils moururent 
dans les limt aunces (pii suivirent K<jn election ; le 
(jiiatrifUnc, Jacob, par le<juel la inaison Foscari s’est 
per|MLituee, fut victime dc la jalousie du conseil des dix, 
e,t ernpoisonua parses malhe.urs les jours de sonji^re.f 
Ell <'flel, !e c.ons(‘il des div, recioubiant (1 <j defiance 
^('livers le chtrf de Tctat, lors(pril [o voyoit plus fort par 
iieslalens cl sa popularite, vf.iiloit sans cesso imr Fos- 
cari, pour e jmiur dc son credit, et de sa gloire. Au 
inois de Fevrier, 1145, Michel Hcvila<ujua, Fiorentin, 
xilc h Veiiisc, accusal eri secret Jacques Fos<,‘ari 
iiuprt'^s des iiiquisiteurs d’etat, d’avoir reeu <Ie due J*hi- 
lippe Visconti, des prt'seiis d'argeiit et ae joycinx, par 
les mains d«!S gens tie sa maisoii. T<;lle etait I’odieuse 
procedure adtiptee li Venise, tiue sur cette accusation 
•' Crete lo fils du dogt^, du representant de* la luajcsle 
*ie la repubiiqut^, fut mis H la tortiiro. <hi lui arracha 
pat festrapadti raven, des charges port«'*es Centre lui; 
ft fut rtdegut* pour lo reste de ses jours Ji ISajmli tie 
Romanic, iivec tdiligatioii dc se presenter chaque, matin 
ao commandant do la place.;J; Cepciidanl, le vaisscau 
qui lo port ait ayant touche li Trieste, Jacob, grieve- 
ment nialadc des suites de la torture, ct plr.s encore dt3 
^i’humiliation qu’il avait t'prouveo, demanda cn griVec 
au conseil des dix dc ii’^trc pas eiivoyti plus loin. Il 
obtint cette favour, jtar ime delibiVation du 28 De- 
ee.rnbre, 1446 ; il fut ruppelc ii Treviso ; ot il eut la 
hbe.rtc d'habiter tout le Trevisan indif!Fercrament.§ , 

Il vivait en paix a Trevise ; et la fiUo de Lt^onard 
Contariui, qu'il avait epoiisco lo 10 Fevrier, 1441, t^tait 
venue le joindrii dans son exil, lorstpie lo 6 Novembre, 
1450, Almoro Donato, chef du conseil des dix, fut as- 
sassins. Les deux autres inquisiteurs d’etat, Triadano 
Gritti et Antonio Venieri, poru> rent leur soupyons sur 
Jacob Foscari, narce-qu’un domcsiique ’i lui, noinme 
Olivier, avail etc vu ce soir-la ini'me a Venise, ct avait 
des premiers donn6 la nouvelle de cet assassinat. Oli- 
vier fut mis li la torture, inais il nia iusqu’h la fin, avec 
nil courage incbraniable, le crime dont on I’accusait, 
qitoiipie sea juges oussont la barbaric de lui faire don- 
nor jusqu’k quatre-vingts tours d’estrapadc. Cope-ii- 
dant, comme Jacob P<»scari avait de puissaiis motifs 
d’inimiU<'i coiitrc le conseil des dix, qui I’avail condaron^, 
et qui temoignait dc la haine au doge son |>drc, on 
©ssaya de mettre k son tour Jacob h la ti3rtiir<5, et I’on 
prolongea contre lui ces afiVeux tourmens, sans rdussir 


• Mariu Etiiinno. Vile Di :l»i di Vene'/<i*, j>. 987. 
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k cn Urcr aucune confession. Malgrd aa d^ndgatloB, 
ie conseil des dix le coiidatnna k Slto transport^ k ia 
Cairide, et accorda unc rtreompenso k son delateiir. 
Mais les horribles douleurs que Jacob Foscari avail 
eprooyeos avaient trouble sa raison, ses pers^cuteurs, 
touches do ce dernier malheur, permirent qit’on le ra- 
meiikt k Vcnisc lo 26 Mai, 1451. 11 embrassa sou 
p^rc, il puisa dans ses exhortations qnelquc courage ct 
^elque calrtie, et il fut roconduit inim^iatcmcnt k la 
Canee.*^ Sur ces entrefaites, Nicolas Erizzo, homme 
dtyk note pour un precedent crime, coiifessa, cn inou- 
rant,quo eVtait lui oui avait lue Almoro Donato,! 

Lo malb.cureux aoge, Francois Foscari, avail diyk 
chorche k plusieurs reprises, k abdiquor unc dignite si 
funeste k lui-mftme el a sa families^ II lui Beniblait que, 
redescondu au rang de simnlc citoyon, commo il n in- 
snircrait plus dc crainte ou de jalousie, on n’accablerait 
plus son fils par ces cflroyables persecutions. Abattu 
par la inert de sos premiers enfans, il avait voulo, d^s 
le 26 Juin, 1438, deposer unt* dignitf*, durant iVxcn;icc 
do laqiiclie su patrio avait etc lourmentee par la guerre, 
par la pcste, et par des nialheurs dc tout genre. | II 
renouvela r»‘fte proposition aprOs les jugeiiietis rcndiig 
contre son ills ; rnais Ic- conseil des dix lo rclenait 
forccmenl sur le trone, coinuio il rctenait sou fils dans 
les fers. 

ICii vain Jacob F/)scari, oblige de sc presenter chaqttc 
jour au goverm-ur de la trance, redan^it centre 1 
jusiice do sa dcriiitTo sentence, sur la con 

fession d’fc!ri/./t) ne lassait plus de dojui^s. vain d 
demandait grace au faroudio c<mscil oLis di.v ; il no 
pouvail obtenir uutMino rcpousc. Le ddsir do revoir 
son piTc cl sa im'^re, arrives lous doux au dt'rnic.r lermo 
de la vieillcsse^ dcsir do revoir uuo }*a.trie dont la 
cruaule no nientuil pa« un si l(!ndro amour, se chan- 
gcrent en lui cn unt' vraie fureur. No pouvant re- 
tourner a Veniso pour y vivre libre, il votilul du inoins 
allor idierclu'r un supphro. 11 ecrivit au due do 
ilan a la fm de Mai, 1456, pour imploror sa protec- 
tion aupr^s du sdnat : et sachant qii’urie's Idle lot! re 
scroit coiisidcjce comme un crime, il rexposa lui-mAme 
ilaus un lieu ou il dlait stir qu’elle scroit sai.sio par 1 <js 
cspions <jui IVnlourciicnt. Kii offet, la leftre riant d<> 
f»T<'*c au conseil de.s dix, on I’l'nvoya dioiclu*r aussitol, 
j }t il Alt loconduitk Veniso b; 19 Jiiillot, 1456. § 

Jacob Foscari lie nia point sa Icitrt:, ii rnconia en 
riK^rne tiurips dans imicI but il I’avail ccrilc, et comment 
il I’avait fait tomber cnlre. Ics mains ile son dclateur. 
Malgrc cc.s avciix, rM>s<‘ari fill rernis k la torture, et on 
lui donna freufe tours d’l'nlrajiade, pour voir s’ll con- 
firmorait ensuilo nos dispositions, C^uund on lo dc- 
tacha dc Ja cordc, on le trouva dihibire par ces fmr- 
riblos sccousBcs. Los juges permirent alors h son 
pi'rc, k sa nicn^, k sa femme, ct k ses fils, d’aller lo voir 
dans sa prison. Le vjoux Foscari, anpuye sur un 
bkton, no se traina rpi'avcc ])cino, dans la cuainbre (»ii 
son fils unique etait pansii de kcs blossures. Co fils 
demandait encore la grace dc mourirdaris samatson.-— 
“Retourne k ton cxil, mon fils, puisque ta patric Tor- 
donne,” lui dil le doge, “ cl si>umet8-toi k sa volontc.” 
Mais en rout rant dans son palais, ce malhoureux vieil- 
lard s’evanouif, cpulsc par la violence qu’il s’etait faitc. 
Jacob di’vait encore iiassor nno aiirdt*- fm prison k la 
Canee, avant qu’on lui reiiJit la mOme liberte limiUlo 
k laquclle il etait rcduil avant cet tWenemeiU ; mais h 
peine fut il debarqud sur cette terre d’exil, qu’il y mou- 
rut de doulcur.(| 

Dks-lons, et pendant qumzo wiois, lo vieux doge, 
accabl^, d’annees ct chagnns, ne rccouvra plus la force 
dc son corps ou cdle de son Amc ; il n’assistait plus k 
aucun dos conseils, et il ne pouvail plus remplir aucune 
des functions df^ sa dignitti. Il etait entre dans sa 
quatre-vingi-sixikme aniicc, ct si lo conseil des dix 
avail etc susceptible de quedque pitie, il aurait altendu 
en silence la fin, sans doute procnalne, d’une carriftro 
marquee par tanl de gloire et tanl de malhoiirs. Mais 
le chef du conseil des dix etait alors Jacques Loredano^ 
fils de Marc, et neveu do Pierre, le grand amiral, qui 


• Marti) Sanuto, Vlte do’ Diiebt dl Venexia, p. 1138,-- M. Ant. 0* 
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toute leur vie ete los ennemis achiirncs du vieux doge, 
lif avaient transmiis Icur ha'ino h leurn enfans, et cetto 
vift^e rancune n'etait pas cucorc satisfaite.* A riristi- 
ntion de l^oredauo, Jerome Barharigo^ inquisitcur 
d’dtati propoaa au conseil des dix, au niois d’Oetobre, 
1457, de eoumettre Foscari h uoe nouvellc humiliation. 
D6fl quo ce magistral no pouvait plus rcmpiir ses fonc- 
tionsjBarbarigo detnanda qu'on nummtlt uu atiire doge. 
L© conseil, qui avail refuse par deux fois TaMicalion 
de Fascari, parce quo la constitution no pouvait la per- 
moitre, liesila avant de so mettre on contradiction avec 
Ros propres dccrcts. Les discussions dans 1e conseil 
et la junto so prolongferent pendant Iniit jours, jusque 
fort avant dans le mul. Cependant, on fit entr<‘r dans 
Taiisetnbldc Marco Foscari, urocuratcur dc Saiiu-Mar-, 
©t fr^re du doge, pour qu il fut lie par le redoutahlc 
aerment du secret, et (ju’il nc j>ilt arreter les tnenccs de 
ses ennemis. Enfiii,lo conseilsc rendit aupr^^s dudoge, 
rt lui demanda d’abdiquer volontaircment un cmplfu 
qu’il ne pouvait plus cxerccr. “ J’ai jure,” r^pondit le 
vieillard, “ de reinplir jiisqu’U ma mort, selon mon hon- 
nour et ma conscience, les fonctions auxquelles rna 
patric m’a appele. Je nc puis mo delir moi-ra^mo dc 
mon sorinoiit ; qu’un ordre des conseils dispose de moi, 
jc in’y soumettrai, muis jo ne le devancerai pas.” Alors 
unc nouvclle deliberation du conseil dclia Francois Fos- 
cari do son sermoiit ducal, lui assura une pension de 
deux inillo ducats pour le rcstc do sa vie, cl lui ordonna 
d’evacucr en trois jours le palais, ot do deposcr los or- 
neiiiens do sa dignite. Lo doge, ayunt remarque j)arini 
les oonsoillcrs qui lui [)ortdrent cot ordre, iin chef dc la 
quarantc qu’il no connuissait pas, demanda son nom : 

Jo suis le fils de Marco Memmo,” lui dit lo conseiiler. 
— ** Ah ! ton piire ctait mon ami,” lui dit le vieux doge, 
en soupirant. II donna aussitOt des ordres pour (pt’on 
transporU\t ses dans unc maison ii lui; ct le 

lendcmtiin 23 Octobre on lo vit, sc soutenat h peine, et 
appuyc fHir son vieux fr^re, redcse.enderc cos mCmes 
cwcafiers sur lesquels, trente-qtiatre ans auparavunt, 
on I’avait vu instaUt^. avec tant de pompc, ct traverser 
cos rnemes salles oh la rcpubli()ue avail rcyu ses ser- 
mena. Le peuplo enticr parut indigne do tant de 
durcte exerceo coutro un vieillard qu’il respcelait ct 
qu’il aimait; mais lo constul des dix fit publier une de- 
fense de parlor de cello revolution, sou.s peine d’etre 
traduil devant les inquisitours d ctat. Lc 20 Octobre, 
Pasqual Malipieri, prorurateur de Saint-Marc, fut elu 
pour successcur do Foscari ; cclui-ci n’eut pas neaii- 
inoins I’humiliation do vivre sujet, la oil il avail regne. 
En entcndaiit le son dee cloclics, qui sonnuient en 
actions de graces pour cetto clei^tion, il mouriit subite- 
inent d’uno hemorrhagic causce par unc veiiic.qui 
s’eclata dans sa poitrine.t^ 


Le doge, bless© de trouver constamment un con- 
tradicteur ct un censeur si amer dans son fri're, lui dit 
unjour en plein conseil: “Messire Augustin, vous 
faites tout votre possible pour hdter ma mort; vous 
vous flattez de mo succeder ; mais, si les autres vou.s 
connaissent aussi bicn que jo vous connais, ils n’auront 
garde de vous <^Uro.” Lh-dessus il se le leva, emu del 
col^re, rontra dans son appartement, et mourut qtiel- 
qiies jours apr^s. Cc fri^re, centre lo Icqucl il s’etait 
emport/?, futprccisemcntle succcsscur qu’on lui donna. 
C’ctalt un merit© dont on aimait h icnir comptc ; sur- 
tout h un parent, de s’Otre mis en opposition avee lo chof 
de la rdpuhUque.”t— Xhiru, HiiUme de Veniee, vol. ii. 
sen. xi. p. 533. 

In La^ Morgan’s fearless and excellent work upon 
“Italy,” 1 perceive tho expression of *‘Rome of the 
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. .. Iluve had a particular turn for breakiux 
the above ii anotber iuaianee of the kind in the 
.. , he wa« succeeded by his brother AgueUno 
merit is a>}oVi3 mentioned. 


Ocean” applied to Venice. The same phrase occurs in 
the “ Two Foscari.” My publisher can vouch for me 
Umt the tragedy was written and sent to England some 
time btjfore I had seen Lady Morgan’s work, which 1 
only received on the 16ih of August. 1 hasten, how- 
ever, to notice the coincidence, and to yield the origi- 
nality of the phrase lo her who first placed it before tno 

{ lubhc. I am the more anxious to do this, as I am in- 
firmed (for I have scon but few of the specimens, and 
those accidentally) that there have been lately brought 
against me charges of plagiarism. I have also had an 
anonymous sort "of threatening intimation of the same 
kind, ajiparcntly with the intent of extorting money. 
To sucli charges 1 have no answer to make. One of 
thorn is ludicrous onongli. I am njproachcd for having 
formed the description of a shipWTCck in verse frt)m tho 
narratives of many oefwa/ shipwrecks in prow, selecting 
such materials as wcr<j most striking. Gihbon makes 
it a merit in Tasso “ to have copied tlie minutest details 
of the fcliege of Jerusalem from the Chronicles.” In 
me it may he a demerit, 1 presume : let it remain so. 
Whilst J have been occiqiied in defending Pope^s cha- 
racter, the lower orders of Grub-street appear to have 
been assailing mine : this is as it should be, both in 
them and in me. One of the accusations in the nanie- 
Ics.s epistle alluded to is still more laughable ; it states 
seriously that I “received five humlrod pounds for 
writing advertisemt'nts for Day and Martin’s patent 
blacking!” This is the highest compliment to my 
literary powers which I ever received. It states also 
“ tliat a person has been trying to make acquaintance 
with Mr. Towmsend, a puitleman of the law, who was 
with me on business in Venice three years ago, for the 
purpose of obtaining any defamatory particulars of my 
lifi^ from this occasional visiter.” ’ Mr. 'I'ownsend is 
welcome to say what he knows, 1 mention these 
particulars merely to show the world in general what 
the literary lower W'orlcl contains, and their way of set- 
ting to work. Another charge made, I am told, in the 
“Literary Gazette” is, that I wrote the notes to. 
“Queen M ah;” a work which 1 never saw till some 
lime after its publication, and which 1 recollect showing 
to Mr. Sotbeby as n jjoem of great pow t‘r and imagi- 
nation. I never wrote a line of the notes, nor ever 
saw them except in iheir published form. No one 
knows better than their real author, that his opinions 
and mine differ materially upon the metaphysical por- 
tion of tiiat work ; though, in common with all who 
are not blinded by baseness and bigotry, I highly ad- 
mire the poetry of that and his other pulilicatioiis. 

Mr. Southey, loo, in his pious preface to a poem 
W'hose blasphemy is as harmless as the sedition of 
Wat Tyler, because it is equally absurd with that sin- ‘ 
cere production, calls upon the “legislature to look to 
it,” as the toleration of such writings led to the French 
Revolution: not such writings as Wat Tyler, but as 
those of the “ Satanic School.” This is not true., and 
Mr. Southey knows it lo be not true. Every French 
writer of any freedom wa.«? persecuted ; Voltaire and 
Rousseau were exiles, Marmontcl and Diderot were 
sent to the Bastile, and a perpetual war was waged 
with the whole class by tho existing despotism. In tho 
next^ place the French Revolution was not occasioned 
by any writings v^hatsoever, but must have occurred 
had no such writers ever existed. It is the fashion to 
attribute every thing to the French Revolution, and the 
French Revolution to every thing but its real cause. 
That cause is obvious — tho government exacted too 
much, and the people could neither nor hear more. 
Without this, tne Encyclopedists might have written 
their fingers off without the occurrence of a single al- 
teration. And the English Revolution — (the first, I 
mean)— what was it occasioned by 7 The puritans 
were surely as pious and moral as Wesley or his bio- 
grapher? Acts — acts on the part of government, and 
not writings against them, have caused the past con- 
vulsiouR, and are tending to tlie future. 

I look upon such as inevitable, though no revolution- 
ist; I wish to see the English constitution restored and 
not destroyed. Bom an aristocrat, and naturally one 
by temper, with the^eator part of my present property 
in the funds, what nave I to gain by a revolution ? . 
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Perhaps I have more to lose in every way than Mr. 
Southey, with all his places and prcsenls for panegy- 
rics ana abuse into the bargain. Rut that a revolution 
is inoviiahle, I repeat. The government may exult 
over tlie repression of petty tumults ; these are but (he 
receding waves rcpuJs«3d and broken for a moment on 
the shore, while the great tide is still rolling on and 
gaining ground with every breaker, Mr. StuUhoy ac- 
cuses us of attacking the religion of the country ; and 
is he abetting it by writing lives of tVenl^l One 
mode of worship is meroly destroyed by another. 
There never was, nor ever will bo, a country without 
a religion. We shall be told of France but it 

was only Paris and a frantic party, w hich for a moment 
•uphold their dognatic nonsense of theopliilanthropy. 
The Aurch of England, if overthrown, will be swept 
away by the sectarians, and not by the skeptics. Pco 
pie are too wise, too well-informed, too certain of their 
own immense importance in the realms of sfiace, ever to 
submit to the impiety of doubt. There may bo a few 
such diffident speculators, like water in the pale sun- 
beam of human reason, but tliey arc very few : and 
thi'ir opinions, without eiithusiain or appeal to the pas- 
sions, can never gain proselytes — unless, indeed, they 
arc persecuted — thatj to be sure, will increase any 
tiling. 

Mr. S. with a cowardly ferocity, exults over the an- 
ticipated “ death-bed repentance” of the objects of his 
dislike ; and indulges himself in a pleasant “Vision of 
Jiidgnicrit,” in prose as well as verse, full of impious 
impndorico. What Mr. S.’s siuisations or ours may 
be in the awful moment of leaving this state of exis- 
tence neiriicr he nor we can pretend to decide. In 
common, I presume, with most men of any reflection, 
7 have not waited for a “ d(‘ath-bed” to repent of many 
of my actions, notwithstanding the “diabolical piidc'’ 
which this pitiful regenado in his rancour would im- 
pute to those who scorn hhn. Whether upon the 
whoh^ the good or evil of my deeds may preponderate 
» is not for me to ascertain ; but, as my means and op- 


portimitics have been greater, 1 shall limit my present 
defence to an assertion, (easily proved, if necessary^) 
that I, “in my degree,” have done more real good m 
any one given year, since I was twenty, than Mr. 
'Soulhoy in the whole course of his shifting and turn- 
coat existence. There are several actions to which I 
can look back with an lionest prich', not to he damped 
by the calumnies of a hireling. There are others to 
which I recur with sorrow and repentance ,* but the 
only act of my life of which Mr. Southey can have any 
r<ml knowledge, as it w’as one which brought me in 
contact with a near connexion of his own, did no dis- 
honour to that connexion nor to me. 

I am not ignorant of Mr. Southey’s calumnies on a 
difl'erent occasion, knowing them to be such, which he 
scattered abroad on his nrturn from Switzerhind agtainsi 
.me arid otliers : they have done him no good in this 
I world, and, if his creed bo the right one, they will do 
les.sinlho next. What /ux “dealh-bed” may be, it is 
not my province to predicate : let him settle it with his 
Maker, us I must oo with mine. There is something 
at once ludicrous and blasphemous in this arrogant 
scribbler of all work sitting down to deal damnation 
and destruction upon his fellow-creatures, with Wat 
Tyler, the Apotheosis of George the Third, and the 
IClcgy on Martin the regicide, all shuffied together in 
his writing-desk. One oflus consolations appears to 
bo a Latin note fnnn a work of a Mr. Landor, the 
author of “Gelur,” whose friendship for Robert South- 
ey will, it seems, “ b(' an honour to him when the eplie- 
meral disputes and ephi.'rneral reputations of the. day 
arc forgotten.” I for on(‘ neither envy him “ the friend- 
ship,” nor the glory in reversion which is to accrue 
from it, like Mr. Thelusson’s fortune in the- third and 
fourth generation. 'J'his friendship will probably be a.s 
memorable as his own epics, which (as I quoted to 
him ten or twelve years ago m “ English Bards”) Per- 
son said “would bo rememl>ered when Homer and 
Virgil are forgotten, and not till then.” For the present, 
I leave him. 


WERNER; OR, THE INHERITANCE. 

A TRAGEDY. 


TO THE ILLUSTRIOUS GOETHE, 
BY ONE OF ills HUMBLEST ADMIRERS. 
THIS TRAGEDY IS DEDICATED. 


PREFACE. 

The following drama is taken entirely from the “ Ger- 
man’s Tale.j Kruitzner^ published many years ago in Lee’s 
Canterbury Talen; written (1 believe) by two sisters, of I 
whom one furnished only tliis story and another, both ofj 
which are considered superior to the remainder of the col- 
lection. I have adopted the characters, plan, and even 
the language, of many parts of this story. Some of the 
characters arc modified or altered, a few of tho names 
changed, and one character (Ida of Stralcnhcim) added 
by myself: but in the rest the original is chiefly followed. 
When I was young (about fourteen, I think) I first read 
this tale, which made a deep impression upon me ; and 
may, indeed, be said to contain the germ of much that 1 
have since written. 1 am not sure that it over was very 
popular; or, at any rate, its popularity has since boon 
eclipsed by that of other great writers in the same dc- j 


partment. But 1 have generally found that those who had 
read it, agreed with me. in their estiniato of the singular 
flower of mind and conception which it devciopes. I 
should also add conception^ rather than execution ; for tlio 
story might, perhaps, have been developed witli greater 
advantage. Among those whose opinions agreed with 
mine upon this story, 1 could mention some very high 
names ; but it is not ncces.«tary, nor indeed of any use , 
for every one must judge according to his own feelings. I 
merely refer the reader to the original story, that he may 
sec to what extent I have borrowed from it : and am not 
unwilling that ho should find niucli greater pleasure in 
perusing it than the drama which is founded upon its 
contents. 

I had begun a drama upon this tale so far back as 1815, 
(the first I ever attemptwl, except one at thirteen years old, 
called “ Ubrio and tlvina^ which I had Honse enou^ to 
bum,) and had nearly comffleted an act, when I was inter- 
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Act I. 


ruptcd by cirrumstanees. This is somewhere among my 
{tapers in Knglantl ; but as it has not been found, I have 
rewritten the first, anti added the subsequent acts. 

The whole is neither intended, nor in any shapt,^ adapted, 
for the stage. 

Feb, 18S>2. 


DRAMATIS PERSONAS. 

MEN. 

Werner. 

Ulric. 

Straleniieim. 

Idenstein. 

Gabor. 

Fritz. 

WOMEN. 

Josephine. 

Ida Stradenheim. 

Scent! — ^Partly on tJie Frontier of Silesia, and partly in 
Siegendorf Castle, near Prague. 

Time— tho Close of the 7’hir ty Years’ War. 


ACT I. 

Scene I , — The HaU of a decayed Palace near a email 
Toum on the Northern Frontier of Silesia — the Night 
tempestuous, 

Werner and Josephine his vnfe. 

Jos. My love, bo calmer ! 

I am calm. 

Jos. To me— 

Yes, ImU not to thyself: thy pace is hurrw?d, 

And no one walks a chamber like to ours 
With slops like ihine when his heart is al rest. 

Were it a garden, I should deem thee hapjjy. 

And ate{)})iijg willi tlie bee from flower to flower; 

But lure ! 

IVcr. ’I' is chill ; the tapestry lets through 
Tho wind to which it waves; my blood is frozen. 

Jat. Ah, no ! 

IVer. {s/nUing.) Why ! wouldst thou have it so? 

Jos. I would 

Hav<j it a iiealtbful current. 

TVer. Let it flow 

Until ’tis spilt or chock’d — how soon, [ care not. 

Jos. And am 1 nothing in thy lioart ? 

fVer. All— all. 

Jos. Then canal thou wish for tl*at which must break 
mine ? 

Wer. (npftrooching her sloioly.) But for thee I had 
been — no matter what, 

But much ol' good and evil ; what I am, 

Thou knowe^t; what I might or should have been, 
Thou Unowest not ; hut still I love thee, nor 
Shall aught divide us. 

[Werner walks on abruptly ^ and then ajiproaches 
Josephine. 

The Rtonn of the night, 
Perhaps, affects me; I’m a thing of feelings, 

And have of late been sickly, a.s, alas ! 

Thou know’fit by sufferings more tlian mine, my love! 
In watching me. 

To see thee well is much — 

To see tliee happy 

Where ha.st thou seen such ? 
I.et me lie wretched with the rest ! 
t But flunk 

'Wow many in this hour of tempest shiver 
Beneath flie biting wind and heavy rain, 

M'bofw ewtery <bop Iwiws them down nearer earth, 


Which hath no chamber for them save beneath 
Her surface. 

JFer. And that’s not the worst: who cares 
For chambers? rest is all. The wretches whom 
Thou naracst— ay, the wind howls round them, and 
The dull and dropping rain saps in their bones I 
The creeping marrow. 1 have been a soldier, 

A hunter, anti a traveller, and am 
A lK!ggar, and should know the tiling thou talk’st of. 

Jos. And art fliou not now shelter’d from Uiem all ? 

fVer. Yes. And from tliese alone. 

Jo.s, And that is something. 

TFer. True — to a peasant. 

Jos, Should flic nobly .bom 

Be thankless for that refuge which their habits 
Of early delicacy render more 
Needful than to the peasant, when the ebb 
Of fortune leaves them on tho shoals of life ? 

Wer. It is not that, thou know^t. it is not ; wo 
Have borne all this, I ’ll not say patiently, 

Except in flieo— but wo have borne it. 

Jos. Well? 

Wer. Something beyond our outward suffeiings 
(though 

These were enough to gnaw into our souls) 

Hath stung me oft, and, more than ever, nato. 

When, but for this untoward piclmcss, which 
Seized me upon this desolate frtmtier, and 
Hath wasted, not alone my strength, but. means, 

And leaves us — no ! this is beyond rno ! — but 
For this 1 had been happy— Ixien happy— 

Tlic splendour of my rank sustain’d — my iiatm^ — 

My father s namo — been still upheld ; and, more 
Than tliose -— 

Jos. (ahrvptly.) My son— our son — our Ulric, 

B<H*n clasp’d again in these long-empty anns, 

And all a mother’s hunger satisfied. 

T\v<‘lve years ! he was hut eight then beautiful 
Ho was, and beautiful he must he now. 

My Ulric ! my adored ! 

Wer. I have been full ofl 

The chas(3 of Fortune ; now she hath o’ertaken 
My spirit where it cannot turn at bay, — 

Sick, poor, and lonely. 

Jos. Lonely ! my dear husband ? 

Ih'' cr. Or worst! — involving all I love, in this 
Far worse than solitude. Alone, T had died, 

And all been over in a nameless gnivt*. 

Jos. And I had not outlived thee ; but jiray take 
Comfl>rt ! We liave slruggh'd long; and they who strive 
W iUj fortune win or weary her at last, 

So that they find tlic goal or cease to fbel 
Further. Take comfort, — wo shall find our boy. 

1 Ver. VVe were in sight of him, of evc-ry thing 
Which could bring coriqiensation for past sorrow — 

And to be baffled thus! 

Jtoi. We are not baffled. 

1fl;r. Are wo not penny less? 

Jos. We ne’er were wealthy. 

Wer. But I was bom to wealth, and rank, and 
power ; 

Enjoy’d them, love them, and, alas ! abused them, 

And forfeited them by my latlier’s wrath, 

In my oksr-fervent youth ; but for tlio abuse 
Long sufferings have atoned. My father’s death 
I^ufl Uie path open, yet not without snares. 

This <u>ld and creeping kinsman, who so long 
Kept his oyo on me, as Iho snake upon 
The fluttering bird, hath ore thi.*? time oukstept me 
Become t!\e master of my riglits, and lord 
Of that whicii iifls him u{> to princes in 
Dominion and domain. 

Jos. Who knows ? our son 

May have roturn’d back to his grandsire, and 
F.ven now upheld thv righi-< fin flie^' I 
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’T is hopeless 

Since his straiige disap|)earance from my father's, 
as it were, my sins upon 
Uimsc'llj no tidings have rcvealM his course. 

1 parted wiUi )iim to his grandsirc, on 
Tlic promise that his anger would stop short 
Of the third generation ; hut Heaven seems 
To claim her stern prerogative, and visit 
llpon my boy his father’s faults and follies. 

Jos. i must hope bettor still, — at least we havo yet 
Bafilcd the long pursuit of Stralenheiin. 

fVer. We should havo done, but for this fatal sick- 
ness ; 

‘More {ital than a mortal malady, 

• Because it takes not life, but life’s solo solace ; 

Even now I feel my spirit girt about 

By the snares of this avaricious fiend 
How do I know ho hath not track’d us here ? 

Jos. Ho does not know thy person ; and his spies, 
Who so long watch’d thee, havo been left at Hamburgh. 
Our unexpected journey, and tliis change 
Of name, leaves all discovery far behind : 

None hold us here for aught save what we soem. 

IVer. Save what wo seem! save what we are — ^sick 
beggars. 

Even to our very hopes.— Ha ! ha! 

Jos. Alas ! 

That bitter laugh! 

IVfr. Who wotdd read in this form 

The liigh soul of the son of a long line ? 

JVhOy in this garb, the heir of princely lands ? 

JEVw, in this sunken, sickly eye, the prido 
Of rank and ancestry ? in this worn clicok 
And famine-hol low’d brow, the lord of halls 
Which daily feast a thousand vassals ? 

Jos. You 

• PoMdt'r’d not thus upon these worldly things, 

My Werner! when you deign’d to choose for bride 
The foreign danghlor of a wandering cxilo. 

Wtr. An exile’s daughter with an outcast son 
Wen' a fit marriage ; but I still had hopo.s 
To lift thee to tlie stale we both were born for. 

Your father’s house was noble, though decay’d ; 

And worthy by its birth to matcli with ours. 

Jos, Your father did not think so, though ’t was noble ; 
But had my birth been all my claim to match 
With thee, 1 should have deem’d it what it is. 

Wrr. And what is that in thine eyes ? 

Jm. All which it 

Ha.«! done in our beljalf,— nothing. 

Wcr. How,— nothing ? 

• Jos. Or worse ; for it lias been a canker in 
Thy heart from the beginning: but for this, 

We had not felt our poverty i>ut as 
Millions of myriad.*? feel it, cheerfully ; 

But for these; phantoms of thy feudal fathers, 

Thou mightst have earn’d thy bread, as lhou.sands 
earn it ; 

Or, if that seem too humble, tried by commerce, 

Or other civic m<^ans, to amend thy fortune.^. 

Wfr.{irintknlly.) And been an Hanseatic burgher? 
Excellent ! 

Jos. Whate’er thou mightst havo been, to mo thou 
art 

What no state high or low can ever change, 

My heart’s first choice ; — which chose thee, knowing 
neither 

Thy birth, tliy hopes, thy pride ; naught, save thy 
sorrows : 

While they last, let me comfort or divide them ; 

When they end, let mine end with them, or thoc ! 

Wer. My better angel ! such I have ever found thco ; 
This rashness, or this weakness of my temper, 

Ne’er raised a thought to injure thee or thine. 

Thr>u didst nnt mar my fortunes ; my own nature 


fn youth was such as to unmake an empire, 

Had such been ray inheritance ; hut now. 

Chasten’d, sul)dued, out-worn, and taught to know 
Myself — to lose this for our son and thee ! 

Trust me, when, in my iwo-and-twontieth spring, 

My father barr’d me from my father’s house 
The last sole .scion of a thousand sires, 

(For I wa.s then tho la.st,) it liurt me less 
Than to behold my boy and my boy’s motlier 
Excluded in their innocence from what 
My faults deserved— exclusion ; altliough then 
My passions wore all living serpents, and 
Twined like tho gorgon’s round me. 

[A lowl hiorUng u heard, 
Jos. Hark ! 

War. A knocking * 

Jos. Who can it bo at this lone hour ? Wo have 
Few visiters, 

Wer. And poverty hath none, 

Save those who come to make it poorer still. 

Well, I am pn^pared. 

[Wernf.r puts his hand into his bosom^ as if to 
search for some weapon. 

Jos. Oh ! do not look so. 1 

Will to Uie door. It cannot be of import 
In this lone spot of wintry desolation 
The very desert saves man from mankind. 

[She goes to the door. 

Enter Idensteiw. 

Tdeti. A fair good evening to my fairer hostess 

And worthy What’s your name, my friend ? 

W Rr. Are you 

Not afraid to demand it? 

Iden. Not afraid? 

Igad! I am afraid. You look as if 
asked for something better than your name, 

By th(5 face you put on it, 

Wer. Better, sir! 

Jden. Better or worse, like matrimony : what 
Bhall I say more? You have been a guest this month 
Here in the prince’s palace — (to bo sure, 

His highness had resign’d it to the ghosts 
And rata these twelve years — but *f.i8 still a palace) — 
say you have been our lodger, and as yet 
iV<» do not know your name. 

Wer. My name is Werner. 

Iden. A goodly name, a very worthy name 
As e’er was gilt upon a trader’s board : 
have a cousin in thc5 lazari'tto 
)r Hamburgh, who has got a wife who boro 
The same. He is an olficijr of trust, 
burgeon’s assistant, (hoping to be surgeon,) 

And has done miracles i’ the way of business. 
erba|ris you arc related to my relative ? 

Wcr. To yours? 

Jos. Oh, yo.s ; we are, but distantly. 

Cannot you humour l!i« dull gossip till [Aside U) Wf-R. 
rV e learn his purpose ? 

him. Well, I ’m glad of that ; 

thought so all along, such natural yearnings 
^lay’d round my heart : — ^l»lood is not wattjr, cousin 
And so lot ’» havo some wine, and drink unto 
•nr better acquaintance : relatives should bo 
'riend.s. 

Wer. Y'ou appear to have drank enough already ; 

And if you had not, I ’vc no wine to offer, 
i!lsc it were yours : but this you know, or should know : 
”ou see I am jK)or, and sick, and will not see 
'hat T would be alone ; but to your business ! 
lYbat brings you here ? 

Iden. Why, what should bring mo here? 

Wer. T know not, though I think that 1 could guess 
'hat wliich will send you hence. 

Jos. {aside.) Patience, ‘dear Werner! 
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Idm. You do n’l know wluU has happen’d, then ? Would plcaso him belter than the table after 

Jo$, How should we? His soaking m your river; but for fear 

Itlau The river has overflow’d. viands shouid be thrown away, 1 mean 

Jas, Alas! wc have known To sup myselfj and -have a friend without 

That to our sorrow for these five davs ; since Who will do honour to your good cheer with 


It kee[>s us here. 

iden. But wliat you do n’t know is, 

That a great personage, who fain would cross 
Against tho streairi aiul tlirec postilions’ wislies, 

Is drown’d below the ford, witli five post-lioraos, 

A monkey, and a masiitf, and a valet. 

Jos. Poor creatures ! arc you sure ? 

Idm. Yes, of the monkey 

And the valet, and the caillo ; but as yet 
We know not if his excellency ’s dead , 

Or no ; your noblemen are hard to drown. 

As it is fit that men in office should be ; 

But what is certain is, that lie has swallow’d 
Icnougb of iho Oder to have burst two peasants ; 

And now a Saxon and Hungarian traveller, 

Who, at their proper peril, snafeli’d liiin from 
The wbirUng riv<ir, liave sent on to crave 
A lodging, Of a grave, according as 
It may turn out with the live or dead body. 

Jos. And wliero will you receive him ? here, I hope, 
If we can be of service — say the word. 

ffim. Here.? no ; but in llic prince’s own apartment, 
As fits a noble guest: — ’t is damj), no doubt, 

Not having licen inhabited lliose twelve years ; 

But then he comes from a much damper jilacc, 

So scarcely will catch cold in’t, if he be 

Still liable to cold — and if not, wliy 

He ’ll be worse lodged to-morrow ; nc’erthcless, 

1 have order’d fire and all ai»pliances 
To be got. ready for tlio worst — tliat is, 

In case he should survive. 

Jos. Poor gentleman ! 

I hope he will with all my heart. 

IVcr. Intend ant, 

Have you not Icarn’d liis name? JVJy Josophino, 

\ Aside to his vjife. 

Retire; I’ll sift this fool. \EuiU Josepuine. 

Iden. Ills name? oh Lord! 

Who know's if he hath now a name or no ? 

’T is time enough to ask it when he ’s able 
To give an answer; or if not, to put 
Ills heir’s upon his epitaph. Mclhought 
Just now you chid me for demanding names? 

IVer. Tru<;, true, I did so ; you say well and whsely. 

Enter Gabor. 

Gab. If I intrude, I crave 

Iden. Oh, no intrusion \ 

This is the ])alace ; this a stranger like 
Yourself; 1 pray you make yourself at homo; 

But when‘’s hi.s excellency, and how fares he? 

Gah. Wetly and wearily, but out of p<*ril: 

He paused to change liis garments in a cottage, 
(Wlicre I doff’d mine for these, and came on hither,) 
And has almost recover’d from his drenching. 

Ho will be bore anon, 

him. What ho, there ! bustle ! 

Without there, Herman, W eilburg, Peter, Conrad ! 

[Gincs directions to different servants who enter. 
A nobleman slcrepg here to-night — see that 
All is in order in the damask chamber — 

Keep up tlie stove — I will myself to the cellar— 

And Madame Ideiistein (my consori, stranger) 

Shall furnish forth the bed-apparcl ; for, 

To say the truth, they arc marvellous scant of tliis 
Within the palace precincts, since his liighncss 
Heft it some dozen years ago. And then 
His excellency will sup, doubtless ? 

GcdK Faith! 

1 cannot tell : *b«t I riiouUl think the pillow 


A traveller’s appetite. 

Iden. But are you sure 

His excellency But his name: what is it? 

Gah. I do not know\ 

Iden. And yet you saved his life. 

Gaf}. 1 help’d my friend to do so. 
lien. W ell, that *b strange- 

To save a man’s life whom you do not know. 

Jah. Not so ; for there are some I know so well, 

I scarce should give myself the trouble, • 

Idm. Pray, 

Good friend, and who may you be ? 

Gah. By my family, 

Hungarian. 

Idm. Which is call’d? 

Gah. It matters little. 

Iden. (aside.) I think that all the world are grown 
anonymous, 

Since no one cares to tell mo what he’s call’d! 

Pray, lias his excellency a large suite ? 

Gab. Sufficient. 

Jdeu. IIow many ? 

Gah. I did not count them. 

Wti came up by mere accident, and just 
In time to drag him through his carriage window. 

him. Well, what would I give to save a great man! 
No doubt you ’ll have a swonging sum as recompense. 
Gah, Perhaps. 

him. Now, how much do you reckon on ? 

Gaf). I have not yet put up myself to sale : 

In the meantime, my best reward would bo 
A glass of your Hockcheinier — a ffrem glass, 

Wreath’d with rich grapes and Bacchanal devices, 
O’crffowhig with the oldest of your vintage ; 

For which I promise you, in case you e’er 
Run hazard of being drovsai’d, (although I own 
It seems, of all deatlis, the least likely for you,) 

I ’ll j)uU you out for notliing. Quick, my friend, 

And think, for every bumptir 1 shall quaff, 

A wave the less may roll above your licad. 

Idm. (aside.) I don’t much like tliis fellow— close 
and dry 

He seems, two things wliich suit me not ; however. 
Wine he shall have ; if that unlocks him not, 

I shall not sleep tonight for curiosity. 

[EAt I densteiix. 
Gah. (to Werner.) This master of the ceremonies is 
The inlcndant of the palace, I presume: 

’T is a fine building, but decay’d. 

IVer. Tlie apartment 

Design’d for him you rc.scued will be found 
In fitter order for a sickly guest. 

Got). T wonder then you occupied it not, 

For you scorn delicate in hcoltli, 

IVcr. (quichlff.) Sir ! 

Gcd). Pray 

Excuse me : have I said aught to offend you ? 

IVer. Notliing : but we are strangers to each otlier. 
G(d). And that ’s the reason I would have us less so ; 
I thought our bustling giiest witliout had said 
You were a chance and passing guest, tlic counterpart 
Of me and my companions. 

IVcr. Very true. 

Gab. Then, as we never met before, and never, 

It may be, may again encounter, why, 

I thought to cheer op this old dungeon hero 
(At least to me) by asking you to share 
The fare of my companions and myself. 

IVer. Pray, pardon me ; ray health 

Gab* Even as you pleast^ 



WERNER. 


VO been a »oidtcr, and perhaps am blunt 
carint*. 

■^er. I have also served, and can 
iuiie a soldier’s greeting. 

'ab. In what service ? 

c Imperial? 

{quuMyi and thm interrupting Idimelf.) I com- 
manded — no — I mean 
rved ; but it is many years ago, 
en first Bohemia raised her banner ’gainst 
Austrian. 

ra6. Well, that 8 over now, and peace 

i turn’d some thousand gallant hearts adrift 
liv^ as they best may ; and, to say trutli, 
uG take tlie shortest. 

Vf:r, What is that ? 

7af). Whate’er 

ey lay their hands on. All Silesia and 
^atia’s woods are tenanted by bands 
the late troops, who levy on the country 
oir maintenance ; the Chatelains nmst keep 
cir castle walls — ^beyond them ’t is hut doubtfhl 
avel for your rich count or full-blown baron. 

/ comfort is tliat, wander where I may, 
e little left to lose now. 

"IV. And I — nothing. 

^ab. That’s liarder still. You say you were a soldier. 
•Ver. 1 was. 

itul}. You look one still. All soldiers are 

should be comrades, even though enemies, 
r swords when drawn must cross, our (Uigint5S aim 
fhile levell’d) at each other’s hearts ; but when 
truce, a peace, or what you will, remits 
le steel into its scabbard, and lets sUjcp 
le sj)ark which lights the matchlock, wc arc brctlircn. 
.)u are poor and sickly — I am not rich but healthy ; 
\aant for nothing v.'hich 1 (;ariuot want ; 
oil scorn devoid of this— wilt share it ? 

(Gaboii pulls oui his purse. 
HV. Who 

old you I was a beggar ? 

(id/). You yourself 

saying you were a soldier during peace-time. 
yVcK. (looking at him with suspicion.) You knf.vv me 
not ? 

Gab. I know no man, not even 

IyM(^lf: how should 1 then know one 1 nc’'.r 
chcld till half an hour since ? 
tVer. Sir, I thank you. 

our Oder ’s noble were it to a friend, 
nd not unkind as 1o an unknown stranger, 

'hough scarcely prudent ; but no less 1 tliank you. 
am a beggar in all save iiis trade ; 

\.nd when I beg of any one it shall bo 
>f him who was the first to offer what 
'GW can obtain by asking. Pardon mo. {Etit Wek. 
GaJ). (solus.) A goodly fellow by his looks, tliough 
worn, 

\s most good fellows arc, by pain or pleasure, 

.VhicU tear life out of us before our time ; 
scarce know which most quickly : but he seems 
I'o have seen better days, as who has not 
iVho has seen yesterday? — But hero approaches 
^ur sago intendant, with the wine : however, 
d’or tlio cup’s sake I ’ll boar the cupbearer. 

Enter iDENSTEirr. 

Tden. ’T is hero ! the supernaculum ! twenty years 
Of ago, if ’t is a day. 

Gab. Which epoch makes 

Young women and old wine ; and *t is great pity, 

Of two such excellent things, increase of years, 

Which still improves the one, should spoil tlie other. 

Fill full — ^Ilero ’s to our hostess ! — ^your fair wife ! 

Takes the glass. 


Iden. Fair t— WoU, I trust your taste in wine is equal 
To that you show for boauty ; but 1 pledge you 
Nevertheless. 

Gab. Is not the lovely woman 
I met in the adjacent hall, who, with 
An air, and port, and eye, which would have better. 
Beseem’d this palace in its brightest days, 

(Though in a garb adapted to its present 
Abandonment,) return’d my salutation— 

Is not the same your spouse ? 

Iden. I would she were ! 

But you ’rc mistaken that ’s the stranger’s wife. 

Gab. And by her aspect she might be a prince’s : 
Though time hath toucli’d her too, she still retains 
Much beauty, and more majesty. 

Iden. And that 

Is mort^ than I can say for Madame Idenstcin, 

At least in beauty : as for majesty, 

She has some of its properties wliich might 
Be spared — but never mind ! 

Gid). I don’t. But who 

May be this stranger? He too hath a bearing 
Above his outward fortunes. 

I<Um. There I differ. 

He ’s poor as Job, and not so jiatient ; but 
Who he may be, or whal, or aught of liim, 

Except his name, (and that I only loarn’d 
To-nigh(,) 1 know not. 

Gab. But how came ho here ? 

Iden. Ill a mosl miserable old calecho, 

About a month since, and immediately 

Fell sick, almost to death, lie should have died. 

Gab. Tender and true I — ^but wliy ? 

Idea. Why, what is life 

Without a living? He has not a sliver. 

G(tfj. In that case, I much wonder that a person 
Of your apparent prudence should admit 
Guests so forlorn into this noble mansion. 

Idm. That ’s true ; but pity, as you know, does make 
One’s heart commit tlu^se follies ; and besides, 

They had some valuables left at that time, 

Whicli paid their way up to llu' present hour ; 

And so T thought they miglit as well be lodged 
Hero as at tlie small tavern, anrl 1 gave Uieni 
The run of some of the oldest palace rooms. 

Tlicy served to air them, al the least as long 
As tlioy could pay for tiro-wfxxi. 

Gab. Poor souls ! 

Iden. Ay, 

Exceeding poor. 

Gab. And yet unused to poverty, 

If 1 mistake not. Whitlier were they going? 

Iden. Oh! Heaven knows where, unless to heaven 
itself. 

Some days ago that look’d the likeliest journey 
For Werner. 

Gait. Werner ! I have lieard the name : 

But it may be a feign’d one. 

Iden. Like enough ! 

But hark ! a noise of wheels and voices, and 
A blaze of torches from without. As sure 
As destiny, his excellency ’s come. 

I must be at my post : will you not join me, 

To help hhn from his carriage, and present 
Your humble duty at the door ? 

Gab. I dragg’d him 

From out that carriage when he would have given 
His barony or county to repel 
The rushing river from his gurgling throat. 

He ha.s valets now enougfi : they stood aloof then, 
Shaking their dripjiing cars upon the shore, 

All roaring, ** Help !” but offering none ; and as 
For duty (as you call it) — I did mine then^ 

Now do yours. Hence, and bow and cringe him here’ 

Iden. I cringe !— but I shall lose the b)»jK)rtumiy- 
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Plague take it ! he 11 be here^ and I not there I 

[EsoU iDENSTEiJr ftasld^ 

Re-enter Werner. 

Wer, {to hiiMelf,) I hoard a noise of wheels anc 
voices. How 
All sounds now jar me I 

Still here! Is he not [Perceiving Gabor. 

A spy of my pursuer's ? His frank offer 
So suddenly, and to a stranger, wore 
The a8{)ect of a secret enemy ; 

For friends are slow at such. 

Gab^ Sir, you seem rapt ; 

And yet the time is not akin to lliought. 

These old walls will bo noisy soon. The baron, 

Or count, (or whatsoe’er this half-drown’d noble 
May bo,) for whom this desolate village and 
its lone inhabitants show more respect 
Than did the elements, is conic. 

Idm. (imthcnU.) This way — 

This way, your excellency : — ^liavc a care, 

The staircase is a little gloomy, and 
Somewhat decay’d ; but if we had expected 
So Ijigh a guest-— Pray take my arm, iny lord! 

ErUer STRAt.ENfiFJM, Idenstein, anti Attentiantsh 
partit/ hiH -owm, an/l j^ardy rettuners of the domain of 
which IdensI'ein is Jnlendant, 

Slrtil. 1 ’ll rest me liero a moment. 

Jdvn. {to dm aerunnis.) Ho! a chair! 

liiMtantly, knaves! [Stralenheim aits tloum. 

i per, (aside.) ’T Is he ! 

Strei. I ’m better now. 

Who arc those striUiger.s? 

Idtm, l^ieaso you, my good lord, 

One says he is no stranger. 

IVi^r. (alond anil hastili^.) IVho says that? 

[They look at him with sutpriae. 
Iden. Why, no one spoke of youj or to you ! — but 
Here ’s one lus excellency may bo pleased 
To recognise, fo Gabor. 

iitdf, i seek not to disturb 

His noble Ilu•mory^ 

Stral. I apprtdicnd 

This is one of the strangers to whoso aid 
I owe my rescue. Is not that the other? 

[Pointing to WhUNER. 
My slate, when I wajs succour’d must excixse 
My uncertainty to whom I owe so much. 

Idea. He! — ^no, my lord! he rather wants for rescue 
Than can afford if. ’T is a poor sick man, 

Travel-tired, and lately risen from a bed 
From whence he never dream’d to rise, 

Strtd. Methought 

That there wore two. 

Gcdt. There wore, in company; 

But, in the service render’d to your lordship, 

1 needs must say but one, and he is absent. 

The chief part of whatever aid was render’d 
Was his: it was hw fortune to be first. 

My will was not inferior, but his strengtli 
And youth outstripp’d me ; therefore do not waste 
Your thanks on mo. I was but a glad second 
Unto a nobler principal. 

JSftral. Where is he? 

An Aden, My lord, he tarried in the cottage where 
Your excellency rested for an hour, 

Anti said he would be hero to-morrow. 

Stral, Till 

That hour arrives, 1 can but offer thanks, 

And then— 

Gah, 1 seek no more, and scarce deserve 

So much. My comrade may speak for himself. 

i$!|^ (/being his eyes upon Werner : t/ien aside,) 
It caniidt be ! and vet ho must bo look’d to. 


*T is twenty years since I beheld him with 
These eyes ; and, tliough my agents still have 
Umirs on him, jwlicy has held aloof 
My own from his, not to alann him into 
Suspicion of my plan. Why did I leave 
At Hamburgh tliose who would have made assurance 
If this be ho or no ? I thought, ere now, 

To have been lord of Sigendorf, and parted 
In haste, though even the dements appear 
To fight against me, and this sudden Hood 

May keep me prisoner here till 

[He pauses, and looks at Werner ; then resumes. 

This man must 

Be watcli’d. If it is he, he is so changed, 

His fatlicr, rising from his grave again, • 

Would pass him by unknown. I must be wary; 

An error would spoil all. 

Iden. Your lordship seems 

Pensive. Will it not please you to pass on ? 

Stral. ’T is past fatigue which gives my weigh’d-down 
spirit 

An outward show of thought. I will to rest, 

Tflen. The prince’s chamber is prepared, with all 
The very furniture the prince used when 
Last hert‘, in its full splenuoiir. 

(Aside.) Somewhat tatter’d, 
And devilish damp, but fine enough by torchlight; 

And that ’s enough for your right noble blood 
)f twjjnly quartcrings upon a hatchment ; 

So let their hearer sleep ’ncatli something lilce one 
Now, as he one day will for ever lie. 

Stral. (rising and tur?iing to Gabor.) Goodnight, good 
people ! Sir, 1 trust to-morrow 
Will find me aptcr to requite your service. 

In the meanlime 1 crave your company 
A moment in my chamber. 

Gtif). J attend you. ^ 

Stral. (after a few slips, pauses, and calls Werner.) 
bViend ! 

tPir. Sir! 

/den. Sir I l<or(l — tdi Lord ! Why do n’t you say 
lis lordship, or his excellency ? Pray, 

My lord, excuse this poor man's want of breeding : 

Te hath not been accuslotn'd to admission 
To such a preseueo. 

Stral. (to luENSTEiN.) Peace, intendant 
Idea. Oh ! 

am dumb. 

Stral. (to Werner.) Have you been long here? 
Wer. Long? 

Stral. I sought 

An answer, not an echo. 

IVcr. You may seek 

Sofh from the walls. I am not used to answer 
I’hosts whom 1 know not. 

Stral. ^ Indeed ! Ne’er tlie less, 

You might reply with courtesy to what 
's ask’d in kindness. 

Wer, When I know it such, 

will requite — that is, reply — in unison. 

Stral. The intendant said, you had been detain’d by 
sickness — 

f I could aid you— journeying Uie same way ? 

Wer, (quickly.) I am not journeying the same w'ay 
Stral. How know ye 

i 'hat, ere you Icnow my route ? 

Wer. Because there is 

: But one way that the rich and poor must tread 
, “^ogotlier. You diverged from that dread path 
3onie hours ago, and 1 some days: henceforth 
Dur roads must lie asunder, Uiough they tend 
All to one home. 

Stral. Your language is above 

'our station. 

Wer, (hUteriy.) Is it? 
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Stral. Or, at least, beyond Think all things made for them. Now here must I 

Y oiir garb. Rouse up some half a do^on shivering vassals 

Jfer, ’T is well that it is not beneath it, From their scant pallets, and, at peril of 

As sometimes hap[>en$ to tho better clad. Their lives, despatch them o’er the river towards 

But, in a word, what would you with me ? Frankfort. Methinks the baron's own experience 

Stroll (startied.) I? Somo hours ago might teach him follo>^ -feeling: 

IVer, Yes — ^you 1 You know me not, and question mo, But no, “ it mttsf,” and there ’s an end. How now? 


And wonder tliat I answer not— -not knowing 
My inquisitor. Explain what you would have, 

A till then I ’ll satisfy yourself, or me. 

Stral, I knew not that you liad reasons for reserve. 

If^cr, Many have such : — Have you none ? 

StraL None which can 

Interest a mere stranger. 

If V. Then forgive 

The same unknown and himihle stranger, if 
He. wishes to remain so to the man 
Who can hav<i naught in common with him. 

StrrU. Sir, 

I will not balk your humour, though untoward : 

I only meant you service — hut giuKl night! 

Intcndant, show due way ! (/o Gabor.) Sir, you wil 

with me ? 

[Exeunt. Str Ai.ENHEiM and Attendants ; Idewstein 
aful Gabor. 

JVtr, {sofus.) ’T is he! I am taken ui the toils. Before 
I quitted Hamburgh, Giulio, his late steward, 

ItiLrm’d me that he had obtain’d an ord«'r 
From Bratidcnhurgh’s elector, for tho arrc.st 
Of Ivriiii/.uer (such the name T then boro) when 
1 came upon the frontier ; the free city 
Alone, preserved my freedom — till T left 
its walls — fool that T was to quit them! But 
I <l<'em’<l this Imnihlc garb, and nuile. obscure, 

Had baffled the slow hounds in their jiursuit. 

What ’s to be d<jne ? lie- knows me not by person ; 

N^>r could aught, save the eye of ajiprehension, 

Have recognised /u'rw, alh’r twisrity years, 

\Vc met so rarely and so coldly in 

Our you})). Bui tho.se about him! Now T can 

Divine the frankness of tliii Hungarian, who 

No doubt is a mere tool and sjiy of IStralonheim’s?, 

To sound and to secure me. Witliout moans ! 

Sick, floor — begirt too with the flooding rivers, 
Impassable even to the wealthy, with 
All tlic afipUances which jairchase mvidoc 
( )f ovi.'irpowering jicril with men’s lives, — 

How can 1 hof»e? An hour ago methought 
My stale beyond de.spair; and now, ’ti.s such, 

The past seems paratlisc. Another day, 

And 1 ’in detected, — on the very eve 
Of honours, riglits, and my inheritance, 

W'hen a few drops of gold might save me still 
in favouring an escape. 

Enter Idenstein and Fritz, in conversation. 

Eritz. Immediately. 

Iden. 1 tell you, ’t Ls impossible. 

Fritz. It must 

Be tried, however ; and if one express 
Fail, you must send on others, till the answer 
Arrives from Frankfort, from the commandant. 

Jden. I will do what I can. 

Jf^. And recollect 

To spare no trouble ; you will bo repaid 
Tenfold. 

Iden. The baron is retired to rest ? 

Fritz. He hath thrown himself into an easy chair 
Beside the fire, and slumbers ; and has order’d 
He may not bo disturb’d until eleven, 

When he will take himself to bed. 

Iden. Before 

An hour is past I 'll do my best to servo him, 

Fritz. Remember ! [Eant Fritz. 

Iden. Tho devil take those great men ! they 

2a 


Are you there, Mynlieer VV' erner ? 

PFer. You have left 

Your noble guest right quickly. 

Itlen. Yes — he’s dozing, 

And seems to like Uiat none should sleep besides. 

Here is a packet for the commandant 
Of Frankfort, at all risks and all exfionses; 

But I must not lose time: Gooil night! [Exit Iden. 

Wer. “To Fraiiklbrl!" 

So, so, it thickens ! Ay, “ the commandant.” 

This tallies well with all the jirior .steps 
Of this cool, calcnlaling fiend, who walks 
Between me and my father’s .house. No doubt 
He writes for a detachiniMit to convoy mo 
Into some secret fortress. — Sooner than 
This- 

[Werner looJts ar^ncm!^ and snatches up a Iknt/e 
lying on a tabic in a recess. 

Now I am master of myself at least. 

Hark, — ^footsteps ! How do I know that Sfralenheim 
Will wait for even tlie show of that autliority 
Which i.s to overshadow usurfiation ? 

That he sn.specls me-’.s certain. I’m alone; 

He with a muneroiis train. 1 weak; he strong 
III gold, in numbers, rank, authority. 

I nameless, or involving in my name. 

Destruction, till I reacli my own domain ; 

Uc full-blown with his titles, wliich impose 

Still frinlier on those obscure potty hurgliers 

Than they could dt) olsewluiro. Hark ! nearer still ! 

~ ’ll to the secret fiassage, which communicates 

\^■i1h the No ! all is silent^’t was my fimey ! — 

>lill a.s tlie hroat, bless interval between 
The flash and thunder: — I rniKst hush my soul 
Amidst its perils. Vet I will retire, 

To see if still ho nne,\ [>lored the- passage 
wot of: it will serve me as a den 
^f secrecy for some hours, at the- worst. 

[ Web NEK draws a punnclj and exitj closing U 
ujltr him. 

Enter Gabor and Jobebiiine. 

Ctah. Where Is your husband ? 

Jos. Ilercy I thought: I left him 

Not long since in his chamlier. But these rooms 
Have many outlets, and he may bo gono 
To accompany the intcndant. 

Gatf. Baron Stralenheim 

’ut many questions to the intcndant on 
The .subject of your lonl, and, to bo plain, 

^ have my doubts if he means well. 

Jos. Alas ! 

What can there be in common with the proud 
An<l woiilthy baron and the unknown Werner? 

Gab. That you know best. 

Jos. Or, if it were so, how 

Jomc you to stir yourself in his behalf. 

Rather than that of him whose life you saved? 

Gab. I help’d to save him, as in peril ; but 
did not pledge myself to serve him in 
Oppression. I know well these nobles, and 
Their thousand inodes of trampling on the pexv. 
have proved them ; and my spirit boSs up 
find them practising against the weak 
This is my only motive. 

Joe. It would be 

Not easy to persuade my eoiisort of 
Your good intentions. 





€hJ>* U he 80 suspicious ? 

Jos. He was not once ; but time and troubles have 
Made him what you beheld. 

Gab, I ’m sorry for it 

Suspicion is a heavy armour^ and 
With its own weight impedes more than protects. 

Good night ! 1 trust to moot with him at daybreak. 

[Exit. Gabok. 

Re-enter Idenstcin and some Peasants. Josephine 
retires wp the Hail, 

First Peasant, But if 1 ’m drown’d ? 

Jden, Why, you will bo well paid for ’l, 

And have risk’d more than drowning for as much, 

I doubt not. 

Se&}nd Peasant, But our wives and families? 

Fden. Cannot bo worse off tlian they are, and may 
Be better. 

IViird Peasant, I have neither, and will venture. 
iden. That’s right. A gallant carlo, and fit to be 
A soldier. I ’ll promote you to the ranks 
In the prince’s body-guard — if you succtied ; 

And you shall have besides in sparkling coin 
Two thalers. 

Tftird Peasant. No more ! 

Fdm. Out upon 3’our avarice ! 

Can that low vice alloy so muf'h ambition i 
1 tell then, fellow, that two thalers in 
Small change will suWivide into a treasure. 

Do not five hundred thousantl heroes daily 
Risk Uvea and souls for the tithe of one thaler ? 

When hod you half the sum ? 

Ttdrd Peasant. Never — but ne’er 

The less I must have three. 

Idm. Have you forgot 

Whose vassal you wore born, knave ? 

THrd Peasaad. No — the prince’s, 

And not the stranger’s. 

Idea. Sirrah! in the princt»’s 

Absence, I ’in sovereign ; and the baron is 
My inlhnate connexion ; — “Cousin Idensteiii 
(Ciuoth lie) you’ll order out a do/cn villains.” 

And so, you villains! troop — march — mtu'ch, 1 say : 
And if a single dog’s-ear of this pa<’ket 
Be sprinkled by the Oder — look to it! 

For every page of paper, shall a hide 
Of yours he stretch’d as partdimenl on a drum, 

Like Ziska’.s skin, to heat alarm to all 
Refractory vassals, who can not effect 
Impossibilities — away, yo earU\- worms ! 

\Exit^ drixmg them out. 
Jos, [cmiing fonoard.) I fain would shun tlieso 
scenes, too oft repeated, 

Of feudal tyranny o’er petty victiias ; 

1 cannot aid, and will nut witness such. 

Even liere, in this remote, unnamed, dull spot, 

The dimmc.st in the district’s map, exist 
The insolence of wealtli in poverty 
O’er sometliing poorer still — the pride of rank 
In servitude, o’er something still more servile ; 

And vice in misery affecting still 
A tatter’d splendour. What a state of being ! 

In Tuscany, my own dear sunny land, 

Our nobles were but ritizons and merchants, 

Like Cosmo. We had evils, but. not such 
As these ; and our all-ripe and gushing valleys 
Made poverty more cheerful, where eadi herb 
Was in itself a meal, and every vine 
Rain’d, as if were, tlie beverage which mokes glad 
Tlie heart of man ; and tlio ne’er unfelt sun 
(But rarely clouded, and when clouded, leaving 
His wimMlI behind in memory of his beams) 

MilMi tb# mantle, and the thin robe, less 
ilm an emperor’s jowcll’d purple. 

(be ^spots of the north appear 


To imitate the ice-wind of their clinic, 

!5earching ffie shivering vassal through his rags, 

To wring his soul— as the bleak elements 

His form. And ’t is to be among Uicse sovereigns 

My husband pants ! and such his pride of birth— 

That twenty years of usage, such as no 
Father born in a humble state could nerve 
His soul to persecute a son withal, 

Hatli changed no atom of his early nature; 

But 1 , born nobly also, from my father’s 
Kindness was taught a different lesson. Father! 

May thy long-tried and now rewarded spirit 
jook down on us and our so long desired 
Ulric ! 1 love my son, as thou didst me ! 

Whal ’s that ? Thou, Werner ! can it be? and thus? 

^rUer Werner hastily.^ with the knife in his kand^ by die. 
sp.crtt pannely v^hich he closes hurriedly after him. 

fVer, {not at ^/irst recognising her.) Discover’d! then 

I ’ll stab (recognising her.) 

Ah! Josephine, 

Why art thou not at rest ? 

Jos. Wliat rest ? My God ! 

What doth this mean? 

rrV. {.<fhoim)ig a rouleau.) Here ’.s gold^goldy Jose- 
phine, 

Will rtjsriie us from this doteslod dungeon. 

Jo.'i. And how obtain’d ? — that knife ! 
fVtr. ’T is bloodless — yet. 

Away — ^w'o must to our chamber. 

Jos. But whence comest thou? 

IVrr. Ask not! but lei us think whore we shall go — 
Thi.s — this will make us w^ay — (showing t/w gold .) — 1 ’ll 
fit them now. 

Jos. 1 dare not think ihcc guilty of dishonour. 
n 'cr. Dishonour! 

Jos, I have said it. 

kPfr. I.et UR hence ; 

'T is the last night, I trust, that we need jiass here. 

Jos, And not the worst, 1 hope?. 

Hope ! I make sure. 

But let us to our chamber. 

Jos. Yet one (jucsiion — 

What liast thou donci 

fPer. (fhrcely.) licft one thing undone^ which 

Had made all well : let me not think of it! 

Aw'ay ! 

Jos. Ala-s, that I should doubt of thee! [Exeunt. 


ACT IT. 

Scene I. — A Hail in the same Palace. 

Enter Ijienstein and Others. 

Jden. Fine doings! g(K>Llly doings! honest doings! 

A baron pillaged in a prince’s palai't*. ! 

Where, till this hour, such a sin ne’er was heard of. 

Fritz. It hardly could, unles.s llie rats desjjoii’d 
The mice of a few shreds of tapestry. 

Jden. Oh ! that T o’er should live to see Uiis day ! 
The honour of our city ’s gone for ever. 

Fritz. Well, but now to discover tlie delinquent 
The baron is determined not to lose 
This sum witliout a search. 

Jden. And so am I, 

Frits. But whom do you suspect ? 

Jden. Suspect ! all peoplu 

Without— witliin— above— below— Heaven help me ! 
FVitz, Is there no other entrance to tlio chamber ? 
Jden, None whatsoever. 

Fritz. Are you sure of that ? 

Jden, Certain. I have lived and served here sinco 
my birth, 
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And if there were siieh, must have heard of such, 

Or Been it. 

Fritz, Then it must be some one wlio 
Had access to the antecliamb(?r. 

Idcn. Doubtless. 

Fritz. The man call’d fVem&r ^ spoor! 

Idt'u. Poor as a miser, 

}b]t lodi'iul so ffir oftj in the other wiiu'f, 
l^v which there *s no communication with 
'J’jjc haron’s chainhcr, tl>Ht it can’t he Im. 

Ih'sidcs, 1 bade him “j;;oo(I night” in the hall, 

AlnuiSt a mile oftj and which only loads 
i'o his own apartment, about the same time 
Wli^m this burglarious, larc<>nous felony 
Appears to have been committed. 

Fritz. Tlicrc ’s another, 

The, stranger——' 

((hn. The Hungarian ? 

Fritz. Ho who help’d 

To fish the baron from the Oder. 

I den. Not 

Unlikely. But, hold — might it not have been 
( >ne of the suite ? 

Fritz. How? Sir! 

Idvn. No — not yoK, 

Pul sonic of llie inferior knaves. You say 
'fhe baron was aslceji in the great chair — 

'J'hc velvet eliair — in his embroider’d night-govvn ; 
flis toilet spread b<*foro him, and upon it 
A (‘uhinet with letters, papers, and 
SevtTjd rouleaux of gold : of which one only 
lias <hsatipear’(l ; — the door unholled, with 
No ditlicnlt acciiss to any. 

Fritz. Good sir, 

r.e not so fpnek ; the iKUionr of the corps 
Whieli f irms the baron's honseliold ’.s uninipcaclfd 
Vmrn steward to scullion, save in l!ie fair way 
Of jieculalion ; such as in ace,ompts, 

Weights, tneasures, larder, cellar, lintfery, 

Wheri', all men tak(‘ their prey ; us also in 
Po..iage of letters, gathering of nmts, 

PorveyiMg f-asts, and nnderslanding with 
’I'Ik lion**'<( trades who liirnish noble masters: 
fhil (iir your petty, picking, downright thievery, 

We sewrn i( as we do board-wages. Tlie.n 
II. id oji(‘ oi’our folks done it, he. would ii'»t 
ll.ii*' iicen so jioor a spirit a.s to lia/.ar'-t 
Ih,' neck fir (>nr rouleau, hid have swoop’d all^ 

APo die eabniel, if fiori.ahle. 

/i.Vn. Tlu re is some sen-e in that 

Fr'ih. No, sir, bo sure 

’Twus none of our eorjis ; hut some pett 3 '', trivial 
Picker and stealer, without art or genius, 
rile only (jueslion is — Who else coidd have 
Ae.ces.s, save the Hungarian and yonr.self ? 

Idvn. You don’t mean me? 

Fritz. No, sir; I honour more 

Your talents 

Idvn. And my principles’, T hope. 

Fritz. Of course. But to the point: What ’b to be 
done- ? 

Idvn. Nothing — hut there ’s a good deal to ho said. 
We ’H offer a reward ; move h<?avcn and eardi, 

And the police, (though there ’s none nearer than 
Prankfort ;) post notic-es in manuscript, 

(Por we ’ve no printer;) and set by my clerk 
To read rliem, (f>r few can, save he and I.) 

Wo ’ll .send out vllluim to strip beggars, and 
Soarcli empty pockets ; also, to arrest 
All gipsies, and ill-clothed and sallow people. 

Prisoners \vv ’ll have at least, if not the culprit ; 

And fir the baron’s gold — if ’tis not found, 

At least ho shall have the full satisfaction 
Of melting twice its substance in the raising 
'J’he ghost of this rouleau. Here ’s alcliymy 


For your lord’s losses ! 

Fritz, Ho hath found a better. 

Iden. Wliere ? 

Fritz. In a most immense inheritance. 

The late Count SiegondorlJ his distant kinsman, 

Is dead near Prague, in hia castic, and my lord 
Is on his way to take possession. 

Iden, Was there 

No heir ? 

Fritz. Hh, yes ; hut he lias disajijiear’d 
liong from the world's eye, and perhujis llie world. 

A prodigal son, hencatli lii^ fallier’.s ban 
For the last twenty years ; for whom his sire 
Refused to kill the fatted calf; and, therefore, 

If living, he must chew the husks still. But 
Tlie baron would find means to silence him. 

Were he to reappear : he ’s politic, 

; And ha.s much intlucnco with a certain court. 

Iden. He ’s fortunate. 

Fritz. ’T is true, there is a grandson, 

Whom the lute count reclaim’d from hia son’s hands, 
And educated as his heir; but then 
His liirth is doubtful. 

Iden, Hvm' bo ? 

Fritz. His siro made 

A left-hanil, love, imprudent sort of marriage, 

With un Italian exile’s dark-eyed daughter: 

Noble, they say, too ; hut no match for .such 
A house as Siegimdorfs. Tlie grandsiro ill 
(h>uld brook the alliance ; anil could ne’er bo brought 
To s«‘.e the jiarenls, though he t(K>k the son. 

Ifkn. If lie’s a lad of metfli*, he may yet 
f3ispute your claim, and weave a web that may 
Pu7./le your baron to unravel. 

Fritz. Why, 

For mettle, Iu5 has quite enough : they say, 

He firms a luippy mixture of his sire 
And grandidre’s qualities, — impetuous as 
The former, and ileep as tlic latter ; but 
The strangest is, that ho too disappear’d 
Some inonlliH ago. 

Iden. The devil ho did ! 

Fritz. Why i yea: 

It must have h<*en at hi.s suggestion, at 

An hour so critical as was the eve 

(if the old man’s death, wliose lieart was broken by it. 

Idvn. Was there no cause assign’d? 

Fritz. Plenty, no doubt, 

And none perhaps the true one. Some averr’d 
It was to seek las parents; .some because 
The old man held his sjiirit in so strictly, 

(But that rould scarce lie, for hn doteMi on him;) 

A thiril believed ho wish’d to serve in W’ar, 

But peact^ being made soon afler his departure, 

He might have since returnM, wore that the motive; 

A fjurtli set charitalily liavc sumiisod, 

As there was sorniilliing strange and mystic in him, 
'I'hat in the. wiki exuberance of his naturo 
11 j‘ had join’d the black bands, who lay W'a.sle Lusatia, 
I’lic mountains of Bohemia and Silesia, 

Since the last years of war had dwindletl into 
A kind of general condottiero system 
( )f bamlit xvarfare. ; each troop witli ite chief, 

And all against mankind. 

Idrni. That cannot be 

A young heir, bred to wealth and luxury, 

T«i risk his life and honours with disbanded 
Soldiers and desperadoes! 

Fritz. Heaven best knows ! 

But tliere are human natures so allic-d 
Unto the savage love of enlerprwe, 

That they will seek for peril as a fileasuro. 

I ’vc heard that nothing can reclaim your Indian, 

Or tame the tiger, though their infancy 
Were fed on milk and honey. After* all, 



Your Walienstein, your Tilly and Gustavua, 

Your Baniiier, and your Toratenson and Weimar, 
Were but the same thing upon a grand scale ; 

And now that they are gone, and peace proclaim’d, 
They who would follow the same pastime must 
Pursue it on their own account. Here comes 
The baron, and the Saxon stranger, who 
Was his chief aid in yesterday’s escape, 

But did not leave the cottage by the Oder 
IJnti) this morning. 

Enter Stralenheim and Unnic. 

Stral, Since you have refused 

All compensation, gentle stranger, save 
Inadequate tlianks, you almost check even them, 
Making me feel the worthlessness of words, 

And bluslj at my own barren gratitude, 

They se(;rn so niggardly compared with what 
Your courteous courage did in my boiial f - — — 

Ulr. I pray you press the tlicriie no further. 

Stral. But 

Can I not serve you ? You arc young, and of 
Tliat mould which throws out heroes ; fair in favour ; 
Brave, I know, by my living now to say so; 

And doubtlessly, with sucli a form and heart, 

Would I<K)k into the heiy eyes of war, 

As ardently for glory as you dared 
An obscure death to save an unknown stranger 
In an as perilous, but opposite clement. 

You are made for tlie service : I have served ; 

Have rank by birth and soldiership, and friends, 

Who shall be yours. ’T is true tins pause of peace 
Favours such views at present scantily ; 

But ’twill not last, men’s spirits are too stirring ; 

And, after thirty years of conflict, peace 
Is but a petty war, as the times show us 
In every forest, or a mere arm'd truce. 

War will reclaim his own ; and, in the meantime, 

You might obtain a post, which would ensure 
A liigher S(M>n, and, by my influence, fail not 
To rise. 1 speak of Brandenburg, wherein 
I stand well with tlie elector; in Bohemia, 

Like you, I am a stranger, and we arc now 
Upon its frontier. 

Ulr. You perceive my garb 

Is Sa.(Ofi, and of course iny service duo 
To my own sovereign. If 1 ntust decline 
Your ofTor, ’tis with the same fooling wliich 
Induced it. 

Stral. Wliy, this ia mere usury ! 

I owe my life to you, and you refuse 
The acquittance of the interest of the debt, 

To heap more obligations on me, till 
1 bow bcneatli tlioiii. 

Ulr, You shall say so when 

I claim tlj^aymont. 

Stral, Well, sir, since you will not— 

You are nobly born? 

Ulr, I have heard my kinsmen say so. 

Stt‘al. Your actions show it. Might I ask your name ? 

Ulr, Ulric. 

Stral, Y our house’s ? 

Ulr. When I ’m worthy of it, 

I ’ll answer you. 

Stral. (aside.) Most probably an Austrian, 

Whom these unsettled limes forbid to boast 
His lineage on tliese wild and dangerous frontiers, 
Where the name of his country is abhorr’d. 

[Almd to Fkitz and Idensteih. 
So, sirs ! how have ye i^d in your researches ? 

Jdeti. Inditfereait well^ your excellency. 

SiraL Then 

iam to deona^p^lliM^ is caught? 

JMm. Hun^lii-Mfiil exactly. 

Stral. * Or at least sospected? 


Iden, Oh ! for tliat matter, very much suspected. 

Stral. Who may he be? 

1dm. Why, do n’l you know, my lord ? 

Stral. How should I ? I was fast asleep. 

1dm. And so 

Was I, and that’s tlie cause I know no more 
Than does your excellency. 

Stral. Dolt ! 

Iden. Why, if 

Your lordship, being robb’d, do n’t recognise 
The rogue ; how should I, not being robb’d, identify 
The thief among so many ? In the crowd, 

May it please your excellency, your thief looks 
Exa« ly like the rest, or rather better : 

’T is only at the bar anti in the dungeon * 

That wise men know your felon by his features ; 

But I ’II engage, that if seen there hut once, 

WheUutr he be found criminal or no, 

His fjicc shall he so. 

Stral. {to Fkitz.) Prithee, Fritz, inform me 
What hatli been done to trace the fellow ? 

Fritz. Faith ! 

My lord, not much as yet, exct^pl conjecture. 

Stral. Besides the loss (which, I must own, affects 
mo 

Just now materially) I needs would find 
The villain out of public motives; for 
So dexterous a spoiler, who could creep 
Through my attendmits, and so many peopled 
And lighted chambers, on my rest, and snatch 
The gold before my scarce-closed eyes, would soon 
Leave bare your borough, Sir Intendant ! 

Iden. True ; 

If there wore aught to carry off, my lord. 

Ulr. What is all this? 

Stral. You join’d us but this morning, 

And have not heard that I was robb’d last night. 

Ulr. Some rumour of it reach’d me as I pass’d 
The outer chambers of the palace, but 
I know no further. 

Stral.. It is a strange business ; 

The intendant can inform you of the facts. 

Iden. Most willingly. You see 

Stral. {impatiently.) Defer your tale, 

Till certain of the iiearor’s patience. 

Iden. That 

Can only be approved by proofs. I'ou see 

Stral, {a^nin inlerruptins: hint^ and addrr.mvgVhHic.) 

In sliort, I was asleep upon a chair, 

My cabinet before ino, with some gold 
Upon it, (more than 1 mueli like to lose, 

Though in part only:) some ingenious person 
Contrived to glide through all my own attendants, 
Be.sides those of the place, and bore away 
A hundred golden ducats, which to find 
I would be ftiin, and there ’s an end. Perhaps 
You (as I still am rather faint) would add 
To yesterday’s great obligation, this, 

Though slighter, not yet slights to aid these men 
(Who seem but lukewarm) in recovering it ? 

Ulr. Most willingly, and wdlhout b)ss of lime — 

(7b Idensteiit.) Come liitlier, mynheor! 

Idm. But so much haste bodes 

Right little speed, and 

Ulr. Standing inoti(«iless 

None ; so let ’s march ; we ’ll talk as we go on. 

Iden. But— — 

Ulr. Show the spot, and then I ’ll answer you. 

Fritz, I will, sir, with his excellency’s leave. 

Stral. Do so, and take you old ass with you. 

Fritz. Hence ! 

Ulr. Gome on, old oracle, ex(K>und thy riddle ! 

with Idenstein and Fhit*. 

Stral. (eolut.) A stalwart, active, soldier-looking 
stripling, 



ACT iu.* 


Handsome as Hercules ere bis first labour} 

And with a brow of thought beyond his years 
When in repose, till his eye kindles up 
In answering yours. I wish I could engage him : 

1 have need of soino such spirits near me now, 

For this inlieritance is worth a struggle. 

And though 1 am not the man to yield without one, 
Neitlier are tliey who now rise up between me 
And my desire. The boy, they say, ’s a bold one ; 

Hut he hath play’d tlie truant in some hour 

Of freakish folly, leaving fortune to 

Cihamjdon his claims. That ’s well. The father, whom 

For years I Vo track’d, as does tlie blood-hound, never 

] n sight, but constantly in scent, had put me 

'I’o fiult ; but liere 1 ham him, and that ’s belter. 

It, must be he ! All circumstance proclaims it ; 

And careless voices, knowing not the cause 
Of my inquiries, still confirm it — Yes! 

The man, his bearing, and the mystery 
Of his arrival, and the time ; the account, too, 

The intendant gave (for I have not belield her) 

C)r his wife’s dignilied but foreign aspect ; 

Besides the antipathy with which we met, 

As snakes and lions shrinlt back from each other 
By secret instinct that both must be foes 
l^eadly, without being natural prey to either ; 

All — all— confirm it to ray mind. However, 

We ’ll grapple, nc’ertheless. In a few hours 
I’lni order conies from Frankfort, if these waters 
Rise not tlie higlier, (and the weatlier favours 
Their quick abatement,) and I ’ll have him safe 
Within a dungcion, where he may avouch 
II is real estate and name; and there’s no harm done. 
Should he prove other than 1 deem. This robbery 
(Save for the actual loss) is lucky also: 

He ’s f»rK»r, and that ’s suspicious — he ’s unknown, 

And that ’s defenceless. — True, we have m proofs 
Of guilt, but what hath ho of imiocenci' / 

Were he a man inditrerent to my prospects, 

In other bearings, I should rather lay 
Tlic inculpation on the Hungarian, who 
Hath something wliich I like not ; and alone 
Of all around, except tlic intendant, and 
The prince’s household and my own, had ingress 
Familiar to the chamber, 

JErUcr Gabor. 

Friend, how faro you ? 

Gah, As those who faro well everywhere, when tliey 
Have supji’d and slumber’d, no great matter how — 

And you, my lord ? 

Stral, Bolter in rest than purse : 

Mine inn is like to cost me dear. 

Goi. I heard 

Of your late loss; but ’t is a trifle to 
One of your order. 

Slral. You would hardly tliiuk so, 

Were the loss yours. 

Gdh. I never had so much 

(At once) in ray whole life, and therefore am not 
hkt to decide. But I came here to seek you. 

Your couriers are turn’d back— I have outstript them, 

In my return. 

Stral. You!— Why? 

Gab. I wont at daybreak, 

T<j watch for the abatement of tho river, 

As being anxious to resume my journey. 

Your messengers were all check’d like myself ; 

And, seeing the case hopeless, I await 
'J’iie current’s pleasure. 

Stral, Would the dogs were in it ! 

Why did they not, at least, attempt the passage ? 

1 order’d tliis at all risks. 

Oab. Could you order 

The Oder to divide, as Moses did 


The Red Seat (scareely redder than the flood 
Of the swoln stream,) aiid be obey’d, perhaps 
They might have ventured. 

Stral. I must see to it: 

The knaves ! the slaves ! — but they shall smart for flits. 

STRALCHHEXir; 

Gah. (eolus.) There goes my noble, feudal, self- 
will’d baron ! 

Epitom^^ of what brave chivalry 
The preux chevaliers of tlie good old times 
Have left us. Yestenlay he would have given 
His lands, (if he hath any,) and, still dearer, 

His sixteen quarleriiigs, for as much fresh air 
As would have fill’d- a bladder, while he lay 
Gurgluig and foaming half way through die window 
Of hi.s o’erset and watcr-Iogg’d conveyance ; 

And now hti storms at half a dozen wretches 
Because they love their lives too ! Yet, ho ’s right: 

’T is strange they should, when such as he may put fliem 
To hazurti at his pleasure. Oh ! thou world ! 

Thou art indeed a melancholy jest ! [EwU Gabor, 

Scene II. — The Apartment of Werner, in the Palaoe. 
Enter Josepuine and Ueric. 

Joa. Stand hack, and lot me look on tliou again ! 

My Ulric ! — my beloved! — can it be — 

After twelve years ? 

Ulr. My dearest mother ! 

Jos. Yes ! 

My dream is realized — how beautiful ! — 

How more than all I sigh’d for ! Heaven receive 
A moUier’s thanks ! — a mother’s tears of joy ! 

This is indeed thy work ! — At such an hour, too, 

He comes not only as a son, but saviour. 

Ulr. If Slid) a joy await me, it must double 
What 1 now feel, and ligliten from my heart 
A part of tlie long debt of duty, not 
Of love (for that was ne’er withheld) — forgive mo 
This l*)ng delay was not my fault. 

Jos, I know it, 

But cannot think of sorrow now, and doubt 
If I ek^r felt it, ’t Is so dazzled from 
My memory, by this oblivious transport ! — 

My son ! 

EfUtr Werner. 

Wer. What liavo wc hero, more strangers ? 

Jos, No! 

Lf^ok upon him! Wliat do you see? 

JVer. A stripling, 

For the first lime 

Ulr. {kwtling.) P^jr twelve long years, my father! 
IVrT. Oh, God ! 

Jos. He faints ! 

Wcr. No— I am bettor now— 

Ulric! {Embraces him.) 

Ulr. My fiilhnr, Sicgeiidorf ! 

JVer. {starling.) Hush ! boy— 

The walls may hear that name ! 

Ulr. What then ? 

JVer. Why, then— 

But wo will talk of that anon. Remember, 

I must be known here but as Werner. Come! 
yome to my arms again ! Why, thou look’st all 
I should have been, and was not. Josephine ! 

Sure ’t is no I'atlier’s fondness dazzles me ; 

But had I seen that form amid ton tliousand 
Youth of the cluiicest, my heart would have chosen 
This for my son ! 

Ulr. And yet you know roe not ! 

JVer. Alas ! I have had that upon my soul 
Which makes mo look on all men with an eye 
That only knows tlie evil at first glance. 

Ulr. My memory served me far more fondly : I 
Have not forgotten aught ; and ofitimea in 





The proud and princely halls of-»(I ’ll not name them, 
As you say that is perUous}—- but i’ the pomp 
Of your sire’s feudal mansion, I look’d back 
To the Bohemian mountains many a sunset, 

And wept to see another day go down 

O’er thee and me, with those huge hills between us. 

They shall not part us more. 

IVer. I know not that. 

Are you aware my father is no more ? 

Ulr. Oh lieavens ! 1 left liirn in a green old age, 

A»id looking like the oak, worn, but still steady 
Amidst the elements, wljilst younger trees 
Pell fast around him. ’T was srarcc three montlis since. 
Why did you leave him? 

Jos. (ernhrucinir Unnic.) Can you ask that question? 
(s he not fwrc ? 

IVer. True ; he hath sought his parents, 

A.nd found them ; but, oh 1 hovj, and in what stale. ! 

Ulr. All si»all be better’d. What we have to do 
Is to proceed, and to assart our riglits, 

Or rather yours ; for 1 waive all, unb.'ss 
Your fa(h<}r has disposed in such a sort 
Of his broad lands as to make mine the foremost, 

So that I must prefer my claim for form : 

Cut I frost better, juid that all is yours. 

IVcr. Have you not heard of Stralenheim ? 

Ulr. I saved 

His life but yesterday : he ’s here. 

IVer. You saved 

The serpent who will sting us all ! 

Ulr. You speak 

Riddles : what is thi.s Stredenhem tf> us ? 

PVer. Every thing. One who claims our father’s 
lands : 

Our distant kinsman, and our nearest f^c. 

Ulr. I never heard his name till now. The count. 
Indeed, spoke sometimes of a kinsman, who, 

If his own lino should fail, might be remotely 
luvolv<-'d in the su« ’cession ; hut liis titles 
Were never named b»5(<)re mo — and wliatthe.n? 

His right must yjcld to otiry. 

fVer. Ay, if at Prague : 

Rut here he is all-powerful ; and lias sjire.ad 
Snares for thy father, vvlhcli, jf hitherto 
He hath escaped them, is by f)rlune, nut 
13y favour. 

Ulr. Doth he ])ersona]ly know you ? 

IVer. No; hut he guesses shrewdly at my person. 

As he betray’d last ni 5 d>t; and 1, perliaps, 

Cut owe my temporary liberty 
his uueertamly, 

Ulr. I think you wrong him, 

(Ex(Misn me for the phrase ;) but Sfraleiiheim 
Is not wliai yon pn jndge him, or, if so. 

He owes me something both fur {>ast and present, 
f saved his life, he therefire trusts in mo. 

He hath been plunder’d loo, since he came hither; 
fs sick ; a stranger ; and ns such not now 
Able to trace the villain wlio Jmih robb’d him; 

[ liave pledged myself to do so ; atxl the business 
Which brought mo herci was ehielly that ; but I 
Have fount!, in searching t(»r another’s dross, 

My own whole treasure — you, my parents ! 

PVer. {agitfUedli/.) WIio 

Taught you to nnjaith that name of “villain?” 

Utr. ' What 

More nohle name belongs to common Ihiovcs ? 

IVer. Who taught you thus to brand an unknown 
being 

Willi an internal stigma? 

Ulr. My own fet-lings 

T’aught me to name a rufiian from his deeds. 

f'Kn*. Who taught you, long-sought and ill-found 
twy ! that 

It would bo safia for my own son to insult ine** 


Ulr. I named a villain. What is there in common 
Widi such a being and my father ? 

JVer. Every thing ! 

That niflian is thy father ! 

Jos. Oh, my son ! 

Cdiove him not — and {her voice faliers.) 

Ulr. {starts^ looks earnestly at Wekner, and then 
says slowly) And you avow it? 

JVtr. IJlric, before you dart^ despise your father. 
Learn to divine and Judge his actions. Yiningy 
Rash, new to life, arid rearVl in luxury’s lap. 

Is it for you to measure passion’s force, 

Or niiscry’s tempt at ion ? Wait — (not long, 

'■ ‘racih like the night, ami quickly)— Wait !— 

Wail till, like me, your hopes are blighted— till * 

Sorrow and shame are handiTiaids of your cabin 
‘limine and poverty your guests at table; 

Despair your bedfellow' — then rise, but not 
From sleep, and judge, ! should that day e’er arrive— 
■should you see. then the serpent, who hath coil’d 
Himself around all that is dear and noble 
)f you ami yf>urs, lie slumbering in your path, 

VV^itli but his f;)lds between your steps and happiness, 
When /te, who lives but to tear from you name, 

Irand.s, life it.^eltj lies at ytair mercy, with 
ChaiM’c your conductor ; midniglu for your mantle ; 

'i'hc bare laiife in your liand, and earth asleep. 

Eve'll to your deadliest foe; and he as ’t were 

Inviting death, hy Nxiking like it, wliile 

His d«.‘ath alone ( an save, you: — Tliank your God! 

If then, like, me, contt'iit witli p(d,ty plunder, 

You turn a.’^idc 1 did so. 

Ulr. Cut 

ffW. {ahrupily.) Hear me! 

I will not brook a Inimtin voice— scarce dare 
Listen to my own (if that be human still) — 

Hear me! you do not know this man — I do. , 

He’s mean, diicculful, avaricious. You 
Deem yoiir.solf saf^, as y(»uiig and brave ; but learn 
None ar(' S( <’-ure from clesperfition, few 
From subfilly. My worst foe, Sfraloriludm, 

Iloij.sed in a jirincc’s palace, couch’d within 
A prince’s chamber, lay below my knife ! 

An instant' — a mere motion— the liiast impulse — 

Had swept him and all fear.s of mine from earth. 

Ho was within my [kjwwm- — my knife was raised — 
Withdrawn — and I’m in his: — arc. you not so? 

Who Udls you that In^ knows yon 7iot ? Who says 
Ho hadi not lured you here to end you? or 
To plunge you, with your parents, in a dungeon? 

[He pauses. 

Ulr. Proceed — }>rocced ! 

JVtr. Me. he hath ever known, 

And liiinted through each change of time — ^name — 
fort line — 

And why not yon? Are you more versed in men? 

He. wound snares round me; flung along my path 
Reqitilos, wlnan, in my y(?uth. I would have spum’d 
Even from my presence ; but, in spurning now, 

Fill only with fresh venom. Will you he 
More patient? Ulric ! — Ulric! — there are crimes 
Mad(j venial by the occasion, and temptations 
Wliich nature cannot master or finbear. 

Ulr. {liHiks Jirst at him^ and then nt JosEPHiiVK.) 
My mother ! 

\Vcr. Ay! I thought so; you have now 
Only one parent. J have lost aliko 
Father and son, and stand alono. 

Ulr. But stay ! 

[Wkuner rushes out of the ckamher. 
Jos. (to Ulric.) .Follow him not until Uiis storm of 
passion 

Abates. Think’st thou, that wore it well for him, 

1 had not follow’d ? 

Ulr, I obey you, mother, 



Although roUictantly. My first act shall not 
Be one of disobedience. 

Jos. Oh ! he is good ! 

Condemn him not from his own moutii, but trust 
To me, who have borne so much with him, and for him, 
I'hat this is but the surface of his soul, * 

And that the deptli is ricli in better things. 

IJlr, Those then are but my father’s principles ? 

My motlier thinks not with him? 

Jos, Nor doth he 

Think as he spealcs. Alas ! long years of grief 
made him sometimes tlms. 

Ulr. Exjjiain to me 

More clearly, then, these claims of Slralenheim, 

'I'hai, when I see the subject in its bearings, 

1 may prepare to face him, or at least 
To extricate you from your present perils. 

I pledge myself to accomplish this — but would 
I had arrived a few liours sooner ! 

Jos. Ay ! 

Hadst thou but done so ! 

Enter Gabor and Idenstetn, with Attendants, j 

Oah. {to Ulrtc.) I have sought you, comrade. 
So this is my reward! 

Ulr, What do vou mean? 


Have you aught with me ? 

What should £ 


Stral. Well, sir! 

Gab. 

Strtd, 

Have with you ? 

Otd). You know best, if yesterday’s 

Flood has not wash’d away ytmr memory j 
But tliat ’s a trifle. I stand hero accused, 
fu phrases not equivocal, by yon 
hitendanf) of the pillage of yotir person 
Or chamber; — is the charge your owu or his? 

JStral. 1 accuse no man. 

Gah. Then you acquit me, baron? 

Strut. 1 know not whom to accuse, or to acquit, 

Or scarcely to sii.«i|)ect. 

Gah. But yon at Iea.st 

Should know whom not to su.spect. I am insulted— 
Opprcs.s’d hero by these menials, and I look 
To you for remedy — teach them their duty! 

To look for tliievcs at home were [»art of it, 

If duly taught ; but, in one word, if 1 
Have an accuser, let it be a man 
Worthy to be sf> of a man like me. 

I nm )our equal. 

Slnil. You ! 

Gab. Ay, sir ; and, for 

Aught that you know, siqierior; but j)roccod — 


Gat). ’Sdealh ! havtJ I lived to these years, and for I do not ask for hints, and surmises, 


this ! 


A?i<l cinuunstance, arid (iroofs ; T know enough 


(To InENsTEiw.) But for your age and folly, I would Of uhat 1 have done for you, and what you owe me, 

tden. Help! To have at k'asi waited yuiir pavment rather 


Hand's off! Touch an iuLendanl 1 

Out). Do not tliink 

I ’ll honour you so much as save your throat 
From the Ravenstone'*' by choking you myself. 

him. J thank you (or the res}uU! ; but tiicrc arc 
Those who have greater tie(‘cl of it than 1. 

^ Ulr. Unriddle this vile wrangling, 

Gat). 


The baron htis been robb’d, and upon mo 
This worthy personage has deign’d to fix 
Ills kind suspicions — mo ! whom he ne’er saw 
Til! y ester evening. 

Iden. Wouldst liave me suspect 

My own acquaintances ? You have to learn 
That f keep better company. 

Gab. You shall 

Ke< [» ilic best shortly, and the last for all men, 

I’he wwins! you homid of malice! 

[Gabor seizts on him. 


Tliau paid mysell^ liad I been eager of 
Your gold, 1 also know that were I even 
The villain 1 am diunn’d, Uio service render’d 
So r(‘ccntly would not ]>ermit you to 
Pursue me to the ih.'alh, except through shame, 
Such as would leave your scutcheon but a blank. 
But Ibis is notlung : I demand of you 
At once, Uicn, Justice upon your unjust servants, and 


Ulr. {inlnfirinff.) 


From your own lips a disavowal of 
All sanction of their insolence; thus much 
You owe to llio unknown, wlio asks no more, 

And never thought to have ask’d so much. 

Strut. Tliis tone 

May bo of innocence. 

Gat). ’iSdcath ! who daro doubt it, 

E.xccpt such villains as ne’er had it? 

Strut . Y^ou 

An; hot, sir. 

Gal). Must I turn an icicle 


He ’s oid, unarm’d — bo temperate, Gabor ! 

Gah. {letting go Jdenhtein.) 

1 arn a fool to lose myself because 
Fools deem me knave : it is their homage. 

Ulr. {to Idenstein.) 

Fare you? 

Help ! 

I have help’d you. 

KiU him ! then 


Nay, no violence: Before llie breath of menials, and their nioslcr? 


True: 


How 


Jdm. 
Ulr. 
Iden. 

1 ’ll .say so. 
Gab. 
Iden. 


I am calm — ^live on! 

That ’s more 
Than you shall do, if there be judge or judgment 
In Germany. The baron shall decide ! 

Gab. Does he abet you in your accusation ? 

Iflen. Does ho not? 

Grab. Then next time let him go sink 

Ere I go hang for snatching him from drowning. 

But here ho comes ! 

Enter Stralevheim. 

Gab. {goes up to him.) My noble lord, I’m here! 


Stral. Ulric! you know lliis man; I found iiini in 
Vour company. 

Gal). We found pou in the Oder 

Would wc had left you tliere ! 

Stral. I give you thanks, sir. 

Gah. I Vo earn’d them ; but might liavo euni’d more 
from otliers, 

Pe.rchance, if I had left you to your fate. 

Stral. Ulric ! you know this man ? 

Gut). No more than you do, 

If he avouches not my honour. 

Ulr. I 

Can vourli your courage, and, as far as my 
, Own brief connexion led me, lionour. 

Stral. Then 

I ’m satisfied. 

Gab. (mmkoUy.) Right easily, meUiinks. 

What is the spell in his asseveration 
More than in mine? 

Stral. I merely said that / 

Was satisfied — ^not that you are absolved. 

Gab. Again ! Am 1 accused or no ? 

Stral, Qo to ! 

You wax too insolent. If circunuitance 


•Th« Rivpnstoue, “ RavcMlein,” the stons gibbet of Germ&ny, | a* i 1 u 

end to called from the ravene perclilug on it, general suspicion bo against yoU., 



is the iaiilt mine ? Is H not enough that I 
Decline all question of your ^ult or innocence? 

Oab, My lord, my lord, this is mere cozenage, 

A vile equivocation ; you well know 

Your doubts are certainties to all around you — 

Your looks a voice— your frowns a sentence ; you 
Are practising your [K)wor on mo — because 
You have it; but beware! you know not whom 
You strive to tread on. 

Strd. Threat’st thou? 

Gab, Not so much 

As you accuse. You liint iho basest injury, 

And I retort it with an open warning. 

Stral. As you have said, ’t is true I owe you some- 
thing, 

For which you seem disposed to pay yourself. 

Gab. Not with your g<^d. 

Siral, With bootless insolence. 

[To ba Attendantu and Idenstexn 
Y ou need not further to molest this man, 

But lot him go his way. Ulric, good morrow! 

[ExU Stkai.enheim, Idensteiiv, €md AUendmUs. 

Gdi. (foWrwing.) I ’ll after hun and 

tJlr. (stopping him,) Not a step. 

Ody. Who shall 

Oppose mo.? 

ULt, Your own reason, with a moment’s 
Thought. 

(rah. Must I bear this? 

Utr. Pshaw ! we all must bear 

The arrogance of something higher than 
Ourselves — the highest cannot temper Satan, 

Nor the lowest his vicegerents upon earth. 

I Ve seen you brave the eleriHJnts, and bear 
Things which had made this silkworm cast his skin — 
A.nd shrink you from a few sharp sneers and words ? 

Gob. Must 1 boar to bo deem’d a thief? If ’t were 
A bandit of the woods, I could have borne it— 

'There ’s something daring in it ; — but to steal 
The moneys of a slumbering man I — 

Ubr, It seems, tlien, 

Tou arc not guilty ? 

Glib. Do I hear aright? 

Fon too ! 

Ulr, I merely ask’d a simple question. 

Gab. If the judge ask’d me, I would answer ‘’No” — 
To you I answer thus, (He rbriavs.) 

Ulr. (^drawing.) With all my heart! 

Jos. Without there! Ho! help! help! — Oh God! 
here ’s murder ! [Exit Josephiite, shriehng. 

Gabor emd Uleic Gabor is disarmed Just as 

STRALEiviiErM, JosEPHiJTE, Iderstein, rc-enteT, 

Jos. Oh ! glorious heaven ! He ’s safe ! 

Stral. (to JosEPaim:.) Who ’s safe ? 

Jew. My 

Ulr, (iiUerrupting her with a stem hok^ and turning 
afterwards to Stralerheim.) Both ! 

Here ’s no great harm done. 

Stral, What hath caused all this? 

Ulr, Yok, baron, I believe ; but as the effect 
Is harmless, let it not disturb you.— Gidwr ! 

Thor© is your sword ; and when you bare it next, 

Let it not be against your friends. 

[Ulric pronounces the last words slowly end emphor 
tioal^ in a low voice to Gabok. 

Gah. I thank you 

Less for my life titan for your counsel. 

Stral, These 

Bfiwls must end here. 

Gab. MSti 'Me sword.) They shdL You have 
ni% Ulric, 

More with your iikkmd thoughts than sword: t would 
The last were mUky bosom raiber than 


The first in yours. 1 could have borne yon nobteb 
Absurd insinuations— ignorance 
And dull suspicion are a part of his 
Intail will last him longer than his lands.— 

But I may fit him yet you have vanquishM me. 

I was the fool of passion to conceivo 

That I could cope with you, whom I had seen 

Already proved by greater perils than 

Rest in this arm. We may meet by and by, 

However— but ki friendship. [Exit Gabor. 

Stral. 1 will brook 

No more! This outrage following up his insults, * 

P‘ ''haps his guilt, has cancell’d all Die little 
I owed him heretofore for the so-vaunted 
Aid which ho added to yonr abler succour. • 
Ulric, you are not hurt ? — 

Ulr, Not even by a scratcli. 

Stral, (to Iderstein.) Intendant ! take your measures 
to secure 

Yon fellow: 1 revoke my former lenity. 

Ho sliall be sent to Frankfort with an escort 
The instant tliat the waters have abated. 

Men. Secure him ! He hath got his sword again— 
And seems to Imow the use on ’t ; ’t is his trade, 

Belike ; — I ’m a civilian. 

Sind. Fool ! are not ' 

You score of vassals dogging at your heels 
Enough to seize a dozen such ? Hence ! after him ! 
Uk. Baron, I do beseech you ! 

Stral, I must bo 

Obey’d. No words 1 

Iden, Well, if it must bo so— 

March, vassals ! I ’m your leader, and will bring 
The rear up : a wise grmeral never should 
Expose his precious life— f>n which all rests. 

J like that article of war. 

[Exit Iderstein and Attendants, 
Stral, Come hither, 

Ulric ; whal docs that woman hero? Oh! now 
1 recognise her, ’t is tlic stranger’s wife 
Whom they name “Werner.” 

Ulr. ’T is his name. 

Stral, Indeed ! 

Is not your husband visible, fair dame ? — 

Jos. Who seeks him? 

Stral. No one — for tlic present : but 

fain would parley, Ulric, with yourself 
Alone. 

Ubr. I will retire with you. 

Jos. Not so: 

You are tlie latest stranger, and command 
All places here. 

(Aside to Ulric as she goes out.) O Ulric ! have a 
care— 

Remember what depends on a rash word ! 

Ulr. (to Josephine.) Pear not !— 

[Exit Josephine. 

Stral. Ulric, I think that I may trust you : 

You saved my life — and acts like these beget 
Unbounded confidence. 

Ulr. Say on. 

Stral, Mysterious 

And long-engender’d circumstances (not 
To bo now fully enter’d on) have made 
This man obnoxious — perhaps fatal to me. 

Ulr. Who ? Gabor, the Hungarian? 

Stral, No — this “Werner”— 

With the false name and habit. 

Ulr, How can this be ? 

He is the poorest of the poor— and yellow 
Sideness sits cavem’d in his hollow eye : 

The man is helpless. 

Stral, He is— His no matter;— 

But if he be the man I deem (and that 
He is 8(S all anound us here— and much 



Act III. 


That is not here— confirm my ap|»rehension) 

He must be made secure ere twelve hours further. 

Vlr. And what liave I to do with this ? 

I have sent 

he governor, my fricud, 
rily to do so by 
)usc of Brandenburg,) 
jut this cursed flood 
id may do for some hours. 

‘g- 

That is well. 

But how 

A.S one who did ro much 
)t be indiflbreiit to 
nore imj)orl to me than 
ed. — Keep your eye on him*. 
le, knows that I now know him. — 
l^ou would watch the wild boar when 
you in the hunter’s gap — 
be spear’d. 

Why so? 

Ho stands 

i brave inheritance ! 

! it ! But you shall. 

I hope so. 

ichcHt of llie rich Bohemia, 
ching war. It lies so near 
Prague, that fire and sword 
ghlly : so that now, besides 
f, it hears doulde value 
hole realms far and near 

tn describe it faithfully, 
d you see it, you would say t 

II sliidi. 

I a<rcepl the omen, 
iin a r«'eonn)etjse from it and me, 
nake worthy your acceplaiice 
■ and mine for ever. 

>le, siekj tmd iiiiserahle vvrefeh — 
anger — stand.s hefvNee,n you and 
(As Adam did between 

I — {Aifidi‘.\ 

Ho doth. 

iJuffi l.e fi<i right / 
>nc. A di'^inhcrited prodigal, 
nty years disgraced liis lineage 
t chiefly by his marriage, 
’ornmerce-felchiiig burghers, 

•hant.s, in a marl of Jews, 
viie, tlien ? 

I'on ’d be sorry to 
iher. You iiave seen tlie woman 

Ts she not so? 

No more 

ther an Italian girl, 
banish’d man, who lives 
ty w'iUi this same Werrier. 
hiklles.s, then ? 

There is or was a bastard, 
n — the grandsire (as old age 
•k to warm his bosom, 
lownward to the grave : 
i not in my path — he has fled, 
ither ; and if lie liad nut, 
vere U>o contemptible 
j? do you smile ? 

At your vain fears : 

St in hi.s grasp — a child 
can startle a grandee ! 
be fear’d, where all is to be gain’d, 
aught done to save or to obtain it. 

2 R 


Strd. You have harji’d the very string nest to tsuf 
heart. 

I may depend ujion you ? 

Uir. »T wens too Ute 

To doubt it. 

Stral, Let no foolish pity shake 
Your bosom (for the appearance of the man 
ts pitiful) — ^lic is a wretch, as likely 
To have robb’d me as the fellow more suspected, 
Except tlial circumstance is less against him ; 

He being lodged far off, and in a chamber 
Without appriKich to mine: and, to say trutli, 

1 tliiiik too well of bloiKl allied to mine, 

To deem ho would des<;ond to such an act: 

Besides he was a soldier, and a brave one 
Once — though too rash. 

Ijir. And they, my lord, we know 

By our cx^K*rience never plunder till 
They knock the brains <»ut first — which makes Uiom 
heirs, 

Not tliieves. The dead, who feel naught, can lose 
nothing, 

Noi ti’er be robb’d ; their spoils* are a bequest — 

N<» iiiiire. 

Stud. Go to! you aro a wag. But say 
1 may bo sure you ’ll keep an eye on this man, 

And let mo know his slightest movement towards 
oneealiiioiit or escape ? 

Vlr. You may be sure 

You yourself could not watch him more than I 
Will he his scijlinel. 

Sind. By tills you make me 

I ours, and fur ever. 

Vlr. Such is my intention. 


ACT 111. 

ScENK J . — A hnli in the mme J^nlace^ from whence the 
mret Pasnagr kruU, 

Kilter Wkhnkii md tiAwon. 
dab. Sir, I have told rny tale ; if it so please you 
Po give me rcliige for a few hours, well — 

If not, I ’ll try my fortune elsewhere. 

IVer. How 

"?an I, S(i wretched, give to misery 
.•\ shelter ? — wanting such myself’ as much 

As e'er the hunted deer a covert 

(liih. Or 

The wounded lion his coul cave. Methiiika 
You ralht;r hiok like one would turn at bay. 

Anti rii) the hunter’s entrails, 

Wer. Ah? 

Gah. I care not 

If it be So, being much di.sfXKsed to do 
The same myself. But will you shelter me ? 
f am opjiress'd like you — and j.Kior like you— 

Disgraced 

IfV. {iilbru’ptly.)'W\\ei told you that I wm dti^acedf 
G<dt. No one; nor did I say yon were so: with 
Your jiovcrty my likeness ended; but 
1 said / w'as so — and woiikl add, with truth, 

As uixlvsurvetlly as ym. 

fy<r. Again ! 

A.S / ? 

G<di. Or any other honest man. 

What the devil would you have? You do n’t beheve me 
Uiiiliy of tills base theft? 

fVer. No, no — I cannot. 

Gab. Why that ’a oiy heart of honour ! yon ypoog 
gallant — 

Your miserly intendarit and dciiM* noble— 

All — all suspected me ; and why ? be<»us* 



Ym? 


I iftt the womt^cbtbed, and least named among them ; 
Akhough, were Momus* lattice in our breasts, 

My soul might brook to open it more widely 
Than theirs : but thus it is — you poor and helpless— 
Both still more than myself. 

Wer» How know you that ? 

Cra6. You’re right; I ask for shelter at the hand 
Which I call helpless ; if you now deny it, 

I were well paid. But you, who seem to have proved 
The wholesome lutterness of life, know well, 

By sympathy, that all the outspread gold 
Of the New World the Spaniard boasts about 
Could never tempt the man who knows its worth, 
Weigh’d at its proper value in the balance, 

Save in such guise (and tlierc I grant its power, 
Because I feel it) as may leave no nightmare 
Upon his heart o’ nights. 

IVer. What do you mean ? 

Gab, Just what I say; I thought my speech was 
plain : 

You are no thief— nor I — and, as true men, 

Should aid each otlier. 

IVcr. It is a damn’d world, sir. 

Gab, So is the nearest of Uio two ikjxI, as 
The priests say, (and no doubt they should know 
host,) 

Therebre 1 ’ll stick by this — as being loth 
To suffer martyrdom, at least with such 
An epitaph as lan^eny upon my tomb. 

It is but a night’s lodging which 1 crave ; 

To-morrow I will try the waters, as 

The dove did, trusting lliat they have abated. 

Wtr. Abated? Is tliere hope of that? 

Gab, There was 

At noontide. 

Wfr, Then wo may bo safe. 

Gcb, Are y(m 

In peril? 

JVer. Poverty is ever so. 

Guh. I’liat I know by long practice. Will you not 
Promise to make mine less ? 

War. Your poverty? 

Gab. No— you do n’t Icwk a leech for that disorder ; 

I meant my p«jril only ; you ’vc a rootj 
And I have none ; T merely seek a covert. 

iVer. Rightly; for how should such a wretch as I . 
Have gold? i 

Gab, Scarce honestly, to say the truth on ’t, 
Although 1 almost wish you had the baron’s. 

IVer, Dare you insinuate? 

Gab, What ? 

IVer. Arc you aware 

To whom you speak? 

Gab. No ; and I am not used 

Greatly to care. [A noise heard without.) But hark! 
they come ! 

fVer, Who come ? 

Gab. The intendant and his man-hounds after me ; 

I ’d face them — but it were in vain to exjiect 
Justice at hands like theirs. Where sliall I go? 

But show me any place. I do assure you, 

If there be faith in man, I am most guiltless : 

Think if it were your own case ! 

fVer. (Aside.) Oh, just God ! 

Thy hell is not hereafter ! Am I dust still ? 

Gab. 1 see you ’re moved ; and it shows well in you: 
I may live to requite it. 

fVer. Are you not 

A spy of Stralenheim’s ? 

Gab, Not I ! and if 

I were, what is there to espy in you ? 

Although I recollect his frequent question 
About you and your s^rause might lead to some 
Suspicion ; but you best know — what— and why. 

1 am his deadliest foe. 


Wer, 

Gab. AAor luch 

A treatment for the service which in part 
1 render’d him, I am his enemy : 

If you are not his friend, you will assist me. 

JVer. I will. 

Gab. But how ? 

Wer. (showing the pannel) There is a secret spring: 
Remember, 1 discover’d it by chance, 

And used it but for safety. 

Grab. Open it, ^ 

And I will use it for the same. 

IVer. I bund it, 

As J have said : it leads through winding walls, , 

(So thick as to bear paths within their ribs, 

Vet lose no jot of strength or stateliness,) 

And hollow cells, and obscure niches, to 
I know not whither; you must not advance; 

Give me your word. 

Oah. It is unnecessary : 

How should I make my way in darkness through 
A Gothic labyrinth of unknown windings 1 

JVer. Tes, but who knows to what place it may 
lead ? 

I know not — (mark you!) — but who knows it might not 
ucad even into the chamber of your foe ? 

So strangely were contrived these galleries 
By our I'eiitonic. fatlnrs in old days, 

When man built less against the elements 
Than his next neighbour. Yt>n must not advance 
Beyond the two first windings; if you do. 

Albeit I never pass’d them,) I ’ll not answer 
For what you may ho led to. 

Gab. But I will. 

A thousand thanks ! 

JVer. You ’ll find the spring more obvious 

)n the other side ; and, when you would return, 
t yields to the least touch. 

Gab, 1 ’ll ill— farewell ! 

[Gabor goes in by the secret panel. 
JVer. (solus.) What have I done? Alas! what had 
J done 

before to make this fearful? Let it ho 
Itill some atonement thal I save the man, 

WJiose sacrifice had saved perhaps my own — 

They come ! lo seek elsewhere what is before Uicm ! 

£ntcr loEwsTErw and Others. 

Idm. Is he not here ? He must have vanish’d then 
Through the dim gothic glass by jiious aid 
Of jiiclnred saints upon the red and yellow 
Casements, tiirough which tlic sunset .streams like sun- 
rise 

On long pearl-colour’d beards and crimson crosses, 

And gilded crosiers, and cross’d arms, and cowls, 

And helms, and twisted armour, and long swords, 

All tJie fantastic furniture of windows 
Dim with bravo knights and holy hermits, whose 
Likeness and fame alike rest in some panes 
Of crystal, which each rattling wind proclaims 
As frail as any other life or glory. 

He’.s gone, however. 

JVer. Whom do you seek ? 

Idea, A villain 

JVer. Why need you come so far, then? 

/den. In the search 

Of him who robb’d tlie baron. 

JVer. Arc you sure 

You have divined the man? 

Iden. As sure as you 

Stand there ; but where ’s he gone ? 

JVer. Who? 

ftlen. He we sought. 

JVer, You see he is not liere. 

Iden, And yet we traced him 



Act Xn* 


Jp to this hall. Are you accomplices 7 
Or deal you in the black art 7 
, War. I deal plainly, 

To many men the blackest. 

Idm. It may be 

I have a question or two for yourself 
Hereafter ; but vve must continue now 
C>iir search for t’other. 

JV>r. You had best begin 

^ our inquisition now: I may not be 
fS) patient always. 

Men. I should like to know, 

In gootl sooth, if you really are the man 
I’hat ^Kralcnheirn ’s in quest of. 

Wn. Insolent! 

fSa»d you not that he was not here ? 

Idm. Yes, one; 

Bui there ’s another whom ho tracks more keenly, 

An<l soon, it may be, with authority 

Botli ])aramount to hia and mine. But, come ! 

Bustle, my boys ! wc are at fault. 

Idknstkin and Attendants. 

fVer. In what 

A maze hath my dim destiny involved mt? ! 

And one base sin hatii done me less ill than 
'J’lu* leaving undone one far greater. Down, 

’i'hou busy devil, rising in my heart! 

Thou art too late! 1 ’ll naught fo d»» wuth blood. 


JSnim Uluic. 


Vlr. I sought you, father. 

IVn. Ts’t not dangerous? 

Ulr. No; Stralcuheim is ignorant of all 
Or any of the ties between us: more — 

<.He si'iids me here a spy upon your actions, 

I n'ftinng me wholly his. 

MVr. I cannot think it; 

’ iH but a snare lie winds about us both, 

'J’o svvoop the sire and son at once. 

lj(r. T cannot 

}\'tuse in eaeh petty ft^ar, and stumble at 
The doubts that rise like briers in our path, 
l-tut must break tlirougli them, as an unarm’d carlo 
Woulrj, though with naked limbs, wore the wolf rustling 
111 the same thicket wlierc lie hew’d f<jr biead. 

Nt'is are for tiirushes, eagles are not caught so: 

We ’i! overfly or rend them. 

lV(r. Show mo ? 

Uir. Can you not guess ? 

tFer. I cannot. 

Ulr. That is strange. 

Came the thought ne’er into your mind last niqht .^ 
f Ver, I understand you not. 

Vlr. Then wo shall never 

JMore understand each otlier. But to change 
Tlie topic 

IVer. You mean to purstie it, as 

’T is of our safety. 

Ulr. Right,’ I stand corrected. 

I see the subject now more clearly, and 
t>ur general situation in its bearings. 

The waters are abating ; a ft!W hours 

Will bring his summon’d rnynnidons from Frankfort, 

When you will be a prisoner, perhaps w'orse, 

And I an outcast, bastardized by practice 
Of this same baron to make way for him. 

Wer. And now your remedy ! I thought to escape 
By means of this accursed gold ; but now 
I dare not use it, show it, scarce look on it. 

Methinks it wears upon its face my guilt 
For motto, not the mintage of the state ; 

And, for the sovereign’s head, my own begirt 
With hissing snakes, which curl around my temples, 

And cry to all beholders, Lo ! a villain ! 


Ipr. You must not use it, at least now; but taka 
This ring. [He gwe$ Wexhba a JewtL 

Wer. A gem! It was my father^s ! 

Ulr. And 

As such is now your own. With this you roust 
Bribe the intendant for his old cal^clie 
And horses to pursue your route at sunrbe, 

TogctJicr with my motiior. 

Wer. And leave you. 

So lately found, in peril too ? 

Vlr. Fear nodiing ! 

The only fear were if we fled together, 

For that would make our ties beyond all doubt. 

The waters only lie in flood between 
This burgh and Frankfort ; so far ’s in our favour. 

The route on to Bohemia, though encumber’d, 

1$ not impassable ; and when you gain 
A few hours’ start, the dilHciilties will bo 
The same to your pursuers. Once beyond 
The frontier, and you ’re safe. 

Wer. My noble boy ! 

Ulr. Hush ! hush ! no transports : we ’ll indulge in 
fn Ca.stle Siogendorf ! Display no gold: [them 

Show idenstein the gem, (1 know the man, 

And have look’d through him :) it will answer thus 
A double purpose. Sfralenheini lost ^old — 

JVo jewel: therefore it could not be his; 

And then the man who was jicsseBt of this 
Can hardly be suspected of abstracting 
'I’lie baron’s coin, when lu' could thus convert 
Tl’his ring fo more than StralerilaMm has lost 
By his last night’s slumber. Be not over timid 
In your address, nor yet too arrogant, 

And Idenstein will serve you. 

fUtr. I will ll)llow 

In all things your direction. 

ilr. I would have 

Spared you the trouble ; but had I appear’d 
To take an inUrrest in you, and still moro 
By dabbling witli a jewel in your favour, 

All liad been known at once. 

JUrr, My guardian angel) 

This overpays the past. But how will thou 
Fare in our absence ? 

Ulr. Strale.nheirn knows nothing 

Of me as aught of kindred with yourstdf, 
r will but wait a day or two with him 
To lull all doubts, and then rejoin rny father. 

Wer. To part no more' ! 

Ulr. J know not that; but at 

The least wc ’ll meet again once more. 

Wer. My boy ! 

My friend! my only child, and solo preserver! 

Oh, do not hate rnc^ ! 

Ulr. Tlato iny father ! 

Wer. Ay, 

My father hated mo. Why not my son ? 

Ulr. Your father knew you not as I do. 

Wer. Scorpions 

Are in thy words ! Thou know me ? in this guiso 
'riiou const not know me, 1 am not myself; 

Yet (hale me not) 1 will be soon. 

Ulr. rU wait I 

In the mean time be sure that all a son 
do for parents shall be done for mine, 
cr. I see it, and I feel it ; yet I feel 
Further — that you despise me. 

Ulr. Wherefore should I 

Wer, Must I repeat my humiliation? 

Ulr, No! 

I have fathom’d it and you. But let us talk 
Of tliis no more. Or if it must bo ever, 

Not now. Your error has redoubled all 
The present difficulties of our house, 

At secret war witli that Stralenheiin ; , 
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All we Imve nfw» lo think of is to baftlo 
Him. I Ittivc shrtvvn nnc way. 

IVcr, Tljo only o»e, 

And I embrace it, as f difl my son. 

Who showed himself and father’s mfe/y in 
One day. 

Ubr, Vou ahtidl be safe ; let that suffice. 

Would Stralonheinfs appearance in Bohemia 
Histurb your right, or mine, if once wo were 
AdmiUed to onr lands? 

IVer. Assuredly, 

Situate as we arc now, alfhougli the first 
Possessor might, as usual, prove the strongest, 

Especially the next in bl<s>d. 

Vlr. Blood! \\i» 

A word of many meanings ; in tlic veins 
And out of them, it is a dilferont thing — 

And so it should be, when the same in blood 
(As it is call’d) are aliens to each other, 

Like Theban brethren : when a pari is bad, 

A few spilt ounces purify the rest. 
tVer. 1 do not ajiprehend you. 

Ulr. That may he — 

And shoJild, perliapSH— and yet hut get ye ready; 

You and my mother must away lo-iiight. 

Here comeg the inteiidaut : sound liiiu with the gem; 

*T will sink into lus venni soul like lead 
Into tlie deep, and bring up slime and mud, 

And ooze too, from the bottom, as the lead doth 
With its greased undtir.sfratuni ; but no less 
Will serve to warn our vessels through these shoals. 
The freight is rich, so heave the Une in time ! 

Farewell! £ scarce have time, but yet your /tand, 

My father ! 

PVpt. Lot me embrace tbee! 

TJIr. Wc may be 

Observed: suValuo your nature to the hojfr! 

Keep off from me as from your foe ! 

IVer. Accursed 

He he wlio is the stifling cattse which smothers 
The best and sweeiest feeling of our hearts ; 

At such an hour too! 

Ulr. Yes, curse — it will ease you! 

Here is the intcndaiU. 

Enter lDi:N.sTKir? 

Master Tdcnsteiii, 

How fare you in your purpose ? Have you caught 
Th(» rogue? 

Idm, No, faitli ! 

Ulr. Well, there are plenty more: 

You may have better luck another chase. 

Where is tl»e baron ? 

/den. Gone bark to hib chamber; 

And now I think on ’l, asking after you 
With nobly-born impatience. 

Ulr, Your great men 

Must be aus\>'er’d on the instant, as the bound 
Of tlio stung steed replies unto llic spur : 

’T is well they have liorses, too ; for if they had not, 
f fi’ar that men must draw Uieir chariots, as 
I’hey say kings did Sesostris. 

Iden. W1k» was he ? 

Ulr. An old Bohen)ian — an imperial gipsy- 
Iden. A gipsy or Bohemian, ’t is the same, . ^ 

For they pass by both names. And was lie one ? 

Ubr, I Ve heard so; but 1 must take leave, Ii>- 
tendant, 

Your servant ! — Werner, (<o Werner slightb/^) if dial 
be your name, 

Yours. [.Ear*/ Ui.Ric. 

Jden. A well-sjioken, pretty-faciwi young man! 

And prettily behaved ! He knows hia station, 

You see, sir; how he gave lo each his due 
ihecodenre ! 


ffV. T percctved if, and a(>plaud 
ITis discernment and your own. 

hleti. That ’s well — 

That ’s very well. You also know' your place, too; 
And yet, I do n’t know' that 1 knuvv your place. 

Wer. (shnvmg the. ring.) Would this assist your 
knowledge ? 

Lleyi. ^ How t— What !— Eh ! 

A jew’ol ! 

iVer. ’T is your own on one condition. 

/den. Mine! — Name il ! , 

IVer, That licreafler you permit me 

At thrice its vahie to redeem it: ’t is 
A family ring. , 

Iden. A family \-^ij(ntra /—a gem ! 

T ’m breathless ! 

HV. You must also furnish mo 

An hour ere daybreak with all means to quit 
This place. 

Iden. But is it real? Let me look on it : 
Diamowl^ by all that ’s glorious ! 

IVn. Come, I ’ll trust you ; 

Ton liave guess M, no doubt, that T was horn aliove 
My present seeming. 

Iden. I can ’t say I did, 

riu)Ugh this looks like it; this is the true breeding 
Jf gentle blood! 

lUn. I have important reasons 

For wishing to eontiniu: privily 
My journey hence. 

him. So til on you ore the man 

'Whom .^tralenheim ’s in (juest of.-* 

jrrr. 1 am not ; 

But being taken for him might rondnet 
rnueli einlinrrassinimt to me just ntiw, 

And to tlM“ baron’s self hereafter — ’l is 
To spare both tlint I would avoid all hiislle. 

Iden. Be you tlie man or no, ’i is not my business; 
Besides, I mwrr should obtain the half 
From this proud, niggardly noble, who would raise 
The country for some missing hits of coin, 

And never ofter a precise reward— 

Jlut this ! — another look ! 

HV. Gaze on it fre*ely ; 

At day-dawn it is yours. 

Iden. Oh, thou sweet s[>arkler ! 

Thou njnro than stone of tho philosopher ! 

Thou touclislone of Philosophy herself! 

I’hou bright eye of the Mine ! thou loadstar of 

The soul ! the true magnetic Pole lo which 

All hc.irts [loint duly north, like tromhling needles! 

I'hou flaming Spirit of the Earth I which, sitting 
High on the. monarch’s diadem, attractesl 
More wf>rship than the maji'sty who sweats 
Beneath the crown which makes Ins head ache, like 
Millions of hearts which ble<;d to lend it lustre ! 

Sbnit thou ho mine ? I arn, methiiiks, already 
A little king, a lucky alchymisi ! — 

A wise magician, who has hound the devil 
Without the forfeit of his soul. But come, 

Werner, or what else? 

n V. Call me Werner still ; 

You may yet know me by a loftier title. 

Iden. I do believe in thee! thou art the spirit 
Of whom I long have dream’d in a low garb. — 

But come, I ’ll serve thee ; thou slialt be as free 
As air, tl<‘spite tlu* w'aters ; let us hence : 

I ’ll show thee I am lionest — (oh, thou jewel !) 

Thou slialt lie furnish’d, Werner, witli such means 
Of flight, that if thou wert a snail, not birds 
Should overtake thee. — Let me gaze again! 

I have, a foster-brother in the ma rt 

(X Hamburgh skill’d in precious stones. How many 

<-k'irats may it weigh ?— Come, Werner I will wingth^. 

lEatmni 



Scene II,— Stralenheim’s Cfmmhrr. 

StrXlenheim and Frit*. 

Fritz. All ’« ready, my good lord ! 

Stral, I am not sleepy. 

And yet I must to bed ; I fain would say 
To but soinctlung li<‘avy on my spirit, 

Too <lull for wiikt.'fulness, too quick for slumber, 

Sits on rnc a*? a ckjud along th« sky, 

Which will not let the .sunbeams through, nor yet 
Descend in rain and end, but spreads itself 
'Tvvixf earth and heaven, like envy between man 
And man, an everlasting mist ; — I will 
Uuro my pillow. 

Fritz. May you rest tliere well ! 

Strut. I feel, and fear, I shall. 

Pritz. And wherefore fear ? 

Siral. I know not why, and tliertjfore do fear more, 

Because an undescribable but ’t is 

All folly. Wore the locks (as 1 desired) 

Changed, to-day, of this chamber? fir last night’s 
Adventure, makes it needful. 

Pritz. Certainly, 

According to your order, and beneath 

Tlie inspection of myself and the young Saxon 

Who saved your life. I think they call him ” ITlric.” 

Strnl. Ycmi thitik ! you supercilious slave ! what right 
Have you to tax your memory, which should bo 
Cluick, prouil, and happy to retain tlic name 
Of him wd)o saved your master, as a litany 
Wh(is(5 daily repetition marks your duty. — 
flrel hence ! “ You think” indeed ! you who shiod still 
ilowlmg and drippling on the bank, wliilst I 
l.ay d^iiig, and llie stranger dash’d aside 
'I'lie roaring lorrenf, and restored me to 
'rhank him — and diispisc you. “ You think I” and scarce 
tkan recollect his name! I will not waste 
More words on you. Call me betimes. 

Priiz. Good night ! 

I trust to-morrow will restore your lordship 
I’o renovated slrengUi and temper. 

[jfVic scene closes. 

Scene Itl . — The seeret Passage. 

Gah. {solus.) Four— 

Five — SIX hours liave I counted, like tlie guard 
Df <iutposts on the never-merry clock; 

That hollow tongue of time, which, even when 
Tt sounds for joy, takes something from enjoy rnent 
With every clang. ’T is a jierjietual knell, 

Thougli for a marriage-feast it rings: each stroke 
Peals for a hope the less ; the funeral note 
Of Ijov<‘ deeji-buried without resurrection 
In the grave of Possession ; while the knoll 
< >f long-lived parents finds a jovial echo 
To triple Time in the son's ear. 

I’m cold — 

I ’m dark ; — I ’vc blown iny fingers — number’d o’er 
And o'er my steps — and knock’d my head against 
Some fifty Imttresscs — and roused the rats 
And bats in general insurrection, till 
Th**ir cursed jialtering feet and whirling wings 
I-.eave me scarce hearing for another sound. 

A light! It is at distance, (if I can 
Measure, in darkness distance :) but it blinks 
As through a crevice or a keyhole, in 
The inluintod direction : 1 must on, 

Nevertheless, from curiosity. 

A distant lamp-light is an incident 
In such a den as this. Pray Heaven it lead me 
To nothing tliat may tempt me ! Else — Heaven aid me 
I’o obtain or to escape it ! Shining still ! 

Were it the star of TiUcifer himself, 

Or he himself girl with ius beams, I could 


Contain no longer. Softly! mighty well! 

That corner’s turn’d— so— ah ! no;— right! it draws 
Nearer. Hero is a darksome angle — so 
Thai ’s weather’d. — Let me pause. — Suppose it lead 
Into some greater danger than that which 
I have c.scajicd — tio matter, ’t is a new one; 

And mv'ii perils, like fresh mislre.Kses, 

Wear more magnetic aiipects: — T will on, 

And be it where it may— 1 have rny dagger, 

Which may proteicl me. at a jiinch.— Burn slill, 

Thou little light ! Thou art rny ignis futuus! 

My stationary Will-o’thti-wisp ! — So ! so ! 

He hears ray invocation, and fails not. 

[Tim acens dotes* 
Scene IV. — A Garden, 

Enter Werner. 

I couKi not sleep — and now the hour ’g at hand ; 

All ’s ready. Tdonsteiri has kept hie word ; 

And station'd in the outskirts of the town, 

CTpon the forest’s edge, the vtilucle 
Awaits u.s. Now the dwindling stars begin 
To pale in heaven ; an<l for the last time I 
..ook on these horribk* wnlLs. Oh! never, never 
■shall I f>rget them. .Here 1 came most poor, 

But not di.«honour’d; and I leave them with 
A stain, — if not upon my name, yet in 
My heart ! — a never-dying canker-worm, 

Which all the coming splendour of the lands. 

And rights, and sovereignly of Siegondorf 
'Jan scarely lull a moment. 1 mu.st find 
lome means of restitution, which w'ould easo 
Jy soul in part ; but how without discovery ?— 
t must be. done, liovviwcr ; and I ’ll pause 
poll the inelhod the first hour of safety. 

The raadnes.s of my misery led to tliis 
Base infamy; rejientance mtist retrieve it: 

’ will have naught of Siralenheirn’s upon 
Vly spirit, though he would grasp all of mine ; 

.ands, freedom, life,— and yet he sleeps ! as soundly, 
\'rhaps, as infancy, with gorgeous curtains 
spread for his canojiy, o’er silken pillows, 

uch as when Hark ! what noise is that ? Again ! 

'he branehes .shake ; and some loose stones have fallen 
^rom yonder terrace. 

[lIi.Kic lea}>s doym from the terraee, 
Dlric! ever welcome! 

'lirieo welcome now ! tins filial 

Ulr. Stop ! Beforn 

.Vc approach, tell me 

fVer. Why look you so? 

Ulr. Do I 

Behold my father, or 

lYer. What? 

Ulr. An assassin? 

JVer. Insane or in.solent! 

Ulr, Reply, sir, as 

on prize your life, or mine ! 

IVer. To what must I 

nswer 

Ulr. Are you or aro you not the assassin 
f Straleiiheim ? 

I never was as yol 

tuuniercr of any man. What mean you ? 

!r. Did not you this night (as the night before) 
Letraco the secret passage ? Did you not 
Again revisit StralenUeim’s chamber ? and- 

[Ulric pauaet, 

JVer. Proceed. 

Ulr. Died he not by your hand ? 

JYer. Great God! 

Ulr. You are innocent, then ! my father’s innocent! 
Embrace me ! Yes,— your tone— your look— yes, yes,— 
Yet say so. 
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Wer, If I e’er, m heart or mind, 

Conceited deliberately such a thought, 

But rather strove to trample back to hell 
Such thonghtS'—if e’er they glared a moment through 
The irritation of my oppressed spirit— 

May heaven be shut for ever from my hopes 
As from mine eyes ! 

Ulr. Hut Slralenhoim is dead. 

IVer. ’T is horrible ! ’t is hideous, os ’t is hateful!— 

But what Imve I to do with ihi.s ? 

Ulr, No bolt 

Is (breed ; no violence can be detected, 

Save on Ins body. Part of his own household 
Have been alarm’d ; bur as the mftuidunt is 
Absent, I took upon myself the care 
Of mustering the police. His cliambcr has, 

Past doubt, been enter’d secretly. Kxcuse me, 

If nature 

IVer. Oh, my boy ! what unknown woes 

Of dark fatality, like clouds, are gathering 
AlK)ve our liouse ! 

Ulr. My father! I acquit you! 

But will the world do so ? will even the judge, 

If liut you must away this instant. 

JVrr. ■' No ! 

I ’ll face it. Who shall dare suspect me ? 

Ulr. Vet 

You liad no guests — no visiters— no life 
Breathing around you, save my mother’s ? 

JVn. “ Ah ! 

The Hungarian ! 

IJlr. is gone ! ho disappear’d 

Ere sunset. 

W er. No ; 1 hid him in that very 
Conceal’d and fatal gallery. 

(Jtr. I'here I ’ll find liim. 

[U LHic i& going. 

f^^er. It is too late ; he had left the palace ero 
t quitted it. I found the secret panel 
Open, and the doors winch lead irmn tliat hall 
Which masks it ; 1 but thought he had snalcli’d the A fool ; his folly shall have sue!) employment, 
silent. 

An<l favourable moment to escape 
The myrmidons of Idcnstcin, who were 
Dogging him yester-cven. 

Ulr. You reclosed 

The panel ? 

IVer. Yes ; and not without reproach 

(And inner trembling tor the avoided peril) 

At his dull heedlessness, in leaving thus 
His sheltercr’s asylum to tlic risk 
Of a discovery. 

Ulr. You are sure you closed it? 

Certain. 

Ulr. That’s well ; but had been better, if Obscure as his deserts, without a scutcheon, 

You ne’er had turn’d it to a den for {Hr. paum. s all he’ll have, or wants. If / discover 

IVer. Thieves ! 

Thou wouldst say : I must bear it and deserve it ; 

But not 

Ulr. No, father ; do not speak of this : 

This is no hour to think of petty crimes, 

But to prevent the consequence of great ones. 

Why would you shelter tiiis man ? 

fVer. Could I shun it? 

A man pursued by my chief foe ; disgraced 
For my own crime ; a victim to my safety, 

Imploring a few hours’ concealment from 
The very wretch who was the cau.se ho needed 
Such refuge. Hod he been a wolfj I could not 
Have m such circumstances thrust him forth. 

Ulr. And like the wolf he hath repaid you. But 
It is too late to ponder thus : — ^you must 
Set out ere dawn. I will remain here to 
Trace the murderer, if *t is possible. 


Suspicion : two new victims in the lieu 
Of one, if I remain. The fled Hungarian, 

Who seems the culprit, and— • 

Ulr. Who 8eem? HTho else 

Can be so? 

fVer. Not /, though just now you doubted — 
You, my son ! — doubted— 

Ulr. And do you doubt of him 

The fugitive ? 

Wer. Boy ! since I fell into 

'J’he abyss of crime, (though not of xuck crime,) 

I, having seen the innocent oppress’d for me, 

May doubt even of the guilty’s guilt. Your heart 
].M free, and quick vviih virluous wrath to accuse ^ 
Appearances ; and view's a criminal 
111 Innocence’s shadow, it may be, 

Because ’tis dusky. 

Ulr. Aiu! if I do so, 

What will mankind, who know you not, or knew 
Bui to oppress? You must not stand the hazard. 
Away ! — I ’ll make all easy. Idenstein 
Will for his own sake and his jewel’s hold 
Hi.s peace — he also is a partner in 
Your fliglit — moreover 

IVrr. Fly ! and leave my name 

Link’d wifli the Hungarian's, or preferr’d as poorest, 

I’c bear llic brand of bloodshed ? 

Vfr. Pshaw ! leave anything 

Exci'pf our father’s .sovereignty and castles, 

For which you hav<‘ so long panted and in vain! 

What nann y You liavo no name, since tliat you l»ear 
1.S feign’d. 

fp’cr. Most true ; but still I would not have it 
Engraved in crimson in mens memories, 

Tliough in this most obscure al>odc of men 

Besides, the .searcli 

Ulr. 1 will provide against « 

Aught that can touch vou. No one knows you her© 

As heir of Siegemlorf : if Idenstein 
Suspects, ’li,s hni siatpicitm, and he is 


Too, that the unknown Werner shall give way 
To nearer thoughts of self, ''riie laws (if o’er 
Laws reach’d this villag<?) aro all in abeyance 
With the late general war of thirty years, 

Ir crush’d, or rising slowly froiri the dust, 

To which the march of armies trampled them. 
Stralerilieini, allliough noble, is unheeded 
Hne, save as .nick — witlioul lands, influence, 

Sav«* what hath perish’d with liim. Few prolong 
A week beyond their funeral rite.s their sway 
O’er men, unless by relatives, w'hose interest 
s roused : sm^h is not here the case ; he died 
Alone, unknown, — a solitary grave, 


The assassin, ’l will be well — if not, believe me 
None else ; though all tlie full-fed train of menials 
May how’l nb\)ve his ashes (as they did 
Around him in his danger on the Oder) 

Will no more stir a finger now than then. 
lence! hence! I must not hear your answer.— Look! 
The stars are almost faded, and the gray 
Begins to grizzle the black hair of night. 

You shall not answer — Pardon me that I 
^Am peremplory ; ’tis your son that speaks, 

Your long-lost, late-found son. — Let ’s call my mother 
Softly and swiftly step, and leave the rest 
To me : I ’ll answer for tlie event as far 
As regards you, and that is the chief point, 

As my first duty, which shall be observed. 

We ’ll meet in Castle Siegendorf — once more 
Our banners shall bo glorious ! Think of that 
Alone, and leave all other thoughts to me, 


M>r. But thic my sudden flight will give the Moloch Whose youth may better battle with them.— Hence 
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And may your age be hap|»y !— I will biss 
My mother once more, then Heaven's speed be with you! 
PVer, This counsel ’s safe— but is it honourable ? 

Ulr, To save a father is a child’s chief honour. 

[JEaieunt, 

ACT IV. 

ScEXE I.— ^ Gothic Halt in the Castle of Siegendorf, 
near Fragile, 

Enter Eric and Henrick, retainers of the Count. 

• Erk. So better times are come at last ; to these 
Old walls new masters and high wassail — both 
A long desideratum. 

Hen. Yes, for masters^ 

It might be unto tliose who long for novelty, 

Though made by a now grave : but as for wassail, 
Mcthiriks the old Count Siegendorf maintain’d 
His feudal hospitality as high 
As e’er another prince of the empire. 

Erk, Why, 

For the mere cup and trencher, we no doubt 
Fared [)assing well ; but as for merriment 
And sport, without which salt and sauces season 
Tlie cheer but scantily, our sizings were 
Even of tfie narrowest. 

Hen. The old count loved not 

The roar of revel; arc you sure that this does? 

Eric. As yet he hath been courteous as ho ’s boun- 
teous, 

And we all love him 
Hen. His reign is as yet 

Hardly a year o’erpast its honey-moon, . 

And tlie, first year of sovereigns is bridal ' 

• Antgi, wt; shall ])ercoive his real sway 
And moods of mind. 

Eric. Pnay heaven he keep the present! 

TIiLMi his brave son, Count LTlric — tliero’s a knight! 

Pity the wars are o’er ! 

Hen. Why so? 

Eric. Look on him! 

And answer that yourself. 

Hen. He ’s very youtliful, 

And strong and beautiful as a young tiger. 

Eric. Ttiars not a laithful vassal’s likeness. 

//"n. But 

Pcrliaps a true one. 

Eric. Pity, as I said, 

The wv'irs are over : in the hall, who like 
C(»unt IJlric fir a well-supported pride, 

Which awes, but yol offends not ? in the field, 

Who like him with his spear in hand, wiien, gnashing 
His tusks, and rijiping up from right to left 
The howling hounds, ilie hoar makes for the tliicket? 
Who backs a horse, or boars a hawk, or wears 
A sword like him ? Whoso plume nods knightiier ? 

Hm. No one’s, I grant you. Do not fear, if war 
Bo long in coming, lie is of that kind 
Will make it for himself, if he hath not 
Already done as much. 

Eric. What do you moan ? 

Hen. You can’t deny his train of followers 
(But few our native fellow vassals born 
On tlie domain) arc such a sort of knaves 

As (Pauses.) 

Eric. What ? 

Hen. The war (you love so much) loaves living. 

Like other parents, she spoils her worst children. 

Eric. Nonsense! tlioy are all brave iron-visaged 
fellows, 

Such as old Tilly loved. 

Hen. And who loved Tilly ? 

Ask that at Magdebourg— or for that matter 


Wallenstein either;— they are gone to— 

Eric, Rest; 

But what beyond ’t is not ours to pronounce. 

Hen. I wish they had left us something of their rest 
The country (nominally now at peace) 

Is overrun with— God knows who : they fly 
By nighh and disappear with sunrise; but 
Leave us no less desolation, nay, even more, 

Than the most open war&re. 

Erke. But Count Ulric — 

What has all this to do with him ? 

Hen. With him! 

jHe might prevent it. As you say he ’s fond 

Of war, why makes ho it not on those marauders ? 

Eric. Y'ou ’d better ask himself? 

Hen. 1 would as soon 

Ask tiie lion why he laps not milk. 

Eric. And here he comes ! 

Hen. The devil ! you ’ll hold your tongue ? 

Erk. Why do you turn so pale ? 

Hen. ’T is nothing — but 

Be silent. 

Eric. I will upon what you have said. 

Hen. I assure you I meant nothing, — a mere sport 
Of words, no mort? ; besides, had it been otherwise, 

He is to espouse the gentle baroness 
Ida of Siralenhcim, the late baron’s heiress ; 

And slie no doubt will soften whatsoever 
Of fierceness the late long intestine wars 
Have given all natures, an«l most unto those 
Who wore born in them, and bred up upon 
The keees of Homicide ; sprinkled, as it were, 

With blood even at lh<ur baptism. Prithee, peace 
On all Uiat I have said! 

Enter Ulric and Rodolph. 

(;i(K)d morrow, count. 

Ulr. Good morrow, worthy Ilonrick. Eric, is 
All ready for the chase ? 

Eric. The dogs are order’d 

Down to the forest, and the vassals out 
To beat the bushes, and the day looks promising. 

Shall I call forth your excellency’s suite? 

What courser will vou please to mount ? 

Ulr. ■' The dun, 

Walslein. 

Erk. I fear he scarcely has recover’d 
The toils of Monday: ’t was a noble chase : 

Yon spear’d four willi your own hand. 

Ulr. True, good Eric ; 

I had fi>rgotlen — ^let it be the gray, then, 

Old Ziska : he has not been out Uiis fortnight. 

Eric. He shall ho straight caparison’d. How many 
Of your iinnicdiatc retainers shall 
Escort you ? 

(7?r. I leave that to Weilbmgh, our 

Master of the horse. \EcDii Eaio. 

Rodolph! 

Rod. My lord ! 

Ulr. The news 

Is awkward from the — (R odolph points to Henriox) 
How now, Henrick ? why 

Loiter you here ? 

Hen. For your commands, my lord. 

Ulr. Go to my fatlier, and present my duty, ^ 

And learn if he would aught with me before 
I mount. [Eant Heixricjc 

Rodolph, our friends have had a check 
Upon the frontiers of Franconia, and 
’T is rumour’d that the column sent against them 
Is to be strengthen’d. I must join thorn soon. 

Rod. Best wait for fuKher and more sure advicM. 

Ulr. I mean it — ^and indeed it could not well 
Have fallen out at a time more opposite 
To uU my plans. 
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Horf. It will be difficult 

To eicuse your absence to the count your fatli«r. 

I7?r. Yes, but the unsettled state of our domain 
In high Sibjna will permit and cover 
My journey* In the mean time, when we are 
Engaged in the chase, draw off the eighty men 
Whom Wdfib leads-^eep the forest on your route: 
You know it well ? 

Rod, As well as on that night 

When we~ 

Ifir. We will not speak of that until 

We can repeat the same witli like success: 

And when you have join’d, give Rosenborg this letter. 

[Gives a letter. 

Add further, that I have sent tliis sliglit addition 
To our force with you and Woitfe, as herajd of 
My coming, though I could but spare them ill 
At tliis time, as my father loves to keep 
Full numbers of retainers round the castle, 

Until this marriage, and its feasts and fooleries, 

Are rung out with its peal of nuptial noiiseiLse. 

Jiorl. I thought you loved the lady Ida ? 

fjlr. Why, 

I do so — ^but it follows not from that 
I would bind in my youth and glorious years, 

So brief and burning, with a lady’s zone, 

Although ’twerc that of Venus; — ^Imt I love her, 

As wonian should be loved, fairly and solely. 

/twJ. And constantly ? 

Ulr. I tliink so ; for I love 

Naught else. — But I have not the time to pau.se 
Upon those gewgaws f)f the heart. Groat things 
Wo have to ilo ere long. Speed ! speed ! good Rodolph ! 

Jio<l. On rny return, however, 1 shall find 
The Baroness Ida lost in Countess SiiJgendorf ? 

Ulr. Perhaps — rny father wishes it ; and sooth 
’1’ is no had polwty : this union witli 
I’ho last hud of I, ho rival branch at once 
Unites the f'utun' unci destroys the past. 

Jiod. Adieu. 

(//r. Yet hold— we iiad better keep together 

tlntil the chase begins ; then draw tliou oflj 
And do as I have said. 

Rod. I will. But to 

Hotiirn — 1 was a most kind act in the count 
Your father to send up to Konigsberg 
For this lair orphan of the baron, and 
I'o hail her as his daughter. 

Ulr. Wondrous kind I 

Especially as little kindness till 
Then grew between them. 

Rod. The late baron died 

Of a fever, did ho not ? 

Ulr. How should I know ? 

Rod. I have heard it whisper’d there was somcthing.| 
strange 

About his death — and even the place of it 
Is scarcely known. 

Ulr. Some obscure village on 

The Saxon or Silesian frontier. 

Rod. He 

Has left no testament — no farewell words ? 

Ulr. I am neither confessor nor notary, 

So cannot say. 

jRod. Ah ! here ’s the lady Ida. 

Enter Ida Stralestiisim. 

Vh\ You arc early, my sweet cousin! 

/da. Not too early, 

Dear Uiric, if I do not interrupt you. 

Why do yew call me “coiwm?” 

Ulr. (mUing.) Are we not so ? 

Ida. Yes, but I do not like the name; methinks 
it sounds so cold, as if you thought upon 


Our pedigree, and only weigh’d our blood. 

Ulr. {sUxrting.) Blood ! 

Ida. Why does yours start from your clioeks ? 

Ulr. Ay! doth it? 

Ida. It doth — but no ! it rushes like a torrent 
Even to your brow again. 

Ulr. (recovering himself.) And if it fled, 

It only was because your presence sent it 
Back to iny lieart, which beats for you, sweet cousin ! 
Ida. “ Cousin” again. 

Ulr. Nay, then I ’ll call you sister. 

Ida. 1 like tliat name still worse.— Would we bad 
ne'er 

Been aught of kindred ! 

lUr. (gloomily.) Would we never had 
Ida. Oh heavens ! and can you wish that ? 

Ulr. Dearest Ida ! 

Did I not eclio your own wish ? 

Itla. Ye.s, Uiric, 

But then I wish’d it not with such a glance, 

And .scarce knew what 1 said ; but let me be 
Sister, or cousin, what you wdll, so tliat 
1 still to you am something. 

Ulr. You shall be 

All— all 

Ida. And you to yne are so already ; 

But I can wail. 

Ulr. Dear Ida! 

Ida. Call me Ida, 

Ymr Ida, for I would be yours, none e.lse’s — 

Indeed I have none else left, since niy |x>or fatlier" 

[iS/ie pauses. 

Ulr. Yon liave mine — you have me. 

Ida. Dt5ar Uiric, how 1 wish 

My father could but view my happiness, 
tVhich wants but this! 

Ulr. Indeed ! 

Ida. You wouKl have loved fjirn, 

Ho y<ni; for tlie brave ever love each other: 

His manner was a little cold, bis spirit 
Voudj (as is birth’s pier^>gntivc* ;) but under 

This grave exterior V\^ould you liad known eacli 

other! 

Had such as you been near him on his journey 
'le had not died without a friend to soolli 
His last and lonely moments. 

Ulr. Who says that 

Ifla. What? 

Ulr. I'hat he died done. 

Ida. The general rumour 

And disappearaoct* of bis servants, who 
dave ne’er return’d : that fever was most deadly 
Vhich swc]>t them all away. 

Ulr. If they were near him, 

le could not die neglected or alone. 

Itla. Alas! w'hat is a menial to a death-bed, 

IVlien the dim eye rolls vainly round for what 
1 loves ? — They say he died of a fever. 

Ulr. Say * 

t was so. 

Ida. I sometimes dream otlierwise, 

Ulr. All dreams arc false. 

Ida. And yet I gee luni as 

see you. 

Ulr. Where? 

Ida. In sleep — see him lie 

•ale, bleeding, and a man with a raised knife 
Beside him. 

Uk. But you do not see \asfare? 

Ida. (looking at Um.) No ! Oh, my God ! do ym? 

Ulr. Why do you ask? 

Ida. Because you look as if you saw a murderer ! 

ITZr, (agilaiecUy.) Ida, this is mere childudmees « 
your weakness 

Infects me, to my shame ; but os all feelings 
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Of yoors are eon^oti to mo, it anects me. And next, that we are here to share its blessings. 

Prithee, sweet child, change— Iflr, (aside.) Devout, tool Well, sir, I obey at once. 

Ida. Child, indeed ! I hav. (T%m idottd to a Servant.) 

Full fifleen summers ! [A bugle sounds, Ludwig, dismiss the train without! [Esnt Luowie. 

Rod. Hark, my lord, the bugle 1 Ida. And so 

Ida. (peevishli/ to Kodolpr.) Why need you tell You yield at once to him what I for hours 
him that? Can he not hear it Might supplicale in vain. 

Without your odio ? Sieg. (smiling.) You are not jealous 

Rod. Pardon me, fair baroness ! Of me, I trust, my pretty rebel ! who 

Ida. I will not pardon you, unless you earn it Would sanction disobedience against all 


13 y aiding me in my dissuasion of 
Count*Ulric from Uie chase to-day 

Hod. You will not, 

Lady, need aid of mine, 

iflr. * I must not now 

Forego it. 

Ida. But you shall ! 

UlT. ShaUt 

Ida. Y esy or be 

No true knight. — Come, dear Ulric ! yidd to mo 
In this, for this one day : the day looks heavy, 

And you are turn’d so pale and ill. 

Iflr. You jest. 

Ida. Indeed I do not : — ask of Rudolph. 

Rod. 'Jl’ruly, 

My lord, within this quarter of an hour 

^'ou hav(j clianged more than e’er 1 saw you change 

In years. 

Iflr. ’T is nothing ; but if ’t were, the air 
Would soon restore me. 1 ’m llie true cliameluon, 

And live hut on the atnmsphere ; your feasis 
In castle halls, and swial l»an<)MctR, nurse not 
My Npiri’ — I 'm a forester and breatlier 
(Jf the. slc:ej» inountain-tO{>s, where- i love all 
The eagle loves. 

l/u. Except his prey, I liope. 

* f/^r. Sweet, Ida, wish me a fair chase, and 1 

Will bring you six boars’ heads for troplib's home. 

Ida. And will you not stay, then? You shall not go I 
Uorne ! 1 will sing to you. 

L7r. Ida, you scarcely 

Will make a soldier’s wife. 

Ida. I do IK)1 wish 

I’o be so; fijr I trust these wars are over, 

And you will live in jjcacc on your domains, 

HrUcr Weuner os Count SiEUENimitF. 

^ My father, I salute you, and it grieves uio 
With such brief greeting. — You have heard our bugle; 
I'Ik'- vassals wait. 

Sieg. So lot them. — You forget 

I'o-moiTow is the appointed festival 
In Prague for peace restored. You arc ajit to follow 
Tln' (diose with such an ardour jus will scarce 
Permit you to return to-day, or if 
R-eturn’d, loo much fatigued to join to-morrow 
The nobles in our marshall’d ranks. 

Ulr. You, count, 

W ill well supply the place of both — I ara not 
A lover of those pageantries. 

Sieg. No, Ulric ; 

It were not well that you alone of all 
Our young nobility— 

Ida. And far the noblest 

In aspect and demeanour. 

Sieg. (to Ida.) True, dear child. 

Though somewhat frankly said for a fair damsel. — 

But, ITlric, recollect Uk) our position, 
lately reinstated in our honours. 

Believe me, ’t would be mark’d in any house, 

But most in oursj that one should be found wanting 
At such a time and place. Besides, the Heaven 
VVhich gave us back our own, in tlie same moment 
it spread its peace o’er all, hath double claims 
On us for thanksgiving: first, for our country ; 

2 S 


Except thyself ? But fear not ; thou shall rule lihn 
Hereafter with a fonder sway and hrmer. 

Ida. But 1 should like to govern now. 

Sieg. You shall, 

Your /tar/), which by tho way awaits you with 
The countess in her chamber. She complains 
That you are a sad truant to y<)ur music : 

She attends you. 

hla. Then good morrow, my kintl kinsmen! 

Ulric, you ’ll come and hear me ? 

Ulr. By and by. 

Ida. Be sure I ’ll yoimd if better than your bugles ; 
Then pray you he. as pe.nctual to its notes: 

’ll play you King Gustavu-s’ march. 

Ulr. And why not 

Old Tilly’s? 

Ida. Not that monster’s ! I sliould tliink 

My harfv-strings rang with groans, and not with music, 
M)uld aught of hin sound on it : — hut e.oiiw (juickly ; 
Voiir mother will be eager to receive you. [Exit Ida. 
Sieg. Ulric, I wish to sfioak with you alone, 

Iflr. M y time ’s your vassal. — 

(-divide to Rodolpli, hence! and do 

As 1 directed: and hy' his he»t speed 
And readiest means let Rosenberg reply. 

Roil. (k»unt Biegendori^ command you aught ? i am 
bound 

Upon a journey past the frontier. 

Sieg. (starts.) Ah ! — 

Whore? on what frontier? 

Rod. Tho Silesian, on 

My way — (Aside to XTlhw.) — IV htrc shall J say ? 
iflr. (aside to Rouoliui.) To Hamburgh. 

{ Aside to himself.) I'lial 
Word will 1 think put a firm padlock on 
His furtlier in(}uisUion. 

Hod. C'onnt, to Plamburgh. 

Sieg. (ngituted.) Hamburgh ! No, I have naiigfit to 
do there, nor 

Am aught connected with lliat city. Then 
iod speed you ! 

RihI. Fare yo well, Count Siegemlorf! 

[Exit Rodoeph. 

Sieg. Ulric, this man, who has just defiarted, is 
due of those strun;’e coinpam(M»s whom 1 fain 
W^oiild reason with you cm. 

Iflr. My lord, he is 

Noble by birth, of one of the first houses 
n Saxony. 

Sieg. I talk not of his birth, 

But of Ins bearing. Men speak lightly of him. 

Ulr. So tiiey will do of most men. Even the monarcli 
1 not fenetul from his chamberlain’s slander, or 
The sneer of tlie last courtier whom he iias made 
3 real and ungrateful. 

Sieg. If I must be; plain, 

I’he worli) speaks more than lightly of this Rudolph : 
They say he is leagued with the “black bands” who still 
lavage the frontier. 

Ulr. And will you believe 

The world ? 

Sieg. In this case — yes. 

Ulr. In anif case, 

thought you knew it better than to take 
An accusation for a sentence. 
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Sif>g. Bon ! 

I uridcrKtanii you: you refer to but 

My Destiny has so involved ahont me 
Ker spider web, that. 1 can only flutter 
Like the poor fly, but break it not. Take lictnl, 

ITlric ; you have seen to wliat the passions led me : 
Twenty Ion? years of misery and famine 
Q,iieiu*.ii’d them not — twenty tlmusand m'>re, perchance, 
Hereafter (or even here in moimifUa which 
Mijjrht date for years, did Anguish make iho dial) 

May not obliterate or c.vpiale 

The madness and dishonour of an instant. 

Hlric, he warn’d hy a falhex ! — I wa.s not 
Hv mine, and you behold me ! 

"(Jlr, 1 beliold 

Tht^ [»ro«pcroiis and beloved Siegcndorf, 

Imnl of a prince’s apptinage, and honour’d 
By those, he rules and th(jse he ranks witli. 

Sirg, Ah ! 

Why wilt thou call me prosperous, while I fear 
For thee ? Beloved, when thou lovest me, not ! 

All hearts Imt t>ne may beat in kindness fjr me— • 

But if my .sons is cold ! 

lltr. Wiio dare say tliut ? 

Skg. None else but I, wlio see it — feel it — keener 
Than would your adversary, wlio dared say so, 

Your sabre in his heart! But mine survives 
The wound. 

Ulr. You err. My nature is not given 
To outward firidling ; how should it bo so, 

After twelve years’ divorcement from my parents ? 

Sieg. And did not 1 too pass those twelve torn years 
In a like absence ? But ’t is vain to urge you — 

Naluro was rmver call'd back by remonstrance. 

Let ’s c;liange the llicrnc. I wisli you to consider 
'I'hat liiose young violent nobles of high name, 

But dark deed.s, (ay, the darkest, if aJl Humour 
Uc[K)ris })c true,) with whom thou cocsortesl, 

Will lead thee 

Ulr, {iinp'Uk fitly,) I ’ll be led by no man, 

ISicg. Nor 

l?e leailer of such, I would hope : at once 
To wean thee from the perils of thy youth 
And haugiity spirit, I have thought it well 
I'hat thou sliouldsl wed the lady Ida — more 
As thou appoar’sl to love her. 

Ulr, I have said 

1 will obey your onlors, wen; they to 
Unito with ilecale — can a sun say more 7 

Nng. He says too much m saying this, ll is not 
The nature of thine age, nor of thy blood, 

Nor of thy temperanienl, to talk so coolly, 

Or act so carelessly, in that wliich is 
I’lie bloom or blight of all men’s hapfiiness, 

(For Glory’s pillow is but restless if 

Love lay not tiown his cheek tliore :) some strong bias, 

Some master fiend i.s in thy service to 

Misrule the mortal who believes him slave, 

And makes his every thought subservient ; else 
Thou ’dst say at once — ‘‘ I love young Ida, and 
Will wed her or, ” I love her not, and all 
The powers of eartli shall never make me.”— So 
Would I have answer'd. 

Ulr. Sir, you wed (or love. 

Sieg. I did, and it has been my only refuge 
In many miseries. 

Ulr. Which miseries 

Had never been but for tliis love-match. 

Sieg. Still 

Against your age and nature ! Who at twenty 
E’er answer’d thus till now ? 

Ulr. Did you not warn me 

Against yowr own example ? 

ISieg. Boyish sophist! 

In a word, do you love, or love not, Ida 7 


Ulr. What matters it, if 1 am ready to 
Obey you in espousing her ? 

Sieg. As far 

As you feel, nothing, but all life f.>r her. 

She ’s youug — all lieautiful — adores you— is 
Endow’d w'itii qualities to give happiness, 

Such as nmiids common life into a dream 
Of stiinciliiiig which your poets cannot paint, 

And (if it wore not wisdom to love virtue) 

For which Pliilosuphy might barter W'^isdom ; 

And giving so much happiness, deserves 
A little in return. I would not have her 
Bn‘ak her heart for a man who has none to break ; 

Jr willier on her stalk like some pale rose 
IJoscrtod by ilio bird she thouglil a nightingale, 
Accoriling to the Orient tale. She is 

Ulr. The daughter of dead Stralenheim, your foe : 

I ’ll wed her, nc’ertheless ; tljoiigh, to say truth, 

Just now T am not violently transported 
111 favour of s:!' li i.i.; .lis. 

Sif'r. But she loves you. 

Ulr. And 1 love her, and tlitjri foro would think tmee. 

Sieg. Alas I Love never did so. 

Ulr. Then ’tis time 

He should liegin, ;md lake the liandago from 
His eyes, and look bciore ht? lea[>s: till now 
He hath ta’cn a jump i’ the dark, 

Skg. But you consent 7 

Ulr, I did and do. 

Sieg. Then ri.\' the day. 

Ulr. ’T is usual, 

Ami cerles courteous, to leave that to tlie lady, 

Skg. / will engage for her. 

ITlr. So will not / 

For any woman ; and as what I fix, 

1 fain w'oulil see unshaken, when slic gives 
llf!r an.s'wer, I ’ll give mine. 

Sieg. But ’t is your office 

To woo. 

Ulr. Count, ’t is a marriage of your making, 

So he it of your wooing ; but to please you 
I will now pay my duly to my mother, 

Witli whom, you know', tlio lady Ida is. — 

What would you have 7 You have forbid my stirring 
For manly sports beyond the castle walls, 

And I obi'y ; you bid me* turn a eliainberer. 

To j>ick up gloves, and fans, and knitting-needles, 

And list to songs and tunes, and watch for smiles, 

And smile at prelly prattle, and look into 
The eyes of femmie, as though they were 
The stars receding t;arly to our wish 
U})on llic liawn of a world- winning battle— 

What can a son or man do mure? [Exit Ulric. 

Sitg. {ifolm.) Too much I— 

Too rnucli of duty and loo little love! 

He pays mo in the coin ho owes me not : 

For such liafii been iny wayward fati;, I could not 
Fulfil a parent’s duties by his side 
Till now ; but love he owes me, for my thoughts 
Ne’er left him, nor my eyes long’d witliout tears 
To see my chiki again, and now I have found hini ! 

But how ! — obedient, but with coldness ; duteous 
In my sight, but witli carelessness ; mysterious, 
Abstracted— distant — much given to long absence, 

And where — none know — in league with the most riotoun 
Of our young nobles ; though, to do him justice, 

He never stoops down to their vulgar pleasures 
Yet there ’s some tie between them which I cannot 
Unravel. They look up to liim— consult him — 

Throng round liim as a leader ; but witli me 
He haUi no confidence ! Ah ! can I hope it 
After — what ! doth my father’s curse descend 
Even to my child? Or is tlie Hungarian near 
To shed more blood 1 or— oh ! if it .should be ! 

Spirit of Stralenheim, dost tliou walk these wails 
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To witliPF him and liis — who, though they slow not, 
TTiilatch’d tho door of death for time ? ’T was not 
Our fault, nor is our sin: thou wort our foo, 

And yet I spared thee when my own destruction 
Sh'pt with thee, to awake with thine awakening ! 

Atid only took — Accursed gold! thou Ucst 
Like poison in my hands; I dare not nsi? thee, 

Js'or jiart from thee; thou earnest in s’leh a guise, 
iM<‘ihinl{s thou wouMst contaminate all hands 
Like mine. Yet I liiivc done, to atone for ih^e, 

Thou villanous gold ! and thy dead masters doom, 
Tlioagli lie diod not by mo or mine, as much 
As if he were my brother ! I have ta’eri 
4 {is orphan Ida — cherish’d her as one 
Who will be mine. 

EiUer an Attendant., 

Att. The abbot, if it please 

Your excellency, whom you sent for, waits 
n(»on you. [EAt Attendant. 

Enter the Priou At.deht. 

Prior. peace be with these walls, and all 
Within them! 

Sie(r. Wel(*omc, welcome, holy father! 

And may thy prayer be heard! — all men have need 
Of siieli, and J 

Prior. Ilnvc tin* first claim to all 

Tiu' pravers of our community. (Ktr convent, 
lM'«‘ei(>(l by your ancestors, is still 
rroloctetl by their children. 

Str^. Yes, good fatlier; 

( •oiitmue daily orisons f)r us 

III lliosc dim flays of hf'resies mid blood, 

'rhout:)i the schismatic Swede, (histavns, is 
i I'otif home. 

/VV. To the eiidh'ss home of unbelievers, 
Where there is everlasting wail and wo, 

Cinasliing f>f leeifi, and fears of blood, and fire 
I^ti'rnal, and the worm which dieth not ! 

Sirn'. True, father: ami to avert those pangs from one, 
Wlio, tiiongh of our most faultless holy cimre.h, 

Yet dif'd willuuit its last and dearest oirie«*s, 

Wliich smooth the soul tliroiigh purgatorial pains, 

I have to ofler liumhly tiiis donation 
III masses for his spirit. 

[.SiFOENnoni'' o/fr^’S the /^old which he hvdtahcn 
from Sth.alemieim. 

Prior. Count, if I 

Receive it, ’tis because I know too well 
Refusal would offend you. Be assured 
V’he largess sliall be only dealt in alms, 

And every mass no less sung for the dead. 

Our house need * no dfiriations, thanks to yours, 

Wliieh has of old endow’d it; but from you 
And yours in all meet things ’l is fit we obey. 

For whom shall mass be said ? 

Sir^. ( f<dkrin^v[.) For— for — the dead. 

Prior. His name ? 

Sirs:. ’T is from a soul, and not a name, 

1 would avert perdition. 

Prior. I meant not 

To pry into your secret. AVc will pray 
For one. unknown, tlie same as for the proudest. 

Sicf:. Secret! I have none; but, father, he who’s 
gone 

Might have one ; or, in short, he did bequeath — 
not bequeath — But I bestow tiiis sutn 
For pious purposes. 

Prior. A proper deed 

In the behalf of our departed friends. 

Sieg. But ho who ’s gone was not my friend, bnt foe, 
The deadliest and the stanchest. 

Prior. Better still ! 

To employ our means to obtain heaven for the souls 


I Of our dead enemies is* worthy those 
Who can forgive them living. 

airg. But I did not 

Forgive this man. I loathed him to the last, 

As he <iul me. 1 do not love him now, 

But 

Prior. BckI of all ! Ihr this is pure religion 
You fain would resiate him you hate from hell 
An cvaTig#‘ljcal compassion — will) 

Y^our own gokl too! 

Sirg. Father, ’l is not my gold. 

Prior. W'hosc then? Y'ou said it was no legacy. 

Sieg. No matter whose — of this be sure, tliat lie 
Who ownM it never more will need it, save 
In (hat whicii it may purchase from your altars; 

’T is yours, or theirs. 

Prior. Is there no blood upon it? 

Sieg. No; but there’s worse than blood— eternal 
shame ! 

Prior. J )id he who own’d it die in his bed '/ 

Sirg. Alas I 

H<“ did. 

Prior. Son ! you relapse into revenge, 

If you regret your enemy’s idoodlcss death. 

Sirg. Jlis death was fathomlessly deep in blood. 

Prior. \'(in said he died in l)is heif, not battle. 

Sirg. He 

Died, I .‘■’carce know — hut — lu' was sfablul i’ the dark, 
And now you have it — perish’d on his pillow 
P.y a eut-throal! — Av ! — you may look upon me! 

I am not (he man. I 'll meet your eye on that point 
As 1 can one day (i.Ml's. 

Prior. Nor did he die, 

By incun.s, or men, or instrument of yours ? 

Sirs No! by llie God who secs and strikes! 

]*rior. Nor know you 

Who slew him? 

Sirg. I could only guess at owe, 

And he to me a stranger, unconne.cted, 

As uneniploy’d. Except by one day’s knowledge 
I never saw the man who was suspected. 

Prior. Tiien you are free from guilt. 

Sag. {ragerlg.) Oh! wn I? — say! 

Prior. You have said so, and know best. 

Sieg. Fafiter! 1 have Sfioken 

Th<5 truth, and naught hut tmlh, if not liie whole: 

Vet say I Jim not guilty ! for the blood 
Of tins mail w’l'iiihs on me, as il" I sfie.l if, 

Though, by the Power wlio ahliorreth human blood. 

I did not ! — nay, once spared it, when I might 
And rould — a\% perhaps, sthoitld (if our self-safety 
Be e'er excusable in sucli defences 
Against (he attack of over-])o;*'nt foes;) 

But j)rny for him, for me, ami all my house ; 

For, as i said, though I he innocent, 

I know not why, a like remi>r.se is on me, 

As if he had fiiilen by me. or mine. Pray for me, 
Father! J have myself m vain. 

Prior. I will. 

Be comforted ! Wju are innocent, and should 
Be. calm as innocence. 

Sieg. But calmness is not 

Always the attribute of innocence, 

I feel it is not. 

Prior. Hut it will be .so, 

When the mind gathers up truth within it. 

Remember the great festival to-morrow, 

In which you rank amidst our cIu<Te.t.t nobles, 

As well as your bravi* son; and smooth your aspect; 
Nor in the general orison of thanks 
For bloodshed stopt, let blood you siicd not rise 
A cloud upon your thoughts. This wer(‘ to be 
Too sensitive. Take comfort, and forget 
Such tilings, and leave remorse unto the guilty. 

[Exeunt. 
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ACT V. 

Scene I , — A large and magnificent Gothic Hall in the 
CaMle of Siegendarf decor alt^l vnth Trophicsy Ban-' 
and Arma of that Family, 

Knter Aknhejm and Meister, Atendants of Count 
SlEaENUORF. 

Arn. Bo quick ! tho count will soon return: the ladies 
Already are- at the portal. Have you sent 
Tho mosHongers in search of liim he seeks for ? 

Mein, I have, in all directions, ov(;r Prague, 

As far as tho rnaifs dress and figure could 
By your description track him. I'lie devil take 
These revels and processions! All the pleasure 
( If such tliere he) must full to llic spectators. 

I ’m sure none dolli to us who make tho show. i 

Am, Go to! my lady countess cornea. 

Meie. I ’d rather 

Ride a day’s hunting on an outworn jatlc, 

Than follow in the train of a great man 
In these dull pageantries. 

Arn. Begone! and rail 

Within. [Exeunt. 


Jos. How 80? 

Ida, A cloud comes o’er his bluo eyes suddenly, 

Yet he says nothing. 

Jos, It is noil ling : all men. 

Especially in these dark troublous times, 

Have much to think of. 

Ifla. But 1 cannot think 

Of aught save him. 

Jos. Yet there are other men, 

In the world’s eye, as goodly. There ’s, for instance, 
The young Count Waldorf, who scarce once withdrew 
His eyes from yours to-day. 

Ida. 1 did not see him, 

But TTlric. T^id you not see at the moment 
When all knelt, ami I wept : and yet methoughf. 
Through my fast tears, though they were thick and 
w'arm. 

I saw him smiling on me. 

Jos. I could not 

S(ie aught save heaven, to which my eyes were raised 
Together with the people’s. 

Ida. I thought too 

Of heaven, although 1 look’d on Ulric. 

Jos. Come, 


Enter the Countess .Tosephine Sieoendorf and Ipa 
Stralenheim. 

Jos. Well, Heaven be praised, the show is over! 

Ida. How can you say so! never have I tlrcamt 
Of aught so beautiful. The flowers, the houghs, 

The banners, and the nobles, and tho knights, 

The gems, the robcjs, the plumes, tlie happy faces, 

The coursers, and the incense, and tluj sun 
Streaming through the stain’d windows, even tho iombs^ 
Which look’d so calm, and the celestial hymns, 

Which seem’d as if they rallK^r came from heaven 
Than mount* d there. The bursting orgxui’s peal 
Rolling on high hke an harmonious thunder ; 

The wliitc robes and the lilted eyes; the world 
At peace! and all at peace with one another! 

Oh, my swi'csf mother! [Embracing Josephine. 

Jos. My beloved cliild ! 

For such, I trust, thou slialt he shortly. 

Bla. Oh! 

I am so already. Feel Iiow my heart beats ! 

Jos. It does, my love ; and never may it throb 
With aught more bitter. 

Ida. Never shall it do so! 

How should it ? What should make us grieve ? I hate 
Tri hear of sorrow : how can we be sad, 

Who love each other so entirely ? Y ou, 

The count, and Ulric, and your daughter Ida. 

•los. Poor cliild! 

Ida, Do you pity me ? 

Jos. No; I but envy. 

And that in sorrow, not in the world’s sense 
Of the universal vice, if one vice be 
More general than another. 

Itla. 1 ’ll not hear 

A word against a world which still contains 
You and my Ulric. Did you ever see 
Aught like him ? How he tower’d among them all ! 
How all eyes follow’d him ! The flowers foil faster—* 
Rain’d from each lattice at his feet, rnethought, 

Than before all the r«?st ; and where he trod 
I dare be sworn that they grow still, nor e’er 
Will wither. 

Jos. You will spml him, little flatterer, 

If he should hear you. 

Ida. But he never will. 

T dare not say so much to him — I fear liim- 
Jos. Why so? he loves you well, 

Ida. But I can never 

Shape tny tlioughta of him into words to him. 

Iloi^ew, he '^ornp^imes frightens me. 


Let us retire ; they will be hero anon 
Expectant of the banquet. We will lay 
Asule the.so nodding plumes and dragging trains. 

Ida. And, above all, these stiff* and heavy jewels, 
Which make my head and heart ache, as both throb 
Beneath tlunr glitter o’er my brow and zone. 

Dear mother, I am with you. [Exeunt. 

Enter Count SiEOEN3)ORF,*n/»ii/ dress^ from the solem- 
nity^ and Ludwig. 

Sieg. Is lie not found ? 

Ijid. Strict searcb is making every where ; and if 
The man be. in Prague, bo sure he will be found. 

Sieg. Where ’s Ulric ? 

Evd. Ho rode round the other way 

With some young nohhs.s ; but he left them soon ; 

And, if 1 err not, not a minute siruro 
I heard his excellency, with his train, 
xallop o’er Uio we.st drawbridge. 

Enter Ulric, spUmrlidly dressed. 

Sieg. (to I.UDWifi.) See they cease not 

Their quest of him I have described. (Exit Lupwio.) 
Dh, Ulric ! 

How have I long’d for thee ! 

Ulr. Your wish is granted — 

Behold me! 

Sieg. I have seen tho murderer. 

Ulr. Whom? Where? 

Sieg. The Hungarian, w^bo slew Stralenlieim. 

Ulr. You dream. 

Sieg, I live ! and as I live, I saw him — 

Heard him! he dared to utter even my name. 

Uhr. What name ? 

Steg. Werner! f i/'a« mine. 

Ulr. It must he so 

No more : forgot it. 

Sieg. Never! never! all 

My destinies were woven in that name; 

It will not be engraved upon ray tomb, 

But it may lead me there. 

Uhr. To the pi>int — tins Hungarian ? 

Sie.g, Jjisten ! — Tim ehiuch was throng’d ; the hymn 
was raised ; 

“ Te Dcurn''* peal’d from nations, rather than 
From choirs, in one great ery of “God be praised” 

For one day’s peace, after thrice ten dread years, 

Kach bkxidier than the firmer; I arose, 

With all the nobles, tuiil as I look’d dowm 
Along the lines of lifted faces,— -from 
Jur bannerM and esculeheou’d gHllory, I 
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Saw, lik<5 a flash of lightning, (for I saw 
A moment and no more,) what struck mo sightless 
To all else — the Hungarian’s face I I grew 
Sick ; and when I recover’d from the mist 
Which curl’d about my senses, and again 
liook’d down, I saw him not. The tlianksgiving 
Was over, and wc march’d back in procession. 

Ulr, Continue. 

When we reach’d the Muldau’g bridg. 
The joyous crowd above, the numberless 
Harks mann’d with revellers in their best garbs, 

Wliich shot along the glancing tide below, 

The decorated street, the long array, 

. The clasliing music, and the thundering 
Of far*artillery, which seem’d to bid 
A long and loud farewell to its great doings, 

The standards o’er me, and tlie tramjdinga round, 

The roar of rushing thousands, — ail — all could not 
C'hase this man from my mind, alliiough rny senses 
No longer held him palpable. 

Vlr. You saw him 

No more, then ? 

Sieg. I look’d, as a dying soldier 

Looks at a draught of water, for this man j 
Hut still 1 saw him not ; but in his stead — 

TJlr. What in his stead ? 

Sieg, My eye for ever fell 

TTj»on your dancing crest ; the loftiest, 

As on the loftiest and the loveliest hesul 
It ros(5 the highest of the stream of plumes, 

Which overflow’d the glittering streets of Prague. 

Ulr. What ’s this to the Hungarian ? 

iVfVg. Much \ for I 

Had almost, then forgot him in my son ; 

Wlum just as the artillery ceased, and paused 
'I'Ikj music, and tho crowd embraced in lieu 
Of^houiing, I heard in a deep, low voice. 

Distinct and keener fir upon my car 

Than the late cannon’s volume, this word — IVcmer P 

Ulr. Uttered by 

Skg. Him! I turn’d — and saw — and fell 

UIt. And wherefore ? Were you seen? 

Sivg. The ofllcious car( 

Of those arouml me dragg’d me from the spot, 

Seeing my faintness, ignorant of tlie cause \ 

Voti, 1<K), were too remote in the jiroccssion 
(Tho old nobles being divided from their children) 

T’o :ii«l me. 

Uh. But I ’ll aid you now. 

Siftr. In what? 

Ulr. In searching for this man, or When he’fc 

, fotmd, 

What shall we do with him ? 

Skg. I know not that. 

Ulr. Then wherefore seek? 

Skg. Because I cannot rest 

Till he is found. Ilis fate, and Stralenheim’s, 

And ours, seem iiifertwi.sted ! nor can be 
Unrtivell’d, fill 


Elder an Allmdant, 


Au. A stranger to wait on 

Your excellency. 

Sieg. Who ? 

Ait. He gave no name. 

Sieg. Admit him, ne’ertheless. 

[T/wf Attendant irdrwluces Gabor, and afleneard* 
eant. 


Ah! 

Gab. ’T is, then, Werner ! 

Stieg. (huugluili^ .) The same you knew, sir, by that 
name ; and ymi ! 

Gnh. {looking rmmd.) T recognize you both: father 
arid son, | 


It seems. Count, 1 have Iieard that you, or yours. 
Have lately been in search of me : I am here. 

Sieg, I have sought you, and liave found you ; you 
are charged 

(Your own heart may inform you why) with such 
A crime as— [iic pmises. 

Gab. Give it utterance, and tlron 

1 ’ll meet the consequences. 

Sieg. You shall do so — 

Unless 

Gab. First, who accuses me ? 

Sirg. All things, 

If not all men : the imivcrsal rumour — 

My own jirescnco on the spot — tlie place— tlio time— 
And every speck of circumstance unite 
To fix the blot on you, 

Gafi. And on me only ? 

Pause ere you answer : is no other name, 

Save mine, stain’d in this business ? 

Sieg. Trifling villain ! 

Who play'st with thine own guilt! Of all tlrat breathe 
Thou best dost know tho innocence of him 
^iainst whom thy breath w'ould blow thy bUxidy slander. 
But I will talk no further with a wretch, 

Further than justice asks. Answer at once, 

And without quibbling, to my charge. 

Gab. ’T is false ! 

Sieg. Who .says so? 
aaf>. I. 


Sieg. And how dispriwo it? 

Gab. By 

The presence of tlie murderer. 

Sieg. Name him ! 

Gab. He 

May have more names than one. Your lordship had so 
’)nce on a time. 

Sieg. If you mean me, I dare 

Your utmost. 

Gab. You may do so, and in safety; 

know tlic assassin. 

Sieg. Wlicre is ho ? 

Gab. {pomiing to Ulriv.) Beside you! 

[U1.RIC rufihes forward to attack Gabor; Sikokn- 
DORV interpoHrs. 

Sieg. Liar and fiend ! but you shall not be slain 
These walls arc miiK', and you are safe within them. 

[He turn* to Vlrw. 

TIric, repel this calumny, as T 
Will do. I avow it is a growth so monstrous, 
could not deem it earth-born : but be. (mini ; 
t will refute itself. But touch him not. 


[Uliuc cndcamurs to compose hiiMelf. 


G(tb. Iiook at /tirn, count, and then hear me. 

Sieg. {Jirsl to Gabor, ami tben looking at Ulhic.) 

I hear thoe. 

My ( jJod ! you look 

(fir. How ? 

Sieg. As on that dr»md night 

rVhen we met in the garden. 

Ulr. {composes himself. ) It is nothing 
Gal). (Jount, you are bound to hear me. I came 
hither 

S'ot 8e(‘king you, but sought. When I knelt down 
\ midst the people in tlio church, I droam’d not 
.’o find the beggar’d Werner in tlie seat 
)f Henalors and princes ; but you have call’d me^ 
nd we have met. 

Sieg. Go on, sir. 

Gab. Ere I do so, 

How me, to inquire who profiled 
ly Stralenheim’s death ? Was ’l I— as poor as ever ; 
\.nd poorer by suspicion on my name ! 

^be baron lost in that last outrage neither 
wels nor gold ; his life alone was son|jht, — 
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A life which shnni between the claims of others 
To honours and cRtatcs scarce less than princely. 

Sitg. 7'he»e hints, a^ vagtj© as vain, attach no less 
To rnc thrui to my sou. 

Cr«6. T can’t help that. 

But let the coTisoqutmco alight on him 
Who feels liiins<?lf the guilty r>no among i?s. 

I speak to y«>u, <^'onnt Slog'-ndorf, hecause 
I know you mnoceiil, and dt'orn you just. 

But ere 1 can proctn’d- tiare you protect mo? 

Dare you command me ? 

fSrEaKiVDOKt'./iV.vif huh^ td the Ihinj^nnuny arul then 
fd. IJi.KK', liMs un^ntchlcd hift afdtre and is 

'Iravrns, lines auth d on the jloor — still in its 
sheath, 

I fir. {hth at his father and sai/s) Let the man go on! 
(iai). 1 arn unarinM, count — hiil your son lay down 
Hi«j sabn*. 

Uir. ((fff'm itto him eunfempiaovsh/.) Take it. 

0(d>, No, sir, ’tis onougli 

That, w'c arc both unarmM — T would not c-luHtsc 
To wear a steel whie.li may be staiuVl with more 
Blood tbiin came tJurre in battle. 

ff/r. (rusts the ttfdire. from him in contempt. ^ It— or 
sumo 

Such oilier weapon, hi my hands — spared yours 
Once when disarm'd and at my mercy. 

Gdh. 'I’rue — 

I have iKit forgotten it : you .sptired tnc for 
Your own especuLl purpose — to .su.'lain 
An ignominy not my own. 

Ulr. Proceed. 

Tlie tale is doulitless worthy the rehiter. 

But i« it of iny fatlier to ln.‘ttr further? 

[ To StEGENDORF. 
jSiVg. (takes his son hif the hand.) i\Ty son ! I kn(»w 
my own innocence, and doubt not 
or yours — but 1 have promised this mail patience ; 
hf't him Continue. 

(ioh. I will not detain yon 

By speaking of myself much ; I began 
Life early — and am what the ^v•orl<l has made me. 

At Frankflirt on the. Odtir, wfiore I pass’d 
A winter in obscurity, it was 
My chance at several )>laccs of resort 
( Which T freqticntod sometimes, hut not often) 

To hear related a strange rircumstanct? 

In Fehniary last. A martial force, 

Sent by llic state, had after .strong resistance 
Secured u hand of de.sperafe men, supposed 
Muiauders frurn the hostile camp. — Tliey proved, 
However, not to he so— hut banditti, 

Whom either accident or enlerprisi^ 

Bad carrier) from ihcir u.sual haunt — the forests 
Wliich skirt. Bohemia — even into Lusiilia. 

Many among the.m were reported of 
High nmU — atnl martial law slept for a time. 

At last lliey were c.seorted o’er the frontiers. 

And placed beneath the civil jurisdu'tion 
Of the free town of Frankfort. Of their fate, 

I know no more. 

Sag. And what is this to Ulric ? 

Gith, Among them then^ was said to be one man 
Of wonderful endowunents: — birth and fortune, 

Youth, strength, and lieautv, almost superhuman, 

And courage os unriv, ail’d, were proclaim'd 
His by the, public rumour ; and his sway 
Not only over his associates, but 
His judges, was attrihute<i to witclicraft. 

Such was liis influence: — 1 have no great faith 
In any magic save that of the mine — 

I thorefire ileem'd him weahhy. — But my soul 
Was roustul with various feelings to seek out 
I'his prodigy, if only to Indiold him. 


Sieg, And did you so? 

(?,*/). You’ll hear. Chance favoui^d me 

A popular affray in the public square 
Orew crowils together — it was one of those 
Occasi(«iis where metis souls look out of them, 

And show tiicni as they arc— even in their faces: 

'I'lie monient my eye mcl lii."-, T exclaim’d, 

“ Tlii.s i.s the man !” though he was then, as since, 

With llic nobles of (lie < iiy. T fell sure 
T had not err’d, aiul watch’d him long and nearly: 

I noted down his form— his gesture— feat ure.s, 

.^tafiin*, and bearing — and ami(l.st lliem all, 

IMid.'t every natural and acquired distinction, 

I 1 ilisceni, nuitlumglit, the a.ssa.ssiii’s eye 
And gladiator’s heart. '* 

Ulr. (smiling.) The talc sounds well. 

Gnh. And may sound better. — He appear’d to me 
One of those hemg.s to whom Fortune bends 
As' slie doth to tiie daring — and on wliom 
'J’lie fates «)r o'hers oft de[»c‘iid ; besides, 

An iiide.-.orihal)!c .sensation drew' me 
.Near to tins man, a.« if iny point of fortune 
Was to li.v'd by him. — 'J'liere 1 was wrong. 

Sic.g. And may not be right now. 

Gfd). 1 follow’d him, 

Solieilcii his notice — and obtained it — 

Tliough not lu.s fiien<lsliiji; — it wa.s lii.s intention 
T() leave tin; city privately — we left it 
'I’ogeiber — ainl together we arriviMl 
In tin* ponr town where Werner was conceal’d, 

And ►Straleiiheiin was .succour’d Notv w'c arc on 

The verge — dare you hear furllicr ? 

Sieg. I must do so— 

Or 1 have heard too much. 

Gah. I saw in you 

A man above liis station — and if not 
So liigh, as now 1 tind you, in my then 
< !once[>lions, ’t w’as that 1 had rarely .seen 
Men such its you fip()ear’d in lieight of mind 
In the most high of w orldly rank ; you were 
Poor, oven to all save rags : I would have shared 
My purse, though .slt nder, with you — you refused it. 

Sivg. Doth my ri'fu.sal make a tlebl to you, 

That thus you urge it? 

Goh. Still you owe mo something, 

Though not ftir that ; and I owed you iny safety, 

At least my seeming safety, when the slave, s 
Df tStrahuiheim pursued me on the grounds 
That / hud robb’d him. 

Si('!i. I conceard you — T, 

Whom and wiiose house you arraign, reviving viper ! 

fjrrt/i. 1 accuse no man — save in my defence. 

You, count, have madi' yourst'lf accuser — -judge : 

Yotir hall '.s my court, your heart is my tribunal. 

Be just, and I ’ll be merciful ! 

Sieg. You merciful 

lYoii! Base calumniator ! 

Goh. I. ’T will rest 

With me at last to he so. You conceal’d me- 
in secret passages known to yourself, 

You said, and to none else. At dead ofniglit, 

^ Weary with watching in the dark, and dubious 
I Of tracing bank my way, I saw^ a glimmer, 

Through distant crannies, of a twinkling light : 

I I flillow’d it, and reach’d a door — a secret 

I Portal — wrhich open’d to the chamber, where, 

j With cauUous hand atid slows having first undone 
! As much as made a crevice of the fa.steiiing, 

I I kwk'd througli and bidudd a purple bed. 

And on it Btralenheiin ! — 

Sieg, Asle^'p 1 And yet 

You slew liiin ! — Wretch ! 

Goh. He was already slain, 

And bleeding like a saerific'*. My ow’n 
lilood heeauie ice. 
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Sieff. But. he was all alone ! 

You saw none else ? You did not see tlie 

[He/)Ottses./rom agiiaiwn 
Gdi. No, 

i-fc, whom you dare not name, nor oven 1 
Scarce dare to recollect, was not tlien in 
The chamber. 

Skg, {to Uluic.) Then, my boy ! Uiou art guiltless 
still — 

M'hou had’st me say I was so onco — Oh! now 
Do thou as much ! 

Li?ib, Be patient ! I can not 

rtoo*'de now, though it shake the very walls 
. Which frown above us. You remember, —or 
If n()t,*your son does, — ’that th^^ locks were changed 
Beocatli kut chief inspection on the morn 
Which led to this same night : how he had enterM 
lie best knows — but within an antccliambcr, 

I’lie door of which was half ajar, J saw 
A man who wash’d his bloody hands, and oft 
'With stern and anxious glance gazed back upon 
The bleeding body — but it moved no more. 

Sieg, Oh ! God of fathers I 

0(0). I beheld his features 

As f see yours — but yours they were not, though 
R(‘seinbling them — ^liehold them in Count Ulric’s ! 
Distinct, a.s 1 beheld them, though the expression 
Is not now what it then was ; — but it was so 
W'hen 1 first charg«*d him with the crime — so lately. 

Sieg. 'riiis is so 

G(7.b. {interrupting him.) Nay — but hear mo to the 
end ! 

Now you must do so. — I conceived myself 

B<‘lray\l by you and him (for now' 1 saw 

^riK're was some tic between you) into this 

Pn tended den of refuge, to become 

'ri^f victim of* your guilt, ; and my first thought 

Whs vengeance: but though arm’d with a .short poniard 

(lliuiiig left my sword without) I was no match 

b’or liiru at any time, as had been proved 

That inornitig — either in address or force. 

I turn’d, and ll<‘d — i’ the dark : chance rather than 
Skill made mo gain the secret door of the hall, 

.'■^nd tluMiCf the chiunbor wliere you slept; if I 
Had fouiul you waking, llt^aveii alone can loll 
What vengeance and .siisjiicion might have prompted; 
But ne’t;r slept guilt as W't'rner slej>t (hut night. 

^irg. And yet 1 had horrid dreams ! and such brief 
sleep, 

The stars had not gone tlown when I awoke. 

Why didst thou spare me ? I dreamt of my father— 
^nd now my dream is out ! 

Gd/). ’T IS not my fault, 

If 1 li.'ivcj read it. — Well ! T lied and hid me — 

Chance h‘d mo here after so many moons — 

And slmw’d me Werner in (Blount Hiegendorf! 

WtTiier, whom 1 had sought in liuts in vain, 

Inhabited the palace of a sovereign! 

^'ou sought me and have fouml me — now you know 
JMy secret, and may weigli its wortli. 

Sieg. (after a pause.) Indeed! 

Gah. la it revenge or justice which inspires 
Your meditation ? 

Sieg. Neither — I was weighing 

The value of your secret. 

Gaf}. You sliall know it 

At onco : — When you were jioor, and I, though poor, 
Rich enough to relievo such poverty 
As might have envied mine, I offer’d you 
My purse— you would not share it : — I ’ll be franker 
With you : you are wealthy, noble, trusted by 
The imperial powers — ^you understand me ? 

Sieg. Yes. — 

Gah. Not quite. You tliink me venal, and scarce 
true : 


’T is no less true, however, tliat my fortunes 
Have made me liolh at present. You shall aid me: 

I would have aided you — and also have 
Been somewhat damaged in my name to save 
Yours and your son’s. Weigh well what I have sau 

Sieg. Dare you await the event of a few minutes’ 
Dchbcralion ? 

Gat), (casts his eyes on Ulkic, who is leaning agaim 
a pillar.) If I should do so ? 

Sieg. I pledge my life for yours. Withdraw into 
This tower. [Opens a turret dooi 

Gab. (hesitatingly.) 7’his is the second safe asylui 
You have offer’d me. 

Sieg. And was not the hrst so? 

Gab. I know' not that even now — but will approve 
The second. I have .still a furllier shield.— 

I did not enter Prague alone ; and should 1 
Be put to rest with Slralenheiin, there are 
Some tonguo.9 without will wag in my belialf. 

Be brief in your decision ! 

Sieg. I will bo so. — 

My word is sacred and irrevocable 
Within these walls, but it extends no further 

Gab. I ’ll fake if for so much. 

Sieg. (j)oints to Ulric’s sat/re still upon the ground. 

'I’ako also that — 

T saw you eye it eagerly, and him 
Distrustfully. 

Gah. (takes up the sabre.) I will; and so provide 
To sell my lift — not cheaply. 

[Garor goes into the turret, which Sif.oeivdori 
doses. 

Sieg. (advances to TTlric.) Now, Count Ulric ! 

For .son 1 dare not coll iheo — What, say’st thou? 

Ulr. Ilis tale is true. 

Sieg, True, monster ! 

tllr. Most true, father ! 

And you did well to li.sten to it: what 
Wo knf)w, we can provide again.9t. lie must 
Be silenced. 

Sieg. Ay, with half of my domains ; 

And with the oth»'r half, could he and tliou 
Unsay tliis villany. 

Ulr. It is no time 

For trifling or dissembling. I have said 
His .story ’s true ; and ho loo rnu.st be silenced. 

Sieg. How so? 

Ulr. As Stralenhcirn is. Arc you so duli 

As never to have liit eii this before ? 

W^hen we met in tlie- garden, what except 
Discovery in the act could make me know 
Ilis death ? Or had the prince’s household been 
Then .summon’d, would the cry for the {K>lice 
Been left to such a stranger? Or should .1 
Have loiter’d on the w'ay ? Or could yoUf fVerner 
The object of the baron’s hate and fears, 

Have tied, unlt:ss by many an hour before 
tusjiicioii woke ? 1 sought and fathom’d you, 

J )oubting if you w'ore false or feeble : I 
Perceived you were the latter ; and yet so 
Jonfiding have I found you, that 1 doubted 
At times your weakne.ss. 

Sieg. Parricide ! no less 

Than common slabber ! What deed of my life, 

.)r thought of mine, could make you deem me fit 
^^or your accomplice ? 

Uir. Father, do not raise 

The devil you cannot lay between us. This 
s time for union and for action, not 
For (iiinily di.'»putes. While you were tortured, 

!!^ould I be calm ? Think you that I liave heard 
This fellow’s tale without some fueling ? — you 
lave taught me feeling for you and myself; 

^or whom or what else did you ever teach it ? 

Sieg. Oh ! my dead father’s curse ! 't is w'orking now. 





U4 

Ulr. Let it work on ! the grave will keep it down ! 
Ashes are feeble foes : it is more easy 
To bu0)e such, than countermine a nwde, 

Which winds its blind but living path beneath you. 

Yet tiear me still ! — If you condeinn me, yet 
Remember who hath taught rno once too often 
To listen to him ! Who proclaim’d to me 
Thai there were crimes made venial by the occasion ! 
That passion was our nature? that tho goods 
(>f Heaven waited on the goods of fortune ? 

Who show’d me his humanity secured 

By his nerves only ? Wiw deprived rno of 

All i>ower to vindicate myself and race 

In open day? By his disgrace which stamp’d 

(It might be) baslanly on me, and on 

Himself-— a felovis brand ! I’hc man who is 

At once both warm and weak invites to deeds 

He lt)ngs to do, hut dare not. Is it strange 

That 1 should <wX what you could think? We have done 

With right and wrong ; and now must only iX)ndor 

Upon eifects, not causes. Slralonheiin, i 

'W'ho.se Iif(3 I saved from impnls(^, as, unkrunen^ 

f would have saved a peasant’s or a dog’s, I slew 

Kmjium as our foe — hut not from vengeance, IIo 

W’’as a rock in o»ir way which I cut through, 

As doth tin* boll, because if stoo<l b<3tweeii us 
And our true destination — but not idly. 

As stranger I prosorvetl him, and he oioed me 
His life: when due, I but resumed the debt. 

Ho, you, and I stood o’er a gulf whcjreiii 
I have plunge<l our enemy. Yim kindled first 
Tho torch — yon show’d the |>atlt ; now Uaco me that 
Of saft'ty— or let me ! 

Sieg, I have done with life ! 

Vlr. Lot us have done with that which cankers 
life— 

Familiar fbuds aiifl vain recriminations 
Of things which cannot he undone. We have 
No tnor<‘- to learn or hide : J know no fear, 

Aiul have witlun these very walls men whom 
{Although you know tliein not) dare venture all things. 
You stand high with the state ; what passes here 
Will ni>t CA'cito her loo great curiosity : 

Keep your own secret, keep a steady eye, 

Stir not, and speak not ; — leave tho rest to me : 

We- must have no third babblers thrust between us. 

[£xit TTi.jac. 

S^ieg. (solus.) Am I awake ? arc Uiese iny father’s 
halls ? 

And yon — my son? JW;V8on ! mine I who have ever 
Ahhorr’d both mystery and bl<x)d, and yet 
Am plunged into the deepest hell of both ! 

I must he speedy, or more will be shed — 

The Ilnngaritui’s ! — Ulric — ^he halli partisans, 

Jt. seems; I might have guess’d as much. Oh fool ! 
Wolves prowl in company. He hath the key 
(As 1 too) of the opposite door which leads 
Into tlie turret. Now then! or once more 
To be the father of fresh crimes, no less 
Than of the criminal ! Ho ! Gabor ! Galior ! 

l£^mt into the twret^ domig the door after Idm. 

Scene II. — The Interior of the Turret. 

Gabor and Siegendorf. 

Gab, Who calls? 

Sieg. I — Siege ndorf! Take these, and fly ! 

Lose not a moment ! 

[Tears a diamond star and other jewels^ and 
thrusts them into Gabor’s hand. 

OaK What am I to do 

With these? 

Sieg. Wliatc'er you will : sell them, or hoard, 

And prosper ; but delay not, or you are lost ! 

Gab. You pledged your honour for my safety ! 


Sieg. Anil 

Must thus redeem it. Fly 1 I am not mastei, 

It seems, of my own castle — of my own 
Retainers — nay, even of thc.se very walls, 

()r I would bid them fall and crush me ! Fly ! 

Or you will be slain by 

Gab. I.S it even so ? 

Farewell, then ! Recollect, however, count, 

You sought tills fatal interview! 

iSieg. I did : 

Let it not be more fatal still ! — Begone ! 

Golf. By the same path I enter’d ? 

Sirg. Yes ; that’s safe still: 

But 1 ''fter not in Prague; — you do not know 
With whom you have to deal. 

Gab. I know too well — 

A ml knew it cro yourself, unhappy sire! 

Farewell! G.\noR. 

Sieg. (solus and listening.) Ho hath clear’d the 
staircase. Ah ! I hear 
The door sound loud behind him I He is safe ! 

?afe ! — Oh, my father's spirit ! — I am faint 

[He leans down v 2 >on a stone scat^ near the wuU 
of the tmver^ in a drtx^nng posture, 

JEnterV Line, with others armed^aml with weapmis drawn. 

Vlr. J )esputch ! — he ’s there ! 

Lsid. The count, my lord I 

\jlr. {rrcognii'mir Siecknuork.) Fbi/ here, sir ! 
iSiVg. Yes: if you want another victim, strike! 

XJlr. (seeing him stnpt of his Jewels.) Where is tho 
ruirnm who hath plunder’d you? 

Vassals, despatch in search of him! You sec 
’7’ was as I said — tin* wretch hath stripf my fatlicr 
Of jew<*ls which might fiirrii a prince’s heirloom! 

Away ! 1 ’ll follow you forthwith. 

[Exeunt all but Sif.gendorf atul ULiyc. 

What ’s tliis ? 

Where is tho villain ? 

Sieg. There are twOy sir: wliich 

Are you in quest of? 

Ulr. I.et us hear no more 

U1 this: ho must be fixind. You have not let liirn 
E.scajic ? 

A’lVg. He’s gone. 

Vlr. With your connivance ? 

Sieg, With 

My fullest, freest aid, 

Ulr. Then fare you well ! 

[Ui.ric is going. 

8kg. Stoj) ! I command — entreat — implore! Oh, 
Ulric ! 

Will you then leave me? 

Ulr. What ! remain to bo 

l)»'nouiiccd — dragg’d, it may be, in chains *, and all 
By your inherent wealuiess, half<huinanity. 

Selfish remorse, and temporising pity, 

I’hat sacrifices your whole race to save 
A wretch to profit by our ruin ! No, count, 

Henceforth you have no son ! 

8kg. I never had one ; 

And would you ne’er had borne the useless name ! 
Where will you go ? I would not send you forth 
Witliout protection. 

Ulr. Leave tliat unto me. 

I am not alone ; nor merely tho vain heir 
Of your domains ; a thousand, ay, ten thousand 
Swords, hearts, and hands, are mine. 

8kg. The foresters ! 

With whom the Hungarian found you first at Frankfort ? 

Ulr. YY-s — men — w ho arc worthy of the naine ! Go tell 
Your senators that they look well to Prague ; 

Their feast of peace was early for the times ; 

There are more spirits abroad tlian have been laid 
Wifli Wallenstein! 





JoiiGPHiWE arul Ida. 

/o<. What is *1 we hear ? My Siegendorf ! 

Thank Heav’n, I see you safe ! 

Sicg. ^ Safe ! 

Ida. Yes, dear father! 

Sie^. No, no ; I have no children : never more 
Call me by that worst name of parent. 

Jos. What 

Means iiiy good lord ? 

That you have given Ijirth 

To a demon ! 

tda. {tctking Ulricas hand.) Who shall dare say this 
f>f Ulric? 

S\es^ Ida, beware ! there % blood upon that hand ! 


Ida. (stooping to hiss it.) 1 ’d kiss ii of^ though it were 
mme ! 

Sieg. It is so ! 

Ulr. Away! it is your father’s! lEs;U Uliiic. 

Oh, great God ! 

And I have loved tliis man ! 

[lDA/a/& senseless — Josephiwte stands speeclUess 
with horror^ 

The wretch hatli slain 

Thom both! — My Josephine! we are now alone ! 
Would we had over boon so! — All is over 
For me! — Now open wide, iny sire, thy grave; 

Thy curse Imth dug it deeper for thy son 
III mine! — The nwm of Siegendorf is past! 


THE DEFORMED TRANSFORMED. 

A DRAMA. 


[This protluction is founded partly on the story of a 
novel called 7Vic IViree Brothers^ publish e<l many years 
ago, from which M. G. Lewis’ J^ood Union was also 
taken — and partly on the F'auat of the great G(A"lh(‘. 
The present publication (contains the two first i^arts only, 
and the oi>eiung chorus of the third. Tlie rest may per- 
haps appear hereafter.' 

DRAMATIS PERSONiE. 

MEN. 

Stranger, afterwards Cass a u. 

AiiNor.D. 

Bourbon. 

PlItLIBERT. 

Cellini. 

WOMEN. 

Bertha, 

Olimpia. 

Spirits^ Soldiers^ Citizens of Romsy PriestSy Peasants ^c. 

PART I. 

Scene I.--A Forest. 

Enter Arnold and his mother Bertha. 

Bert. Out, hunchback ! 

Am. I was bom so, motlior ! 

Bert. Out, 

Thou incubus ! Thou nightmare ! Of seven sons 
The sole abortion! 

Am. Would that I had been so, 

And never seen the light ! 

Bert. I would so too ! 

But as tliou Attsi— -hence, hence— and do thy best ! 

That back of thine may bear its burden ; ’t is 
More high, if not so broad as that of others. 

Am. It hears its burden ; — but, my heart ! Will it 
Sustain that which you lay upon it, mother ? 

I love, or, at the least, I loved you : nothing 
Save you, in nature, can love aught like me. 

You nursed me — do not kill me! 

Bert. Yes— I nursed thee, 

Because tbou wert my fursl-born, and 1 knew not 
2T 


If there would be anotlpT unlike thee, 

That inonstrou.s sport of nature. But. get hence, 

And gather woovl ! 

Arn. 1 will : hut wlirn I bring it, 

Spoak to me kindly. 7’hoiigh my brothers are 

8o brauUfiil and lusty, and as free 

As the free chase they f.llow', do not flpnrii me: 

Our milk has been tlio same. 

Bert. As is tlie hedgehog’s, 

Which sucks at midnight from the wholesome dam 
Of the young bull, until the imlluuaid finds 
The nipple iie.xl day stne arul udder dry. 

(Ja)l not tliy brothers bretliren! (’all me not 
Mother; for if 1 brought thee forth, it wan 
A.s foolish hens at tnnos hatch vipeu*'^, by 
Sitting upon strange eggs. Out, urchin, out 

[Exit Bertha. 

Am. (solus.) Oh mother ! She ’s gone, and I 

must do 

Her bidding; — wearily but willingly 
I would fulfil it, could I only Iio]hj 
A kind w’ord in return. Wliat shall I do? 

[Arnold begins to cut wood: in doing this he 
imnmis one of his hands. 

My labour for the day is over now. 

Accursed bo tJii.s blood that flows so fast; 

For double curses will b(; my meed now 
At home. — Wliat home? I haves no home, no kin, 

No kind — not made like other ('realun s, or 
To share their sports or pleasures. Alust 1 bleed too 
Like them ? Oh that eaeli drop wliich fells to earth 
Would rise a snake to .sting them, as they have stung me! 
Or that the devil, to whom they liken me, 

Would aid his likeness ! If I must partake 
His form, why not his power ? Is it because 
1 have not his will too? For one kind word 
F’rom her who bore me would still reconcile me 
Even to tliLs hateful aspect. Let me wash 
The wound. 

[Arnold goes to a springy and stoops to wash his 
hand: he starts back. 

They are right ; and Nature's mirror shows me 
What she hath made me. I will not look on it 
Again, and scarce dare think on ’t. Ilideoiis wretch 
That I am! The very waters mock me wUli 
My horrid shadow — like a demon placed 
Deep in the fountain to scare back the calUe 
From drinking therein. [He pmus. 
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And shall I live on, 

A burden to the earth, myself and sliame 
Unto what brought me into life ? Thou blood, 

Which floweat so freely from a scratch, let me 
Try if Uiou wilt not in a fuller stream 
Pour forth my woes for ever with thyself 
On earth, to which I will restore at once 
This hateful compound of her atoms, and 
Resolve back to her elements, and take 
The shape of any reptile save myself, 

And make a world for myriads of new worms ! 

This knife ! now let me prove if it will sever 
This wither’d slip of nature’s nightshade— my 
Vile form — from the creation, as it hath 
The green bough from the forest. 

[Arnold jplacf» the knife in the gromuiy vnth the 
point upwards. 

Now ’t is set, 

And I can fall upon it. Yet one glance 
On the fair day, which sees no foul thing like 
Myself, and thf. sweet sun, which warm’d inr^, but 
In vain. The birds — how joyously they sing ! 

So let them, for I would not be lamented : 

But let Ihtdr merriest notes bo Arnold’s knell ; 


And all the fierce and fair of the same kind 
With thoe. Thy form is natural : *t was only 
Nature’s mistaken largess to bestow 
The gifts which are of others u[n>n man. 

Am. Give me the strength then of the buffalo’s foot, 
When he spurns high tlte dust, beholding his 
Near enemy ; or lot me have the long 
And patient swiftness of the desert-ship, 

The helm less dromedary ; — and I ’ll bear 
Thy fiendish sarcasm w'ith a saintly patience. 

Stran, 1 will. 

Am. {with surpiise.) Thou const 7 

Stran. Perhaps. Would you aught else? 

Am. 

Stran 
What a 

To talk - x--. 

Thou canst yot speak mint ) the forester 
Hunts not llu; wTctched coney, but tlie boar, 

Or wol^ or lion, leaving paltry game 
To petty burghers, who leave once a year 
Their walls, to fill their household caldrons with 
Such scullion prey. The meanest gibe at lliec,— 

Now J can mock the mightiest. 


The fallen leaves my monument; tlio murmur 
Of the near fountain my sole elegy. 

Now, knife, stand firmly, us 1 fain would fall ! 

[As he rushes to throw himself upon the hnife^ his 
eye is suddinly caught hy the fountain^ which 
seems in m<dion. j 

The fountain moves witliout a wind ; hut shall 
The ripple of a sjmng change my resolve ? 

No, Yet it moves again! The waters stir, 

Not as with air, but by some subterrano 
And rocking power of tlie internal world. 

What ’s hero ? A mist ! No more ? — 


Am. Then waste not 

Thy time on me : I seek thee not. 

Stran. Your thoughts 

Arc not far from me. Do not send mo back : 

I am not so easily recall’d to do 
Good service. 

Am. What wilt thou do for me ? 

Stran. Change 

Shapes with you, if you wall, since yours so irks you ; 
Or form you to your wish in any sliape. 

Arn. Oh ! then you arc indeed the demon, for 
Naught else would wittingly wear mine. 

Stran. I ’ll show tiice 


[A doud comes from the fmniain. He stands The brightest which the world e’er bore, and give thee 
gazing upon it. : it is dispelledj and a tall black Thy dioice. 

man comes towards him. Arn. On what condition ? 


Am. What would you ? Speak ! 

Spirit or man ? 

Stran. As man is botfi, why not 

Say both in one ? 

Am. Your form is man’s- and yet 

You may be devil. 

Stra7i. So many men are that 

Which is so culled or thought, that you may add mo 
To which you please, without much wrong to either. 
But come : you wish to kill yourself ; — pursue 
Your purpose. 

Am. You have interrupted mo. 

Stran. What is that resolution whicli can e’er 


Stran. I’herc’s a question! 

An hour ago you would have given your soul 
To look like other men, and now you pause 
To wear the form of heroes. 

Arn. No ; I will not. 

1 must not compromise my soul. 

Stran. What soul, 

Worth naming so, would dwell in such a carcass ? 

Am. ’T is an aspiring one, what e’er the tenement, 

In which it is rnislodgcd. But name your compact: 
Must it bo sign'd in blood ? 

Stran. Not in your own. 

Am. Whose blood then ? 


Be interrupted? If I be the devil 

You deem, a single moment would have made you 

Mine, and for ever, by your suicide ; 

And yot my coming saves you. 

Am. 1 said not 

You were the demon, but that your approach 
Was like one. 


Stran. We will talk of that hereafter 

But I ’ll bo moderate with you, for I see 
Groat things witliin you. You shall have no bond 
But your own will, no contract save your deeds. 

Are you content ? 

Am. I take thee at tliy word. 

Stran. Now tlien! — 


Stran. Unless you keep company 

With him (and you seem scarce used to such high 
Bociety) you can’t tell how he approaches ; 

And for his aspect, look upon the fountain, 

And then on me, and judge which of us twain 
I.ook likcst what the boors believe to bo 
Their cloven-footed terror. 

Am. l>o you— dare you 

To taunt me with my bom defomiity ? 

Stran. Were I to taunt a buffalo with this 
Cloven ibisi of thine, or the swift dromedary 
With tiy^lime of hum()s, the animals 
Vfbuid smsA in the compliment. And yet 
jUliDfUi becRlH Ibre more swift, more strong, more mighty 
ad^Mi tad <mdurance tlian thyself, 


[TJie Stranger approaches the fountmn^ and turns to 
Arnold. 

A little of your blood. 

Am. For what ? 

Stran. To mingle with the magic of tlic waters, 

And make the charm effective. 

Am. {holding out his wounded arm.) Take it all. 
Stran. Not now. A few drops will suffice for this. 

Stranger takes some of Arnold’s Uood in his 
handf and casts it into the fountain. 

Stran. Shadows cd* beauty ! 

Shadows of power I 
Rise to your duty— 

This is the hour ! 
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Walk lovely and pliant 
From the depth of this fountaint 
As tlie c1ou(il-sha|>en giant 
Bestrides the Hartz mountain.* 

Come as yc were, 

That our eyes may behold 
The model in air 
or the form 1 will mould, 

Bright as the Iris 

When ether is spannM ; — 

Such Am desire is, [Pointing to Arnold. 

Such my command 1 
Demons heroic — 

^ Demons who wore 

The form of the stoic 
Or sophist of yore — 

Or the shape of each victor, 

Prom Macedon’s boy 
To each high Roman’s picture, 

Who breatli’d to destroy — 

Shadows of beauty ! 

Shadows of power! 

Up to your duty— 

'I’his is the hour! 

[ Panmift Phtinto?nfi ariftr fnym the walersi^ awl pasa 
in sucrCfiHifni before the Stranger and Arnold 
Ar7i . What do I sec ? 

Sfran. The hlack-ey(?d Roman, with 

Tln^ eagle’s b»ia.k between those eyes which ne’er 
I b 'held a conqueror, or look’d along 
'I’ho land lie made not while Romo became 

llis, and all theirs who h(?ir'd Ids very name. 

Am. 'I’he jihantoin ’s liahl ; rny quest is beauty 
Could 1 

Irdi<M*it but his fame with his defects! 

Siran, llis brow was girt with laurels more thar 
* Iiairs. 

You see his aspect— choose it, or reject. 

T c.'iii but promise you his form ; bis fame 
Must ])<‘ long souglit and fought for. 

Am. J will fight too, 

Jhif not as a mock Cmsar. Let him pass ; 
iiis asprci may he fair, but suits me not. 

Siran. Then you are, far more ditficult to please 
Than (luto’s sister, or than Brutus’ mothi^r, 

Or (.'leopaira at sixteen — an age 

VV^hen love is not less in the eye than heart. 

Ihii be it so! Shadow, p;iss on ! 

[The phantom of Julius Ccesar disappears. 
Arn. And can it 

Be, that th() man who shook the cartli is gone, 

And left no footstep? 

Strati. There you err. Hia substance 

Le ft graves enough, and woes enough, and fame 
More than enougli to track his memory •, 

But tor his shadow, ’t is no more than yours, 

Except a little longer and less crooked 
r tile sun. Behold another! 


Stran. Lo ! behold again ! 

Am. Wiiat! that low, swartiiy, short-noee^ nMBld- 
eyed satyr, 

With the wide nostrils and Silonus’ aspect, 

The splay feet and low stature ! 1 liad hotter 
Remain that which 1 am. 

Stran. x\nd yet he was 

The earth’s perfection of all mental beauty, 

And pcrsonitication of all virtue. 

But you reject him ? 

Arn. If his form could bring me 

That winch redeem’d it — ^no. 

Stran. I have no power 

To promise that ; hut you may try, and find it 
Easier in such a form, or in your own. 

Arn. No. 1 was not born for pliilosophy, 

Though I have that about mo which has need on *t. 

“.et him tlect on. 

Stran. Be air, thou hemlock-drinker ! 

f 7'he shadow of Socralat disappears : another rises. 

Am. Wliat ’s licre ? whose broad brow and whoso 
curly beard 

And manly aspect look like Hercules, 

■>avc that his jocund eye hath more of Bacchus 
Than (he sad fnirper of the. infernal world, 

caning ilejected on his club of conquest, 

As if he knew' the worthlessness of tlioso 
Eor whom he liad fought. 

Stran. It was the man who lost 

Tl»c ancient W’orld for love. 

Arn. I cannot blame him, 

■Jinco 1 have riskM my soul because 1 find not 
That which he exchang’d the earth for. 

Stran. Since so far 

You seem congenial, will you wear his features? 

Am. No. As you leave nio choice, I am difficult, 
f but to see the lieroes 1 should ne’er 
Have seen else on tliis side of the dim shwo 
AVhcnce they float hack before us. 

Stran. Hence, triumvir! 

Thy Cleoj»atra ’s wailing 

f The sfuulc of Antoni/ disappears : another rises. 

Am. Who is this ? 

A^ho truly looketh like a demigod, 

■Ilooming and bright, w'lth golden hair, and stature, 
f not more, high iliaii mortal, yet immortal 
n all Uiat narncliiss bearing of liis limbs, 

»Vhich he wears as the sun liis rays — a something 
AThich shines from him, and yet is but the flashing 
Emanation of a tiling more glorious still. 

N as Ac e’er human onit/ ? 

Stran. Lot llie eartli 8[>eak, 

f there be atoms of him left, or even 
)f the more solid gold that form’d his urn, 

Arn. Who w'as this glory of mankind? 

Stran. Tlio shame 

f Greece in peace, her thunderbolt in war— 

)ciiie(rius tbn Macedonian, and 
'aker of cities. 


[A second phantom passes. 
Arn. Who is he? 

Stran. He was the fairest and Uio bravest of 
Athenians. Look upon him well. 

Am, He is 

More lovely than the last. How beautiful ! 

Stran. Such was fJie curled son of Clinias ; — wouldsf 
thou 

invest thee with his form? 

Am. Would that I had 

Been bom with it! But since I may choose further, 

I will look further. 

[T%c shade of AlrAlnades disappears. 

• Thli Is a well-known (iermnn •iiperitition— a gigantic shadow pro- 
duGod bj reflection oo the Brocken. 


Arn, Yet one siiadow more. 

Stran. {uddressmg the shculow.) Get thee tg Lamia’s 
lap ; 

[The shade of Demetrius Pidwcetes vanishes t 
another rises. 

I ’ll fit you sUO, 

Fear not, my imnchback. If the shadows of 
fliat which existed please not your nice taste, 

'll animate the. ideal marble, (ill 

’our s<ml be reconciled to her new garment. 

Arn. Conttml ! I will fix here. 

Stran. I must commend 

mir choice. The go<ilike son of Uie sea-goddess, 
he unshorn boy of Peleus, witJi his locks 
.s l>eautifu] and clear as the amber waves 
rich Paetdus, roll’d o ’er sands of golcL 
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Soften’d by intervening crystal, and 
Rippled like flowing waters by the wind, 

All vow’d to Sperchius as they were— behold them! 
And him — as he stood by Polixena, 

With sanction’d and with soften’d love, before 
The altar, gazing on his Trojan bride, 

With some remorse within for Hector slain 
And Priam weeping, mingled with deep passion 
Ft»r the sweet downcast virgin, whose young hand 
Trembled in his w'’ho slew her brother. So 
He stood i’ the temple ! Look upon him as 
Greece looked her last upon her best, the instant 
Ere Paris’ arrow flew. 

Am. I gaze upon him 

As if I were his soul, whose form shall soon 
Envelop mine. 

Stran. You have done well. The greatest 

Deformity should only barter with 
The extremest beauty, if the proverb ’s true 
Of mortals, that extremes meet. 

Am. Come! Bo quick! 

I am imj)aUcnt. 

S'iran. Aft a youthful beauty 

B<*fure her glass. Vou both sec what is not, 

But dream it is what must ho. 

Am. Must I wait ? 

tSira7i. No ; that w-ere a }>ity. But a word or two: 
His stalui'f' is twelve cubits ; would you so far 
Oulslep these times, and he a Titan? Or 
(To talk canonically) wax a son 
Of Anak ? 

Am. Why not ? 

Stran. Glorious ambition! 

I love thee most in dwarfs ! A mortal of 
Philistine Hlature would have ghully parc-d 
His own Goliath down to a sliglit David : 

.But thou, my manikin, w'ouldst soar a show 
Rather tlian licro. H^hou slialt ho indulged, 
irsurlii ho thy d(‘sln'' ; and yet, by being 
A little less reiiiovoil I'rorn present men 
In ligiire, thou cansl sway them more ; for all 
Would rise against thee now, as if to hunt 
A new-lbund rnnrnmoth; and llieir cursed engines, 
Their eulverins, and so 1‘orih, would timl way 
'I’hrougli our frit'iul's armour lltere, with greater case 
Thun the adulterer’s arrow througli his heel, 

Wliich Tlieti.s hud forgotten to baptize 
In Styx. 

Am. Then let it be as thou deern’st best. 

Stran. Thou shalt be beauteotis an tlie thing thou 
seest, 

And strong as what it was, and — 

Arn. 1 ask not 

For valour, since def<irmity is daring. 

It is its esfwmco to o’ertuke mankind 
By ln‘art. and soul, and make itself the equal— 

Ay, tlie Mqwrior of the rest. There is 
A spur in its Ijail movements, to become 
All that the others cannot, in such things 
As still are free to both, to compensate 
For stepdame Natnr('’s avarice at first. 

They woo with fearless deeds the smiles of fortune, 

And ofl, like Timour the lame Tartar, win them. 

Stran. Well spoken! And thou doubtless wilt remain 
I‘h)rinM a.s thou art. I may dismiss the mould 
l.)f shallow, v\hich must turn to flesh, to inca.se 
’.I’his daring s<wil, which could achieve no less 
Without it ? 

Am. Had no power presented me 
The jMissibility of change, I would 
Have done the best which spirit may to moko 
Its way, with all defi^rmity’s dull, deadly, 
thscouraging wtdght upon me, like a mountun, 

In feeling, on my lie-art as on niy shonldcrs— 

An hateful and miFiighily molehill to 


The eyes of happier man. I would have look’d 
On beauty in that sex which is the typo 
Of all we know or dream of beautiful 
Beyond the world they brighten, with a sigh— 

Not of love, but despair; nor sought to win, 

Though to a heart all love, what could not love me 
In turn, because of this vile crooked clog, 

Which makes me lonely. Nay, I could have homo 
It all, had not my mother spurn’d me from her. 

The she-bear licks her cubs into a sort 
Of shape my dam beheld rny shape was hopeless 

Had ^'-e exposed me, like the Spartan, ere 
I knew tlic passionate part of life, I had 
Been a clod of the valley,— hajipier nothing 
Than what I am. But even thus, the lowest, 

Ugliest, and meanest of mankind, what courage 
And perseverance could have done, perchance 
Had made me something— as it has made heroes 
Of the same mould as mine. You lately saw me 
Masti'r of my own life, and quick to quit it ; 

And he who is so is the master of 
Wlialcvcr dreads to die. 

Stran. Dcriile between 

What you have been, or will be. 

Am. 1 have done so. 

You have open’d brighter prospects to my eyes, 

And sweeter to my heart. As I am now, 

I might be fear’d, admired, resjiecled, loved 
Of all save Uiosf next to me, of whom I 
Wouhl be beloved. As thou showest me 
A choice of forms, I take tlie one I view. 

Haste ! liaste ! 

Stran. And what shall / wear ? 

Am. Burely he 

Who can eommand all forms will choo.se the highest, 
Bomeilmig superior even to that which was 
Fdides now before, us. I’erhaps his , 

Who slew )(im, that of Paris: or — still higher — 

'J’he pnei’s f!od, clothed in siieli limbs as are 
Thenisi.Kes a jioetry. 

Strau. Less will content me ; 

For I, too, love a cliange. 

Am. Your aspect is 

I.)usky, Init not uruiomcly, 

Slrnn. If I ehoso, 

I inijiht be whiter; but 1 have a penchant 

For bhiek — it is so lioucst, ami l»t*skles 

(’an neither blush with shume nor pale with fear: 

But 1 have worn it long enough of laic, 

And now I ’ll Ivike your figure. 

Arn. Mine! 

Stran. Yes. You 

Shall change with Thetis’ son, and I with Bertha, 

Your mother's offspring. People have their ta.stes ; 

You have yours — I mine. 

Am. 1 Xispatch ! despatch! 

Stran, Even bo, 

[ The Stranger takes some earth and moulds it (dong 
the turj] oral then addresses the phantom aj 
AehiUes. 

Beautiful shadow 
Of Thetis’s boy ! 

Who sleeps in the meadow 
Wliose grass grows o'er Troy : 

From the red earth, like Adam,’*' 

Thy Ukecuiss 1 shap«», 

As the being who made him, 

Whose actions I a[M\ 

Thou clay, be all glowing, 

Till the rose in his rlieck 
Be as fair as, whi*n blowing, 

It wears its first streak ! 


• Aitfun mcaai from wtucti ibo ltr*t man wwformtd. 
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Ye violets, I seattf^r, 

Now tuni info eyes! 

And thou sunsliiny water, 

Of blood take the {ruise! 

Let these hyacinth boughs 
Be his lott'j flowing hair, 

And wave o’er his brows, 

As thou w.jvcsl in air! 

Let his heart !»♦' this marble 
I tear fnmi the rock! 

But his voire as the warblo 
Of birds on yon oak ! 
liot his flesh he the purest 
Of mould, in which grew 
The lily-root surest, 

And <lrank llto best d(uv ! 

Lot his limbs be the liglitest 
Which clay can compound, 

And his as[>rct the brightest 
On earth to he found ! 

Elements, near nn*. 

Be mingled and stirr’d, 

Know me, and hear me, 

And leap to my word ! 

Sunbeam awaken 

This earth's animation! 
is floiie I fie hath taken 
His stand in creation! 

[AhnoIjD fiilla srim lf'ss ; hiti sot/l jx/Mrs into tfit 
shape of jlclu/les, whieh rises from the pp'ound 
white the plmntmn has (tisuppeorcf port by party 
as the figure was formed from the earth. 

Arn. (in his new ffni.) 1 love, and I shall h' 
beloved ! Oh hie ! 

At last I feel thee! Glorious Rj)irit ! 

Sir an. Stop ! 

VVhat shall become of your abandon’d garment, 

Your hnm[>, atid luinf), and clod of ughne.ss, 

Winch late you wore, or weiv;? 

Arn. Who cares? Let wolves 

And vultures take it, if th<‘y will. 

Stran. And if 

"I’hey do, and arc not scared by it, you ’ll say 
ft must be peace-time, and no bettor fare 
Abroad i’ the fields. 

Arn. I.et ns but leave it there; 

No matter what becomcH on 't. 

Sfran. That ’s ungracious, 

If not migralcful. WTiatsoe’cr it be, 

It hath sustain d your soul full many a day. 

Arn. Ay, as the dunghill may conceal a gem 
Whicli is now set in gold, as jewels should be. 

Stran. But if I give another form, it must be 
By fair c.vebange, not robbery. For they 
Wlio make men without women’s aid have long 
Had patent.s tijr the same, and do not love 
Your interlopers. 7^he devil may lake men, 

Not make them, — though he reap the benefit 
Of the original workman.ship ; — and therefore 
Some one must he found to assume the shape 
You have quitted. 

Aim.. Who would do so ? 

Slran. That I know not, 

And therefore I mu.st. 

Am.. You ! 

Stran. I said it ere 

You inhabited your present dome of beauty. 

Arn. True. I forget all things in the new joy 
Of this immortal change. 

Stran. Tn a few moments 

I will be as you were, and you shall see 
Yfnirseif fl)r ever hy you, as your .shadow. 

Arn. I WMuhl he spared this. 

Stran. But it cannot be. 


Wliat ! shrink alreaily, being what yon are, 

Prom seeing what you were ? 

.Am, Do 08 thoti wilt. 

Stran. {to the late form of Arnold, extended an (he 
earth.) 

Clay I not dead, but soul-less ! 

Though no man would chixisc thee 
An immortal no less 

Deigns not to refuse thee. 

Clay liiou art ; and unto spirit 
All clay is of eijual merit. 

Fire ! viithmii which naught can live ; 

Fire ! but in which naught can live, 

Save the fabled salamander, 

Or immortal souls, wliicli wander, 

Praying what doth not forgive, 

Howling for a drop of water, 

Burning in a qnenclilcss lot. 

Fire ! the only element 

W'hcre nor fi.sli, b<?asf, bi«l, nor worm, 

Save the worm whudi dieth not, 

Can preserve a moment's form, 

But must willi tliyself be hient : 

Fire! man’s safegnarrl and Ins «laught(‘r: 

Fire! Creation’s first-born tlaugbtcr, 

Anil Destruction’s threaten’d son. 

When heaven with the world hath done ; 
Fire ! assist me to renew 
Life in wliat lies in my view 
Stiff and cold ! 

His resurrection rests with me and you! 

Due little, marshy spark of flame 
And h(‘ again sliall seem the same ; 

Ihil I his spirit’s plaets shall hold ! 

[yin is'ni'<~f,ilu70'< fits throu/^h the and res 

on the hrrnn of' the hotly. 'JVte Strangtr di 
.tppetirs : the body rist s. 

Am. {in h'is new form.) Oh! horrible! 

Stran. {in Ak.vold's IoU diupe.) What! trembicsl 
(hou 

ylrn. Not so — 

merely shudder. Wheie is fh il the sliiipo 
Thou lately woresj ? 

Stran. T’o the w(>rld of shadows. 

.hit let us thread tin* pri '-enl. Wliither \^ill thou? 

Arn. Must thou in: my I 'MiiptUiiou? 

Stran. Wherefore not? 

"our betters lo'cp witrsi* eompany. 

Arn. A/t/ Iv’tti rs ! 

Stra7i. Oh! you wax jiroud, I see, of your new 
form : 

’in glad of that. lfu'ji*a!*‘fi<l too ! That ’s well ; 

*ou improve apace: — two eliang' s in an instant, 

And you are old in the world's ways already. 

But bear with me: indeed you 'll find me nsidiil 
Jpon your pilgririiaire. But come, pronounce 
A'here sliall wo now bo errant ? 

Arn. W^licre the world 

s thickest, that I may behold if in 
Is workings. 

Stran. That’s to say, where there is war 

\iid woman in activity. Let’s sou! 

Spain — Paly — the now Atlantic world — 

Afri<‘, with all its Moors. In very truth, 

"here i.s small c!i *if“e: the w'hole, race arc jusf now 
Yigging a.s usual at cacli otlicr’s lieorts. 

Arn. I have heard great things of Rome. 

Stran. A gixidly choice— 

md scarce a belter to be found on earth, 
ince Si->dom \va.s put out. The field is wide too ; 
i'or now the Frank, and Hun, and Spanish scion 
tf the old V andals, are at play along 
'he sunny shores of the world’s garden. 

Arn. 

lall we proceed ? 


How 
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Stran, Like gallants, on good coursers. 

What ho ! my chargers ! Never yet were better, 
Since Phaeton was upset into the Po. 

Our pages too ! 

JEnter two Pages with four coal-black horses. 

Am. A noble sight ; 

Stran. And of 

A nobler breed. Match me in Barbary, 

Or your Kochlini race of Araby, 

Witli these ! 

Am. The mighty steam, which volumes high 
Krom their proud nostrils, burns die very air ; 

Atul sparks r>f flume, like dancing fire-dies, wheel 
Around their manes, as common insects swarm 
Hound coriiiiion steeds toward.s sunset. 

/S'trtm. Mount, my lord : 

"riu*y and I arc your servitors. 

Am. And these 

Our dark-eyed pages— what may be their names ? 
Strrm. You shall baptize them. 

Am. What ! in holy water ? 

Stran. Why not ? The deeper sinner, bettor saint. 
.Am. 'riiey are beautiful, and cannot, sure, be demons. 
Stran. T rue ; tlie devil ’s always ugly ; and your 
beauty 

Is never diabolical. 

Arn. ni call him 

Who boars the golden horn, and wears such bright 
And blooming as|)ect, Huon ; for he looks 
Like to tlic lovely boy lost in the forcsl, 

And nev(5r found till now. And for the other 
And darker, and more thoughtful, who smiles not, 

But looks as serious thougli serene as night, 

He siiail be A/e/nnon, from the Ethiop king 
Whoso statue lunis a harper once a day. 

And you ? 

Stran. I have ten thousand names, and twice 
As many attributes ; but as 1 wear 
A human shape, will take a human name. 

Arn. More liuman lliaii the shape (though it was 
mine once) 

I trust. 

Stran. Then call me Ca3sar, 

Arn. Why, tfiat name 

Belongs to empires, and has been but borne 
By the world’s lords. 

Stran. And tliercforc fittest for 

The devil in disguise — sinc<! so you deem me, 

Unless you call me pope instead. 

Arn. Well, tlien, 

C'msar thou shall be. For myself, my uam« 

Shall be plain Arnold still. 

Cws. We’ll add a title— 

’‘(yount Arnold it hath no ungracious sound, 

And will look well upon a billet-doux. 

Arn. t)r in an orilor for a battle-field. 

Cow. (sings.) To horse! to horse! my coal-black steed 
Paws the ground and snuffs Uic air ! 

There ’s not a foal of Arab’s breed 
More knows whom he must bear ; 

On the hill he will not lire, 

Swifter as it waxes higher ; 

In the marsh he will not slacken, 

On the plain be overtaken ; 
lu the wave he will not sink, 

Nor pause at the brook’s side to drink ; 

In the race he will not pant, 
lu like combat he ’ll not fiiint ; 

On the stories he will not stumble, 

Time nor toil shall make him humble ; 

In the stall he will not stiffen, 

But be winged as a griffiii. 

Only flying witli his feet ; 

And will not such a voyage bo sweet? 


Merrily ! merrily ! never unsound, 

•Shall our bonny black horses skim over the ground ! 
From the Alps to the Caucasus, ride we, or fly ! 

For we ’ll leave them behind in the glance of an eye. 

I [They mount their hwses^ and distgppear. 

Scene II. — A Camp before the IVaUsof Rome. 

Aknolp and Cmbah. 

C(BS. You are well entered now. 

Am. Ay ; but my path 

Has been o’er carcasses : mine eyes are full 
Ofblood, 

Cats. Then wipe them, and see clearly. Why ! 
Thou art a compieror ; tlic chosen knight 
And frc(‘ conifkanion of the gallant Bourbon, 

TiUtc constable ofFraiiee: and now to be 
I. Old of the city vvhicli lialh been earth’s lord 
Under its einpi reis, and — changing sex, 

Kot sceptre, an lu‘rina[)brodite of empire— 

Lady <jf the old W’cirld. 

Arn. How old ? What ! arc there 

JVf'd' world.s ? 

Cd's. To yon. You’ll find there arc such shortly, 
By its rich barvtsls, new disease, and gold; 

From one half of the world named mohole new one, 
Beeause you know no belter than the dull 
And dubious iioliee of your eyes and cars. 

Am. I’ll trust th'-m. 

C<rs. 1 > 0 ! They will deceive you sweetly, 

And that is better tlian the bitter trutli. 

Am. Dog ! 

Man! 

Arn. Devil ! 

(V,s*. Your obetlicnt humble servant. 

Am. Say mnsUr rather. Thou hast lured nit* on, 
Through scenes ofblood and lust, till I am here. 

Cas. And where vvouldst thou be ? 

Am. Oh, at peace— in peace ! 

Cois. And where is that wliieh is so'/ h’rom the star 
To the winding worm, all life is motion ; and 
In life commotion is the (‘.vtreniest fioint 
Of life. The ]»lanel wheels till it becomes 
A cornet, and destroying as if sweeps 
The stars, goes out. 'riie j»oor worm wind.s its way, 
Living ujkon the death of other things, 

But still, like ihciu, must live and die, the subject 
Of something wliich has made it live and die. 

You must, i>hev what all obey, the rule 
Of fix’d necessity : against her edict 
Rebellion [iro-spers not. 

Arn. And when it prospers 

Cans. ’T is no rebellion. 

Am. Will it pro.sper now ? 

C<»s. The Bourbon hath given orders for the assault, 
And by the dawn there will be work. 

Am. Alas! 

And shall the city yield ? I see the giant 
Ab<Kl(5 of the true Gwl, and his true saint, 

Saint Peter, rear its dome and cross into 
That sky whence C’hrist ascended from tlie cross, 

Which liis blcKK-t made a badge; of glory and 
Of joy, (as once of tortiire unto him, 

God and (mkI’s Son, man’s sole and only refuge.) 

Cors. 'I’is there, and shall be. 

Arn. What ? 

Ccts, The cnicifix 

Above, and many altar shrines below. 

Also some culverins upon the w’alls, 

And hariiuebusscs, and wliat not ; besides 
The men who arc to kindle them to death 
Of otlicr men. 

Am. And those scarce mortal archoB, 

Pile above pile of everlasting wall, 
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The theatre where omperors and their subjects 
(Those subjects Romans) sto^xi at gaze ujion 
The battles of the monarchs of Uie wild 
And woody the lion and his tusky rebels 
Of the then untamed desert, brought to joust 
In tl»e arena, (as right well they might, 

When they liad left no human foe unconquer’d ;) 
Made even the forest pay its tribute of 
Life to their amphitheatre, as well 
As Dacia men to die the eternal death 
For a sole instant’s pastime, and “Pass on, 

To*a new gladiator!” — Must it fall ? 

CcBS. The city, or the amphitheatre? 

The church, or one, or all ? for you confound 
Bothllicm and me. 

Am. To-morrow sounds the assault 

With the first cock-crow. 

C<FS. Which, if it end witli 

The evening’s first nightingale, will be 
Something new in the annals of great sieges ; 

For men must have their prey after long toil. 

Am. Thcj sun goes down as calmly, and perhaps 
More beautifully, than ho did on Romo 
On the day Remus leapt her wall. 

CiES. I saw him. 

Am. You ! 

Vms. Yes, sir. You forget I am or was 

Spirit, till I took up witli your cast shape 
And a worse name. I ’m Csesar and a hunchback 
Now. Well! the first of Oicsars was a bald-hoad, 
And loved his laurels* better as a wig 
(So history says) than as a glory. Thus 
The world runs on, but we ’ll bo merry still, 
f saw* your Romulus (simple as 1 am) 

Slay his own twin, quick-horn of iho same womb, 
Recunse he leapt a ditch, (’twas then no wall, 
Whate’er it now* be;) and Rome’s earliest cement 
Was brother’s blood; and if its native blocxl 
Be spilt till the choked Tiber bo as red 
As o’(‘r ’t was yolUiw, it w'ill never wear 
The deep hue of the ocean and the earth, 

Which the great robber sons of fratricide 
Have made their never-ceasing scene of slaughter 
Fur ages. 

Am. But what have these dfine, their far 
Remote descendants, wiio have lived in peace. 

The peace of heaven, and in her sunsliino of 
Piety ? 

C(ps, And what had they done, whom the old 
Romans o’erswept? — Hark ! 

Am. They are soldiers singing 

A reckless roundelay, upon the evo 
Of many dcatlis, it may be of their own. 

Cces. And why should they not singa.? well as swans? 
They are black ones, to bo sure. 

Am. So, you are leam’d„ 

I see, too? 

Cm. In my grammar, certes. 1 
Was educated for a monk of all times, 

And once I was well versed in the forgotten 
Etruscan letters, and — were 1 so minded— 

Could maao tneur hieroglyphics plainer than 
Your alphabet. 

Am. And wherefore do you not? 

Cm. It answers better to resolve the al])habet 
Back into hieroglyphics. Like your statesman, 

And prophet, ijoiitifi*, doctor, alchyrnist, 

Philosopher, and w'hat not, tliey have built 
More Babels, without new dispersion, than 
The stammering young ones of the dull oozd, 

Who fail’d and fled each other. Why? why, marry, 
Because no man could understand hLs neighbour. 

They are wiser now, and will not separate 
For nonsense. Nay, it Ls tlieir brotherhood, 

Their Shibboleth, their Koran, Talmud, tlieir 


Cabala; their l>est brick-work, wherewithal 
They build more — 

Arn. (interruptijiff him.) Oh, thou everlasting sneerer' 
Be silent ! How the soldier’s rough strain seems 
Soften’d by distance to a hymn-like cadence ! 

Listen ! 

Cm. Yes, 1 liavc heard the angels sing. 

Am. And demons howl. 

Cm. And man too. Lei us listen 

I love all music. 

Sang of the Sohliets V}Uhin. 

The black bands camo over 
The Alps and tJieir snow; 

With Bourbon, th« rover, 

They pass’d tlie broad Po, 

We have beaten all foeinen, 

We have captured a king, 

We have turn’d back on no men, 

And so let us sing! 

Here’s the Bourbon for over! 

Though pennyless all, 

W e ’ll have one more endeavour 
At yonder old wall. 

W^il-h the Bourbon we’ll gatlier 
At day-dawn before 
Tlie gates, and log(‘thor 
Or break or climb o’er 
The wall; <>ii tht; ladiler 
As mounts each firm foot, 

Our shouts shall grow gladder, 

And death only bo mute. 

With the Boiirhon we’ll mount oW 
Tlie w^alls of old Rome, 

And who thou shall count o’er 
The spoils of each dome ? 

Up ! up witli the lily ! 

And down with the keys! 

In old Rome, the seven-hilly, 

Wc’ll revel at ease. 

Her streets shall be gory. 

Her Tila^r all red, 

And her temples so hoary 
Sliall dang with our tread. 

Oh, tlui Bourbon ! the Bourbon ! 

The Bourbon for aye ! 

Of oiir sfing bear the burden ! 

And fire, fire away ! 

With Spam for tlie vanguard, 

Our varied host comes ; 

And next to tlie Spaniard 
Boat Ctermany’s drums ; 

And Italy’s lances 

Are couch’d at tlieir mother ; 

But our leader from France is, 

Who warr’d with his brother. 

Oh, the Bourbon ! the Bourbon ! 

Sans country or homo, 

We’ll follow the Bourbon, 

To plunder old Rome. 

Cm. An indifferent song 

For those within the walls, methinks, to hear. 

Am. Yes, if tliey keep to their chorus. But here 
comes 

The general with his chiefs and men of trust. 

A goodly rebel ! 

Enter the Comtahle BoinaBON, “cMmsMW,” ^c, ^c. 

Phil. How now, noble prince, 

You are not cheerful? 

Rourb. Why siiould I be so ? 

Phd. Upon the eve of conquest, such as ours, 

Most men would bo so. 
fiourb* If I wore secure ! 
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PkU» Doubt not our aoldiers. Were the wails of 
adamant, 

They y crack them. Hunger is a sharp artillery. 

Bourb. That they will falter is rny least of fears. 

I’hat they will be repulsed, with Bour[>on for 
Their chief, and all their kindled a]*potile.s 
To marshal them on — were those hoary walls 
Monn'.ains, and those who guard them like the gods 
Of tile old fables, I would trust my Titans ; — 

But now — 

Phil. 'fl»t‘y are but men who war with mortals. 
Botirh. True ; but those walls have girded in great 
And sent forth mighty spirits. The past earth [ages. 
And prcs(mt phantom of imperious Rome 
Is peopled with those warriors ; and inethinks 
They flit along tJie eternal city’s rampart, 

And stretch ihinr glorious, gory, shadowy hands, 

A nd heckon me away ! 

P/n7. So let them ! Wilt thou 

Turn back from shadowy menaces of shadows ? 

Bmirh. They do not menace me. I could have faced, 
Methinks, a Sylla’s menace; but they clasp 
And raiso, and wring their dim and deathlike hands. 

And with tlu'ir tliin aspen faces and fixed eyes 
Fascinate mine. Look there! 

PhU. I look upon 

A lofty haltlcrncnt. 

Bomb. And there ! 

Phil. Not even 

A guard in sight ; they wisely keep below, 

Sheltered by the gray parapet from some 
Stray bullet of our lansquenets, who might 
Practico in the cool twilight. 

Btmrb. You are blind. 

Phil. If .seeing nothing more than may be seen 
Be s(», 

Bourb. A thousand yc-ars have niarm’d the walls 
With all their lieroes, — tlic lastOato stands 
And tears hia IkwcIs, rather than survive 
The liberty of that I would en.slnvc. 

And the first (^n'sar with his triumphs flits 
From battlement to l^attlomcut, 

Phil. Then conquer 

The walls for which lie conqucrVl, and be greater ! 
Bourb. True : so 1 will, or perish. 

Phil. You can not. 

In such an enterprise to die is rather 
The dawn of an eternal day, than death. 

[Count ARfTOr.jJ and C;esak advance 
Ctes. And the mere men— -do tiiey loo sweat bcneatli 
The iMxm of iJiis same ever-scorching glory ? 

Bourb. Ah ! 

Welcome Uie bitter hunchback ! and his master, 

The beauty of our host, and bravo as beauteous, 

And gtmerous as lovely. Wc sliall find 
W ork for you both ere morning. 

Cats. You will find, 

So ]deasc your highness, no less for yourself. 

Bourb. And if 1 do, there will not be a labourer 
More forward, hunchback ! 

C<cs. Y^ou may well say so, 

For you have seen that back— -as general, 

Placed in tlie rear in action— but your foes 
Have never seen it. 

Bourif. That ’s a fair retort, 

For 1 provoked it : — ^but the Boiirlion’s breast 
Has been, and ever shall be, far advanced 
In danger’s face as yours, were you tlie devil. 

Cam, And if I were, I might have saved myself 
The toil of coming hero. 

Phil. Why so? 

Cam. One half 

Of your brave bands of their own bold accord 
Will go to him, the oUior half be sent, 

More swiftly, not less surely. 


Bourb, Arnold, ycwir 

(light crook’d friend ’s as snakolike in his words 
\s liis deeds. 

C’/es. Your fiighncss much mistakes me. 

first snake was a flatterer— I am none ; 
iid f>r njy deeds, I only sting when slung. 

Bourb. Y'ou are brave, and that’s enough for me, 
and quick 

0 speech as sharp in action — and that ’s more.- 
urn not alone a soldier, hut the soldiers’ 
omradc. 

C(Es. They are hut bad company, your highness ; 
\nd worse even for their friends than foes, as being 
More permanent acquaintance. 

Phil. How now, follow ! 

'hou waxes! insolent, beyond tlie privilege 
□f a buffoon. 

Ca-m. You moan I speak the truth. 

’ll lie — it is as easy : then you ’ll praise me 
’or calling you a hero. 

Bourb. Philibert ! 

LiOt him alone ; he ’s brave, and ever has 
Been first, with tliat swart facte and mountain shoulder, 
n field or storm, and patient in starvation ; 

And for his tongue, thtt camp is full of licence, 

And the sliar[) stinging of a lively rogue 
s, to my mind, far preferable to 
The gross, dull, heavy, gloomy execration 
)f a mere famish’d, sullen, grtmibling slave, 

Whom nothing can convince save a full meal, 

And wine, and sleep, and a few maravedis, 

With which he deems him rich. 

It would be well 

If the earth’s princes ask’d no more. 

Bourb. Be silent ! 

Cas. Ay, but not idle. Work yourself with words! 
Y'ou have few to speak. 

Phil. Wluil. mean.s the audacious prater ? 

Cm. To prate, like other propliets. 

Bourb. Philibert ! 

Why will you vex him ? Have we not enough 
To think on ? Arnold ! I will lead the attack 
To-morrow. 

jirn. I liave heard as much, rny lord. 

Bourb. And you will follow ? 

Am. Since I must not lead. 

Bourb. ’T is necessary fi)r the further daring 
Of our loo needy army, that their chief 
Plant the first foot upon the fortjmost ladder’s 
First step. 

Cos. Upon its topmost, let us hope: 

So shall he have his full deserts. 

Bourb. The world’s 

Great capital perchance is ours to-morrow. 

Through every change tlie sevcn-hill’d city hath 
Retain’d her sway o’er nations, and the Coisars 
BtU yielded to the Alaries, the Alarics 
Unto the jiontiffs. Roman, Goth, or priest, 

Still the world’s mastens ! Civilized, barbarian, 

Or saintly, still the wails of Romulus 
Have been the circus of an empire. Well! 

’T was their turn — now ’t is ours ; and let us hope 
That we will fight as well, and rule much hotter. 

Cam. No doubt, the camp *s the scliool of civic 
rights. 

What would you make of Rome ? 

Bourb. That which it was. 

C<Bs. In Alaric’s time? 

Bourb. No, slave! in the first Caesar’&i 

Whoso name you boar like other curs 

Cam. And kings ! 

’T is a great name for bloodhounds. 

Bourb. There ’s a demon 

In that fierce rattlesnake thy tongue. Wilt never 
Be serious? 
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Ceies. On the evt> of battle, no; — 

J’hat were not soidier-Uko. ’T is for tlio general 

To be more pensive : we adventurers 

Must be more cheerful. Wherefore should wo thinyk'/ 

( )ur tutelar deity, in a leader’s shape, 

Takes care of us. Keep thought aloof from bofits ! 

If the knaves take to thinking, you will have 
To crack those walls alone. 

Bourb. You may sneer, sinco 

’T IS lucky for you that you tight no worse for ’t. 

1 tliank you for the freedom ; ’t is the only 
Pav i have taken in your highness’ service. 

Bourb. Well, sir, to-morrow you shall pay yoursolf. 
Look on those lowers ; they hold my treasury : 

But, Philibert, we ’ll in to council. Arnold, 

We would request your presence. 

Am. l^rince ! my service j 

Fs yours, as in the field. 

Bourb. In both wo prize it, 

And yours will bo a past of trust at daybreak. 

Cfps. And mine ? 

B'iurh. To follow glory with the Bourbon, 

(lood iiii^hf ! 

Am, {to (Lusar.) Prepare our armour for the assault, 
Aiul wail within rnv tent. | 

I BouimoN, Ak’voi.u, I’urniBKKT, j 

fVs. (.xo/ns*,) Wi'hin fliy lent ! 

Tluuk'st thou liiat I pas.? from ihee with my presence? 

that this erook'd coffer, whieh contain’d 
I'hv piiueiple r/ lifo, is aiii^dj! to me 
JMe»‘[»t a mask ? And these are men, fbr.sooih! 

Ih'roes and (“hiels, i)i<5 tlower of Adam’s basturd.s! 

Tills IS (he rousequeuco of giving mailer 

'I’he p /wer of iho'iglii. It is a KUihboni substance, 

Aud liiiriks chaotieally, as il aefs, 

1m er relapsing into its (irst clt'meuLs. 

Well! 1 inusl play willi these poor puppets: *t is 
'rite s)»irit's pastime in his idler hours. 

When 1 ifrow weary f»f il, I. liave husliit‘ss 
Among the stars, which lliesr poor ertanires deem 
SVere made for tlieiii to look at. wer*' iijusi now 
'J*o hring one down among thorn, and set lire 
Ihilo their arnhill : how llio pismiro.«i (hen 
W’^oiild hcrirnper o’er (he .scalding soil, {md, ceasing 
hVom tearing down each other’s nests, pipe fnili 
thic nnivensal orison! Ha! ha! [ C^ksau. 


PAllT II 

ScKNE L— Be/ore the uudla of Jtotna , — jT/ic Asmtulf : 
the arint/ in /notion^ wit'i litddrrs to scale tfu! wtdls; 
MoVRBOSjV'itli a white stcarf oner his ar mo ufj fore most. 

Chorus of Spirits m the air. 

1 . 

’T is the morn, but dim and dark. 

Whither Hies the silent lark ? 

Whither shniik.s the clouded sun? 

Is the day indeed bf^giiii ? 

Nature’s eye is melancholy 
O’er the city high and lioly : 

But without there is a din 
Should arouse the Kuints within, 

And revive the heroic ashe.s 
Round which yellow Tiber dashea. 

Oh ye seven liills! awaken, 

Kro your very base be shaken ! 

2 . 

Hearken to the steady starnii ! 

Mars IS in their every tramp! 

Not a step is out of tune, 

As the tides obey the moon ! 

*2 U 


TriAKSPOKMED. 

On they march, though to self>slaughier| 
Regular as rolling water, 

Whose high waves o'ersweep the border 
Of huge moles, but keep their orderj 
Breaking only rank by rank. 

Hearken to the armour’s claidi ! 

Look down o’er each frowning warrior, 

How he glares uj>oii tho barrier : 

Lot>k on each step of each lad<ler, 

As the stripes that streuii an adder. 

Loi>k iipo 7 » the bristling wall, 

Maim’d williout an inlorval ! 

Hound and round, and tier on tier, 

( Jaiuiou'.s hiac.k mouth, shining ajiear, 

Jut nialch, hcli-mouth’d mustpiutoon, 

Gaping to he miird<Tous soon. 

All the warlike gt^ar of old, 

Mi\'d vritli wlial we ivav beliold, 

111 this s'life ’iwivt old and iievv', 

G.iiher iikt‘ a lociu'ls’ crow. 

Shade of }iemu^! 1 is a lime ! 

Av\ful a.s thy hrodierV ciiiiir! 

( diristiruis war aj.uiisi (.'hrist’s shrine; — 

.Must its lot he like to thine ? 

4. 

Ne^’f — and n<-ar—ai)il nearer kIiK, 

A.’, tlie eailliiimikc saps the hill, 
h’lf'.l with liemhHiig, hollow motion 
Lil.o a *'CUlee-a'^ .tiu ii’il oeeaii, 

'I'heu wall slroiiger shook and loude 
Till the ro<‘ks are erush’d lo powde 
Onward swi ops the rolling liost 1 
Heroes (d'the immortal hoast ! 

Ahghl v e.liiefs ! ct'anal .shadows ! 

First Hov\ers of the bloody irieailo 
Which (ui' ornimss liome, the mother 
Of a people wiitiou? hrollu-r ! 

Will you td« ep when nations* quarrels 
Plough the root up of your laurels? 

who wept o’er (’arlliage bui 
Weep not — strikt ! lor Romo is mourning!' 

Onward sw'cep (tie varied nations! 

Famine lou.g hath dealt their raiion.s. 

To the wall, with liaie and buii;n*r, 

Numerous as wolves, and sfronger, 
thi they sweep. Oh! ,»'loritiMs city, 

Must thou he a theme for pii y '■! 
l''ight, like your first sire, each lioirtan ! 

Ahiric was a genile fxrnau, 

Match'd with Boiirlion's black banditti! 

Rouse thee, thou oterual city; 

R»niso thee! Rather give the torch 
Witli thy own hand to thy F»orch, 

Than behold such hosts pollulo 
Your worst dwelling with their foot. 

6 . 

Ah ! behold yon bleeding spectre ! 
liioji’s children find no Ilcctor; 

Priam’s offspring lovixl their brother ; 

Rome’s sire forgot hi.s mother, 

When he slew lii.s gallant twin, 

With ifiexpiiible sin. 

See the giant shadow stride 
O’er tiie ramparts high and wide ! 

When the first o’erleapt thy wall, 

Its fiaindaiion mourn’d thy fall. 

*Rdpio, th« tecond Afiioin a, ii« aa^U lu ttAV« t«(ieaM « rcrai^ M 
Hoimt, and wrpt nv«.r th« Ini' iitog uf Caitluigt. Um haid b*Ct«i have 
granted il a capiiv/latiun. 
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Now, though towering like a Babel, 

Who to «top his steps are able ? 

Stalking o’er thy highest dome, 

Remus claims his vengeance, Rome! 

7. 

Now they reach thee in their anger; 

Fire and smoko and hellish clangour 
Arc around tliee, thou world s wonder ! 

Death is in thy walls and under. 

Now the meeting stool first clashes, 

Downward then the ladder crashes, 

With its iron load all gloaming, 

Lying at its fi>ot blaspheming! 

Up again! for every warrior 
JSIain, anotlier climbs the barrier 
Thicker grows the strife : tliy ditches 
Kurope’s mingling gore enriches. 

Rome ! although thy wall may [>crish, 

Such manure thy fields will cherish, 

Making gay the harvost-homc ; 

But thy hearths, alas! oh, Rome! — 

Yet be Rom<^ amid thine anguish, 

Fight US’ thou want wont to vanquish ! 

8 . 

Yet once more, ye old Penates ! 

Let not your <iuencli’tl hearths be Ate’s! 

Yet again, ye yliaduwy heivx'S, 

Yield nut to these stranger Neros! 

Though the sou who slew his mother 
ISheti Rome’s blood, he was your brother ; 

>vas the Roman curb’d the Homan ; — 
Brennus was a bafllod foeniaii. 

Yet again, yo saints and martyrs, 

Ris<’ ! for yours are holier charters! 

Mighty gods of temples falling, 

Yet ill ruin still appalling! 

Mightier founders of tlioso altars, 

True and (Christian, — strike the assaulters! 
Tiber! Tiber! let thy torrent 
Show even nature’s self abhorrent. 

Lot eacli breathing heart dilated 
Turn, as doth the lion baitotl ! 

Rome bo crush’d to one wide tomb, 

But bo still the Roman’s Rome ! 

Boukbon, Arnold, Uaisar, anti others^ arriw. at the 
foot of the laaU. Arnold is about to jAant his laddir, 
Bourb. Hold, Arnold ! I am first. 

Am. Not so, my lord. 

Bourb. Hold, sir, I charge you ! Follow ! 1 am proud 
Of such a follow'cr, but will brook no leader. 

(BouutiON plants fiis Uulder^ ami begins to mount. 
Now, boys! On ! on! 

[A shot strikes hini^ and Bourbon falls. 
Cfvs. And off! 

Am. Eternal powers ! 

The host will be appall’d,— but vengeance ! veiigtmncc ! 
Bourb. ’T is nothing — lend me your hand. 

[Bourbon takes Arnold hi/ the hand and rises; 
InU as he puts his foot on the stqi^ falls again. 
Bourb. Arnold! I am sped. 

Conceal my full— all will go well — conceal it ! 

Fling my cloak o’er what will be dust anon ; 

Lei not the soldiers see it. 

Aen You must bo 

Removed ; the aid of — 

Bourb. No, my gallant Iwy ; 

I >eath is iijion mo. But what is (we life ? 

I'he Bourbon’s spirit shall command tiiem still. 

Keep them ycl ignorant that I am bvit clay, 

Till tliey are conquerors — tlien do as you may. 

€<»>. ]^<Mkl n4it your highness choose to kiss die 


Wc have no priest here, but the hilt of sword 
May serve instead it did the same for Bayard. 

Bourb. 'I’lioii bitter slave ! to name him at this time ! 
But I deserve it. 

Am. (/o CiESAR.) Viliam, hold your peace ! 

Cm. What, when a Christian dies ? Shall 1 not 
ofl'er 

A GhrisLian “Vadc in pace?” 

Am. Silence! Oli! 

Those eyes ar<; glazing which o’erlook’d the world, 

And saw no equal, 

Bourb Arnold, should’st thou see 

France But hark ! hark ! the assault grows warmer — 

Oh! 

For but an hour, a minute more of life * 

To die within the wall ! Hence, Arnold, hence ! 

You lose time — they will conquer Jiomo without thee, 
Arn. And without thee! 

Bourb. Not s(* ; I ’ll lead tliom still 

In spirit. Cover up my dust, and breathe not 
That I have ceased ti) bri^allic. Away ! and be 
Victorious ! 

Am. But I must not leave thee thus. 

Bourb. You must— farewell — Up ! up ! the world is 
winning. f Bourbon dies. 

Cm. {to Arnold.) Come, count, to business. 

Am. True. I’ll wi iqi Imreafter. 

[Arnold Bourbon’s borh/ with a mantle^ 
and mounts the Itirlder^ crying 
The Bourbon! l^>urlion! On, boys ! Rome is ours! 
C<es. (tooiI night, lord constable! llioii wert a man, 

AM follows Arnold ; they reach the battle- 
ment ; Arnold and C.f;sAR are struck down. 
Cm. A precious somerset ! Is your countship injured? 
Arn. No. [Remounts the. ladder. 

Cm. A rare lilowl-hound, when his own is heated ! 
And ’tjs no boy’s play. Now he strikes them down! 
His hand is on the battlement — be grasps it 
As though it were an altar; now his foot 
Is on It, and—' — What have we here ? — a Roman ? 

[A man falls. 

The first bird of the covey ! be has fallen 
On the outside of the iwsl. Why, how now, fellow? 
JVuunded Man. A drop of w’atcr! 

Cm. Blood ’s the only liquul 

Nearer than Tiber. 

IVmnded Man. T have iii(3d fir Rome. [Dies. 

(J<e3. And so did Bourbon, in another sense. 

Oh these immortal men ! and their great motives ! 

But T must after iny young charge. Ife is 
By this tine* i’ the forum, (charge! charge! 

[Caisar mounts the ladder ; the scene doses. 

ScENi: 11 . — The rity. — Combats between ihe Besiegers 
id Besieged in the streets. Inhabitants flying in CAm- 
f union. 

Enter C.esar. 

Cm. I cannot find my hero ; he is ink’d 
With the h(5ruic crowd that now jiursuc 
The fugitives, or battle witli the desperate. 

What liave we here ? A cardinal or two 
That do not seem in love with martyrdom. 

How the old red-shanks scamper ! Could they doff 
Tfieir hose as th(‘y have doff’d their hats, ’t would be 
A blessing, as a mark the less for plunder. 

But let them fly; the crim.«.on kennels now 
Will not much stain their stockings, since the mire 
Is of the self-same purple hue. 

Enter a pmty fighting — Arnold at the head of ih^ 
Besiegers. 

He comes, 

Hand in hand with the mild twins — Gore and Glory. 
Holloa ! liold, count ! 
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Am, Away ! they must not rally. Am, Thou art itill 

I. tell thee, be not rash ; a golden bridge ' A liend ! 

Is for a flying enemy. I gave Ihoo . CVes. And thon—a man. 

A form of beauty, and an ^rn. Why, Hiich I fuiii would siiow me. 

Exemption from some maladies of body, Ctpu. True— as men are. 

l^t not of mind, wliich is not mine to give. Am. And what is that ? 

Hut though I gave the form of Thetis' son, Cets. T!mu foelost and tliou .se«?’st. 

I dipt ti»ec not in Styx; and ’gainst a foe [Exii AnsoL'Djuinimr in the combat v'hich stiU 

I would not warrant Ihy ohivalric heart continves bdivcen dituched parlies. The scene 

More than Pel ides’ heel ; why then, bo cautious, doses. 

And know thyself a mortal still. 

Am. ' Arid who Scene Tlf.— PHns-^^Thc L xterinr of the Cfrurch — 

With aught of soul would combat if he were The Pope at the Aftar-^Priesf.M, ^r. murdinn in cmi- 

Invulnerable i That W'ero pretty Sfiorl. ^fusio-n, und Oitizens Jti/io" fir refuge^ pursued hu 

Thiiili’iJt thou I heat for hares when lions roar? Soldimj. 

[AnyoLji rusfies into die corniuit. 


Ci'fs. A precious sample of huniunity ! 

W’ell, liis blood's up; and if a little’s shed, 

’T will serve to curb ins fever. 

[Ahnot.d engages with a Roman^ who retires 
towards a portico . 

Am, Yield thoc, slave ! 

I promise quarter. 

Rom. That ’s soon said. 

Am. And dono— • 

My word is known. 

Rom. So shall be ray deeds. 

[They re-engage. Ca:sar e^mes forward. 
( '(PS. Why, Arnold ! hold thine own : thou hast in 
hand 

A famous artisan, a cunning sculptor ; 

Also a ilealer in tln‘ sword and dagger. 

Not my musqueteer; ’twas lie wiio slew 
I’iie Bourbon from the wall. 

Am. Ay, did ho so? 

Tlwm h«i hath carved his tnonunienl. 

Rom. I yet 

MiiV live to carve your betters. 

Cu’S. W'ell said, mv man of marble 1 Benvenuto, 
Thou hast some prue.fice in both ways; an<i he 
Who slays Cellini will have w'ork’d as hard 
As e’er thou didst upon (’arrara’s blocks, 

[Ar^oM) disarm.^ and xcounds Cellim, hut slightly; 
the latter draivs a pistof and Jins ; then retires, 
and, disaf pears through the portico. 

(\rs. lluw liiresl iliou ? Thou hast a taste, methinks, 
Of red Be I Iona’s banquet. 

Arn. (staggers.) ’T is a scratch. 

Lend me thy scarf. He shall not ’scape me thus. 

Cfps. Where is it ? 

Arn. Ill the shoulder, not the sword arm — 

And that’s enough. I am thirsty; would 1 had 
A helm of water ! 

Cms. That ’s a Ikjuid now 

In requi.sition, but by no means ea.siest 
I'o come at. 

Arn. And my thirst increases ; — but 

1 ’ll find a way to quench it. 

CtEs. Or he quench’d 

Thyself .i’ 

Arn. The chance is even ; wo will tlirow 
'I'he dice thereon. But I loose lime in prating; 

Prithee he quick. [Caisar binds on the scarf. 

And what dost thou so idly ? 

Why dost not strike ? 

Coes. Y’our old philosophers 

Beheld mankind, as mere sptictators of 
Tlie Olympic games. When I behold a prize 
*’W<.>rth w resiling for, I may be found a Milo, 

Arn. Ay, ’gainst an oak. 

Cobs. A forest, when it suits me. 

I combat w’ith a mass, or not at all. 

Meantime, pursue thy sprirt as I do mine ; 

Which is just now to gaze, since all the.se labourers j 
Will reap my harvest gratis. 


■niter ( aisar . 

A Spanish Soldier. Down with them, comrades! seize 
upon those larnpis ' 

Cleave you luild-palcd yliaveling to iho chine ! 

?•osary’.s• tif gf>ld ! 

lAithemn Soldier. Revenge ! revenge ! 

Plunder liercafler, but for vengeance novv — 

Yonder stands Anti-Oiirist ! 

Cers. {haeriiosing .) How now, schismatic! 

What woukl'sl thou? 

Lw/A Sol. In the holy name of Christ, 

Destroy proud Anli-Ohrist. I am a Olirisfian. 

Cers. Yea, a diseiplo Ifjat would make the founder 
Of your belief reiiuunec it, eould he se(? 

Such proselytes. J^csl stint thyself to plunder. 
iMth. Sol. 1 say be is the devil. 

Civs. Hush! keep that secret, 

Lest he should recognise you fi>r his own. 

iMih Sol. Why woiiklyou save him? I repeat he is 
7’he devil, or the devil’s vicar upon earth. 

(his. And that ’s tlio reason : would you make a 
quarrel 

With your best friends? You had far best be quiet; 

His hour is not yet come. 

Jmfh. Sol. That sliall be seen ’ 

[The J-Mther an Soldier rushes forward ; u shot strikes 
him from one of the Pope's Ouardsy and he Jails 
at the foot of the ylltar. 

Coes, (to the lAdhirun.) I (old you .so. 
fAith. Sol. And will you not avenge mo? 

Vaus. Not I! You kn(»w tlmt “Vengeance is the 
f.ord's;” 

You .see Im love.s no interlopers. 

Luth. Sol. {dying.) Ob! 

Had I but slam litni, I had gone on high, 

C'rowu'd with eternal glory ! Heaven, forgive 
My foeblcnesa of arm that reacli’d him not, 

And lake thy servant to thy mercy. ’T Ls 
A gb>nous triumph still ; proud Babylon ’s 
No more ; the Harlot of the Seven Hills 
Hath changed her scarlet raiment fir sackcloth 
And ashes! [The l^Uheran dies. 

Crrs. Yes, thine owm amid the rest. 

W'cll done, old Babel ! 

[The Iheards defend themsehes desperatelyy vdiiie the 
Pontiff' escapes, by a private passage, to the Patican 
and the Castle oj' St. An a eh. 

C<m. Hal right nobly battled! 

Now’, priest ! novv, soldier ! tiie two gn^at professions, 
Together by tlie ears and In arts ! I have not seen 
A more comic paiiiomime sin<*e H’ilus 
Took Jewry. But the Romans had the best then ; 

Now th«*y must take tiieir turn. 

Soldiers. He hath escaped! 

Follow ! 

Another Sol. I'licy have barr’d the narrow passage up, 
And it is cloggci with dead even to the door. 

CeBs. 1 am glad ho hath escaped : ho may thank me 

fur ’t 
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In part. I would not havo his bulls abolishM— j 

'Twere worth one half <iur cmpin-; his | 

Demand some in nuurn *, — no, no, he must uoi j 

Fall *, — and besidoK, liis now efrt'Bpo may furnish i 

A future miracle, in future proof | 

Of his infallibility. [To the Spanish SoUiery, 

Well, r,u1-lhroats ! 

What do you pause for ? If you make not haste, 

There will not be a link of pious (/old left. 

And ymi too, Catholics ! Would yc return 
hVom such a pilpnmaj’e without a relic? 

The very T^ulherane havo more true devotion ; 

See how they strip the shrines ! 

SaldifTS. By holy Peter ! 

He speaks the truth ; the heretics will bear 
The best away. 

(Vs. And that were shame ! Go to ! 

Assist in their conversion. 

[The SoUlitrA fJispprsc ,* nutny quit the CJatreh^ 
others mtcT. 

Vfps. 'riicv are pone, 

AikI others come ; so flows the wavo on v\av« 

<>r what these creatures call eiermiy, 
r teeininp themselves the breakers of tlie ocean, 

While they are hut its hubbies, ieiicrani. 

That foam is tlie.ir foiuidatlou. So, anoilier ! 

Filter OxAUVik^Jlyinp: from the puT'OtU — She tiprirtp:^ 
vpon the Altar. 

Sni Slio ’s TTuno 

Avother Sol. (opposinfi the former.) You lie, 1 track'd 
her first ; and, were she 

The pope’s niece, I’ll not yield her. ['J'hry 

l\ti Sol. {advancing tounirds Olimi'ia.) You may 
settle 

Your claims; I’ll make mine good. 

(Himp. Infernal slave ! 

You touch me not alive. 
tW SoL Alive or dead ! 

Olimp. {emhraeing a maxme cru^i/ix.) Respect your 
( jod ! 

%i Sol. Yes, when he si lines in gold. 

Girl, you but grasp your dowry. 

[As he Gltmpia, viiih a strong undsnddr^i 

casts doom the crucifix: it strikes the SrdfUer^ 
who falls. 

Jk/ Sol. <”)h, great God ! 

Olimp. Ah ! iKuv you recognise bun. 

Sr/ Sol. My brain ’s crush’tl ! 

Comrades, help, ho! All's darkness! [lie dies. 

Other Soldors. {coming up.) Slay her, although she 
had a thiiusand lives: 

She hath kill’d our comrade. 

OHmp. Wele.omc such a death! 

You Imvc nr> life to give, \vhie,h tlie worst slave 
W’'ould take. (Sreat (i<mI! through thy redeeining Sun. 
Anri t,hv Son’s Mother, now receive me as 
r w'oiild apj»roarh tlieo, worthy Ikt, and him, 

And thee ! 

KtUcf Arnolp. 

jdm. WliRl do T see ? Accursed jackalsl 
Forbear! 

{«*»r/e, and laughing.) Ha! ha! here’s erpiity 
The dogs 

Have as much right as he. But to the iasue ! 

Soldiers. Count, slm hath slain our comrade. 

Am, With what weapon 

Sd. The mms, iMsneath which he is crush’d ; beliolii 
him 

f je there, more like a worm than man ; she east it 
Upon his head. 

Am* Even so : there is a woman 

Woilhv a brave man’s liking. Were yo such, 

Ye would havo honour’d h«r, But get ye lumco, 


And thank your meanness, other G<-»d you havo none, 
♦Vyour existence. Had you touched a hair 
)f those dishovc'll’d locks, I w'ould have thinn’d 
)ur ranks more than the enorny. Away! 

; jackals! gnaw tlie bones the lion leaves, 

But not even these till ho permits. 

A Sol. {murmuring.) The lion 

Might conquer for himself then. 

Am. {cuts him doom.) Mutineer! 

Reliel in hell — you shall obey on earth ! 

[77te Soldiers assault Abivols. 
Am. Come, on ! 1 ’rn glad on ’t ! 1 w'ill show you, 

slaves, 

low you should he commanded, and who led you 
First o\*r the wall you were as shy to scale, 
fiitil I wnvojl my banners from its height, 

As you are hold within ii. 

[Arnoi.p mou's down the foremost ; the rest throw 
down thnr arms. 

Soldwrs. Mercy ! mercy ! 

Arn. "j’lien learn to grruit it. Have I taught you who 
ed you o'er Itome’.s eternal hattlenients? 

Soldiers. We <a\\ it, and wc. know it; yet forgive 
A niornent’.s error in the heat of I'onqiiest — 

The eonqnest whieh yon led to. 

Am. Get you hence! 

leiM-e to your quart ers! you will find them fix’d 
n the Colonna palace. 

Olimp. (asiflr.) In my father’fl 
louse ! 

Arn. {to the Soldiers.) Leave your arms; yo have no 
furllier need 

)f such ; the city ’s rmider’d. And mark w'dl 
You keep your hands <•leatl, or I ’ll find a stream, 

As red as ^I’iher now runs, for your haplism. 

Soldiers, {ihpodng their arms and departing.) We 
obey ! 

Am., {to Oi.iMPiA .) Lady, you arc safti. 

OOmp. 1 should be *o, 

Tad I a knift' even ; but it matters not — 

Death hath a thousand gates; and on the marble, 

Even at the altar foot, whence 1 look down 
Upon destruction, siiall my head he. dash'd, 

Ere thou ascend it. God forgive thee, man! 

Am. 1 wish to merit his forgiveness, and 
Tliine own, allliough I have nf>t injured fjire. 

Olimp. Ts'o! thou hast only sack’d my native land, — 
No injurv ! — and maile my father's house 
A den fif thieves! No iujiirv ! — this temple — 
lippi'rv with i^.omau aiul with holy gore. 

No injury! And now thou vs^mldsl preserve me, 

To he — l)ut tlial slnili n«*ver be ! 

[Slo' raises her i tps to Ftcaven^ fofd.H her rohe round 
lift., and irrejiorcs to dash furseff doom on tlw kids 
of ' the AUor o}>posite to tlud v'here AttNoi.n stands. 
Am. Hold! hold! 

[ swear, 

Olimp. Spare thine already forfeit soul 
A ]>eijury for whieh even hell would loatho thee. 

I know til 

Am. No, thou know’st me not ; I am not 

Of these men, thougli — 

Olimp. 1 judge thee, by thy mate* ; 

It is for Gori to jwclgn thee as thou art. 

I see tliee purple with the blood of Rome; 

T.ake mine, ’( is all thou e'«*r shall have of me ! 

An<l here, u[»(Hi the marnle of this temple, 

Where the baptismal li«t baptised mo God’s, 

f offer him a lilood le^s lu>ly 

But not less pure (pure as it left mo then, 

A redeem’d infant) than the, holy water 
'i’he saints liave .sanciiliod! 

[l )i iMFTA wni^s her hmul to Arnolp vsth dibtJUt^n^ 
O'ud dashss her^slf on ths jnmemsmt from Uit 
Ahor. 
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Aril. Eternal God ! 

1 f’ el tltee now ! Help ! help ! She ’s gone. 

Cfics. {(J^pjiroarMs,) I am here 

Am. Thou ! hut oh, save her ! 

C<ES. {(misting him to raise Oumfia.) She hath done 
it well ! 

Tlie loaj) wsis seriotis. 

Arn. Oil ! she is lifeless ! 

Cm. I f 

Sfjo be so, I have naught to do with that : 

'rho resurrection is beyond me. 

Arn^ Slave ! 

Cm, Ay, slave or master, ’tis all one; inethinks 
Good words, however, arc as well at times. 

Am. Words! — Const thou aid her? 

CVfs. I will try. A sprinkling 

of tliat same holy water may bo useful. 

[jF/« brings soniJC in his hetmetfrom the font. 
Am. ’T is mix’d with blood. 

( Ws. There is no cleaner now 

In Romo. 

Arn. How pale ! how beautiful! how lifeless ! 
Alive or dead, thou essence of all beauty, 

1 love hut thee, ! 

Cfp.f(, Even so Achilles loved 

Ponthc’silra : with his f(>rm it seems 
You h;iv(‘. his heart, and yet it was no soft one. 

Arn. She breathes! I Jut ii<*, ’t was nothing, or tho last 
Faint flutter life disputes with death. 

Slio breathes. 

Arn. 7'hou say’st it ? Then ’t is truth. 

Cm. You do me. right — 

'rir- (I'oil Speaks truth much oftem'r than he ’s deem’d: 
lie !»:iih an ignorant audience. 

4rn. {u'ifhout nttcmiins; to him.) Yc.s ! her heart beats, 
that llie. first, lieai of the only lieurt 
1 ^vrr wisliM to beat with mine sliould vibrato 
'i't» ab a.ssassin’s pulse. 

(Wx. A sage reflection, 

[hit somewhat late V the day, Wliero shall we bear 
her ? 

I sav she lives. 

Arn. And will she live ? 

As much 

A*: dn.st ran. 

Then she is dead ! 

CfT’S, Hah ! hah ! You are so, 

/ .fd do not know it. She will eorne to life — j 

‘^'v-h as you think so, such as you now are ; j 

Ihit must work by human means. 1 

Arn. Wo will ! 

f’orivoy her unto the (/olonmi palace, ] 

Where f Imve pitch’d iny lianncr. 

(-m. (.’orne then! raise her up! 

Arn. Sofily! 

C(rs. As softly as they bear the dead, 

f’erhaps because they cannot feel th<* Jolting. 

Arn. But doth she live indeed f 

Cm. Nay, never fear ! 

Ihit, if you rue it after, blame not rno. 

Arn. Lot her but live ! 

Cm. Tho spirit of her life 

1 yet within her breast, and may revive. 

Count ! count ! 1 arn your servant in all things, 

And this ir: a n«*w office : — ’t i.s not oft 
1 .ini (Muploy’d in .such ; but you perceive 
How stanch a friend is what you call a fiend. 

On earth vou have often only fiends for friends ; 

Now' f desert no4 mine. Soft ! bear her hence, 

The beautiful half-clay, and nearly spirit ! 

I am almost enamour’rl of her, as 
< 'f old the angids of her earl»e.st sex. 

Arn, Thou! 

Cm. I ! But fear not. 1 11 not bo your rival 
Arn. R ival ! 


C'res. I could be one right formidable ; 

But since I slew the seven husbands of 
Tobias’ future bride, (and after all 
’T was suck'd out by some incensr*,) I have laid 
Aside inirigue: ’t is rarely worth die trouble 
Of gaining, or — what is more difficult — 

Getting rid of your prize again ; for there ’a 
The rub ! at least to mortals. 

Arn. Brit bee, peace ! 

Softly ! methinks lier lijis move, her eyes o]>on ! 

Cm. Like stars, no doubt; tor that’s a metaphor 
For Lucifer and Venus. 

Am. To the palace 

Oolonna, as I told you ! 

Cm. Oil! I know 

My way through R ome. 

Arn. Now onward, onw'ard ! Gently 

[E.rcunt, hearing Olimpia. — The scene closes 


PART IH. 

ScENK r . — A Castle in the Apennines, surrounded by a 
wibl but .smiling country. Ciutrus qf Peasants singing 
before the Oates. 


L 

The wars are over, 

The spring is come , 

The l>ri(le and her lover 
Have sought their home; 

'I’hey are hu[>py, we rejoice ; 

Let their hearts have an echo in every voice! 

o 

The spring is come ; the violet ’s gone, 

I’lie first-horn child of the early sun: 

Witli us she i.s but a winter's flower, 

The snow on the liills caimof blast ber Iwww, 
And she hits up he.r dewy eye of blue 
To the youngest .sky of tho .seif..samo Inio. 

%. 

And when the spring comes with her host 
Of tlowi'cs, that flower heJoverl tho most 
Shrinks from the crowd that may confuse 
Her heavenly odour and virgin hues. 

4 . 

Pluck the others, hut still remernbor 
'rin ir herald out of dun J leeember-— 

'(’he morniug star ctf all the flowers, 

The pledge ufd,ayhghi's lengthen’d hours; 

Nor, mid the rest-':', e'er forget 
'I’ho virgin, virgin violet. 

Enter Ca^sah. 

Cm. (jnnging.) The wars arc all over, 

Our swords are all idle, 

The. Bleed bites the bridle, 
n’hn ca.squn’.s on the wall. 

There! ’s r<‘st fir the rover ; 

But Ins armour is rusty, 

Anil the veteran grows crusty, 

As he yawns in the hall. 

He drinks — but what’s drinking ? 

A mere pause from thinking ! 

No bugle awakes him with life-and-death call. 

CHORUS. 

But the hound bayeth londlv, 

The boar in the wockI, 

And tin* falcon longs proudlv 
To spring from her hood . 
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Ori th« wrist of the noble 
She sits like a crest, 

And the air is in trouble 
With birds from their nest. 

Ca». Oh ! shadow of glory ! 

Dim image of war! 

But the chase hath no story, 
Her hero no star, 

Since Nimrod the founder 
Of empire and chase, 

Who made the wf>ods wonder 
And quake fo" their race. 

When the lion was young, 

In the pride of his might, 

Then ’t was sport for the strong 
To embrace him in fight ; 


To go forth, with a pine 
For a spear 'gainst tine mammotlii 
Or strike through the ravine 
At the foaming behemoth ; 

While man was in stature 
As towers in our lime, 

The first-born of nature, 

And, like her, sublime ! 


But the wars are over, 

The spring is come ; 

The bride and her lover 
Have sought their home : 

They are happy, and we rejoice; * 

Let tiieir hearts have an echo from every voice ! 

f KxeunJt thfi Peamitry^ tinging. 


HEAVEN AND EARTH 

A MYSTERY, 


FOUNDED ON THE FOLLOWING PASSAGE IN GENESIS, CHAP. VI. 

” And it cam« to pa*« .... that the Bonsi of God saw the daugiiictia of men tliat they wera fair ; and they 
took them wivee of all whicli they chose.*' 


* And woman wailing for her demon lover. ’’—ro/erit/fre. 


DRAMATIS PERBONiR. 

ANGKT.S. 

Samiasa. 

Azaziel. 

Raphael the Archangel. 

MEN. 

Noah and his Sons. 

Irad. 

Japhet. 

WOMEN. 

Anaii. 

AlIOl.1 HAMAH. 

Chorus of Spirits of tfu' Earth. — Chorus of Mortals. 
PART I, 

GENE I . — A uHmly arul mountainous d'lstrict near 
Mount Ararat. — Timr, midnight. 

Enter Anar arul Aiiolibamaii. 

Anah. Ouii father sleeps: it is thn hour when they 
V^ho love us are accustom'd to descend 
'hrough the deep clouds o’er rocky Ararat 
[ow my heart beats! 

Aho. Ect us proceed upon 

lur invocation. 

Anah. But the stars arc hidden, 

tremble. 

Aho. Bo do I, but not with fear 
)f aught save their delay. 

Anah. My sister, Uiough 


I love Azaziel more than oh, too much ! 

What was I going to say / my licarl grows impious. 

Aho. And whort^ is the impiety of loving 
I Celestial natures? 

Anah. But, AlK^ibamali, 

I love our G ml less since his angel loved me: 

This cannot Ini of good ; and though 1 know not 
That I do wrong, I fi^el a thousand fears 
Wliich are not ominous of right. 

Aho. Then wed llico 

Unto some son of clay, and foil and spin! 

There ’s Japhet loves thee well, hath loved thee long ; 
Marry, and bring forth dust ! 

Atudi. I should have loved 

Azaziel not less wore he mortal ; yet 
I am glad he is not. I (‘an not outlive him. 

I And when 1 think that his immortal wings 
Will one day hover o'tT the sepulchre 
Of tlui poor child of clay wliich so adored him. 

As he adores the Highe.st, d('ath becomes 
Less terrible ; but yet I pity him : 

His grief will bo of ages, or at least 

Mine would be such for him, were I the seraph, 

And he the perishable. 

Aho. Rather say, 

Tliat he will single forth some other daughter 
Of Earth, and love her as he once loved Anah. 

Anah. And if it should he so, and she loved hin^ 
Better thus than that he should weep for me. 

Aho. If 1 thought thus of Samiasa’s love, 

All seraph as he is, 1 ’d spurn him from me. 

But to our invocation ! ’T is the hour. 

Anah. Seraph ! 

From thy sphere! 

Whatever star contain thy glory ; 

In the eternal depths of heaven 
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Albeit thou watchest with ‘‘the soven”* 

Though through space infinite and hoary 
Before thy bright wings worlds be driven, 

Yet hear! 

Oh ! think of her who holds thee dear! 

And tliough she nothing is to thee, 

Yet think that thou art all to her. 

Thou canst not tell, — and never be 
Such pangs decreed to aught save me, — 

The bitterness of tears. 

Eternity is in thy years, 

ITnhosn, undying beauty in thino eyes ; 

With mo thou canst not sympathize, 

Except in love, and there thou must 
Ackn»w ledge that more loving dust 
Ne’er wept beneatli the skies. 

Thou walk’st tliy many worlds, thou see’st 
The face of him who made Uioe great, 

As lie hath made me of the least 
Of those cast out from Eden’s gate : 

Yet, Seraph dear! 

Oh hear ! 

For thou hast loved me, and I would not die 
Until I know what I must die in knowing, 

Tliat thou forget st in lliinc etomily 
Her whose heart death could not keep from o’er* 
flowing 

For the(‘, immortal essence as thou art ! 

Great is their love who love in sin and fear ; 

And such, I feel, are waging in my heart 

A war unworthy : to an Adamite 

Forgive, my Serapli! that such thoughts appear, 

For sorrow is our element ; 

Dcllglit 

An Eden kept afar fl'om sight, 
l’ln>uoh sometimes with our visions blent. 

The hour is near 

Which tells me wc are not abandon’d quite,— 

Apjxiar ! Appear ! 

Seraph ! 

My own Azaziel ! ho but here. 

And leave the stars to their own light. 

Aho, Samiasa ! 

Wheresoe’er 

Thoti rulest in the upper air — 

Or warring with the spirits who may dare 
Dispute with him 

Who made all empires, empire ; or recalling 
Some wandering star, vvhicli shoots througli the abyss, 
Whose tenants dying, while their world is falling, 
Share the dim destiny of clay in this 5 
Or joining with the inferior clierubim, 

* Thou deignest to partake their hymn — 

Samiasa ! 

I call thee, I await thee, and I love thee. 

Many may worship thee, that will 1 not : 

If that thy spirit down to mine may move thee, 
Descend awl share my lot ! 

Though I. be form’d of clay, 

And thou of beams 
More bright than those of day 
On Eden’s .stream.s, 

'I'hine immortality can not repay 
With love more warm than mine 
My love. There is a ray 
, In mo, which, though forbidden yet to shine, 

I feel was lighted at thy God’s and thine. 

It may be hidden long ; death and decay 
, Our mother Eve bequeath’d us — ^but my heart 
Defies it ; though tliis life must pass away, 

Is tficU a cause for thee and me to part ? 

Thou art immortal — so am I : I feel-— 

1 feel my immortality o’ersweep 

* Th0 arduu^* »aid to b« ••▼•d m ounnt>«r. 


All pains, all tears, all time, all fears, and pea^ 

Like the eternal thunders of the deep, - 

Into my ears this truth — ^ thou liv’st for ever !** ‘ 

But if it be in joy 
I know not, nor would know ; 

That secret rests with tlie Almighty giver 
Who folds in clouds the fonts of bliss and wo. 

But tliee and me he never can destroy ; 

Change us he may, but not o’erwhelm ^ we are 
Of as eternal essence, and must war 
With him if he will war with us : with thee 
I can share all things, even immortal sorrow j 
For thou hast ventured to share life with me^ 

Arnl shall I slirink from thine eternity ? 

No ! though foe serpent's sting should pierce mo 
thorough, 

And thou thyself wort like the serpent coil 
Around me strll ! and I will smile 
And curse thee not ; but hold 
Thee in as warm a fold 

As but descend ; and prove 

A mortal’s love 

For an immortal. If the skies contain 
Mon; joy than thou canst give and take, remain ! 

Anah. Sister ! sister ! I view tl»um winging 
Their bright way through the parted night. 

A/io, The clouds from off’ their pinions flinging, 

As though they bore to-rnorrow’s light. 

Anah, But if our father see tlic sight! 

Aho. He would but deem it was the moon 
Rising unto .some sorcerer’s tune 
An hour too^oon. 

Anah. Tlwy como ! he comes !— Azazicl ! 

Aho. Haste 

To meet them ! Oh ! for wings to bear 
My spirit, while they hover there, 

I’c Samiasa’s breast! 

AnaJi, Lo! they have kindled all tho west. 

Like a returning sunset ; — lo ! 

On Ararat’s late secret crest 
A mild and inany-colour’d bow, 

The remnant of their flashing path, 

Now shines ! and now, behold ! it hath 
Return’d to night, as rippling foam, 

Whicli Uie leviathan hath lash’d 
From his unfothoiriable honu;, 

"When sporting on the faro uC the calm deep, 

Subsides soon after he again halfi dash’d 
Down, down, to where the ocean’s fliuntains sloop, 

Aho. They have touch’d cartii ! Sanuasa ! 

Atuth. My Azazicl ! 

[Eamml. 

Scene U.— Enter Irad and Japhet. 

Irad. Despond not: wherefore wilt thou wander thus 
To add thy .silence to the silent night, 

And lift foy tearful eye unto the stars? 

They cannot aid thee. 

Japh. But they sr)oth mo— -now 

Perliafis she looks upon tliem as I look. 

Methinks a being that i,s beautiful 
Becometh more so as it lor/ks on beauty, 

Tho eternal beauty of undying tilings. 

Oh, Anah ! 

Irad. But she loves thee not. 

Japk. Alas ! 

Injul. And }>roud Aholibamah spurns me also. 

Japh. I feel for thee too. 

Iratl. Let hor keep hor pridei, 

VTine hath enabled me to bear her scorn : 

: may be, time too will avenge it. 

Jupk. Const thou 

'ind joy in such a thouglit ? 

Irad. Nor joy nor sorrow. 



I loved her well j I would have loved her better, 

Had love been met with love : as H is, I leave her 
To brighter destinieH, if so she deems them. 

J(iph, What destinies ? 

Irad. 1 have some cause to tliink 

She loves another. 

Japh. Anah ! 

/rod. No ; her sister. 

Japii. What other 1 

Irad. That I know not ; but her air, 

If not her words, tells me she loves another. 

Japh. Ay, but not Anah : she but loves her God. 

Irad. Whatever she loveth, so she loves tliee nut, 
What can it profit thee ? 

Japk. True, nothing ; but 

I love. 

Irwl. And so did I. 

Japh. And now thou lov’st not, 

Or (hiiikVi thou lov'st not, art tliuii happier ? 

Jrad. Yes. 

Japh. 1 pity thee. 

Jrad. Mo ! why ? 

Japh. For being happy, 

Deprived of dial whicli makes my misery. 

JraiL I lake t}\y taunt as part of thy distemper, 

And would not fotd a.s thou dust for more shekels 
Than all our father’s herds would bring if weigh’d 
Against the metal of the sons of Cain — 

I'lio yellow dust they try to barter with u». 

As if such useless and discolour’d trash, 

The refuse of the earth, conld bo received 
For milk, and wool, and flesh, and fruits, and all 
Our flocks and wilderness afford.— Go, Japhet, 

Sigfi to till' stars as wolves howl to the moon— 

I must back to my rest. 

Japh. And so would I 

If 1 could rest. 

Irrul. Thou wilt not to our tents then ? 

Japh. No, Irad ; I will to the cavern, whose 
Mouth they suy ojiens from the internal world 
To let the. inner spirits of the earth 
Forth when they walk its surface. 

Jrad. Wherefore so ? 

What would’st thou there ? 

Japh. Sooth furllier my sad spirit 

With gloom as sad : it is a hoiieless spot, 

And I am hopeless. 

Jrad. But ’t is dangerous ; 

Strange sounds and sights have peopled it witli terrors. 
I imisl go with thee. 

Irad, no; believe me 
I feel no evil thought, and fear no evil. 

Jrttd. But evil tilings will bo thy foe the more 
As not being of them ; turti thy steps aside, 

Or let niiiio be witli tliine. 

Japh. No, neither, Irad ; 

X must proceed alone. 

Jrad. Then jicaco be with thee ! 

[Exit Ijsad 

Japh, (aoltis.) Peace! 1 have sought it where il 
should bo found, 

In love — with love, too, which perhaps deserved it ; 
And, in its stead, a heaviness of heart— 

A weakness of the spirit — listless days, 

And nights inexorable to sweot slee|)— 

Have come upon me. Peace ! what peace ? the calm 

Of desolation, and the stillness of 

The untrodden forest, only broken by 

The sw'eeping tempest tlirough its groaning boughs ; 

Such is the sullen or the fitful state 

Of my mind overworn. The earth ’s grown wicked, 

And many signs and portents have proclaim’d 

A change lit hand, and an o’erwhelming doom 

To periabalble beings. Oh, ray Anah 1 

Wlien the dread hour denounced shall open wide 


'he fountains of the deep, how mighteat thou 
lave lain within tlus bosom, folded from 
^'he elements ; this bosom, which in vain 
lath beat for thee, and then will beat more vainly, 

Yhile thine Oh, God ! at least remit to her 

'hy wrath ! for she is piirtt amid the failing 
As a star in the clouds, which cannot ijiumcli, 

\)though they obscure it for an hour. My Anah ! 

How would I have adored tliee, but thou wouldst not; 
And still would I redeem tliee — sec thee live 
A' hen ocean is earth’s grave, and, unopposed 
By rock or shallow, tlie leviathan, •’ 

.ord of Uie shoreless sea and watery world, 
ihall wonder at liis houndlesHiiess of realm. 

Enter Noah a/ul Shkm. 

No(di. Where is ihy brother Jnphel ? 

Sfiem. He wont forth 

Acconling to his wont, to meet with Irad, 

He said ; hut, as J fear, to heiul liis steps 
Towards Anali’s tents, rutmtl wliich he hovers nightly 
..ike a dove round and rouml its pillaged nest; 

)r else he walks the wild up to the cavern 
Which opens to the liearl of Ararat. 

Nmh. What doth he then;? It is an evil spot 
Ipon an earth all evil ; flir things worse 
Than even wicked men resort ihi're: he 
^Ull loves this daughter of a fated race, 

Although he could not wed her if she loved him. 

And that slie doth not. Oh, the unhappy IiearUi 
tf men! that one of my hi* tod, knowing well 
The destiny and evil of thcsi' days, 

And that the hour ajiproacheth, should indulge 
'll .sutdi forbidden yearnings ! Lead Uie way ; 

He must bo sought for ! 

Shm. Go nut forward, father: 

will s<‘ek Jujihet. 

Noah. Do not fear ft>r me : 

All evil things are powerless on the man 
Selected hy Jehovah — let us on. 

Shem. 'i’o the toms of the fathtr of the sisters? 

Noah. No; to the e,uvern of the Caueasus. 

[Exeunt Noah and Suem. 

Scene 111. — TheNfourUimui. — A CuverUf and Vie Rocks 
of Caucasus. 

Japh. {solus.) Ye wilds, that look eternal ; and tliou 
cave, 

Which secinst iinfatliomahle ; and ye mountains, 

So varied and bo terrihie in beauty ; 

Here, in your rugged majosly of rocks 

And top|)ling trees Jliat twine* their roots with stoiio 

In perpendicular places, wficre the foot 

Of man w'ouki tremble, could he rcacdi them — yes, 

Ye look eternal! Y'et, in a few days, 

Pwhaps even hours, yc will be changed, rent, hurl’d 
Before the mass of wat(?rs ; and yon cavo, 

Which seems to lead into a lower world, 

Shall have its depth Rcarcli’d by tlie sweeping wave, 
And dolpliins gambol in the lion’s den ! 

And man Oli, men ! my fellow-beings ! Who 

Shall weep above your universal grave, 

Save I ? Who shall W left to weep ? My kinsman, 
Alas! what am 1 better than yo are,. 

That I must live beyond ye ? Where shall be ? 

The pleasant places where I thought of Anah 
While I had hope 1 or the more savage haunts, 
Scarce less beloved, where I despair’d for her? 

And can it be !— Shall yon exulting peak. 

Whose glittering top is like a distant star, 

Lie low bcneatii the boiling of Uie deep ? 

No more to have the morning sun break forth, 

And scatter back the mists in floating folds 



From its tremendous brow ? no more to have 
Day’s broad orb drop behind its head at even, 

Leaving it with a crown of many hues 7 
No more to be the beacon of the world, 

For angels to alight on, as the spot 

Nearest the stars ? And can those words “no more” 

Be meant for thee, for all things, save for us, 

And the predestined creeping things reserved 
By iny sire to Jehovah’s bidding? May 
He preserve tkemy and I not have the power 
To snatch the loveliest of earth’s daughtei-s from 
A d<)pm which even some serpent, wiili his mate, 

Shall ’scape to save his kitid to bo prolong’d, 

To hiss and sting through some emerging world, 
Hooking and dank from our the slime, whose ooze 
Shall slumlxjr o’er the wreck of this until 
The salt morass subside into a spliero 
Beneath the suii, and be the monument, 

The sole and undistinguish’d sepulchre, 

Of yet quick myriads of all life ? How much 
Breath will bo still’d at onct?! All beauteous world! 

S(» young, so mark’d out for destruction, T 
With a cleft heart look on thee day by day, 

And night by night, lliy number’d days and nights. 

I cannot save thee, cannot save oven her 
Whose love had ma<le mo love thee more ; but as 
A portion of thy dust, I cannot think 
Upon thy coming doom without a feeling 
Such as — Oh God! and cans! thoti [ //<? 

A rus}dn^ sound from, the cavern is heard, ami shouts \ 
of laufildcr — afterwards a Spirit pat 

Jnph. In the name 

Ol* the Most High, what art thou ? 

SjnriL {laur^hs.) Ha! Ha! TIu! 

Japh. Hy all that earth holds holiest, speak ! 

Spirit, {laughs,) lla! Ha 

J«tph, By the approaching deluge! by the earili 
Which will bo strangled by the c>cean ! hy 
The d<H5p which will lay open all her fountains ! 

The lieaven which wdll convert her clotids to seas, 

And the Omnipotent who makes and crushes! 

Thou unknown, terrible, and indistinct, 

’li’’et awful Thing of Shadow's, speak to me! 

Why dost thou laugh that horrid laugh? 

Spirit. Why wecp’at tliou? 

Japh. For earth and all her childr<ai. 

SpirU. Ha! Ha! Ha! 

vanishes. 

Japh. How tlie fiend mocks the tortures of a world. 
The coming desolation of an orb, 

On wliich the sun shall rise and wanu no life ! 

How the earth sleeps! and all that in it is 
Sleep too upon the very eve of death ! 

Wliy should they wake to meet it ? W’^hat is here, 
Which look like death in life, and speak like things 
Bom ere this dying world ? They come like clouds ! 

[ Various Spirits //tws from the cavern. 
Spirit. Rejoice ! 

The abhorred race 

Which could not keep in Eden their liigh place, 

But listen’d to the voice 
Of knowledge without pewer. 

Are nigh the hour 
Of death ! 

Not slow, not single, not by sword, nor sorrow, 

Nor years, nor heart-break, nor time’s sopping 
motion, 

£9iall they drop offl Behold their last to-morrow ! 

Earth shall be ocean ! 

And no breath, 

Save of the winds, be on the unbounded wave ! 

Angels shall tire their wings, but find no spot : 

Not even a rock from out the liquid grave 
Shall lift its point to save. 
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Or show the place where strong despair hath died, 
After long Uxfking o’er the ocean wide 
For the expected ebb which comeib not | 

All shall be void, 

Destroy’d ! 

Another element shall bo the lord 
Of life, and tlio abhorr’d 
Children of dust bo quench’d ; and of each hue 
Of earth naught left but the unbroken blue ; 

And of the variegated mountain 
Shall naught remain 
Unchanged, nor of the level plain ; 

Cedar and pine shall lift tlnrir tops in vain; 

All merged witliin the universal fountain, 

Man, earth, and fire, phall die, 

And sea and sky 

Look vast and lifeless in the eternal eye. 

Upon the foam 

Who shall erect a home? 

Japh. {corning; forward.) My sir*! 

Earth’s seed shall not exj»iro ; 

Only the evil shall be pul away 
From day. 

Avaunt! yc exulting demons of tlio waste! 
Who howl your liideotis joy 
When GckI destroys whom you dare not destroy; 
Hence ! liasle ! 

Rack to your inner caves! 
lentil lh(^ waves 

Shall seandi you In your secret place, 

And drive your sullon nice 
^ortli, to hf^ roll’d upon the tt)sslng winds 
In restless wretchedness along all space; 

Spirit, Son of the saved! 

M'heu thou and Ihim* have brav<Hl 
'I’Jie wide and warring elemcnl ; 

When the great barrier of the deep is rent, 

^hall thou and tliine be good or happy! — No! 

Thy n(iw world and new racts shall be of wo— 
Less goodly in their aspect, in their years 
Tioss than the glorious giants, who 
Yet walic the world in pride, 
lie Sons of Heaven hy many a mortal bride. 

L’hine shall be noiliing of llie past, sawe tears. 

And art llxm not ashanied 
Thus to survive, 

Ami eat, ami drink, «nd wivc ? 

Yitli a base heart so far subdued and tamed, 
s even to hear this wide dcsiniclion named, 

Vithout such grief and courage, as should rather 
Bid thee await the world-tiissolving wave, 

'han seetk a shelter with ihy favour’d father. 

And build thy city o’er the drown’d earth’s grave? 
Who would outlive their kind, 

Except the base and blind ? 

Mine 

Ilatclh thinc 

As of a diflorent order in the sphere, 

But not our own. 

'hero is not one who hath not left a throne 
Vacant in heaven to dwell in darkness here 
athcr than sec his mates ciaJurc alone. 

Go, wrctcli I and give 
life like thine to other wretches — live ! 

And when tlic annihilating waters roar 

Above what they have doney 
nvy the giaail patriarchs then no more. 

And scorn tliy sire as the surviving one ! 

Thyself for being his son! 

Chorus of Spirits issuing from the cccvem. 
Rejoice ! 

No more the human voice 
Shall vex our joys in middle air 
Witli prayer ; 



No more 
Shall they adore; 

And we, who ne'er for ages have adored 
The prayer-exacting Lord, 

To whom the omission of a sacrifice 
Is vice ; 

We, we shall view tlie deep’s salt sources pour’d 
Until one element shall do tlie work 
Of all in chaos ; until they, 

The creatures proud of their [joor clay, 

Shall perish, and tlieir bleached bones shall lurk 
In caves, in dens, in ciefis of mountains, where 
The deep shall follow to their latest lair; 

Where oven the brutes, in their despair, 

Shall cease to prey on man and on each other, 

And the striped tiger shall lie down to die 
Beside tlie lamb, as though he were his brother ; 

Till all things shall be as they wore, 

Silent and uncreated, save the sky : 

While a brief truce 
Is made with Death, who shall forbear 
The little remnant of the past creation, 

To generate new nations for hLs use; 

This remnant, floating o’er the undulation 
Of the subsiding deluge, from its siiine, 

Wlien the hut sun hath baked the reeking soil 
Into a world, shall give again to time 
New Iwdngs — years— diseases — sorrow — crime — 

With all companionship of hate and toil, 
tJntil 

{hUtmipLin^ llum\.) The eternal will 
Shall deign to expound this dream 
Of goixl and evil; and rc<Ieein 

Unto himself all times, all thmgs ; 

Arid, gatlicr’d under his almiglity wings. 

Abolish hell ! 

And to the expiated Karlh 
Restore the beauty of her lurdi, 

Her lildeii in an endless paradise, 

Where luaii no more can fall us once he fell, 

And even the very demons vsliall <lo well I 
Spirits. And wlien shall take effect tliis wondrous 
spoil ? 

Jnph. When the Redeemer conioth ; first in j>ain, 
And liitm in glory. 

Spirif. Meantime slill struggle in the mortal chain, 
Till earth wax hoary ; 

War with yourselves, and hell, and heaven, in vain, 
Uniil the clouds look gory 
With the blood n-eking from each luiUle plain ; 

New times, new dimes, new arts, new niun; but still 
The same old tears, old crimes, aiul oldesi ill, 

Shall be runong your race in ddferent forms ; 

But the same moral storms 
Shall oversweop the ftiUire, as tlie waves 
Id 8 few hours tho glorious giant’s graves.'*^ 

Chorus of Spirits. 

Brethren, rejoice ! 

Mortal, farewell ! 

Hark ! hark ! already we can hear tlio voice 
Of growing ocean’s gloomy swell ; 

The winds, loo, phmio their piercing wings ! 

The clouds have nearly fill’d their springs ; 

The fountains of tho great deep shall be broken, 

And heaven set wide her windows ; while mankind 
View, unacknowledged, each tremendous token — 

Still, as tliey were bagiiimng, blind. 

Wo hear tlto «ttnnot hear. 

The mustering thtntders of the threatening sphere ; 
Yet a few hours their coming is delay’d ; 

Their flashing banners, folded still on high, 

* them iv«r« ffiemta in Uwm dajrt, ftnd after ; mighty men, 

lAlil wm$ of old in«ii or renowa.”— Oeneeit. 


j Yet uodisplay’d, 

Save to tlie Spirit’s all-pervading eye. 

Howl ! bowl ! oh EarUi ! 

Thy death is nearer than thy recent birth : 

Tremble, ye mountains, soon to shrink below 
The ocean’s overflow I 

The wave shall break upon your cliffs ; and shells, 
j The little shells, of ocean’s least things be 
1 Deposed where now Urn eagle’s oftspring dwells— 

How shall lie shriek o’er the remorseless sea ! 

I And call his nestlings up witli fruitless yell, 

Unanswer’d, save by tho encroaching swell ; — 

While man siiail Ion* 

The wings wjjich could not save : 

Where could he rest llurni, while the whole space bruiga 
Naught to his eye beyond the deep, his grave'? 
Brethren, rejoice I 

And loudly lift each superhuman voice — 

All die, 

Save the sliglit remnaut of Seth’s seed — 

The seed of Setli, 

Exempt for future sorrow’s sake from death. 

But off he sons of Cain 
None shall remain ; 

And all his goodly daughters 
Must lie beneath the tle-solating waters ; 

Or, floating upward, with llieir lung hair laid 
Along the wave, the enud Heaven upbraid, 

Which would not spare 
Beings even in deatli so fair. 

It is decreed, 

All die ! 

And to the universal human cry 
The universal silence .«hall .succeed ! 

Fly, brt'ihren, fly ! 

But siili rep (ice! 

AV.; fl'll ! 
r\wy fall ! 

So perish all 

These petty flu's of Heaven wh<» tbrink frouj liell ! 

j 'rhe S}‘inU (lisajpfory soarittii npirartls. 
Jrt})/i. (soluH.) Uod Iiath prodaiui’d tlie destiny of 
earth; 

My father's aik <S safety lialli aiirwiUDced it ; 

Tlic very ueruons shriidt it from their eaves; 

The seroll’t- of jdnoch pro[>li' ded it lung 
III sih-nt booke, which, in iln ir silence, suy 
More to the mind lliiin thunder to tlie ear; 

And yet men IL-teu'd n'>l, imr liKt'‘n; lml 

Walk tlarivling to th'‘ir doom; \diie!i, ihough so mgli, 

Shakes liiem no more in tijiir dim disbelief 

Than Iheir last eri<\s shall shako tlie Almighty pur]>ose, 

Or deaf obedient ocean, which fulfils it. 

No sign yet. iiangs its banner in the air ; 

Tho clouds arc few, and of their wonted texture ; 

The Hun will rise upon the earllfs last day 
As on Uie fourth day of creation, when 
God said iiulo liirii, “ Shine !’’ and he broke forth 
Into the dawn, wliich lighted not tlie yet. 

Unforrn’d forefather of mankind— but roust d 
Before the human orison tlie earlier 
Made and far sweeter voices of llic birds, 

Wliich ill the opea firmament of heaven 
Have wings lilte angels, and like tliem salute 
Heaven first each day before tho Adamites : 

Their matins now draw nigh — tlie east is kindling — 
And they will sing ! and day will break ! Both near, 

So near the awful clos<'! For these must drop 
Their outworn pinions on the deep ; and day, 

After the bright course of a few brief morrows, — 

Ay, day will rise ; but upon what ?— a chaos, 

Which WOE ere day ; and wliich, renew’d, makes time 

• The book of Enoch, preeenred by the Ethloj>Ui»*, U #aitl by them to 
be anterior to the flood. 



Nothing 1 for, without life, what are the hours ? 

No more to dust than is elcmity 
Unto Jehovah, who created both. 

Without him, oven eternity would ho 
A void : without man, lime, as made for man, 

Dies with man, and is swallowed in that deep 
Which has no founlain; as his race will be 
devour’d by that which drowns his infant world. — 
What have we hero ? Shapes of both earth and air ? 
No — all of heaven, they arc so beautiful. 

J cannot trace thoir features; btit their forms, 

JU»w lovclily they move along the side 
Of the gray mountain, scattering itg mist ! 

And after the swart savage spirits, whose 
Infernal immortality pour’d forth 
'riuur imjuous hymn of triumph, they shall be 
Welcome as Eden, it may he they come 
'i’o tell me the reprieve of our young wwld, 
h’'or which I have so often pray’d — They come ! 

Anali ! oh, God ! and with her 

Enkr Samiasa, Azaziet., Anaii, mid Afiolibamah. 

Anah. Japlict ! 

Sam. Lo! 

A s(.in of Adam : 

Aza. What doth the e-arthhorn lu‘re, 

While all Itis race are slumbering? 

Jojih. Aug«‘l! wliat 

I tost th(Hi on earth when thou should’st be on high? 

Kriowst tliou not, or forgcf’st fh(»u, that a part 
Of oor ori-at fim(‘tion is to «Mmrd thine earth? 

Ihit all good angels have forsaUeii earth, 

\^'lliell is rondetun’d ; nay, even the evil tly 
approaching chaos, Anah! Auah ! my 
li; vain, and 1 *rjg, and still t<t be beloved! 

Why walk’st llioii with this spirit, m those liours 
Vyiien no good spirit longer hglils lielow ? 

Avith. .laphet, I cannot ansv^cr thee; yet, ye.t 
Forgive me 

Jffjift. May the Heaven, which soon no more 

W'ill pardon, do so! f(>r tlmn art greatly templed. 

yiho. Hack to thy tents, insulting son of Noah! 

W'o know thee not. 

./</;>!(. 'riie hour may corno wlien thou 

IMav'sf know mo hetter; nnd thy sis^’r know 
.'Vb- stil! ifio same which I haxo over been. 

Situ(. fif the patriiirch, wlr<> hath ever been 
I'pright before liis (lod, wh.’ife’er thy gifis, 

And thy words s ;em of sorrow, mi.vM with wrath, 

How liav’e Azaziel, (tr myself brotiglif on iheo 
Wrong? 

Japh. Wrong! the greatest of all wrong.s ; but thou 
Siiy’st well, though she be dust, 1 did not, eoulil not, 
Oe.-erve jier. Farewell, Anah! I liav(‘ said 
'flint word so oftim! hut now say it, ne’er 
'f o bo repeated, Angel ! or wliatc’er 
Thou art, or must be soon, hast thou the |X)wcr 
'I’o save tliis beautiful — these beautiful 
Chililrori of Cain ? 

Aza. From what ? 

Japh. And is it so, 

That ye too know not? Angels! angels', yo 
Hav'c shared man’s sin, and, it may bo, now must 
Thirfake his punishment ; or at the least 
My sorrow. 

Saw, Sorrow ! I ne’er thought till now 
To hoar an Adamite speak riddles to me. 

Japh. And hath not the Most High expounded them? 
Then ye are lost, as they are lost. 

Aho. So be it ! 

If they love as they are loved, tliey will not shrink 
More to be mortal, than I would to dare 
An immortality of agonies 
With Samiasa! 


Anah. Sister! sister! speak not 

Thus. 

Aza, Fcarest tliou, my Anah ? 

Anah, Yes, for thee; 

I would resign the greater remnant of 
This little life of mme, before one hour 
Of thine eternity sliould know a pang, 

Japh. It, js for him, tiien ! for the seraph thou 
Hast loft me ! 'I'hat is notliiug, if thou hast not 
Left lliy God too! for unions like lo these, 
Hetvveen a mortal and an immorlal, cannot 
Bo happy or be hallow’d. Wc arc sent 
Upon the earth to toil and die; and they 
Are made to minister on high unto 
The Higliest: but if lie can save thee, soon 
The liour will come in winch celestial aid 
Alone can do so. 

I AmjJi. Ah! he speaks of death 

Sam. Of death to us ! and those who are with 
But that the mail seems full of sorrow, 1 
(’ould smile. 

Ju}>h. I grieve not f:»r myself nor fear 

j T am safe, not fir my own d(‘8crts, but thoso 
Of a well-doing sire, who hath been found 
Uighieoiis enough to save his ehildren. Would 
His jiower was greater of rcilemptioii ! or 
That by exchanging my own life thr liers, 

W)i(> could al'tne have made mine happy, she, 
I’lio last and loveliest of Gain’s race, eonld share 
'riie ark wliich shall receive a remnant of 
The seed of Seth ! 

Aho. And dost thou think that w 

With (hiiii’s, the eldest horn of Adam’s, lilood 
Warm in our veins, — strung Cam! who was 
gotten 

In Uaradi«e, — wouM mingle with Seth’s children? 
i>eth, the last otlspnng of* old Adam's dotage? 
No, not lo save all eartii, were earth in peril! 

Our race liath alway dwell apart, from thine 
From the beginning, and shall do ho ever. 

Jnjih. 1 did not spe^ak to thee, Aholibamah ! 
Too much of tlie forefather whom thou vanntost 
Has come down in that haughty hl<K>d which sprii 
J'’rom him who slu'd tlie first, and that a brother’s 
But thou, ruy Anah! let nu; call thee mine, 

Albeit thon art not; ’tis a word I cannot 
Hart with, ullhough 1 niu:,l from tliee. My Anah 
J’hou W'iio dost rather make me dream that Abel 
Had left a daughti'r, whose pure pious race 
Survived in time, su min'h unlike thou art 
The rest of tlie stern Gainiles, save in beaiity, 

For all of them are, furesl in their favour 

Aho. [intirraptiu!^ him.) And wouldal thou ha”, 
like our father’;: foe 

In mind, in soul ? If I partook thy thought, 

And dream’d lliat, aught o( Ahcl was’ in her 
Get thee lienee, son of Noah; tliou makest strife, 
Japh. Oflkprmg of (hiin, Iby father did so! 

Aho. ' " E 

Tie slew not Sieth; and what bast Uiou to do 
With other deed.s between his God and him ? 
Japh. Thou .sj»eakest well: ius God hath judge 
liirn, and 

1 had nut named his deed, but that thyself 
Didst s»*em to glory in him, nor to Blirink 
From whul ho had done. 

Aho. He was our father’s fa 

Tlie eldest liorn of man, the strongest, bravest, 
And most enduring: — Shall I blush for him 
From whom we Imd our being? Look upon 
Oiir race ; liehold their stature and their beauty, 
Their courage, strength, and length of <lay«— — 
Japh, 'Phey are nuii 

Aho. Be it so ! but while yet their lioursi cndur>: 
glory in rny brethren and our fathers. 



to b th<sir God, 

Antth! and tbott ?•**»— 

Anah, Whato^er our God decrees, 

The God of $oth as Caifl, I aunt obey, 

'And will oruleavotar patienily to obey. 

But could I dare to pray in his dread hour 
: Of universal vengeance, (if such should bo,) 

It would not be to live, abne exempt 
or all my house. My sister! oh, my sister! 

. What wore the world, or other worlds, or all 
The brightest future, without the sweet pasl-^ 

Thy love — ^my father’s — all the life, and all 
The things which sprang up with me, like the stars 
Making my dim existetice radiant with 
Soft lights which wore not mine? Aholibamah! 

Oh ! if tliore should be mercy — seek it, find it : 

I abhor death, because that thou must die. 

Ahv, What! hath this dreamer, with his father’s ark, 
I'ho bugbear he hath built, to scare the world, 

Shaken 7ny sister ? Are wt n(»t the loved 
Of soiaphs ? and if wc were not, must we 
Cling to a son of Noah fjH* otir lives ? 

Rather than thu.s Ihjt the enthusiast dreams 

The worst of dreams, the fantasies engender’d 
By hopoUiHs love and heaUid vigils. Who 
Shall shake these solid mountains, this firm earth, 

And bid tlios<i clouds and waters take a shape 
Distinct from that which we and all our sires 
Have seen them w^ear on their eternal way ? 

Wlio siiall do this ? 

Japh. Ho whose one word produced dicm. 

Aho, Who heard that word ? 

Japh. The universe, which loap’d 

To life before it. Ah! sniilesl. thou still in scorn? 

\ iby seraphs; if they attest it not, 

They are none. 

'' Sam, Aholibamah, own thy God ! 

I Aho. 1 have ever hail’d our Maker, vSamiasa, 

^ As tliUi'-, and mine: a <-ioil of love, not sorrow, 
r Japh. Alas! what els( is love but sorrow? Even 
.1 He wdio made earth in love liitd .soon to grieve 
» Above its first and bc.st inhabitants. 

; Aho. ”1’ is .said so. 

I Jap/i. Ii is even so, 

' ErUcr Noah and Siiem. 

] Noah. Japhet ! What 

^ Host thou here with those children of the wicked ? 

I Dread st thou not to partake their coming doom. 

1 Japh. Father, it cannot boa sin to seek 
To save an earthbom being ; and behold, 
f These are not of the sinftil, since they have 
I The fellowship of angels, 
i: Noah, Those are they, then, 

I Who leave the throne of God, to take tiiem wives 
7 From out the race of Cain ; the sons of heaven, 

Who seek earth’s daughters for their beauty ? 

I Aza. Patriarch ! 

!. Thou boat said it, 

; Noah. Wo, wo, wo to such commimion! 

5 Has not God made a barrier betw’een earth 
I And heaven, and limited each, kind to kind? 

^ Sam. Was not man made in liigh Jehovah’s image? 

» ‘ Did God not love what he had made ? And what 
I Do w<i but imitate and emulate 
I His love unto created love? 

I Ncnih. 1 am 

But man, and w^as not made to judge mankind, 

Far less the sons of God ; but a.s our God 
Has deign’d to commune with me, and reveal 
Bia judgments, I reply, that the descent 
^ Of seraphs from their everlasting seal 
] Unto a perishable and perishing, 

; Even on the very ene of perishingt world, 

Cannot bo good. 


Axa, What! though it ivero to aavet 

Noah. Not ye m all your glory cafl redeem 
What he who made you glorious hath condemned. 

Were your immortal mission safety, ’twoidd 
Be general, not for two, though beautifol ; 

And beautiful they are, but not tlie low 
Condemn’d. 

Japh. Oh fether ! say it not. 

Noah. Son! sou! 

If that thou wouldst avoid the’ir doom, forget 
That they exist ; tliey soon shall cease to be, 

While thou shall be the sire of a new world, 

And better. 

Japh. Lot mo die with </ws, and them! 

Noah. Thou slumldst for such a thought, butsshalt 
Who can redeems thee. [not; he 

Sam. And why him and thee, 

More than what he, thy son, prefers to both ? 

Noah. Ask him who made thee greater than myself 
And mine, but not loss subject to his own 
Almighlincss. And lo ! his mildest and 
Least to be tempted messenger appears ! 

Enter Raphael the Archangel. 

Raph. Spirits ! 

Whose seat is near the Uirono, 

Wliat do ye hero ? 

Is thus a .seraph’s duty to be shown, 

Now that the hour is near 
When earth must be alone ? 

Return ! 

Adore and bum 

In glorious honiugc with the elected “ seven.” 

Your place Ls heaven. 

Sam. Raphael ! 

The first and fairest of the sons of God, 

How long hath fhi.s been law, 

That earth by angels must be left untrod ? r 

Earth ! which oft saw 
Jchovah’« foot.stcps not ih.sdain her sod ! 

The world ho loved, an<l niado 
For love ; and oft have we obey’d 
His frequent mission with de, lighted pinions : 

Adorin;: him in hi.s least work.s display’d ; 

Watching this youngest star of his dominions; 

Ami, as tlie latest birth of hi.s great word, 

Eager to keej) it worthy of our Lord. 

Why is thy brow* severe ? 

And wherefore speak’st thou of destruction near ? 

Raph. Had Saminsa and A/.aziel been 
In their true place, with the angelic choir, 

Written in fire 
They would liave soon 
Jehovah’s late decre<i, 

And not inquired their Maker’s breath of me i 
But ignorance must ever be 
A j>art of sin ; 

And even the spirits’ knowledge shall grow less 
As they wax proud within; 

For Blindness in the first-born of Excess. 

When all good angtds left the world, ye stayed, 

Stung with strange passions, and debased 
By mortal feelings for a mortal maid ; 

But ye are pardon’d thus far, and replaced 
With your pure equals. Hence ! away ! away ! 

Or stay, 

And lose eternity by that delay ! 

Aza. And thou ! if earth be thus forbidden 
In the decree 

To us until this moment hidden, 

Dost thou not err as we 
In being here ? 

Raph. I came to call ye back to your fit sphere, 

In the great name and at the word of God. 

Dear, dearest in themselves, and scarce less dear 



That which I came to 4o : till now w« trod 
Together the eternal i|>aQe ; together 
Let us stiti walk the etars. True^ earth must die ! 
Her race, returnM Into her womb, must wither, 

And much which she inherits ; but oh ! why 
Cannot this earth be made, or be destroy'd, 

Without involving ever sonic vast void 
In the immortal ranks ? immortal still 
In their immeasurable forfeiture. 

Our brother Satan foil ; his burning will 
Rather than long worship dared endure ! 

But ye who still are pure ! 

Seraphs ! less mighty than that nughtiest one, 

Think how ho was undone ! 

And think if tempting man can compensate 
For heaven desired too late ! 

Long have I warr’d, 

Long must I war 
With him who deem’d it hard 
To be created, and to acknowledge him 
Who midst the cherubim 
Made him as sunvS to a dependenrtttar, 

Leaving the archangels at his right hand dim. 

I loved him — beautifii! ho was : oh heaven ! 

Save his who made, what beauty and what power 
Was ever like to Satan’s! Would the hour 
In wliich he fell cotild ever be fi>rgivt‘n ! 

The wish is impious : but, oh ye ! 

Yet undcstroy’d, bo warn’d! Eu-rnity 
Wit}» him, or with his Goil, is in your choice : 

Ht-* hath not totnpfod you ; he cannot tempt 
The angels, from his further snares exempt; 

But man Jialh lisicn’d to his voice, 

And yc to woman’s — beautiful sht^ is, 

'riio serpent’s voice kss subtle than her kiss. 

'J’ht': snake but vanquish’il dust ; but she will draw 
A scctjud host from heaven, to break heaven’s law. 
Vel, yer, oh fly ! 

Yv cannot die; 
fkil they 
Shall pass away. 

While yc shall liil will) hhrieks (lie upper sky 
For perishable clay. 

Whose memory in your imiiiorlality 

iSliull long outlast iIk; sun whici gave them day. 
Tlilnk liow your essence dilb n'ili Irom tlieirs 
In all hut siilTenng! why partake 
7’lie agony to wdiich lliey must b<* lieirs — 

Born 1.0 be jjlouglj’d with years, ami sown with cares, 
And rea[i‘'(l by i)cath, lord nf the human soil } 

Even had I heir days been left to toil their path 
Through time to dust, iiiishoricn’d by God’s wrath, 
they are Evil’s jirey and fSorrow'Vs spoil. 

Aho. Lot them fly! 

1 hear the voi(!C which says tiiaf all must die 
Sooner than our while-l)oarded patriarchs died ; 

And that on high 
An ocean is pre-pared, 

While from below 

The deep shall rise to nicel lieaven’s overflow. 

Few shall be spared. 

It seems ; and, of that few, the race of Cain 
Must lift their eyes to Adam’s God in vain. 

•Sister ! since it is so, 

And the eternal liord 
[n vain would be implored 
For tho remission of one hour of wo, 

Let ns resign even what we liave adored, 

And meet the wave, as w'c would meet tlie sword, 

If not unmoved, yet imdismay’d. 

And wailing less for us than those who sliall 
Survive in mortal or immortal tlirall, 

And, when tlie fatal waters are allay’d, 

Weep for tlio myriads who can weep no more. 

Fly, seraphs ! lo your own eternal shore, 


Where winds nor howl nor wmem ronr. 

Our{Mirtioiiis to die» 

And yours to live for ever : 

But which is best, a dead etemi^, 

Or living, is but known to the great Giver. 

Obey him, as we shall obey ; 

I would not keep tliis fife of mine in clay 
An hour beyond his will ; 

Nor see ye lose a portion of his grace, 

I For all the mercy which Seth’s race 
Find stilL 
Fly! 

And as your pinions boar ye back to heaven, 

Think that my love still mounts with tliec on high| 
Samiasa ! 

And if I look up witli a tearless eye, 

’Tis that an angel’s bride disdains to weep.*~» 
Farewell ! Now rise, inexorable deep ! 

Anah, And must we die ? 

And must I lose thee too, 

Azaxiel ? 

Oh, my heart ! my heart ! 

Thy prophecies were true ! 

And yet thou wert so liappy too! 

The blow, though not unlook’d for, falls as new; 

But yet depart ! 

Ah! why? 

Yet let me not retain thee — fly ! 

My pangs can be but brief; but thine would be 
Etonial, if repulsed from heaven for mo. 

Too much already hast thou deign'd 
To one of Adam’s race ! 

Our doom is sorrow: not lo us alone, 

But to tho spirits who have not disdain’d 
To love us, cometh arigulsh with disgrace. 

Tho lirst who tauglit us knowledge hath been hurl’d 
From his once archangolic throne 
Into some unknown world; 

And thou, A/.a/iel ! No — 

I’liou shall not iaiffor wo 
’or me. Away! nor weep! 

Thou cansi not wrep ; hut yet 
Mayst suirer uku'i^, not weeping : tlien forget 
Her, W'hom the surges of iIkj all-strangling doop 
Cun bring no jiang like (his. Fly! fly! 

Being gone, ’( will less dilTicult to die, 

Japh. Oh say not s«)! 

Father! and iIkui, archangel, thou! 

Surely celestial uktcv lurks below 
That pure severe serenity ol brow ; 

Let them not this sea without ashore, 

!avc in our ark, or let me be no more! 

Noah. Peace, child of passion, peace ! 
f not within thy heart, yet with thy tongue 
Do God no wrong ! 

ave as ho wills it — die., when he ordains, 
righteou.s death, unlike the seed of Gain’s. 

Cease, or he sorrowful in silence ; eeaso 
To weary Heave ri’s ear vvilli thy selfish plaint 
WouUlst lliou have Gwl commit a sin for thee 7 
Such would it be 
To alter his intent 

'’or a mere mortal sorrow. Be a man ! 

And bear what Adam’s race must bear, and can. 
yap/i. Ay, fallier! but when they are gone, 

And wc are all alone, 

F’loaling ufioii the azure desert, and 

The depth beneath us hides our own dear land, 

And dearer, silent friend.s and brethren, all 
Buried in its immeasurable breast, 

Who, who, our tears, our shrieks, shall tlien command 7 
Can we in desolation’s peace have rest ? 

Oh God ! be thou a Qo<l, and spare 
Yet w'hile ’t is time ! 

.enew not Adam’s fall : 



Mankind were then hat twaiO} 

But they are nuxneroug now as are the waves 
And the tremendous rain, 

' Whose drops shall be less thidc than would their graves, 
Were graves permitted to the seed of Cain. 

Nook, Silence, vain boy ! cacli wordoftliine^sacrime, 
Angel ! forgive this stripling’s fond despair. 

Raph. Seraphs! these mortals speak in passion: Yc 
Who are, or should be, passionless and pure, 

May now return with mo. 

Sam. It may not be ; 

We have chosen, and will endure. 

Jiaph. Say’st thou? 

Aza. He hatli said it, and I say, Amen 

Raph. Again ! 

Then from this hour, 

Shorn as ye are of all celestial power, 

And aliens from your God, 

Farewell ! 

Japh. Alas ! where shall they dwell ? 

Hark, hark ! Deep sounds, and deeper still, 

Arc howling from the mountain’s bosom : 

There’s not a breath of wind upon the hill, 

Yet quivers every leaf, and drops each blossom: 
Earth ijroans as if beneath a heavy load. 

Noah. Hark, hark ! tlio sea-hirds cry ! 

In clouds they overspread tJie lurid sky, 

And hover round the mountain, where before 
Never a white wing, wetted by the wave, 

Y et dared to soar, 

Even when llie waters wax’d too fierce to brave. 
Soon it shall be their only shore. 

And then, no more ! 

Japh. Tlie sun ! the sun ! 

He riseth, b\it ins belter light is gone ; 

And a black circle, bound 
His glaring disk around, 

Proclaims eartli’s last of summer days hath shone ! 

The clouds return into lh(i hu<;s of night. 

Save where their ])razert-coIour'd edge's streak 
'riie verge whert: brighter morns were wont to break. 

Noah. And lo ! yon Hash of i id it, 

I'lie distant thunder’s harbinger, appears 
It comoth ! lienee, awai' ! 

Leave to the elements their evil prey ! 

Hence to where our all-hallow ’d ark uproars 
Its safe and wn-ckless sides. 

Japh. Oh, father, slay ! 

I.caV(? not my Anrih to the swallov/ing lidos! 

Noah. Must we imt leave all life to such? Begone! 
Japh. Not I. 

N>ah. Tlum die 

With them! 

How darest thou look on that profduUic sky, 

And seek to save what all things now condemn, 

In overwhelming unison 

With just Jehovah s wrath ! 

Jnph. Can rage and justice join in the same path? 
Noah. Blasphemer! darest thou murmur even now? 
Raph. Patriarch, be still a fatlier! smooth tliy hrow: 
Thy son, despite his folly, slial! not sink ; 

He knows not what Ik; says, yet shall not drink 
With sobs the salt foam of the swidling waters ; 

But be, when passion passeth, good a*? tliou, 

Nor perish like heaven’s children with man’s daughters. 
Aho. The tempest cometh; heaven and earth unite 
For the annihilation of all life. 

Unequal is llie strife 

Between our strength and the Eternal Might ! 

Sam. But ours is with thee ; we will bear ye far 
To some untroubled star, 

Where Ihiwi and Anah sbalt partake our lot : 

AjkIV^ dost not weep fiir tliy lost earth, 
heaven shall also be forgot. 

JlMimk. Oh ! my dear father’s tents, my place of birth, 


And mountains, land, and woods ! when ye are ao^ 
Who shall dry up my tears? 

Aza. Thy spirife-Iord, 

Fear not ; though we are shut from heaven, 

Yet much is ours, whence wo can ndBbe driven. 

Raph, Rebel ! thy words are wicked, as thy deeds 
Shall henceforth he but weak : the flaming sword, 
Which cliased the first-bom out of Paradise, 

Still flashes in the angelic hand.s. 

Aza. It cannot slay us: threaten dust with death, 
And talk of weapons unto that which bleeds. 

What are thy swords in our immortal eyes? 

Rc^h. I’hc moment cometh to approve tliy strength ; 
And learn at longih 

How vain to w'ar with what ihy God commands:* 

Thy fonner force was in thy faith. 

Enter Mori' ih ^ fying for refuge. 

Chorus of M<rruds. 

The heavens and earth are mingling — God ! oh God ! 
What have wo done? Vet spare! 

I Hark ! even the forest bcastvS how] forth their pray’r ! 
7’hc dragon crawls from out his den, 

To herd, in terror, inuoreril with men ; 

And the birds scream ilieir sigony through air. 

Vet, yet, .hihovali! yet wjiltdraw thy ffni 
Ofvirallu and pity fhiur own world’s despair! 

Hear not man '.iiiy bet all nature plead ! 

Raph. Fan'well, tljcai t'artii ! ye wretched sons of clay 
I cannot, must not, aid you. ’Tis decreed ! 

Raphael. 

Japh. Some cloud, ‘ sweep on as vultures fivr their prev, 
While others, os rucks, await the word 
At which their wrathful vial'^ shall he pour’d. 

No ii/.iire mere .«hiill robe I lie firmament, 

Nor spaiL'/k'd ''tars he ^.-lorimis: I)<*a(h liath risen : 

In the suns place a pa!»j and ghastly glare 
Hath wound its* • if round the, dying air. 

Aza. (’ome, Anah! (piit ihi.s chaos-founded prison, 
To wliieli the elemriits again refiair, 

To turn it what it was: beneath 

The shelter of ihcM; \vings thou ahalt be safe, 

As was llie eaith 's ne,stling ontaj within 
Its mother's. — l.jet t)»o coming chaos chafii 
With all its elementvs! Heerl not their din! 

A brighter wairl.l ihan tins, where thou slmlt breathe 
Ethereal life, will we ex}>lore: 

These daikt'u’d clouds are not the only skies. 

[Azazikl r,.nd S a mi as a of, and disairpear 

xi-itk A^’AH and Aijolihamaii. 

Japh. They are gone ! They liave disapjuuir’d amid 
tiu' roar 

Of th.c forsaken world ; and never more, 

Whether they live, (ir (he wit!) all earth’s life 
Now near its lost, can auglit restore 
Anah unto thes(j eyes. 

Chorwi of Mortals. 

Oh son of Noah! mercy on Ihy kind ! 

What I wilt thou leave us all — all — nil behind ? 
kVhilc safe amid the elemental slrifi-, 

Thou sittst within thy guarded ark? 

A Mother, [njffring her infant to Japhet.) Oil let 
this child embark ! 

I brought him fiirlh in wo, 

But thought it joy 

To see him to my bosom clinging so. 

Why was he horn? 

Wliat hath be done — 

My unw’can’d son — 

To move Jehovah’s wrath or scorn ? 

What is there in this milk of mine, that death 
Should stir all heaven and earth up to destroy 
My boy, 



And roll the waters o'er his placid breath ? 

Save him, thou seed of Beth ! 

Or cursed be^with him who made 

Thee and thy race,^for which we are betray'd ! 

J(xpk^ Peace ! His no hour for curses, but for prayer 

Chorus of Moriah, 

For prayer 1 ! ! 

And where 
Shall prayer ascend, 

When the swoln clouds unto the mountains bend 
And burst, 

And gushing oceans every barrier rend, 

Urnil the very deserts know no thirst ? 

Accurst 

Be he who made thee arid thy sire ! 

Wc deem our curses vain ; wc must expire ; 

But as we know Ihc worst, 

Why should our liyiiin be raised, our knees be bent 
Bc^or(^ the implacable Omnij>otont, 

Since we must lall the sumo ? 

if he hath made earth, let it be his shame, 

To make a world for lorlure. — Lo! they come, 

The loathsouio waters, in tluhr rage! 

And with their roar make wholesome nature dumb! 

The forest’s trees, (coeval witJi the hour 
When Paradise iipsjirun", 

Kre 1C VO gave Adam knowledge for lier dower, 

Or Atlarn his first hymn of slavery i'-nug,) 

Ho massy, vast, yet green in thoir old age, 

Are overtopt, 

Their siimnicr blossoms by Ukj surges lopt, 

Which ris{3, and rise, and rise. 

Vainly we look up to the lowering skies— 

They iii'-'el the seas, 

And shut out God from our beseeching eyes 
Fly, sou of Noah, tly! and lake thine case 
In thine, allotted ocean-lent ; 

And view, all floating o’er tin' element, 

The corpses of tlie world of thy young days : 

Then to Jehovah raise 
'I’hy song of praise ! 

A MortuL iilosscd art* the. dead 
AVho die 111 the Lord! 

And though the waters be o’er t!art.h outspread, 

Yet, as his worfl, 

Be the deereo adorea ! 

He g««ve rue life — he takelh hot 
The hreatli which is hi.s own : 

And though these eyes should bo for ever shut, 


Nor longer tliis weak voice before his throne 
Be heard in supplicating tone, 

Still blessed bo tlie Lord, 

For what is past, 

For that which is ; 

For all are his, 

From first to last — 

Time— space — eternity— life — eleath— 

The vast known and immcuBurablo unknown. 

He made, and can unmake; 

And shall I, for a little ga'^p of breath 
Blaspheme and groan ? 

No ; let me die, as I have lived, in fiuLli, 

Nor quiver, tliough tlie universe may quake 

Chorus of Mortals. 

Whore shall we fly ? 

Not to the mountains high ; 

For now their torrents rusii, ivilh double roar. 

To meet the ocean, which, advancing still, 

Already grasps each drowning liill. 

Nor leaves an iinsourch'd cave. 

Enter a IVomati, 

JVoman. Oh, save me, save! 

Our valley is no more : 

My fill her and my father’s tent, 

My brethren and my brethren’s iicrds, 

The pleasant trees that o’er our noonday bent 
And sent forth cvf‘Tiiiig songs from sweetest birds, 
'I’iie hrilc rivulet which frchhen’d all 
Our pastures green, 

No more are to bo seen. 

When tnlhc mountain eliH‘l climb’d this morn, 

I turn’d to hh‘ss the spot, 

And not a leaf appear’d about lo fall ; — 

And now they are not I— 

Why was I born ? 

Japh. I’o die ! in youth lo die ; 

And iiappier in that doom, 

'J’luui to behold the universal tomb 
Which I 

Am tlm.=; condemn’d to weep aiKoc in vain. 

-Vhy, when all peri.di, why must I remain? 

[ Tilt: ivatf rs rise : Mon flq in averq direcUu 
many arc ooertufum l>y (he waves ; the Cfm 
of Marinis disperses in search of sufiiq 
tlu> imninlains: Japhet remains upon a ro 
utfiile the Ark Jloats towards him in 
distance. 



THE ISLAND; 


Ott, 

CHRISTIAN AND HIS COMRADES. 


The foundation of the following story will be found 
partly in the account of tlie mutiny of the Bounty i 
the South Seas, (in 1789,) and partly in “ Mariner' 
Account of the Tonga Islands '' 


CANTO I. 

I. 

The morning watch was come ; the vessel lay 
Her course, and gently made her lujuid way; 

The cloven billow flash’d from off licr prow 
In furrows form’d by that majestic plough ; 

The wafers with their world were all before; 
Behind, the South Sea’s many an islet shore 
The ijuiet nighf, now dapfiling, ’gan to wane. 
Dividing darkness from the dawning main ; 

The dolphins, not unconscious of the day, 

Swatn liigh, as eager of the coming ray ; 

The stars from broader beams began to cree{>, 

And lift their shining eyelids from the deep ; 

The sail resumed its lately shadow’d white, 

And tlie wind flutter’d with a freshening flight; 

The purpling ocean owns the coming sun, 

But ere he break — a deed is to bo done. 

11 . 

The gallant chief within his cabin slept. 

Secure in those by whom the watch was kept: 

His dreams were of Old England’s welcome shore, 
Of toils rewarded, and of danger’s o’er; 

HLs name was added to the glorious roll 
Of those who search the storm-surrounded Pole. 

The worst was over, and the rest seem’d sure, 

Anrf why should not his slumber be secure ? 

Alas ! hhs deck was trod by unwilling feet, 

And w'ildcr hands would hold the vessel’s sheet ; 
Young hearts, which languish’d for some sunny isle, 
Where summer years and summer women smile; 
Men without country, who, too long estranged, 

Had found no native homo, or found it changed. 

And, half uncivilized, preferr’d the cave 
Of some soft savage to the uncertain wave — 

The gushing fruits that nature gave untill’d ; 

The wood without a palli but where tliey will’d ; 

The field o’er which promiscuous plenty pour’d 
Her horn ; the equal land without a lord ; 

The wish — which ages have not yet subdued 
tn man — to have no master save his mood ; 

Tlie earth, whose mine was on its face, unsold, 

The glowing sun and produce all its gold ; 

The freedom which can call each grot a home ; 

The general garden, where all steps may roam, 
Where Nature owns a nation as lier child. 

Exulting in the enjoyment of the wild ; 

IVur shells, tlieir fruits, Uic only wealtli they know ; 
Their unexploring navy, the canoe ; 

Their sport, the dashing breakers and the chase ; 
Their strangest sight, an European face : — 

Such was the country which tliese strangers yearn’d 
To see again ; a sight they dearly earn’d. 


HI. 

Awake, bold Bligh ! the foe is at the gate ! 

Awake ! awake ! — -Alas ! it is too late ! 

Fiercely beside thy cot the mutineer 
Stands, and proclaims the reign of rage and fear. 
Thy limbs are l)ound, the bayonet at thy breast; 
The hands, which trembled at thy voice, arrest ; 
Dragg’d o’er the dock, no more at thy command 
The obedient helm shall veer, the sail expand ; 

That savage spirit, which would lull by wrath 
Its desperate escape from duty’s path, 

(ji lares round thee, in the scarce believing eyes 
Of those who fear die chief they sacrifice : 

For ne’er can man his conscience all assuage, 
Unless he drain the wine of passion— rage. 

IV. 

In vain, not silenced by the eye of death, 

Thou call’s! the loyal with thy menaced breath:— 
'Diey come not ; they are few, and, over-awed, 
Must acquiesce, while sterner hearts applaud. 

In vain thou dost demand the eau.se : a curse 
Is all tlie answer, with the threat of worse. 

Full in thine eye.s is waved the glittering blade, 
Close to thy throiit the pointed bayonet laid. 

The levell’d rnuskots circle round thy breast 
In hands as steel’d to do the deadly rest. 

Thou dares! them to their worst, exclaiming— ** Fire 
But they who pitied not could yet admiie; 

Some lurking remnant of their former awe 
Restrain’d them longer than their broken law ; 

They would not dip their souls at once in blood, 

But left thoo to the mercies of the flooil. 

V. 

Hoist out the boat!” was now tJie leader’s cry ; 
And who dare answer ^ No !” to Mutiny, 

*n the first dawning of tlie drunken hour. 

The Saturnalia of urdiopod-for power? 

The boat is lower’d wifli all the haste of hate, 
iVith its sliglit plank between thee and thy fate; 

Her only cargo such a scant supply 
As promi.ses the death llieir hands deny ; 

And just enough of water and of bread 
To keep, some days, the dying from the dead : 

Some cordage, canvass, sails, and lines, and twine, 
But treasures all to hermits of the brine, 

Were added after, to tlie earnest prayer 
If those who saw no hope save sea and air ; 

And last, that trernliling vassal of the Pole — 

'he feeling compass — ^Navigation’s soul. 

VI. 

\nd now tlie self-elected chief finds time 
?o stun the first sensation of his crime, 
knd raise it in his followers— “ Ho ! the bowl!” 

<ost passion should return to reason’s shoal. 

Brandy for iieroes !” Burke could once exclaim — 

^0 doubt a liquid path to epic fame ; 

,nd such the new-born heroes found it hero, 

And drain’d the draught with an applauding cheer. 
Huzza! for Otalieite !” was the cry. 

How strange such shouts from tons of Mutioiy 



llie gentle isiwid, and the genial sail, 

The &iendly hearts, tlie feasts without a toil, 

The cour^ous manners but from nature caught, 
The woftuh unhoarded, and tiio love unbought ; 
Could these have charms for rudest seaboys, driven 
Before tlie mast by every wind of heaven ? 

And now, even now prepared witli other’s woes 
To earn mild virtue’s vain desire, repose ? 

Alas ! such is our nature ! all but aim 
At the same end by pathways not the same ; 

Our means, our birth, our nation, and our name, 
Our fortune, temper, even our outward frame, 

Are far more potent o’er our yielding clay 
Than aught we know beyond our little day. 

* Yet stiH there whispers the small voice within, 
Heard through Gain’s silence, and o’er Glory’s din : 
Whatever creed bo taught or hmd he trod, 

Man’s conscioncc is the oracle of God. 

The lanch is crowded with the faithful few 
Who wait their chief, a melancholy crew : 

But some remain’d reluctant ot\ the decik 
Of that proud vessel — now a moriil wreck — 

And view’d their captain’s fate with [litcous eyes ; 
While others scotT’d his auirur’d rniserit's, 

Sneer’d at the prosf»cct of his ffigniy sail, 

And the slight bark so laden and so frail. 

The tender nautilus, who steers his prow, 

The seaborn sailor of his shell canoe, 

'J’he ocean Mab, the fairy of the sea, 

Seems far less fragile, and, alas ! more free. 

Ho, when the Ughtuiug-vving'd t<>riia<los sweep 
The surge, is safe — his port is in the deep — 

And triumphs o’er the arinarlas of mjuiKind, 

Which shako the worhl, y<‘t cruinble in the wiial, 

VIII. 

Wiitin all was now prcj>arcd, iht^ vessel cUjar 
Which hail’d her master in the mutineer — 

A seaman, less obdurate than his mates, 

.Show'd tlie vain pity which but irritates; 

Watcli’d his late chieftain with e.Y])loriiig eye. 

And told, in signs, repentant sympathy ; 

Held tlie moist shaddock to liis parched motif h, 
Winch felt evhaustion’s deep and hitter drouth. 

But so(ui observtNi, this guardian was witlu!ra>Mi, 

Nor further mercy clouds rehellionV’ dawn. 

Then forward stepp’d the bold and froward boy 
His chief had cherish’d only to destroy, 

And, pointing to the helpless prow bi'iieath, 
Llxclaitn’d, “ Depart at once ! delay is ili ath I” 

Yet then, even then, his f'elings ceasial not all: 

In that last moment could a word recall 
Remorse for the black deed as yet half done, 

And what he hid from imuiy show’d to one ; 

When Bligh in stern reproach demanded where 
Was now his grateful sense of former care? 

Where all his hopes to see his name aspire, 

And blazon Britain’s thousand glories higher? 

His feverish lips thus broke their gloomy spell, 

** ’T IS that ! ’t is that ! I am in hell ! in hell !” 

No more he said ; hut urging to iho bark 
His chic^ comrniia him to his fragile ark; 

7'heso the sole accents from his tongue that fell, 

But volumes lurk’d below liis fierce farewell. 

IX. 

The arctic sun mse broad above the wave ; 

The breeze now sank, now whisper’d from his cave; 
As on the ^olian haqi, his fitful wings 
Now swell’d, now flutter’d o’er his ocean strings. 
With slow, desfiairing oar, tlie abandon’d skiff* 

Ploughs its drear progress to the scarce-seen cftffl 
Which lifts its peak a cloud above the main; 

Thai boat and ship shall never meet again! 

2 W 


But *t is not mine to toll their ule of griei^ 

7’hoir constant peril and Uieir scant relief ; 

7’heir days of danger, and their nights of pain ; 
Their manly courage even when doom’d in vain ; 
j The sapping famine, rendering scarce a son 
' XCnown to his mother in the skeleton ; 

The ills that lessen'd still their little store, 

And starved even Hunger till .he wrung no mors ; 
The varying frowns and favours of tlie deep, 

That now almost ingulfs, then leaves to creep 
With crazy oar and shatter’d strength along 
The tide that yields reluctant to the strung; 

The incessant fever of that and thirst 
Which welcome.^, as a well, the clouds that burst 
Above their naked bones, and feels delight 
In the cold drenching of the stormy niglit, 

And frrwn the outspread canvass gliu^y wrings 
A drop to moisten life's all gasping springs ; 

'Pho savage foe escaped, to seek again 
Mure hospitable shelter fi*om the main; 

'I’lie ghastly s|»ocfres which were doom’d at last, 

'I’o ti'll as true a tale of dangers past, 

As ever the dark annals td’ iho deep 
1 )iscU>sed for man to dread or woman weep. 

X. 

We leave them t(> their fate, hut not unknown 
Nor unre(lre.ss’d. lievenge may have her own ; 
lioused discipline aloud proelaitns their cause., 

And injured navie.s urge their hnilten laws. 

Piir.sue we on his track llie mutineer^ 

Whom distant veugeance hud not taught to fear. 
Wide o’er the wave — a\\a> ! away! away! 

)nce more hi.s eyts shall liail the welcoiue bay; 

.)nce more the Inippy shares wulionl a law 
lleceivc tlie outlaws whom tiny lately saw ; 

Nature, and nature’s goddess — woman — woos 
To lands w’bcre, save llu ir eonseieiice, none aecuso ; 
Where all partake tlic earth without dispute, 

And breatl itself is gather'd as a fruit 
Where none contest tlie fields, the woods, the Hireaiiis: 
'riio goldlesK age, where gold di-sturUs no dreaiiw, 
rihahits or inhabited the shore, 

'ill Kuropo taught tliom heller tiiaii hefwo; 

Bestow'd her cusloiiis, ami arneiideil llieus, 

It left her vices also to their heirs. 

Away with this! heboid them as they were, 

)<> good with Nature, or with Nature err. 

IluzZa ! for Dtaheite!” was the eiy. 

As stately swept, the gallant vessel by. 
rin* breeze springs up ; the lately Hupping sail 
Extends its arch before lh(‘ growing gal(! ; 
i swifter ripples stream aside ihe seas, 

Yhicli her bold bf)w flings off with dashing case. 

’bus Argo jdougti’d the h'.nxirni’s virgin f(>ani; 
dm those she wafted still look back to home — 

"hesc spurn tlicir coimfry with their rebel hark, 
id lly her as tlie raven fle4l the ark ; 

\ud yet they seek to nestle with the clove, 
nd lame their fiery spiiits down to love. 


CAN'I’O If. 

I. 

ow j>lea.saril were the songs of Toobf»uai,t 
Vheii summer’s sun w'tmt down tim coral bay! 
ome, hH 118 to llie islet's softest shade, 

.nd hear the warbling birds ! the damsels said : 

* Thr now crIetiraUrl brend^fniil, to lr»na|ilRnrl wliieii Caplaio ntifli'a 
f>utttiaii wu« MM^ti^rlatcen. 

The limt three iiectioo* are taken from an artual »utif;or the Tonf» 
indera, vf which a prr*»c trnnalatiiui ia ni^en in ‘‘ Mariner'* Accinitit 
the Tong* UlaiKla.” Tooliuiwi ia nni however one of Ihrin ; hot 
a* one of those wlwrc Chriatiaii ami the raetiiire.ra took refuf*. I 
ive a)i«r*U atMi added, but have relaiiMd a* ixuich as poMiUle of tha 
il^l. 



The wood-<lov« fiDin the forest de|*th sliall coo, 

LUko voices of the gods from Bolotoo ; 

We cull the flowers that grow above the dead, 

For these meet bloom where rests tlie warrior's head ; 

And we will sit in twilight's face, and sea 

The sweet moon glancing through the tooa tree, 

The lofty accents of whose sighing bough 
Shall sadly please us as we lean below ; 

Or climb the steep, and view the suif in vain 
Wrestle with rocky giants o'er the main, 

Which spurn in columns hack the baffled spray. 

How beautiful are these ! how happy they. 

Who, from the toil atKl tumult of their lives, 

Steal to look down where naught but ocean strives 1 
Even he too loves at Umo tlie blue lagfion, 

And Btnoothc^s his ruflled mane beneath the moon. 

II. 

Yes — from the sepulchre we’ll gather flow'ors, 

I’hen feast like spirits in their promised bowers, 

Then plunge and revel in ti:e rolling surf, 

Tlicn lay oiir limbs along the tender turf, 

An<), wot and shining from the sportive toil, 

Anoint otir bodies with the fragrant oil, 

And plait our garlands gatlierM from the gnivo, 

And wear the wreaths that sprung from out the brave. 
IJut lo! night comes, the Mooa woos us hack, 

7'he sound of mats are heard along our track ; 

Anon the torchlight dance shall fling its sheen 
III flashing mazes o’er the Marly’s green ; 

And we too will be there ; we too recall 
The memory bright with many a ft^stival. 

ICre Fiji blew the shell of war, when foes 
For the first time were wafted m canoes. 

Alas! for tlieni the flower of mankind bleeds; 

Alas ! for them our fields are rank with weeds : 
Forgotten is the rapture, or unknown, 

C>f wandering with the moon and love alone. 

But he it so : — they tauglit us how to wield 
The club and rain our arrows o’er the field : 

Now let them reap the harvest of their art ! 

But feast to-night! to-morrow we depart. 

Strike up the dance! the cava howl fill high! 

Drain every drop !— -to-morrow we may die. 

In summer garments be our limbs array’d ; 

Around our waists the tappa’s white display’d 
Thick wreaths shall form our coronal, like springs, 

And round our necks shall glance the hooni strings ; 
So shall ihtoir brighter hues contrast the glow 
Of the dusk bosoms that beat high below. 

in. 

But now the dance is o’er — ^yet stay awhile ; 

Ah, pause ! nor yet put out the social smile. 
To-morrow for ftio Mooa we depart, 

But not to-night — to-night is for the heart. 

Again bestow the wreaths we gently woo, 

Ye young enchantresses of gay Licoo! 

How lovely are your forms ! how every sense 
Bows to your beauties, soften’d, but intense, 

Idko to tlie flowers on Mataloco’s steep, 

Which fling their fragrance far athwart the deep !— 
We tixi w’ill sec Licoo ; but-— oh! my heart!— 

Wl at do I say ? — to-morrow we depart ! 

IV, 

Thus rose a song — the harmony of times 
Before the winds blew Europe o’er these climes. 

Tme, they had vices — such are nature’s growth— 

But only the barbarian’s — we have both : 

The sordor of civilization, mix’d 

With all tlie savage which man’s fall hath Ax’d. 

Who hath not seen Dissimulation’s reign, 

The prayers of Abel link’d to deeds of Cain? 

Who such would sec may from his lattice view 
The Old World more degraded than the New, — 


Now new no more, save where Columbia rears 
Twin giants, born by Freedom to her spheres, 
Where Chimborazo, over air, earth, wave, 

Glares with his Titan eye, and sees no slave. * 

V. 

Such was this ditty of tradition’s days, 

Wliich to the dead u lingering fame conveys 
In song, where fame as yet hath left no sign 
Beyond the S(*und w'hose charm is half divine ; 
Which leaves no record to tlie skeptic eye, 

But yields young history all to harmony ; 

A boy Achilles, witli the centaur’s lyre 
III hand, to teach him to surpass his sire. 

For OIK? long-tdierish’d ballad’s simple stave, 
b’ ling from the rock, or mingled with the wave, 

Ur from the bubbling slrcamlel’s grassy side, 

Or gaibcring mountain echoes as they glide, 

Halil greater po^^er o’er each true heart and ear, 
Tiicn all the columns Conquests minions rear ; 
Invites, when lueroglypliics are a theme 
For sages’ labours or tlic stuilcul’s dream ; 

Attracts, when history’s volumes are a toil, — 

I’he first, the freshest bud of Feeling’s soil. 

Such was this ruiio rhyme — rhyme is of the rude— 
But Slid) inspired the Norseman’s solitude. 

Who cami' and con<;uer'(l ; such, wherever rise 
Lands wliieli no fo«‘s destroy or civilize, 

Exist : anil what <‘an our ttceoiiipIi.sh’d art 
Of verse do more than reach the awaken’d heart ? 

I VI. 

And sweetly now* those untaught mekxiica 
Broke, the luxurious silence of the skies, 

The sweet siesta of a summer day, 

The trojuc afternoon of Toobonai, 

When every flowt^r was bloom, and air was balm, 
And the first breath began to stir the palm, 

I’he first yet voiceless wind to urge the wave 
All gently to refresh the thirsty cave, 

Where sat the songstress with tlie stranger boy, 
Who taught her jiassion’s desolating Joy, 

Too powerful over every heart, but most 
O’er those who know not how it may bo lost; 

O’er those who, burning in the new'-born fire, 

Like martyrs revel in their funeral pyre, 

With such ilovolioii to their ecstasy, 

That life knows no such rapture as to dif? ; 

And die they do ; for eartlily life has naught 
Match’d with that burst of nature, even in tlioiight; 
And all our dreams of hotter life above 
But close in one eternal gush of love. 

VII. 

There sat the gentle savage of the wild, 

In growtii a woman, though in years a child, 

As childhood dates within our colder clime. 

Where naught is ripen’d rapidly save crime ; 

The infant of an infant world, as pure 
From nature — ^lovely, warm, and premature; 

Dusky like night, but night with all her stars ; 

Or cavern sparkling with its native spars ; 

With eyes tiial were a language and a spell, 

A form like Ajihrodite’s in licr shell, 

With all her loves around her on the deep, 
Voluptuous as the first approach of sleep; 

Yet full of life — for through her tropic cheek 
Tiio blush would make its way, and all but speak 
The sun-born blood suffused her neck and threw 
O’er her clear nutbrowu skin a lucid hue, 

Like coral reddening through tlie darken’d wave, 
Which draws the diver to the crimson cave. 

Such was this daughter of the southern seas. 
Herself a billow in her energies, 

To bear tlio bark of others’ happiness, 

Nor feel a sorrow till tlicir joy grew ie«i ; 



Her wild and warm yet faithful bosom knew 
No joy lik^what it gave ; her hopes ne’er drew 
Aught fr;?w experience, lliat chill touchstone, whose 
Had prSof rwhiccs all things from their hues ; 

She fear’d no ill, because Hhe knew it not, 

Or what she knew was soon — too soon — forgot: 

Her smiles and tears had pass'd, as light winds pass 
O’er lakes, to ruffle, not destro}', their glass, 

Whose depths unsearch’d, and fountains from ffle hill. 
Restore tlicir surface, in itself so still, 

Until the earthquake tear the naiad’s cave, 

Ro<JL uj) the spring, and trample on the wave, 

And crush the Ihing waters to a mass, 

U'lie amjdiibious desert of the dank morass ! 

And rSust their fate be hers? The eternal change 
But grasps humanity with quicker range j 
And they who fall hut fall as worlds will fall, 

I’o rise, if just, a spirit o’er them all. 

VIII. 

And who is lie ? the blue-eyed nortiiern child 
Of isles more known to man, hut scarce loss wild ; 

The fair-hair’d offspring of Uie Hebrides, 

Where roars the Pentland w’ith its wdiirling seas ; 
Rock’d in his cradle by the roaring wind, 

The lempest-horn in hotly and in mind, 

His young eyes opening on (he ocean-foam, 

Had frtwn that moment deem’d the deep liis home, 

'fhe giant comrade of his fiensive moods, 

'riie sharer of his craggy solitudes, 

The. only Mentor of his youth, where’er 

His hark was home; tlie sport of wavir and air ; 

A careless thing, who placed his (choice in chance, 
Nursed by the legends of Ins land’s romance; 
r^agerto hope, but not less firm to hear, 

Acipiaiuted with all feelings save despair. 

Placed in the Arab’s clime, lie. would have been 
As bold a rover as the sands have seen, 

And braved their thirst with as enduring lip 
As Ishinael, wafted on his de.scrt-ship 
F’ix’d upon Chili’s sliore, a proud cacique; 

On Hellas* mountains a rehe.llious Creek; 

Born ill a lent, perhaps a Tamerlane ; 

Brt‘d to a throne, perhaps unfit to reign. 

For the same soul that rends its path to sway, 

If rear’d to such, can find no further prey 
JJeyoiid itself, and must retrace its way,t 
Plunging for pleasure into pain: ihe same 
»S[)ihl which made a Nero, Rome’s worst shame, 

A hiiinhler state aiul discipline of heart 
J lad form'd liis glorious iianie.sake’.s <'ounterparl 
But grant his vices, grant tlieiii all his own, 

How small their theatre wiliiout a throne! 

IX. 

Thou smilesl; — these comparisons seem high 
To liiosu who scan all tilings with dazzled eye; 

Link'd with tlie unknown name of one whoso doom 
Hus naught to do with glory or with Rome, 

With Chili, Hellas, or with A»*ahy ; — 

Thou srnilest? — Smile; ’tis better tlius than sigh; 

Yet such he might have> been; he was a man, 

A soaring spirit, ever in the van, 

A patriot hero or despotic chief, 

To form a nut ion’s glory or its griefj 

* The •* el/ip of the desert'’ is the OrieiitHl fitture foi the cnmel or 
drunipdnry : and liicy deserve tiic matapiior well, the former for liii 
endtiranco, the Inller for his swifuiess. 

t “ Lurullua, wilt'll fnignlity could chnrm, 

Had roasted turnips in the Sabine farm.” — Popt, 

t The consul Nero, who made the iineqimlled march which derelved 
Harinihal, and drfcHted Asrirubal ; Ihereliy ncromjtliahine aft achleve- 
iTMint almosl unrivalled in militarv iimmis. The fii-st inteMi^iire of hU 
return, to Hannibul, was the sight of Astirubal's head thrown into hw 
oamp. When Hannibal saw this, he exclnuiied wiili n sigh, that “ Rome 
would now lie the miHttvs* of the world.” Aral yet to ilus victory of 
Nero's it mifthL be owin^ that Ins impeiial namesake leittned at all. Rut 
the infamy ol tlie one lin!« eclipsed the f^ory of the other. When the name 
of “ Nero” is be.ard, who thinks of the consul?— But such are human 
things. 


Bum under auspices which make tts more 
Or leas than we deligiit to fionder o’er. 

But these are visions ; say, what seas ho here 1 
A blooming boy, a truant mutineer. 

The fair-hair’d Porquil, free as ocean’s spray) 

I'he husband of the bride of Toobonai. 

X. 

By Nouha’s si<le lie sate, and watch’d the waters,*— 
Neuha, tlie sunflower ui' the island daughters, 
Highborn, (a birth at wliich the lierald emilea, 
Without a scutcheon for these secret isles,) 

Of a long race, the valiant and the free, 

The naked knights of savage diivalry, 

Whose grassy cairns ascend along the shore ; 

And thine — 1 Ve seen — Achilles ! do no more. 

She, when the thunder- bearing strangers came, 
fn va«t canoes, begirt with bolls of flame, 

Topp'd with tall trees, which, lofdcr than the palm, 
Seem’d rooted in the deitp amid its calm; 

But when the wind*? awaken’d, shot forth wings 
Broad um the cloud along th<‘- horizon flings, 

And sway’d the waves, like cities of the sea, 

Making tlie very billows look less free ; — 

She, with her paddling oar and dancing prow, 

Shot through the surf, like reindeer llirougli the snow 
Swifi-gliding o’er the breaker's whitening edge, 

Light as a nereid in lier ocean sledge, 

And gazed and wtinder’d at the giant hulk, 

Whicli heaved from wave to wave its trampling bulk: 
The anchor dro]ip’d ; it lay along the deep, 

Like a liuge lion in tlie sun asleep, 

W'hile round it swarm’d the proa.s’ flitting chain, 

Like summer bees that hum around his mane. 

XI. 

The white man landed ! — need the rest ho told 1 
The New World stretch'd its du.sk hand to the Old; 
Kucli was to ea<*h a marvel, and the tie 
Of wondt:r warm’d to better sympathy. 

Kind w'as the w’elcome of the sun-horn sires, 

And kinder still their daughter’s gentler fires, 

1 heir union grew ; the cliiidren of tfic storm 
FAnind beauty link'd wilh many a du.sky form; 

AVhile these in turn ridinirt*d the paler glow', 

Which seem’d so while in climes that knew no snow. 
The clia.sc, the race, the lihtTly to roam, 

I’hc soil where every cottage shuw’d a home ; 

The sea-spread net, tlie lightly-launch’d canoe, 

Whicli stemm'd the siiuidt'd arcliipelago, 

O’er whose hliit^ bosom ro.'<e tlie .starry isles ; 

The health}' .sluinhcr, earn'd by sportive toils ; 

The palm, the lolii(‘.';t drvad of the woods, 

Witliin whose lM)«oni infiint I Jacchus hroo<ls, 

While eagles scarce build higher than the crest 
Which shadows o’er tlie vineyard in her breast ; 

The cava feast, the yam, the cocoa’s root, 

Which hears at once the cup, and milk, and fruit ; 

The bread-tree, which, without the ploughshare, yielda 
The unreap’d harvest of unfurrow’d fields, 

And bakes its unadulterated loaves 
Without a furnace in tmpurchased groves. 

And flings off famine from its fertile breast^ 

A pri('.dess market for the gathering guest 
These, witli the luxuries of seas and woods. 

The airy joys of social solitudes, 

Tamed cjacli ru<le waudorcr to the sympathies 
Jf those who were more happy, if less wise, 

'>id more than Europe’s discipline had done, 

And civilized civilization's siiii ! 

xii. 

Of these, and there was many a w'illing pair, 

Neuha and Torquil were no? the lea.sl fair: 

Both children of the isle.*!, though di.stant far; 

Both born beneath a sea-presiding star; 



Both nounth’d amid nature’s native ecenesj 
Loved to die last) vtrhatever interveiics 
Between us and our childhood’s sympathy^ 

Which still reverts to what first caught the eye. 

He who first met the Highlands’ swelling blue 
Will love each peak that shows a kindred huO) 

Hail in each crag a friend’s familiar fare, 
x\nd clasp tlie mountain in his mind’s embrace. 

Long have I roaraM through lands which arc not mine, 
Adored the Alp, and loved the Ap<Minine, 

Revered Parnassus, and beheld the steep 
.Tove’s Ida and Olympus crown the deep: 

But 't was not all long ages lore, nor all 
TVtcir nature held mo in ihcir thrilling thrall 
The infant rapture still survived the boy, 

And liOch-na-gar with Ida look’d o’er Troy,^ 

Mix’d Ohio memories with the Phrygian mount. 

And Highland linns with Castalie’s clear fount. 

Forgive me, Homer’s universal shade ! 

F’orgive me, Ph(Bbus ! that my fancy stray’d ; 

7’hc north and nature taught me to adore 
Votir scenes sublime, from those beloved beforo. 

Xllf. 

The love which mak»;th all things fond and fair, 

The youth which makes one rainbow of the air, 

The dangers past, that make even man enjoy 
"I'he pause in which he cea'^es to destroy, 

The rniitnal beauty, which the sternest ii'el 
Strike to their hearts like lightning to the steel, 

(Tnited the half savage and the w'hole, 

The maid and hoy, m one absorbing soul. 

No more the thundering memory of tlie fight 
Wrapp’d his wean’d bosom in its dark delight; 

No more the irksomi.'! restlessness of rest 
Oisturh’d hirn like the eagle in her nest, 

VVItose whetted beak and far-j)crvading rye 
Darts for a victim over all the sky; 

His heart was tamed to tliaf voluptuous slate. 

At onee Klysiaii and ertenr.nate, 

Which lenve.s no laurels o’er the hero’s urn;— 

'i’hese, wither tvlien for aught save blood they bum ; 
Yet when their ashes in their noolt are laid, 

T>)th not the myrtle leave as sweet a shade ? 

Had Cjcsar known but Cleopatra’s kiss, 

Rome had been free, the world had not hoeci his. 

And what hav<’ Caisar's deeds and Caesar’s fame 
Done for the earth ? We fciel them in our shame : 

The gory sanctuai of his glory stains 
The rust which tyrants cherish on our chains. 

Though Glory, Nature, Reason, Freedom, bid 
Roused millions do what single Brutus did< — 

Sweep these mere mock-birds of the desjxjl’s song 
From the tali bough where they have perch’d so long,— 
Still are we hawk’d at by such mousing owls, 

And take for falcons those ignoble fowls, 

When hut a word of freedom w'ould dis[>el 
These bugixiars, as their terrors show too well. 

XJV. 

Rapt in the fond forgetfulness of life, 

Noiiha, the South Sea girl, was all a wife, 

With no distracting world to call her ofl* 

From love ; with no society to scoff 

At the new transient flame ; no babbling crowd 

Of coxcombry in admiration loud, 

Or with adulterous wbisper to alloy 
Her duty, and her glory, and her joy : 


* When very yoTinn, nboiit fifht yearn of age, after an attack of the 
ararlet feter at Aberdeen, I wag iMMnoved by inedicdl adrire into the 
Hicbiande. Hera J [weHed acMUlOMUly aome Hummers, and from this 
ptnod I dale my kme uf iwpissiMimus cottotties. I run never forget the 
dbet, a few years afterWMitlb la of tbe only thine I hud lone 

tean, even iii mininitnr*, af i dilNHstain, In the Msrivern Hills. After 1 
ratiimad to t haltanhtHn. shrm every Hfternoon, at siinKet. 

with a sensation whicli I dear riba. This a'SH boyish enough , biu 

I wss than ontv tl<)i('s«a'y«aM|sialr ags, and it was in Uw holidays. 


With faith and feelings naked as her form, 

She stood as stands a rainbow in a storm, ^ 
Changing its hues with bright variety, 

But still expanding lovelier o’er the sky, 

Howe’er its arch may swell, its colours move, 

The cloud-compelling harbinger of love. 

XV. 

Here, in this grotto of tlie wave- worn shore, 

They pass’d the tropic’s red meridian o’er ; 

Nor long the hours — they never passed o’er time, 
Unbroken by the clock’s funereal chime, 

Which deals the daily pittance of our span, 

And points and mocks with iron laugh at man. 
What deem’d they of the future or the past ? , 

The present, like a tyrant, held them fast : 

Their hourglaas was the sea-sand, and the tide, 
I.ikc her smooth billow, saw their moments glide ; 
Their clock the .sun, in his unbounded towV ; 

They reckon’d not, whose day was but an hour ; 
The nightingale, their only vesper-bell, 

Bung sweetly to the rose the day’s farewell;* 

The broad sun set, but not with lingering sweep, 

As in the north he mellows o’er the deep, 

But fiery, full, and fierce, as if he left 
The world for ever, earth of light bereft, 

Plunged With red forehead down along the wave, 

As dives a hero headlong to his grave. 

7’hen ro.<e they, looking first along the .skies, 

And then fi>r light into each ollier’s eyes, 
M^mdering that summer sliow’d so brief a sun, 

And asking if indeed the day were done. 

XVI. 

And let not this seem strange ; the devotee 
I iives not in earth, hut in his ce^rstasy ; 

Around him days and worlds are lieedless driven, 
His soul is' gone hefi.Te his dust to heaven. 

: love less potent ? No — hi.s path is trod, 

Alike uplifted gloriously to God ; 

Or link’d to all we know of heaven below', 

The other better self, whose joy or w-o 
Is more than ours; the all-absorbing flame 
Which, kindled by another, grows the same, 

Wrapt in one hla/e; the pure, yet funeral fiilo, 
Where gentle hearts, like Brarnins, sit and smile. 
How of(i*n w’c forget all time, wdien lone, 

Admiring Natiire’.s universal throne. 

Her woods, her wilds, her waters, the intense 
Reply of hers to our intelligence ! 

T^ive not the stars and mountains ? Are the W’aves 
Without a spirit ? Are the dropping caves 
Without a feeling in their silent tears? 

No, no;— they woo and clasp us to their spheres, 
Dissolve this clog and clod ot'clay before 
Its hour, and merge our soul in tlie great shore. 
Strip oft' this fond ainl false klentity! — 

Who thinks ofsellj when ga/iiig on the sky ? 

And who, tluHigh jrazing lower, ever thought. 

In the young iiumients ere the heart is taught 
Timers lesson, of man’s baseness or his ow’n ? 

All nature is his realm, and love hi« throne. 

XVII. 

Neuha arose, and Torquil : twilight’s hour 
Came sad and softly to their rocky bower, 

Which, kindling by degrees its dewy spans, 

Echoed their dim light to the mustering stars. 
Slowly the pair, partaking nature’s cairn, 

Sought out their cottage, built beneath the palm ; 
Now smiling and now silent, as tlie scene ; 

Lovely as Love — the spirit ! — when serene. 


• Th# now wfll.known itory of th# tovf« of fho nifhttnxtio tad root 
vodoot hv mo<o ihan •UmAi'H u. boi»tg niaifiontly IkiniUor lo th« wot- 
i torn o« lo tho oiMDc 



The Ocean scarce spoke louder with his swell, 

Than breaths his mimic munnurer in the sheii,^ 

As, fiir diyjfled from his parent deep, 

The seiellom infant cries, and will not sleep, 

Raising his little plaint in vain, to rave 
For the broad bosom of his nursing wave ; 

The woods droop’d darkly, as inclined to rest, 

The tropic bird wheelM rock-ward to his nest, 

And the blue sky spread round them like a lake 
Of peace, wliere Piety her thirst might slake. 

XVIII. 

But ITirough the palm and plantain, hark, a voice ! 

Not such as would have been a lover’s clioice, 

. In sucl^an hour, to break the air so still ; 

. No dying night-breeze, harping o'er the hill, 

Striking the strings of nature, rock and tree, 

Those best and earliest lyres of harmony, 

With Echo for their chorus ; nor the alarm 
Of tlie loud war-whoop to dispel the charm ; 

Nor the soliloquy of the hermit owl. 

Exhaling all his solitary soul, 

The dim though large-eyed winged anchorite, 

Who peals his dreary peean o’er the night ; — 

But a loud, long, and naval w-histlc, shrill 
As ever started through a sea-bird’s hill ; 

And tlicn a pause, and then a hoarse “Hillo! 

Terquil ! my hoy! what cheer? Ho! brother, ho!” 
“Who hails?” cried Torquil, fillowing with his eyo 
The sound. “Here’s one,” was all the brief reply. 

XIX. 

But here the herald of tlie self-samo mouth 
Came breathing o’er the aromatic south, 

Not like a “bed of violets” on the gale. 

But such as wafts its cloud o’er grog or ale, 

Borne from a short frail pipe, which yet had blown 
Its gentle odours over eitfier zone, 

And q)nfr’d where’er winds rise or wafers roll, 

Had wafted smoke from Portsmouth to the Pole, 
f)j)posed Its vapour as the lightning flash’d, 

Anil rei'k’d, mill inountain-billow’s unabash’d, 

To /Kolus a constant sacrifice, 

'I'hrough every cliange of all the varying skies. 

And wliat was he who bore it ? — 1 may err, 

Ihit deem him sailor or philosopher.f 
Sribliine tobacco ! which from east to west 
(yheers the tar’s labmir or the Turkman’s rest ; 

Which on the Moslem’s ottoman divides 
ITis hours, and rivals opium and his brides ; 

Magnificent in Stamboul, but leas grand, 

Tboiigb not less loved, in Wapping or the. Strand ; 
Divine in hookas, glorious in a pipe, 

V/hen tipp’d with amber, mellow, rich, and ripe ; 

I, ike other charmers, wooing the eare.ss 
More dazzlingly when daring in full dress ; 

Yet thy true, lovers more admire by far 
Thy naked beauties — Give me a cigar ! 

XX. 

I’hrough the approaching darkness of the wckkI 
A human figure broke the solitude, 

Fantastically, it, may be, array’d, 

A seaman in a savage masquerade ; 

Snell as appears to rise out from the deep 
When o’er the line tlie merry vessels sweep, 

* If the readi'r will apply to Ida car the aea-ahcil on hia chimnay.piocf., 
he will l>c uwnre of w'hot ia alluded to. If the text ahoold api^enr ob- 
•ciye, h« will find in “Gehir" th« ai\ru« idea better expreaaed in two 
linea. — The fwem I ne^er rertd, but Imve heard the llijea quoted by a 
more rcr.oiiditr reader— who aeenia (o be of adifleront opinion from the 
editor of the Ciuartrriy ReTiew, who qualified it, in hia anawer In the 
(’riticftl rteviewer of hia Juvenal, aa traab of the worai and muat inaane 
deacrintion. It ia to Mr, Landor, the author of “ Gebir,’' ao qualified, 
and of aoma Latin poema, which vie with Martial or Catiilhia in o>>- 
•ranity, that the immaculate Mr. Southey addreaua hia declamatkin 
Hfainal Impurity ! 

t Hobbaa, the father of Locke’e and other philoaophy, waa an luvete- 
rnto emokor,— aeen to pipei beyond eomputation. 


And the rough saturnalia of the tar 

Flock o’er the deck, in Neptune’s borrow’d car ;* 

And jileased the god of ocean sees his name 
Revive once more, though but in mimic game 
Of his true sons, who riot in the breeze 
Undreamt of in his native Cyclades. 

Still the old god delights, from out the main, 

To snatch some glimpses of his ancient reign. 

Our sailor’s jacket, though in ragged trim, 

His constant pipe, tvhich never yet hurn’d dim, 

His foremast air, and somewhat rolling gait, 

Like his dear vessel, s|)oko his former .state ; 

But then a sort of kerchief round his head, 

Not over-tightly bound, nor nicely spread ; 

And stead of trowsers (ah ! too early lorn ! 

For even the mildest woods will have their thorn) 

A curious sort of somewliat scanty mat 
Now served for inexpressibles and hat ; 

His naked feet and neck, and sunburnt face, 
Perchance might suit alike with either race. 

Tlis arms were all his own, our Europe’s growth, 
Which two workr.s bless for civilizing both ; 

'Phe musket swung bi'hind his sliouldcrs broad, 

And somewhat stoop’d by bis marine aliodo, 

But brawny as tin; boar's ; and hung heiieath, 

His cutlass droop'd, unconscious of a sheath, 

Or lost or worn away ; his pistols were 
r^iuk’d to hw belt, a matrimonial pair— 

(Let not this ineta[»hor appear a scoilj 
Though one miss’d fire, the other would go off; 

These, with a bayonet, not so fre-o from rust 
As when the arm-chest held its brighter trust, 
Completed his accoutrements, as Night 
Purvey’d him in his garb heteroclite. 

XXI, 

Wliat cheer, Ben Bunting?” cried (when in full view 
Our new acquaintance) Torquil, “ Aught of new ?” 

“ Ey, ey !” quoth Ben, “ not new, hut news enow ; 

A .strange sail in tlie offing.” — “ Sail ! and liow ? 
lYhat ! coultl you make her out ? It cannot be 
’ve seen no rag of canvass on the .sea.” 

Belike,” said Hen, “ you might not from the bay, 

But from the bluti-head, where T watch’d to-day, 
saw he,r in the tloldrunis ; for the wind 
A' as light and batfling.” — “ Whe.n the sun declined 
Where lay she? had .she anchor’d?” — “ Nf>, but »till 
She bore down on ns, till the wind grew still.” 

Her flag?” — “ I had no glass; but foro aral aft, 

^gatl ! she seemed a wicked-looking craft.” 

Arm’d ?” — “ I exfiecl ; — sent on the look-out : 

’T is time, belike, to put our helm about.” 

■ About ? — Wliatc’er may have us now in cha.se, 

Wii ’ll make no running fight, for that were base 
We will die at our quarters, like true men.” 

F.y, ey ! for that ’t is all the same to Ben,” 

Doe.s (/hrislian know this?’’ — “Ay; he has piped all 
hands 

Ho quarters. They are furbishing the stands 
)f arms ; and we have got some guns to bear, 
nd scaled them. Y"ou are wanted.”— “ That ’s but fair; 
.nd if It were not, mine is not the soul 
-o leave my comrades helpless on the slioal. 

Vly Neuha ! ah ! and must my fate pursue 
Tot me alone, but one so sweet and true? 
lut whal.soe’er betide, ah, Neuha ! now 
Tiiman me not; the hour will not allow 
i tear ; I am thino whatever intervenes !” 

Right,” quoth Ben, “ that will do for llie marines.”! 


* Thl» rnuRh but Jovial rcrpmoiiy, niic<1 in croasinj; the Tina, hat b»»n to 
en and ao well detcribad, ttmt ii neeil not he more than allnded (o. 

“ 'I'hot will do fur the mannea, hot the taiiom won’t belitveit, 'Jt 
oldtayinn; and on* of the tew fraimenl* of former )«aloiiirt#a which 
11 aurvive (in Jett only) ItttwttnlbcMtfHUnnt ##rv»o**. 



CANTO III, 
r. 

The was o’er; (he 6ashtrjjQ[ through (he gloom, 
Which robes the cannon as he wings a (omh, 

Had ceased; and sul{»hurv vapours upward driven 
Had left llic earth, and but poilufed li'^aven: 

The rattling roar which rung in every volley 
Had left the echoes to their melancholy; 

No more shrink VI their horror, boom for boom ; 
The strife was done, thii vanquish’d iiad tiieir doom ; 
Th<^ mutineers wore crush’d, dispersed, or ta’en, 

Or liv’d to deem tlic liaj)piest were t)ie slain. 

Few, few escaped, anil these were lumted o’er 
Tim isle they loved hcyorid their native shore. 

No further home was ilieirs, it seem’d, on earth. 

Once renega<les to that wdiieh gave them birth; 

I’rack’d like wild beasts, like them they sought the wild, 
As to a mother's bosom flies the cliild ; 

Hut vainly wolves and lions seek their den, 

And still more vainly men escape from men. 

II. 

Beneath a rock whose jutting base protrudes 
Far over ocean in his fiercest moods, 

When scaling his enormous crag the wave 
Is hurl’d dowm headlong, like the foremost brave, 

And Hills back on tlie foaming crow<l behind, 

Which fight beneath the bannci's of tht? wind, 

But now at rest, a litth; rerunaul dn'vv 
Together, bleeding, thirsty, faint, and few ; 

But still their weapons in tlicir hands, and still 
With sonu.'lhmg of the pride (»f former will, 

As rnen not all unused to meditate, 

And strive iriucli more than wonder at their fate. 

Their present lot was what they had fi)r(\soen, 

And dared as what was likely to have been ; 

Vet still the lingering hope, which deem’d their lot 
Not pardon’d, but unsought fijr or forgot, 

Or trusted that, if sought, their distant caves 
Might still be missM amid the world of waves, 

Had wean’d their thoughts in part from what they saw 
And felt, the vengeance of their country’s law. 

I’heir sea-green isle, tlieir guilt-won paradise, 

No more could shield tlieir virtue or their vice : 

Their better feelings, if such were, w^ere tlirowii 
Bark on themselves, — their sins remain’d alone. 
Proscribed even in their second country, they 
Were lost; in vain the worhl befi^re them lay; 

All outlets seem'd secured. Their new allies 
Had fought and bled in mutual sacrifice ; 

But what avail’d tlio club and spear, and arm 
Of Hercules, against liie sulphury charm, 

The magic of the thunder, vvliieh destroy’d 
The warrior ere his strength could bo employ’d ? 

Dug, like a spreading pestilence, llie grave 
No less of human bravery than tlie brave !* 

Their ow'n scant numbers acted all the few 
Against the many ofi will dare and do; 

But though the choice seems native to die free, 

Kven Greece can boast but one Tlierinopyla3, 

Till now, when she has forged her broken chain 
Brick to a sword, and dies and lives again ! 

III. 

Beside the jutting rock the few appear’d, 

I. ike the last remnant of the red-deer’s herd ; 

Their eyes were feverish, and their aspect worn, 

But still the hunter’s blornl was on their horn, 

A little stream came tumbling from the height, 

And straggling into ocean as it might, 

* Vins of Sparta, nnil non nf ArcsUaur, when tie nw u 

mxditim fnasAieil lort(M«iiili||ff of <iumra unit Harin, exclaimed that it 
waa Uto of vakmr.'** The mme story has t>een told of aome 

kwIg Ma im the fimt Apiaimilou of ; i'ut tii« orighial auec* 

diita it* ia Plotarrb, 


Its bounding rhrystal frolick’d in the ray, 

And gush’d from clitf to crag with saltless spray ^ 

Close on the wild, wide ocean, yet as pure 
And fresh as innocence, and more secure, 

Its silver torrent glitter’d nVr the deep, 

As tht^ shy chauKiis’ eye o’erlooks the strep, 

While fiir below the vast and sullen swell 
Of ottean’s alpiiu* a/urc rose and fell. ’ 

To this young sjiring they rush’d, — all feelings first 
Absorb’d in jiassion’s and in nature’s thirst, — r 
Drank ns they do who drink their last, and threW ' 
Their arms aside In revel in its dew ; 

C/Vjol’d their seorcli’d throats, and wash’d the gory stains 
From wounds w’hosc only bandage might lie chains; 
Then, when their draught was quench’d, look’d sadly’ 
roiind, 

As wondering how' po many still were found 
Alive and fetterless : — but silent all, 

Each sought his fidlow’s eyes, as if to call 
On him fi)r language wliich his lips denied, 

As though their voices with their cause had died. 


^tem, and aloof a little from the rest, 

•^lond Christian, with his arms across liis chest. 

The ruddy, reckless, dauntless hue once spread 
Along his chock was hvid now as lend ; 

1 1 is light-brown locks, so graceful in their flow', 

Now rose, like .slitrtled vipers o’er his brow. 

till as a statue, with Ins lips coniprcst 
To stifle even the lircafli within his breast, 

Fast by the rock, all inenaeui", hut mute, 

He stood ; and, save a sligfit heal of his fixit, 

Which d(‘c])en’d now and then the sandy dint 
Beneath his heel, his fiirm seem'd turn’d to flint. 

Some puces further Torquil lean’ll liis head 
‘Vguinsf a Iwink, and s)»oke not, lait he bled, — 

N(»t mortally — his worst wound wua witliin : 

Ilis brow’ was pale, his blue eyes smiken in, 

And blood-drops, sprinkled o’er his yellow hair, 
fliow’d that his faintness came not from despair, 

But nature’s ehl». Beside, him was another, 

Rough as a bear, but. willing as a brother,— 

Ben Bunting, wdio essay’d to wash, and wipe, 

'Vnd bind his wound— then calmly lit his pipe, 

A tropliy which survived a hundred tights, 

A beacon which had chciir’d ten thousand nlglita. 

The fimrth and last of this deserted group 

Walk'd up and dowm — at times w'ould stand, then stoop 

To pirk a pebble up — then let it drop — 

Then hurry as in haste — ihen quickly stoji — 

Then cast his eves on liis companions — then 
lalf whistle half a tune, and pause again — 

And then his former movements would redouble, 

With something between carelessness and trouble. 

This is a long description, hut appli<‘s 

“"o scarce five minutes pass’d before the eyes; 

-Jut yet w/ioi minutes ! Moments like to fheso 
lend men’s lives into immurialities. 

V. 

At length Jack Sky scrape, a mercurial man, 

ATho flutter’d over all things like a fan, 

More brave tlian firm, and more disposed to dare 
And die at once than wTestlc with despair, 

E.xclaim’d “G — d damn !” — those syllables intense, — 
N^ueleiis of England’s native elcxjucnce, 

As the Turk’s “Allali!” or the Roman’s more 
’agan “Proh Jupiter!” was w'ont of yore 
'’o give Uip'ir first impressions such a vent, 

By way of echo to embarrassment. 

Hck was embarrass’d, — never hero more. 

And as he knew not w’hat to say, ho swore : 

Nor swore in vain ; the long congenial sound 
Revived Ben Bunting from liis pipe profound 



Hti drew it from liis mouth, and look’d full wise, 

But merely gilded to the oath his eyes ; 

I’lius rendj^mg the irtijjcrfcct phrase complete, 

A perocalion I need not r<.<ipeat. 

VI. 

But Christian, of a higher order, stood 
Like an extinct volcano in his mood ; 

Silent, and sad, and savage, — with the trace 
Of passion reeking from his clouded face ; 

Till lifting up again liis sombre eye, 

It glanced on Torquil, who loan’d faintly by. 

“ And is it thus ?” he cried, “ unliappy boy ! 

And thee, too, my madness must destroy!” 

He said, and strode to where young Torquil stood, 

* Yet (laWiled with his lately flowing blood ; 

Seized his hand wistfully, but did not press, 

And shrunk as fearful of his own caress ; 

Inquired into lus state; and when he heard 
I’he wound was slighter than ho deem’d or fear’d, 

A moment’s brightness pass’d along his brow, 

As much as such a moment would allow. 

“ y es,” he exclaim’d, “ we are taken in the toil, 

But not a coward or a common spoil ; 

Dearly they have bought us — dearly still may buy,— 
And I must fall ; but have you strength to lly ? 

’T would be some comfort still, could you survive ; 

Our dwindled band is now too few to strive- 
Oh ! for a sole canoe ! though but a shell, 

'I'o boar you hence to where a hope may dwell ! 

For mo, my lot is what I sought ; to be, 

In life or deatli, the fearless and the free.” 

VII. 

Even as he spoke, around the promontory, 

Which nodded o’er tlie billows higli and hoary, 

A dark speck dotted ocean : on it tlfsw 
Like to the shadow of a roused sea-mew ; 

Onward it came — and, lo ! a second follow’d— 

No\^ seen — now' hid — where ocean’s vale was hollow’d ; 
And near, and nearer, till their dusky crew 
l’rosent.cd well-knowu aspijcls to tiie view, 

Till on the surf their skimming paddles ]>Iay, 

Buoyant as wings, and flitting through the spray ; — 
Now perching on the waves high curl, and now 
Dash’d downvvaril in the thundering foam below, 

Which flings its broad and boiling sheet on slieet, 

And slings its high flakes, shiver’d into sleet: 

But floating still through surf and s^vell, drew nigh 
The barks, like small birds through n lowering sky. 
Tlieir art seem’d nature — such the skill to sweep 
The wave of these born playmates of the deep. 

VIII. 

And who the first that, springing on Uiu strand, 

Leap’d like a nereid from her shell to land. 

With dark but brilliant skin, and dewy cyo 
Shining with love, and hope, and constancy ? 

Neuha — the fond, the faithful, the adored — 

Her heart on Torquil’s like a torrent pour’d ; 

And smiled, and wept, and near, and nearer clasp’d, 

As if to be assured ’t was him slie grasffd ; 

Shudder’d to see liis yet warm wound, and then, 

To find it trivial, smiled and wept again. 

She was a warrior’s daughter, and could bear 
Such sights, and feel, and mourn, but not despair. 

Her lover lived, — nor foes nor fears could blight 
That full-blown moment in its all delight ; 

Joy trickled in her tears, joy fill’d the sob 
7’hat rock’d her heart till almost hsakd to throb; 

And paradise was breatliiiig in the sigh 
Of natures child in nature’s ecstacy. 

IX. 

The sterner spirits who beheld that meeting 

Were not unmoved ; who are, when hearts are greeting? 

Even Christian gazed upon the maid and boy 

With tearless eye, but yet a gloomy joy 

Mix’d with those bitter thoughts the soul arrays 

In hopelets visions of our better days, 


When all ’s gone — to the rainbow’s latest ray. 

“ And but for me 1” he said, and turn’d away 
Then gazed upon the pair, as in his den 
A lion looks upon his cubs again; 

And tlien relapsed into his sullen guise, 

As heedless ol* his further destinies. 

X. 

But brief their time for good or evil lliouglit ; 

The billow's round the promontory brought 
The plash of hostile oars. — ^Alas ! who made 
That sound a dread? All round them seem’d array’d 
Against tlicni, save the bride of T(K)bonai : 

She, as she caught the first glimpse o’er the bay 
Of the arm’d boats, wliich liurriod to complete 
The remnant’s ruin with their flying feet, 

Beckon’d the natives round her to their prows, 
Embark’d their guests, and launch’d their light canoes*, 
In one placed Cliristian and his comrades twain; 

But she and Torquil must not part again. 

She fix’d liim in her own. — Away ! away ! 

They chiar the breakers, dart along tiic bay, 

And towards a group of islets, such a.s bear 
I'lic .sea-bud’s nest and seal’s siirr*hol low'd lair, 

The)'’ skim llie blue lops of tlie billows; fast 
They flew, and fast tiieir fierce pursuers cliascd. 

They gain upon them — now fliey lose again,— 

Again make way and m«‘iiace o'er the main ; 

And nosv the two I'.aiiocs in chase divide, 

And fijiluw tldfereiit courses o’er the tide, 

To hatfle the pursuit. — Away ! away ! 

As life is on eacii paddl«^’s tlight to-day, 

And more than life or lives to Neuha; Love 
Freights the frail barli and urge.s to the cove— 

And now Uic refuge and the. fi>e arc nigh — 

Yet, yet a moment ! — Fly, thou light ark, fly ! 


CANTO IV. 

I. 

White as a white sail on a dusky sea, 

Wlien half the horizon ’s clouded and half free, 
Fluttering between the dun wave and tlic sky, 
l.s hope’s last gleam in man’s extreniiiy. 

Her anchor jiarts ; hut still her snowy sail 
Attracts our eyt* amid the rudest gale ; 

Though every wave she climbs divides us mure, 
The heart still fijllows from the loaeliost shore. 

11 . 

Not distant from the isle of 'roobonai, 

A black rock rears its bosom o’er the spray, 

7’ he haunt of birds, a desert to inankiiid, 

Wlierc the rough seal repos«.’s from the wind, 
And sleeps unwieldy in his cavern dun, 

Or gambols with huge frolic in the sun; 

There shrilly to tlie passing oar is hoard 
The startled echo of the ocean bird, 

Who rears on its bare breast her callow brood, 
The feather’d fishers of the solitude. 

A narrow segment of the yellow sand 
On one side fonns the outline of a strand ; 

Here the young turtle, crawling from his shell, 
Steals to the deep wherein liis fwirerita dwell ; 
Chipp’d by the beam, a nursling of the day, 

But hatch’d for ocean by the fo.stering ray ; 

The rest was one bleak precipice, as e’er 
Gave mariners a shelter and despair ; 

A spot to make the saved regret the deck 
Which late went down, and envy the lost wreck. 
Such was the stern asylum Neuha chose 
To shield her lover from his following foes ; 

But all its sercet was not told ; she knew 
111 this a trea.sure hidden from the view. 

HI. 

Ere the canoes divided, near the spot, 

The men tliat niann’d wiiat held hor Torquil’s lot, 



By ber command removed^ to strengUien more 
The skiff whtdi wafled Christian from tfie shore. 

This he would have opposed; but with a smile 
She pointed calmly to the craggy isle, 

And bade him ** 8;>eed and prosper.” She would take 
The rest upon herself for Torquil’s sake. 

They part^ with this added aid ; afar 
The proa darted like a shooting star, 

And gain’d on tho pursuers, who now steer’d 
Right on the rock which she and Torquil near’d. 

They pull’d ; her arm, though delicate, was free 
And firm as ever grappled with the sea, 

And yielded scarce to Torquil’s manlier strength. 

The prow now almost lay within its lengtii 
Of the crag’s steep, inexorable face, 

With naught but soundless waters for its base ; 

Within a hundred boats’ length was the foe, 

And now what refuge but their frail canoe ? 

This Torquil ask’d with half upbraiding eye, 

Wliich said — “Has Neuha brought mo here to dio? 
Is this a place of safety, or a grave, 

And yon liuge rock the tombstone of tlic wave ?” 

IV. 

They rested on their paddles, and uprose 
Neulia, and pointing to the appnmching foos, 

Cried, “ Torquil, follow me, and fearless follow!” 

I’hen plunged at once into the ocean’s hollow. 

There was no time to pause — the foes were near- 
Chains in his eye, and menace in his ear ; 

With vigour they pull’d on, and as they came, 

Hail’d him to yield, and by his forfeit name. 

Headlong he. leapt — to him the swimmer’s skill 
Was native, and now all his hope from ill: 

But how, or where ? He dived, and rose no more ; 
The boat’s crew look’d arna'/ed o’er sea and shore* 
There was no landing on that jjr<^cipicp, 

Sleep, harsh, and slippery as a berg of ice. 

They watch’d awhile to sec him float again, 

But not a trace rebubblcd from (be main : 

The wave roll’d on, no ripple on its face, 

Since their first plunge recall’d a single trace ; 

Tho little whirl which eddied, and slight foam, 

That whiten’d o’er what seem’d their latest home, 
White as a sepulchre above the pair 
Who lefi no marble (mournful as an heir) 

The quiet proa wavering o’er the tide 
Was all that told of Tonjuil and his bride; 

And but for this alone the whole might seem 
The vanisli'd phantom of a seaman’s dream. 

They paused and search’d in vain, then pull’d away ; 
Even superstition now forbade their stay. 
iSome said he had not plung’d into tho wave, 

But vanish’d like a corpse-light from a grave ; 

Others, that something supernatural 
Glared in his figure, more than mortal tall ; 

While all agreed lliat in Ids cheek and eye 
There was a dead hue of eternity. 

Still as their oars receded from the crag, 

Round every wcerl a moment would tliey lag, 
Expectant of some token of their prey ; 

But no — ho had melted from them like tho spray. 

V. 

And w'here was he, the pilgrim of the deep, 

Following the nereid? Had they ceased to we<^ 

For ever ? or, received in coral caves, 

Wrung life and pity from the softening waves 
Did tliey with ocean’s hidden soveroigns dwell, 

And sound with mermen the fimtastic shell ? 

Did Neuha with the mermaids comb her hair 
Flowing o’er ocean as it stream’d in air ? 

Or had they perished, and in silence slept 
Beneath llie gulf wherein they boldly leapt? 

VI. 

Young Neuha plunged into the deep, and ho 
Follow’d ; her track beneath her native sea 


Was as a native’s of tiie eloment. 

So smoothly, bravely, briHiantly she went, ^ 

Leaving a streak of light behind ber heel, 

Which struck and flash’d like an amphibious stc'^. 
Closely, and scarcely less expert to trace 
The depths where divers bold their pearl in chase, 
Torquil, the nursling of the northern seas, 

Pursued her liquid steps with heart and ease. 
Deep— deeper for an instant Neuha led 
The way — tlien upward soar’d— and as she spread 
Her arms, and flung the fijam from off her locks, 
Laugh’d, and the sound was answer’d by tho rocks. 
They had gain’d a central realm of earth again, 

But look’d for tree, and field, and sky, in vain. 
Around she pointed to a spaebus cave, c 

Whose only portal was the keyless wave,* 

(A hollow arcliway by the sun unseen, 

Save through the billows’ glassy veil of green, 

In some transparent ocean holiday, 

When all the finny people are at play,) 

Wiped with her hair the brine from Torquil’s eyt^s, 
And clapp’d her hands with joy at his surprise ; 

Led him to w here tlie rock appear’d to jut, 

And form a something like a Triton’s hut; 

For all was darkness for a space, till day 
Through clefts above let in a sober’d ray ; 

As in some old catiiedral’s glimmering aisle 
The dusty monuments from light recoil, 

Thus sadly in their refuge submarine 
The vault drew half her shadow from the scene, 
vii. 

Forth from her bosom the young savage drew 
A pine torch, strongly girded with gimtoo ; 

A plantain-l(*af o'er all, the more to keep 
Its latent sparkle from the sapping deep. 

This mantle kept it dry ; then from a nook 
Of the same plantain-leaf a flint she took, 

A few shrunk wither’d twigs, ami from the blade 
Of TorquiPs knife struck fire, and thus arrray’d 
The grot with torchlight. Wide it was and Ingh, 
And sbow’d a S(‘lf-born Gothic canopy; 

The arch uprear’d by nature’s architect, 

The architrave some earthquake might erect; 

The buttress from sonic mountain’s bosom hurl’d. 
When the Poles crash'd, and water was the world ; 
Or harden’d from some earth-absorbing fire 
While yet the globe reek’d from its furioral pyre ; 
Tho fretted pinnacle, the aisle, the nave,f 
Were tlierc, all scoop'd by Darkness from her cave. 
There, with a little tinge of phantasy, 

Fantastic faces mop’d and mow’d on high, 

And tlien a mitre or a shrine w'ould fix 
Tlie eye upon its seeming crucifix. 

Thus Nature play’d wdth tlie. stalactites, 

And built herself a chajwl of the seas. 

VIII. 

And Neuha lot-ik her Torquil by Uie hand, 

And waved along the vault her kindled brand, 

And led him into each recess, and show’d 
The secret places of their new abode. 

Nor these alone, for all had been prepared 
Before, to sooth the lovork lot she shared: 

The mat for rest ; for dress the fresh gnatoo, 

And sandal oil to fence against tho dew ; 

For food the cocoa-nut, the yam, the bread 
Born of the fruit ; for board the plantain spread 


* Of this cave (which is no fiction) the original will be found in Ih* 
ninth chapter of “ Mariner’s Account of ll>e Toiifia Islands.” I hs»e 
taken the iiwticiU lilierty to trunaplant it tu Tooboitai, ihe last island 
where ony distinct account is left ot C'hrutian and hie comrades. 

t 'I'his may seem to minute for Uie general outline (in Mariner’s 
Account) from which it is tuken. Hut few men hsve travelled withotit 
seeing something of the kind — on land, that is. WiUiout adveriinc to 
Ellora, in Mongo Park’s last iournal (If my memory do not err, for ^ere 
are ei^tht years since i read the book) he meutions having naet with a 
rock or monntuin so exactly resembling a Ciuthlc cathedral, that miy 
minuta ins(i«ctioa could couVIncs hun that U was a work ofaatnra. 



With its broad lea? or’ turtle-shell which bore 
A banquet in the flesh it covord o’er ; 

The goJilrd with water recent from the rill, 

Th^ripe banana from the mellow hill ; 

A pine-torch pile to keep undying light, 

And she herself^ as beautiful as night, 

To fling her shadowy spirit o’er the scene, 

And make their subicrraneait world serene. 

She had foreseen, since first the stranger’s sail 
Drew to their isle, that force or flight might fail, 

And form’d a refuge of the rocky den 
F«r Tor(|uirs safety from his countrymen. 

Each dawn had waflod there her light canoe, 

Laden with ail tiie golden fruits that grew; 

Eacit eve had seen her gliding through the hour 
With all could cheer or deck their sparry bower ; 
And now she spread her little store with smiles, 

The happiest daughter of the loving isles. 

IX. 

She, as he gazed with grateful w’onder, press’d 
Her shelter’d love to lier impas.sion’d breast ; 

And suited to her sofl caressv^s, told 
An olden tale of love, — for love is old, 
t)ld as eternity, but not outworn 
With eaeli new' being born or to be bom :+ 

How a young chief, a thousand moons ago, 

Hiving for turtle in the depths below, 

Had risen, in tracking fast his ocean |)rey, 

Jnio the cave wiiich round and o'tT tliem lay; 

How in some desperate feud of after time 
He shelter’d there a daughter of tlio clime, 

A foe beloved, and offspring of a fie, 

Saved by his trilio but for a niptive’s wo; 

Ilow, wlieii the storm of war was stilfd, Ije led 
His island clan to wluire the W’aters spn'ad 
Their de»‘|»-gre<}ii shadow o’er llie rocky door, 

Then dived — it sc'em’d as if to rise no more: 
lifis wondering mates, aiiia/ed within ihei*' bark, 

Or deem’d him mad, or prey to the blue shark ; 

Row'’d round in sorrow tiie sea-girded rock, 

'J'heii paused upon their paddles fnmi the shock ; 
When, fresh and s[)rjriging from tin* (K'<*p 5 they saw 
A goddess rise — so deem’d tliey in their awe ; 

And their comjianion, glorious hy li(*r side, 

IVoud and exulting in his mermaid bride; 

And how, when undeceived, the, pair they boro 
W’llh sounding eonchs and joyous shouts to shore; 
How they had gladly lived and calmly diod,— 

And why not also Torqnil and bis bride ? 

Not mine to tel! the rapturous caress 
Wliich follow'’d wildly in lliat wild recess 
'i'his (ale; enough lliat all within that cavo 
AVas love, though buried slrong as in the grave 
W'here Abelard, through twenty years of death, 

"When Kloisa’s form was lower’d beneath 

Their nuptial vault, his arms outstretch’d, and press'd 

The kindling ashes to his kindled breast. f 

The waves without sang round their couch, Uicir roar 

As much unheeded as if life were o’e.r ; 

W’^ilhiii, their hearts made all their harmony, 

Love’s broken murmur and more broU(?n sigh. 

X. 

And they, llic cause and sharers of the shock 
W^hich left them exiles of the hollow rock, 

Where were they 'I O’er the sea for life they plied, 

To seek from Heaven the shelter men denied. 

Another course liail been tlicir choice — but where? 
The w'ave which bore them still their foes would bear, 
Who, disappointed of tlieir former chase, 

In search of Christian now renew’d tlieir race. 

' Tl»e reader will recollect the epijttram of tlie ^Jrcek fuithulogyp or lU 
iraiialaliou into most of the modern lanpmgea : — 

“ WUoe’wr tliwnrt, Uiy nuialerace, 

He wtt*, or is, or is to be.” 

t Tbc trailitiou i* aii'iched to UiL* storv of F.Ioiaa, th:*t when ln*r l>otly 
lowered into the ptnvf of Abelard, (who bail been buried twenty 
yean,) tie lii« anna to icc* 'Vt* hn . 

iiX 


Eager with anger, their strong atins made way 
Like vultures baffled of their previous prey. 

They gain’d upon them, all whose safety lay 
In some bleak crag or deeply-hidden bay : 

No further chance or clioice remain’d ; and right 
For the first further rv>ck which met their sight 
They steer’d, to take their latest view of land, 

And yield as victims, or die swonl m hand; 

Dismiss’d the natives and their shallop, who 
Would still have battled for that scanty crow ; 

But Christian bade tlieni si'.ok their shore again, 

Nor add a sacrifirje which were in vain ; 

For what were sitnfde bow and .savage spear 
Against the arms which must be wielded iicrc? 

xt. 

They landed on a wild hut narrow scene, 

Where few but Nature’s footsteps yet had been ; 
Prepared their arms, and with that gloomy eye, 

Storn and sustain’d, of man’s extrcmiiy, 

When hope is giaits, nor glory’s self remains 
To cheer resistance against d(*.aLii or cliaiiKs, — 

They stood, the tliree, as the tiiree him<lrcd stood 
Who dyed Thermopyhe with holy blootl. 

But, ah! how ditr‘rcnt ! ’t is the catMt; makes all 
)egradi5.s or hallows courage in iis fall. 

Ver (hein no faint*, cU;rnal arul intense., 

Blazed tlirough llio clouds of dt'alli and beckon’d hence 
No grateful couniry, siniiing through Ikt tears, 

Begun the praises r.f a thousant) yetirs ; 

No iialioii'H eyes \v»niltl on their tomb be bent, 

No liertKis envy tle'in their monument ; 

However bttidly their warm blood was spilt, 

TJit'ir lif* w-as sljaint', IhtTn' epitapli was guilL 
j And this they knew nn»l felt, at least the one, 

Tli'^ leader of the bauil he had undone; 

Who, b<*rn [icrcliaiice for botier things, had set 
llis lifi upon a cast wbicli linger’d yot : 
j But now the tlie was to be thrown, and al 
‘ 'I'lic ehnnecs were, in favour of his fall : 
j Aiitl such a fall ! Ihit .still he faced llio shock, 
loiidurate as a [lortion of the rock ^ 

Whereon he .stood, and tiv’d bis levoll'd gun, 

Dark as a sullen cloud before the sun. 

xji. 

The boat tirew nigh, wtill arm’d, anti firm tho crew 
To act vvliatevei duty hade them do ; 

Carcle.ss of danger, as the onward wind 
fs of the leaves it strews, nor looks behind. 

And ycl perhaps they rather wi.sh’d to go 
Against a nation’s than a native fxi, 

Anti felt that this poor victim of self-will, 

Briton no inori*, liad onetj been I^ritain’s still. 
jTIiey had’d him to .^urrentler — no reply; 

I’lieir arrn.s were poised, and glitter’d in tho sky. 

They hail’d again — no answer ; yi't oiKic more 
They offer’d quarter louder tlian bef »ro. 

Tlie echoes only, from the rtxiks rebound, 

Took tlieir last farewell of the dying sound. 

1 7’hen flash’d (ho fliul, ami hla/.eti the volleying flame, 
And the smoke r<jse between ihoni and their aim. 

While the rock rattled with the bullets’ knell, 

Which peal’d in vain, and flatten’d a« they foil ; 

Then flew the only answer to bo given 

By those who had lost all hope in earth or heaven. 

After the first fierce peal, as they pull’d nigher, 

They hcartl the voice of Christian shout, “Now fire !* 
And ere the word upon the echo died, 

Two f<dl ; the rirst assail’d tho rock’s rough aide, 

I And, furious at the madness of their foes, 

Disdain’d all further eftbrts, save to close. 

But steep the crag, and all willioiit a path, 

Each step opposed a bastion to their wrath ; 

While, placed ’mid clefts the least accessible, 

Which Christian’s eye was train’d to mark full well, 



The three maintam'd a strife which must not yield, 

' spots where eagles might have chosen to build* 
y. Their every shot told ; while the assailant fell, 

. DashM on the sliirigles like the limpet shoU ; 

But stiU enough survived, atkd moimted still, 

Scattering their numbers here and there, imtil 
Surrounded and commanded, though not nigh 
Enough for seizure, near enough to die, 

: The desperate trio held aloof their fate 
r But by a thread, like sharks who have gorged tlie bait 
: Yet to the very last they battled well, 

And not a groan inform’d their foes who fell. 

' Christian died last — twice wounded ; and once more 
- Mercy was ofTorM when tliey saw his gore ; 

\ Too late fur life, but not too late to die, 

' With, tliough a hostile hand, to close his eye. 

A limb was brtjken, and he droop’d along 
' The crag, as doth a falcon reft of young. 

The sound revived him, or appear’d to wake 
. Some passion which a w’cakly g<?sture s])ake: 

He beckon’d to the foremost, wlio drew nigh, 

But, as they near’d, he roar’d his weapon higJi — 

His last ball had been aim'd, but from his breast 
He tore the topmost button from his vest,* 

Down the tube dash’d it, lovell’d, fired, and smiled 
As his foe fell ; then, like a serpent, (toil’d 
■ His wounded, weary l«)rm, to where the steep 
Look’d desperate as himself along tin) deep ; 

Cast one glance back, and clench’d his hand, and shook 
His last rage ’gainst the earth which he forsook ; 

Them plunged : the rock below received like glass 
His body crush’d into one gory mass, 

With scarce a shred to tell of human form, 

Or fragment for the sea-bird or the worn«; 

A fair-hair’d scal[», besmear’d with hlocnl and weeds, 
Yet reek’d, tlie remnant of himself and deeds ; 

Some splinters of his weapons, (to (he last, 

As long as hand could hold, he held them fast,) 

Yet glitter’d, but at distance — hurl’d away 
To rust beneath tlie clew and dashing s|»ray. 

The rest was uolliing — save a life misp<‘nt, 

And soul — but who shall answer where it went ? 

is ours to bear, not judge tho dead ; arul they 
Who doom to hell, themselves arc on tiie way, 

Unless these bullies f»f eternal pains 

Are pardon’d their bad hearts for their worse brains. 

XIII 

The deed was over! All were gone or ta’en, 

The fugitive, the captive, or the slain. 

Chain’d on tlie deck, where once, a gallant crew, 

They stood with honour, were the wretched few 


• III Thiltanlt’H account of Pcodcric Uic St-cond of Prussia, tlierr i».a 
■litRular rNlniion of a yoiiriK rrendmian, wlio witli lus mistress npis-ated 
to he of some rank. He wnlistcil and de'ierie<l ai tScweidiiHT'. : and niter 
adeii{H>rate reslstwiire wnn retaken, linving killcit 
tempted to seize him after he w«s wounded, hy the, discharge of his mus- 
ket loaded with « hutlun of his nmform. Some circuuist.uicefl on his 
court 'martial raised a (treat interest nmonjr Ms {udi?e9, wiio wished to 
discover his real situation in iile, wliieli lie ortereu l« disclose, hut toth- 
king only, to whom lie requ»*sted iiermisaiim to write. This wn.i refused, 
and Frederic was filled with iheRieatest Indiffiiation, from ImlHed i.iin- 
oaity or some other motive, when he miderstoo<l that his request h«d beeu 
dleniad.— See Thibault’a Work, fol. quote from memory.] 


APPENDIX TO 

8XTRACT PROM TUB VOYAOB BY CAPTAIN BhlGH. 

On the 27th of December it blew a severe storm of 
wind from the eastward, in the course of which we suf- 
fered greatly. One sea broke away the spare yards 
and spars out of the starboard mainchains; another 
broke into (he ship and stove all the boats. Several 
casks of beer that had beeu lashed on deck broke loose, 
and were washed overboard ; and it was not without 
great risk and difficulty tliat we were able to secure the 
boats from being washed away entirely. A great quan- 


Survivors of the skirmish on the isle ; 

But the last rock left no surviving spoil* , 

Cold lay they where they fell, and weltering, % 
While o’er them flapp’d the sea-birds’ dewy wingi 
Now wheeling nearer from the rieighbour'mg surge, 
And screaming high their harsh and hungry dirge: 
But calm and carele.ss heaved the wave below, 
Eternal vvitli unsympathetic flow ; 

Far o’er its face the dolphins sported on, 

And sprung tiie flying fit'll agaiu.^:t the sun, 

Till it« dried wing relapsed from its brief height, 

To gatlicr moisture for another flight. 

XIV. 

’T w’as mom ; and Ncuha, who by dawn of day 
'am smoothly fi>rth to catcii iho li.sing ray, • 
Ami watch if aught afiproach’d the amphihious lair 
Where lay her lover, saw a sail in air: 

If flapp'd, It fill'd, ami to the growing gale 
Bent Its iiroad arch : her breath began to fail 
With flultering lear, her Jiearl heat tliick and Jugh, 
While yet a ilonht sprmig where its course might lie 
But no! it came not ; last and far aw'ay 
’I’he shadow’ lessen'd as it ch'ar’d the bay. 

She gazed and flung (in' sea-toam from lier eyes, 

To wate.h as for a rainbow’ in the skies. 

)u tlie hori/on verged the di.sfant deck, 

)iniiiii.->h'd, dwindled to a vitv speek — 

Tlu‘n vanisli’d. All was ocisin, all was joy ! 

>owu plunged she through tlic cave to rouse her boy 
Told all slie had seen, and all she liofied, and all 
That happy love could augur or recall ; 

■sprung forth again, with I’onjtiil lollovving free 
Us hounding nereid over the broad sea ; 

Bwam round die rock, to where a shallow cleft 
lid the canoe that Neiiha there liad left 
jDnfiiiig along the tide, without an oar, 

'J'hat. ev*'. llu’ sirangers c,h:is»*d them from the shore ; 
But when the.se vuni.sh’il, she pursued iier prow, 
K-egain’d, and urged to wle re they lound it now ; 

Nor ever did more love auif joy (-mliaik, 

Than now wacs vvafied in (luit .slender ark. 

XV. 

Again their own siioro rise.s on the view, 

No more polluted with a ho.stile hue ; 

No .sullen .sjiip lay Iirislling o’er the foam, 

A floating duiig<'ou ; — all was hope and home! 

A tlioiisand pr<ias darted o’er the hay, 

With .sounding shells, and heralded their way ; 

’I'hc chiefs came ilown, around the people pour’d, 

And w<‘lcoinefl Torquil as a sun restored ; 

The women Ihrong’il, emhraeing and enibrneed 
By Nenha, asking when.’ iliev had been chuseil, 

And how I’scupi'd ! ’i’he lah' was told; and then 
One. acclamation rent the sky again ; 

And from (liat hour a new tradition gave 
'riu'ir suiictuary the name of “Ne.nha’s Cave.” 

A hundred fires, far flickering from the. height, 

I Blazed o’er the genera! revel of the night, 
j The feast in honour of the. guest, reliu-n’d 
To peace and pleasure, pcq-ilously earn’d ; 

A night succeeded by such happy days 
As only the yet infant w'orld displays. 


THE ISLAND. 

tity of our bread was also damaged and nmdered uso- 
less, for the sea had stove in our stern, and filled fho 
cabin with water. 

On the 5th of January, 17B8, wo. saw the island of 
Tcneritfe about twelve league.-^ distant ; and next day, 
being Sunday, came to an anchor in tlie road of Santa 
Cruz. There we look in the necessary supplies, and, 
having finished our bn.siness, sailed on tlie 10th. 

I now divided the people into three watches, and 
gave the charge of llie third watch to Mr. Flciche/ 



Christian^ one of the mates. I have always considered the sails clewed up. The lower yards were lowerv 
this a dcsirablo regulation when <:ircunistan<;es will ad- and the topgallant-masts pot down upon deck, whi 
mit of It; and I am nersuaded I hat unbroken rest, not relieved her much. We lay to all night, and in t\ 
onjjfc contrihutes much towards the health of the ship’s tnornitig bore away tsiuJtu* a reefc-d foresail The s- 
♦ ''company, but enables them more readily to exert them- still running high, in the afternoon it became very unsa 
selves in cases of sudden emergency. to stand on: we therefore lay to all night, without a> 

As I wished to proceed (oOiuheite witlioul stopping, accident, excepting that a 'man at the steerage w 
I reduced the allovyaiice of bread to two-Uiirds, and thrown over the wheel and much bruised, Towai- 
caused the water lor drinking to ho filtered through noon llu* violence of the storm abated, and we 
drip-stones, bought at Teiieritrc for that purpose. 1 bore away under tin? reefed foresail 
now acquainted liie shiji’s company of tlie. object of the lii a few days sve passed the island of St. Paul, whe 
voyage., and gave assurances of certain ])rotnotion to there is good fresh water, asl was infoniiod byaDutc 
c'^-ry ono vvimso endeavours should merit it. captain, and also a hot spring, which boils fisli as coi 

On Tuesday tfie 2(>di of Kehruary, being in south pleleiy as if done by a fire. Approacliirig to Van T)i 
iaiitucle 20^ 38', and dd'-" 4d/ west longii tide, we hnit new tnan’.s land, we liad mueh bad wcatlier, with snow ai 
sail>5 and made, other necessary preparations for cn- hail ; hut notliing was seen to indicate our vicinity < 
countering the weather that was to be. e.vpecte/l in a tin? 13lh ol‘ Augii.st, except a seal, wliich appeared 
high latitude. Our distance, from tiie- coast of Brazil the disfaiiee of lw<;nty leagues from it. We anchort 
was about otic huiidrcMl leagues. in Adventure Bay on VVeduesday the 20th. 

On the forenoon of Simday tlu^ 2d of March, after In our [lussage hither from the Cape of Good Hop 
siu'iiig that every person was clean, divine service was the winds were ehicHv from the westward, with voi 
pr;rforim‘d, according to my usual custom on tliis day. boisterous weather. The npjiroacli of strong souther 
I gave to Mr. Klr-lelier Oiiri'.sfian, wlioin I had helin-c winds is announced by many birtls of the alhatrows ( 
‘(‘!« !l to take eharg*' of the third wuteli, ii writtei petcrel tribe ; and tlie ahal<aiieiit of the gale, or o s)i: 
(!<*r to fH'l as lieiiteimii of wind to the nortluvnrd, hy their keeping away. Tf 

Tii<‘ ehariLM' of temperniMre soon began to h< thermometer also varies five^ orsix degrees in its heigi 

r»]y fell, and tliat the people ml^hi not sulier fnnii their wjien a change of these winds mav he expeeted. 
own negligeii<-e, 1 supj»!i(‘fl {li<‘in with thu’ker (dotiir In the land surrounding Adventure Bay are man 
;.s beUer suited to tlie i hm ite. A great uninj»(‘r forest frees one Imndred and fifty feet high ; wc sa 
whales of an immense si/.e, with two spoiit-holeb hieli measured above tbirty-lhre4* ft*ct in girtl 

the Ixiek of liio bead, \v('re sei'u on tin' llih. We observetl s«-veral eagle.s, some beautiful bluopli 

On ;i comjdainr mtide to me by tin* master, 1 f omul inaged luirons, and [)aro(|iiets m great variety. 
ii neee''««';u-v 1" punish MiTtfhevv t^iunlal, om* of flm The native's not ai»pearing, we >vent in seaich r 
seamen, willi two dozen of I.islies, fbr insolenee and them towards t-aiie Frederic Henry. Soon afte 
mulmons hehavionr, win ' h wa-i die to- 1 lime that there coming to a grapin’l close to the shore, for it was in 
was any oec.a l ui for p!'.m'''iimei!t on hoard, possihlc to land, we lieanl iheir voices, like the cackiin 

We \\<*re olK.bipe S(. !)ie-;o, th" <*;iUerii part of tlio of geese, and tw'eiity pt'rsons came out of the woikI. 
Titi ji del Fii< g<>, ativl, the wind hejng unfi'T oiirahhy 1 We threw trmkel.'! asliore (ieil up in parcels, which the 
thoiiLdil It more advi^juible to go loinid to llu* ea-:i\vard would not open until [ made un uppiuiraiice of Icavir 
of Sia) eii-i.nnl than to attempt [»a«.;ing through Straits them: Iheytlien did so, and, taking the artiele.s out, pt 
1^ ?d*iire. Wepassi'fl N(‘w Vear’s ifarlio'.ir and (lape them on their h('iid.s. On first coming in sight the 
St. .lolm, and on Moudav f.'ie dd.st were in Inlitmle (’»()‘^ ’ l prodigious elatli'ring in flieir .speech, ami hel 

I'f oudi. But die wind b. ram.e variable, and w<‘ hud (heir armsover their heads. Tliev spoke so cpiick, ihi 
had weather. it Tvas impossible to eateli onesingh* word tlieyutterec 

Stviniis, aiteiHled witli a <:reat s« a, jnevailed until the Thturcolouri^of a dull black ; theirskin scanned abou 
1 :idi of Ap! d. 'i'he ship begiiii to leak, an<i re<|ii;red le breast uinl shoiiltlers. One was distinguished hy hi 
f»mii|tiri:: every hour, v. hieii vva=: no more than we had tidy b«>ing coloureij with red ochre, hut all the other 
rea «ou to evtieel from such a rontimiam'i' <>f gali's of| wcia; ))aintt>d black, widi a Kind of soot, so lliiekly lab 
v.md and Ingh seas. The d<‘e|...; also hecnii ' ‘ .ver their faces and slioulders, that it was diflicult. t* 

difi! It was necessary to a 'lot tiie >;reat ealaii, o!‘ which iseerlain what tlu’y were like. 

I made little live e\eept ill line weedier, to those jieople On '^rinir.sday, llie ddi of Seplemher, wc sailed on 
> had not tiertlis to hang tin ir hainnnxks in, ami h >f Ailvi'iitiire f3iiy, sleruang first towards <*a.sl-south 
hi'! jin aos die spaee betwe ' ti d el. . was Ie-,s erowo’eil eji-Jt, and then to tin* northward of mist, when, on tin 
U'lih al! this bad wiMlher, W" !tad tinr addilioua lOth, we came in sight of a elu.sler of small rocky i.sland.v 
iioiUlication to llitd, at the ei.d of’ every day, that w which I named Bonn! y Isles. Soon afterwards wc fre. 

id; for, not w’ltlistanding nlly observed the sea, in the night-time, to bo co 

I tie- most aflvaiila'.-eoiis (r:if ks, vered hy luminous spots, caused by amazing quaiitilie. 
we <]id linh‘ lietter liian drift li'dbre the, wmd. On Tm of small blubbers, or Meilus.-e, winch emit a light iik< 
dav the 2J 1 of April, we hail eight tlowai on llie sick a blaz.e of a candle from tin- strings or filaments extend 
h4, and die rest of the people, though in good health, irig fr<iin (hern, while tin- rest of the body continues per 
were grt'atly fatigued ; hut I saw, with mucli eoticem fei llv dark. 

dial It was impossible to m.ake a passagtJ this way t- W*? discovered the island of Ofalnufe on the, 23lh 

- Sociel V l.-lan ls, for wc had now been thirty (la al, Ix fiire easting anchor next morning in Matava 

in a te.uipi^sl.iious ocean. Thus the .season was too fa Hay, s.uch nurnher.'-’ of canoes had e«*nie off, that, afto 
advanced for ii.s to exjieet heilei weall ’ ' die. natives asi'erlaunul wt: wer<i friends, they e.amc or 

ioiilile Cape Horn; and, from these and odiei mn- board, and crowded tin' deck so much, that in ten rni 
sideratioiis, 1 oidiu'e.d tin*, helm to he put u-weather i I could scarce fiinl niy ow-n per>jdc. TIic whoh 

and bore away for the (lijie of Good Hope, lolhegrea distance which the ship had nm, m direct and contrary 
jov of (‘Very one on board. cour.s<*s, from the time of b*.uviiig England until reach 

We came to an unrli.»r on Friday the 23:1 of May in ing Otalnili-, wa.s twiuify-siven ihoiibaiid and eighty 
.Simon's Bav, at tin* (lijie, after a lolcrahle run. Tli six miles, which, on an avi rnge, was one hundred and 
ship reumnul conqdett' eaulkiug, f>r sin- had become so (-ight miles each tvvenly-four hours, 
ioaky. that we were obliged to pump Iiourlv in our pas- Here we lost «)ur surg(*ori on the 9th of December, 
sagt' from Cape Horn. Tiie sails and rigging also r(*- Of Jale he had stuueely ('ver stirr(}d out of the cabin, 
(pnred repair ; and on examining the provisions-, a con- hough not. appreln-ntled to he in a dang(‘rous state, 
.stderably (juaiititv was found damaged. Nevertheb-s.s, app' aring worse than n.snal in the ('ven- 

Having remained thirty-iright days in this place, and mg, he was reuiovi.d w here he could obtain more air, 
my peopii'. having received all the advantage, that could )ul without any benefit, for lie, di(vl in an hour after- 
b€‘d(Mive.d from refreshmeriis of every kind that coidd wards. This imrort'inale man diankvery hard, and 
1)0 mot with, we sailed on the 1st of July. >^'as so averse to exercise, that he would never be pro- 

AgabMifwin I hhwv on the 20th, with a big! S(!a : if /ailed on to take half a dozen turns on deck at a 
increased after noon with such violence, that llio ship iim* durin-.; all the course of I fie voyage. He was bti- 
was driv<'n almost forecastle uiid<*r before we could get ied on shore. 



On Monday th« 6th of January, the small cutter was 
missed, of which I was immediately apprised. The 
{Ship’s company being mustered, wo found three men 
absent, who had carried it otf. They had taken with 
them eight stand of arms and arnmuniiion ; but with re- 
gard to th<ur plan, every one on board seemed to be 
quite ignorant. I therefore went on shore, and en- 
gaged all the chiefs to assist in recovering both the 
boat and the deserters. Accordingly, the former was 
brought hack in the course of the day by live of the 
natives ; but the men were not taken until nearly thr. . 
weeks afterwards. Ijcarning the place where they 
were, in a ditfer^uit quarter of the island of Otaheitc, I 
went tliilher in the cutter, thhiking there wo»«ld he no 
groat diflieiilty in securing Ihoin with the assistance of 
the natives. However, they hoard of my arrival ; and 
when I was near a house in wliich th<‘y were, th(”> 
came out without their lire-arrns, and delivered them- 
selves up. S«)rnc ot the ehiets had formerly seized and 
bound these deserters ; hut had hetpi prevaded on, by 
fair promises of reitirnmg ]>eaeeab]y to (he ship, to 
release them. But finding au oppru'tunity again to 
el posso.ssion of their arms, they set the natives at 
efinnee. 

The object of the voyage being now completed, all 
tho bread-fruit plants, to die number of one thousand 
and fiftoen. w'ere got on board oti Tui'sday the Slst of! 
JVlarch. Besides these, we had collected m-iriy other 
plants, .Some of (hem hearing llic finest fruits iij the 
World ; and valuable, from affording brilliant dyes, and 
for various properties besides. At sunset of tlie dth of 
April, w’c made sail from Otaheife, bidding fiirewell to 
an islumi where for twentv-thre.e weeks v\e had be« 
treated with the utmost affeeiioii and regard, and which 
sceiTUMl to irtcr<*ase in proportion to our stay. That we 
wyirc not insonsibhi to their kindness, the^suceeeding 
circumslanres sufficiently proved ; for to tho friendly 
and endearing behaviour of* these pi'oplp may be as- 
cribed the motives inciting an event that efrecled the 
ruin of onr o,vp<‘dition, which there was every r<*ason to 
bclieyo w<»uld iiavo hwu altencbul with the iiiosl favour- 
able issue. 

Next morning w'<‘ got sight of the island Huabeine ; 
and a double canoe .soon eoniiug along'^nde, con aiiiing 
ton natives, I saw among tliem a young man, wlio re- 
collected mo, and called me l»y iny name. 1 bad lieen 
here in tlie year 1760, wiili ('aptain (’ook.in the Ileso- 
lution. A few days after sailing from ibis island, the 
weather l>ecaine 'squally, and a thick body of black 
clourls colieelod in ilu' east. A water-, jHuit was in u 
short time seen at no gr.Ml. dislariee from u.s, wliieh ap- 
peared to great advantage frinn tlie darkne.ss of tlie 
clouds behind it. As nearly as I eo\d<l judge, the up- 
per pari was about two feet in diameter, and the lower 
about eight inches. Se.areely bad T made these remarks, 
when I ob'servcfl liiat it was rapidly advancing towards 
the ship. We immediately altered our course, and took 
in all tlie sails except the fon'^Jiiil; soon nfier wliieb it 
passed wiihiii ten yards of the stern, with a rustling 
noise, but without our feeling the least effect from il 
being so Jiear. It seemed to be travelling at the rate 
of about ten rnde.s an hour, in the direction of the wind, 
and it disprrsed in a (juarter of an hour after passing 
us. It is imoqssible to say wdiat injury we should liave 
received had it passed directly over us. Masts, 1 iina- 
gine, might have born carried away, but I do not ap- 
prehend that it would have endangered the loss of the 
'ship. 

Passing siwi'tal islands on the wav, wo anchored at 
Annamooku on lb<* ‘iSd of Ajirll ; and an old lame man 
calied Topa, whom 1 bad known h.ere in 1777, and im- 
merbaUd V r<'eo]U'eU'<l, rmne on board, along with others, 
from diircrent i^lai.ds in the vicinity. They were de- 
sirous to M'c the ship, and on being taken below, where 
the bread-fruit ]ilants were arranged, they testified 
great sur])rise. A fi'vv of tliesc bring de.cayed, we went 
on shore to pmeuro some in tlu ir piaee. 

The na'ives exhibited numerous marks of the pecu- 
liar inourniug whi» h they express on losing their rela- 
tives ; such as bloody iemples, liieir heads being dc- 
prive4 lif iteMit of tlufir hair ; and what was worse, al- 
most IKk lilmle of them hadf lost some of their fingers. 
Severti fine boys, not above six years old, had lost both 


their little fingers ; and sereral of the men, besides 
these, bad parted with the middle finger of the right 
hand. 

The chiufs went off w’ith roe to dinner, and wc aar- 
ried on a brisk trade for yams : w'e also got plantains'’ * 
and bread-fruit. But the yams were in great abun- 
dance, and very fine and large. One of them weighed 
above forty-five pounds. Sailing canoes came, some 
of which contained not less than ninety passengers. 
Such a number of them gradually arrived from diffe- 
, rent islands, that it was impossible to get any thing 
done, the multitude became so great, and there was no 
chief of sufficient authority to command the whole. ^ 
therefore ordered a w^atering party, then employed, to 
come on hoard, and sailed on Sunday the 26tn of April. 

We kept near the island of Kotoo all the afterftoon 
of Monday, in hopes that some canoes would come off 
to (he ship, but in this we were di.sappoinled. Tho 
wind being northerlv, we steered to the westward in 
the evening, to pass south of Tofoa ; and I gave direc- 
tion.s for this course to be continued during the night. 
The master had the first watch, the gunner the middle 
watch, and Mr. Christian the morning watch. This 
wuis the turn of duty for the night. 

Hitherto the voyages had advanced in a course of un- 
interrupted prosperity, and bail been a If ended with cir- 
cum.^lanees equally pleasing and salisfaetory. But a 
very dilferent seene was now to be disclosed : 
spiraey had lieen formed, wlii^ h u as to render all oi/r 
past labour produet ive only ofiniserY and distress; and 
il had beiui eoncerted with .so niueh .st;ere<!y and cir- 
eumspeetion, that no one circumsiance eseaped to be- 
tray the impending calamity. 

On the night of Monday, the wateli was set as I liave 
described. Just before sunrise on Tiiesdav morning, 
while I was yet asleep, Mr. Cliristian, wi'li master 
at arms, giip’ner®s mate, and Thomas BnrKitt, seaman, 
came into my cabin, and si i/ing rne, lied mv bands 
with a ennl behind my back, llirealcning me vviih in- 
stant death if I spoke or niiido the hoist noise. T never- 
(hedess ealle.il out a.s loud as 1 could, in liojies of assi*-’- 
tanee ; but iIk* oflii'ers not of tlieir pin tv \ver»> already 
secured by sentinels at lleir doors. At mv own cabin 
lliri e men, be.siih s iIk* four within : all ex- 
cept Cbrislinn liad muskets nnd bayonets: liC bad lady 
J was (Irniyred out of bed, aitd forced 
deck in mv shirt, sutl*eihig great pain in the mean lime 
from the tiglitnoss w iib wliirh ir.y l ands v ere lied. On 
ilemnndiiig the reason of smdi violeie r, the only an- 
swer was :ilmse for not hohling my tongnm The mas- 
ter, the gimte r, surgi'ou, master’s nniie, mid Nei^on the 
gardeni'r, were kept confined behiv,, and the fore liateb- 
way was guarded liy sentinels. 7'lie hoalswaiii and ear- 
pciiler, anil also the clerk, w ere allow ed t«i eorne on deek, 
wln're they saw n»«- standing abaft the nuzzen-ninsl, 
with iny hands tiedhehind mv hack, under a Luai(i,wilh 
(-■hri''tian at their head. 7'fie boati wain was then or- 
dered to lioist out the launeli, aecoinpanied by a threat, 
f he did not do il in.'.taiitlv, to takk c.akk of him- 

SF.T.V. 

The l)f)at being hoisted out, Mr. Hayward and Mr. 
Ilallet, two of the nildsdiipmen, nnd IMr. Sarnnel, t)i« 
clerk, were ordered into it. 1 demanded tlu^ jiitentiou 
of giving this ordiT, and endeavoured to persuade the 
people nt'ar me iKd to persist in sncli acts of violiuiee ; 
lull it was to no effect ; for the constant answer was, 

“ Hold your tongue, sir, or you are di nd ibis moment.” 

The master had hy this time sent, requ«*s1irig tl,af lie 
might eome on deek, wliieb was permit tod : but be was 
soon ordered biiek again to bis cabin. Mv e.xertiona 
to turn the tide of affairs were eotilinned : w hen Chris- 
tian, ehanging the rnllass be held for a bayonet, and 
holding me by the cord abottl my hands with r strong 
gripe, threatened me with immediate dealli if I would 
not be quiet ; and, the villains around me bad tlicir 
pieces cocked, and bayonets fixed. 

Certain individuals were called on to get into tli« 
boat, and were hurried over tlie ship’s side ; whence I 
concluded that along witli them I was to bo set adrift. 
Another effort to bring about a change produced no- 
thing but menaces of having my brains blown out. 

The boatswain and those seamen who wore to bo 
put into the boat were allow ed to collect twine, canvaM) 



lines, sails, cordaffe, an cight-and-twenty- gallon cask 
of water ; and Mr. Samuel got 150 pounds of bread, 
with a small quantity of rum and wine ; also a quadran 
anc^ompass, but he was prohibited, on pain of death, 
4if5 touch any map or astronomical book, and any instru- 
ment, or any of my surveys and drawings. 

The mutineers having thus forced those of the sea- 
men whom they wished to get rid of into the boat, 
Christian directed a dram to be served to each of his 
crew. I then unhappily saw lliat nothing could be done 
to recover the ship. The officers were next called on 
dock, and forced over the ship’s side into the boat, while 
I vwis kept apart from every one abaft the mizzen-mast. 
Cliristiari, armed witli a bayonet, licld the cord fastening 
iny hands, and the guard around rne stood with their 
piece# cocked ; but on my daring ilic urigruteful wretches 
to iii e, they uncocked them. Isaac Martin, one of them. 
1 saw had an inclination to assist me ; and as he fed 
me with sha<ldock, my lips being quite parched, we ex- 
plained each other’s sentiments by looks. Hut this was 
observed, and he W'as removed. He then got into the 
boat, attempting to leave the ship ; liowcvcT, he wa? 
compelled to return. Some others were also kept con- 
trary to tlieir inclination. 

It appeared to me that Christian was some time in 
doubt whether he should keep the carpenter or his 
males. At length lie determined on the latter, and llie 
carpenter was ordered into the boat. Hti was per- 
miried, though not without oppositimi, to take hi.s tool- 
chest. 

Mr. Samuel secured my journals and commis.sion, 
with sonu^ important ship papers : tiiis he did with great 
resolution, though strictly watched. He. attempted to 
sav(5 tlu'. time-keeper, and a liox w'ith my survi'ys, 
drawings, and remarks for lifleen years pas!, which 
were very numerous, when he. was hurried away with — 
“ Damn your eyes, you are. well off to get what you 
hav 

Mu( h allercatioii took place among the mutinous 
crew during the transai fion <»f‘thi.s wlmle affair. S(>uie 
swwrr, “ I Ml be danuK'd if h*' <locs not find liis way luuiie, 
il^u* gets any thing with him,” im atiing rue ; and when 
the caiqientcr’s chest was carrying away, “ Damn my 
('ves, lie will liave a vr-ssel limit in a month;” whde 
others ndicuh'd the helpless situation of the bout, winch 
was VO! y deep iti tlm water, aiul ha<l so little room lor 
those who were in her. As for C’hrislian, he .se«‘iue<l 
as if meditating de.strue.tion on liini.se.lf and every one 

i'ltfO. 

J asked f(»r arms, hut the iniiliiieers laughed at me, 
and said I w’as well acquainted with the peiqilo among 
wlioiTi 1 wa.s going : fimr ciitlas.ses, however, were 
tlirowm into the boat after we wtae veered 

M’he officers and men heii'g in the boat, they only 
waited lor me, of which tin* niasler-ut-arrns informed 
(Christian, who then said, Come, Caj)lain Hligh, your 
olheers and men an' now in the boat, and you must go 
with them ; if you attempt to make the least resistance, 
vou will instantly he put to death ami wtthout furthtir 
ceremony I was forced over the. side by a tribe of armed 
rulfians, where they uiili<’<l my bauds. Heiiig in tlie 
boat, we were veered astern by a rope. A hwv pieces 
of pork were ihrowm to us, also the fiuir cutlasses. The 
irmourcr and earpeiiter then called out to me to re- 
member that they had no hand in the transaction. 
After having been kept some time to make sport for 
.he.se unfocl'ing wretches, and liavlng iimlergoiie much 
•idicide, we. wero at length ca.s't adrift in I lie open ocean. 

Eighteen persons were with me in the boat, — the 
.iidsler, acting surgeon, hotanisl, gunner, boatswain, 
carpenter, master, and quartermaster’s mate, two quar- 
'.ermasters, the sail-inak<;r, two cooks, ray clerk, the 
outcher, and a boy. There rcmriimul on board Fletcher 
Christian, the master’s male ; Peter Haywood, Edward 
fuung, Gcorijc Stewart, midshipmen ; the. niaster-at- 
nrms, gunner. s mate, boatswains mate, gardener, ar- 
mourer, carpenter’s mate, carpenter’s crew, and fourteen 
seamen, being altogether the most able men of the 
ship’s company. 

Having little or no wind, we rowed pretty fast to- 
wards the island of Tofoa, which bore northeast about 
ten leagues dietant. The ship while in sight steered 


west-northwest ; but this 1 considered only as a letn 
tor when wo were sent away, “ Huzza for Otaheito ’ 
was frequently heard among the mutineers. 

Christian, the chief of tFiem, was of a respectabj 
family in the north of England. This was tne thir 
voyage he had made with me. Notwithstanding th 
roughness with which I was treated, tlie remembranc 
iof past kindnesses produced some remorse in him 
While they were forcing me out the ship, X asked hin 
whether this was a proper return for the many instance 
he had e.vperienced of my friendship ? He appeare* 
disturlicd at the question, and answ'ercd with rnucl 
emotion, ‘‘ That — Captain Bligh — tJiat is the thing — 
am ill hell — 1 am in hell !” His abilities to take charg 
of the third watch, as 1 had so divided the ship’s com 
pany, were, fully equal to the task. 

Haywood was also of a respectable family in th 
north of England, and a young man of ahililics, as wel 
as Christian. These two had been objects of my par 
ticular regard and attention, and 1 liad taken great pain 
to instruct them, having entertained hopes that, as pro 
fessionai men, they would have become a credit tothei 
country. Young was well recommended, and Stewar 
of creditable parents in the Orkneys, at which ]>lace,o 
the return of the Resolution from the South Seas i= 
1780, we receive.d so many civilities, that in conside 
•alion of tliese alone I should gladly have, taken hin 
with me. But lie jiad alway.s borne a goiai character 

When 1 had time to retli‘c*t, an inward satisfactioi 
prevcntcfl the deprrssitm of iiiy spirits. Vet, a fev 
hours before, my silualion had been peculiarly flat 
tering ; 1 had a sliip in the most perfect order, storet 
with every necessary, both for health and service ; tlu 
object of the voyage was attained, and Iwo-lhirdsof i 
now eompleteil. The remaining part had every proa 
peel of success. 

It will naturally be asked, what could be the caua* 
of such a revolt ? In answer, 1 <;fin only conjecturt 
that the mutineers had llatfered themselves with th 
lio})e of a liappie.r life among the Olaheilana than the 
could possibly enjoy in ICngland, whicli, joined to som 
femiile conin' xion.', most probably occasioned the whol 
transaction. 

The women of Otaheite are handsome, mild, am 
•heerful in munmrs and conversation, possessed of 
^n-af scijsihilily, and havi* sufliident delicacy to make 
Mieni be admired and beloved. I’he chiefs were si: 
much atinclied to om people, that they rather encou 
ragctl tln ir stay among them than otherwise, and even 
made tin ni promises of large jiosses.^ioiis. Under 
these ami many <»fher r oncornilant circumstances, it 
ought hardly to he tlie subject of surprise that a set of 
sailors, niosl of tfiem void ot’ ei'unexions, should be led 
away, where they had the power fd' fixing themselves 
in the niiilst of plenty, in one of the finest islands in 
die woild, where there was m* nece.ssity to lalionr, and 
where the alliri'inciits of dissipation arc, heyond any 
conci'ption that can ht' r*)nneil of if . Tin* iilrnosl, liow- 
ever, that a coimnander could have expected was de- 
sertions, sm-h a.s have already happened mijre. or less 
in the .South Sere-', and not an ar*l, (»r open mutiny. 

But the secrei’y of this inuliny surpasst's belief. 
Thirteen of the party who xvere now with me. had 
always lived forward among tlie seamen, yet neither 
ihev, nor the messmates of Cdirislian, Stewart, Hay- 
wood, and Young, had ever observed any circumstance 
to excite suspicion of what was plotting ; and it is not 
ivonde.rful if I fell a sarritice to it, my mind being en- 
tirely free from .suspicion. Perhaps, had mariners been 
on ho.'jrd, a seniine! at my cabin door might have pre- 
vented it; for I con.slantly slept willi tlit' door open, 
that the olhce.r of the watch might have access to me 
on all oec.a.sions. If ihe mutiny had been occasioned 
by any grievances, either real or imaginary, I must 
have dise.overed symptoms of discontent, which would 
have put me on my guard ; but it was far otherwise. 
With Christian, in particular, I was on the most friendly 
terms ; that very day he was engaged to have dined 
W'ith me ; and the preceding night ht^ excused liimself 
from supping with me on pretence of indisposition, for 
which I felt concerned, having no suspicions of his 
honour or integrity. 
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Lord Byron first oppoarfid as an auihorin Novoni- PRP'F AGP’ * 

ber, 1806, when he printed a collection of poeni'i for <lis- 

trihution among his friends, 'The first copy of fhi^ volnnie. suhniittini; to iht* jMihllc eye the following collection, 

which is a thin quarto, was presented to Mr. Ueelier, ^ ^tave not oiny to oonihal the ililiiieiiltio... ihnt. wnU'rs (»f 
who immediately perceived, <in looking ov«‘r its pap**.^, ver.so generally enrounfer, hut rtiiiy ineiir tin’ citarge id 
that 8onu} of the contents were by no means of a deserip- presninplinn In* obiriuling ii)}se)l on tlio wnrlil, when, 
tiou to reflect credit on their autiior ; and at his friendly dotihl, 1 might bo, jit iny a'”’, more nsoliillv ojn- 

suggestion the whole impression, with the e.xcejition <*!' 1 he-o jTodoctious aro ihe fniiis of ilic lighter 

or, at the most, f/ircc copies, was committed to the i'*^*’**'^ <'f young man who has t’lii’ly eo.np'eied hi'^ 
flames. After the di.’.struction of tliis volume. Lord ]>>v- nin.-teou'.h ve.ir. As Dwv Ir'ar tlw inl.’nii.l . yidenee of 
ron directed the collection to ho reprinted, with the ornl.s- •' hoyish min i. Diis is. perhaps, nnnee,‘^-;a»'\ inlorm.itK n. 
Sion of the objeclionahli' poems. This edition, whieh f-w were vyritli'n (innagihe disuUanLigesofill- 

was confined to a hundred copies. ,iuij, like its predis-e - end depre'.sion oi spirit.,; und'’i- tlie l. inner inilo- 

«or, de.signed for private eirculalitm, wan proeeeded in <‘oee, ‘M. hiljusii^ JiEroLLi:* 'i ions, in p.aiiteiilar, 
RO quieklv, that at the end of ,al)out si.v weeks, .laniiare, were eompeuwl. ihU consideiatiou, though ii eannoi 
1807, it was ready for delivery. The, volume wa.s eutV •'‘'“rest llie arm of 

tied Poems on Various Oeeasion.s,” and was printed < 'ensure. A eotisidi’iable portion ol fbijse poetus h.is 
at Newark by S. and J. Ridge ; the aullror’s name wa.s piivaieiy priiiU tl, at the re.pe«si ami lor llm peruy.sl 
not given. The dedieatiou was, “To tho.se friend.? at nl my fim’ud'.. J :ini seiisibumliat (lie partial rind fre- 
whose request they were [irinted, for whose amusement qncntlv injudieiou^ a Imiraiion ol a social eiu'ir is no! the 
or approbation they were .solely intended, llie.se Iritlc.- eriterion by whieli jtoetieai geniu.s i.s to be e-.tini:itrd. y« t, 
are res'peclfnlly dedicated bv (he author.” Imnie.diatelv “ do gweady, w(‘ must ‘‘dare gre.iily; and T liave 
Pillowing the dedication was this uotiee Tim onl\ ha/tmled mv n’piilatiori and feelings in ))uhii^!ung this 
apology necessary to be aildiiced in e.\tenuation of any volume. ‘‘ J luive passed ihe iinliieon, and mu a sNuid 
errors in the following colleriioii is, that Ihe author has u’ fall by the ‘ e.i.si nl he die. In the latter CM'iit, I 
not vet coiiqileted his nineteenlh vear. Deeeinher 23. slialUubmlt witliom a munnur ; for, thon.;h not wilhont 
1806.” The approbation which this volume received dieilude f.r the fu.Mif tiiesiMdlusions, niy e.vpeclaiions 
from the friend.s to whom if was submlltei] indiieeil Lord im means sanguine. li is probab'e that 1 may 

H'^rou to come more immediately before the public ; ami lave dared nuic.i and done hide; fir, in the word'-: ol 
irnhe latter end of May, 1807, this eollodion, with con- <-'Owper, it is one thing to v/rite what may I'lease onr 
sidcrable alterations, the. omission of .some poems, and frh-nds, who, beejmseilM'yaresneh.nn aiitfobealntle 
the addition of others, wa.s reprinted atid pubii.shed, un- biassed in our favour, tind another to write whjit. mav 
dtsr the title of Hours of Idleness, a Seri<*s of I’oenis. , a.si' every I>o<!v ; lycausi^ they win. have no eojimuion, 
original and translated, by George, (lordon, Lonl Byron : ‘*t'*nknowh'dge ol (he aiiihor, w ill bf sure to find fault 
a Minor.” This volume was also printed at Newark.! if '1 ” hmv(>ver, I do not 

In the four editions of this work, wbieh rapidly succeed-, wfiolly sub.seribe : on the contrary. 1 feel couvinci’d that 
ed each other, manv variaMon.? are found : several cor- 1 trifles ^Ylll not he treated with injn.slh'e. I heir 
rcclions were made rfioveral pieces were silently with-' 'n^rit, if they po.s.-s^any, willbe liberally allowed; tl.eir 
drawn, and replaced bv others ; and after the first edition n«»B*rous faults, on llu' other han.l, cannot expect that 
a dedication to Lord Carlisle was prefixed. In the pre- fstvtmr %.hich has been denied to others of maturer years, 
sent publication, all those poems from the “Private Vo. dccM charaet-r, and fiir greater ability. 1 have noi 
luine,” and the early editions of “ Hours of Idleness,” aimed at exclusive originahly, still less have I studied 
which were suppre.ss^xl by tlic author, are reprinted, and a»y particular model for miilation : some translation.^ are 
all (he variations of the different impressions are noticed, given, of which many are paraphrastic. In the original 

pieces there may appear a casual coincidence with au- 

* ThU Wfei tbfi only moUoKivv;ii in Ibrlinvate volume ; it .j • ,i 

od with the ollu'. uv.iuitliffirsU l.li.uiof Houi-sof Mlene*e,*ndotnUU'd * Trinled In the Unit .•.liUon of II. »i in ol Idleiifn ; omitt.'d m il.e 
inlhenecoNd. ' 'eecoiul. 



thors whose works I have been acousfomeH to read ; bii 
1 have not been guilty of intentional (ilagiarism. To pro- 
duce any thing entirely new, in an age so fertile in rhyme, 
w(jyiW»bc a Herculean task, as every subject has already 
'iSeon treated to its utmost extent. — Poetry, however, i 
not my primary vocation ; to divert the dull rnomcnt.s o 
indisposition, or the monotony oi* a vacant hour, urged 
mo “ to this sin little can he expected from so unpro- 
mising a muse. My wn;ath, sfianty as it must be, is al 
1 shall derive from these prodiietious ; and 1 shall ncvei 
attempt to replace its fading loaves, or pluck a single addi- 
tional sprig from groves wIutc 1 am, at host, an intruder. 
'Though accustomed, in my younger days, to rove a carc- 
l(‘ss mountaineer on the Highlands of Scotland, 1 have 
not, oHate years, had Uic benefit of such pure air, or so 
elevated a nfsidonco, as might cnahle me to enter the 
lists with genuine hards, wlio have enjoyed both these 
advantages. Hut they diTive eonsiderabic fame, and a 
few not less j>rofit, from lh(‘ir [)nKiiicti<ms ; while I shal, 
expiate iny raifliness as an inUjrloper, c',ertainly without 
th<* latter, and in all probability wdth a very slight share 
of the former, I leave to others Virhin volitare per ora. 

1 kwjk to the fiAv wlai will hear witli {lalienre “ dulce est 
desipere in lotn).” — To tlie fornier worthies I resign, 
without repining, the hope of inmiorlaiity, and rorileiit | 
myself w'itli the not very magniti(‘eiit prospect of ranking 

among the mob of gentlemen who write — my read- 
ers must, d»'t('rinine whether 1 dare .say with eas(\’’ o 
the honour of a posthumous pagi! hi “■ 'I’lio (.tatalogm 
of Koyal aud Noble Authors,” a w'ork to wdiich tin 
pei'rage i>ji under infinite obligations, ijiasrnuch as many 
nam(‘s of considerable lengtli, sound, and antiquity, jm- 
thereby re.se.ued from the ohsciirily wliich unluckily over- 
shadows s('vcral voluminous priKluclions (d’ tlicir illustri- 
ous hearers. 

With slight hopes, and some f'ars, I publish this first 
and last attempt. 'I'o the dictates of young ambition 
inaf be asiTihed many actions more criminal and equally 
alisurd. 'J\> a few of my owm ag<‘ the cont<*nts may 
afford nmusemeiif : I trust they will, at least, he found 
harmless. It is liighly imprt»hahl«*., from my situation 
and jnirsuils hereaftei , that I should ever obtrude myself 
a second time, on the jxihlic ; iifir even in ih(^ very ilouht- , 
fill event of present indulgence, shall T be tempted to| 
(Nunmii a fature tresjuiKS of the same nature. The o[)i- j 
nioii of J)r. Johnson on the I’oeins fd‘ a noble relation ofj 
mine,* “ That vvfw'ii a man fti‘ rank appeared in tin- 
character of an author, his merit should he handsomely 
aeknowledircd,’’ can have litih- weight, with verbal, and 
.still lejs willi periodical censors ; but Were it otherwise, 
i should be loath to avail myself (jf the privilege, ami 
would rather incur the. bitterest censure of anonymous cri- 
ticism than triumph in honours grantful solely to a title. 


MISCELLANEOUS PIECES. 


ON LEAVING NEWSTKAD ABBEY. 

“ Why do.st thou build thk hall, .son of the winoed 
DAV s Thou lookeht from thy tower to-day : yet 

A FEW YEARS, AND THE Bf.AST OF THE DESERT COMES, 
IT HOWLS IN THY EMPTY COURT. — OsaiuJl.] 


2 . 

Of the mail-cover’d Barons, who proudly to battle 
Led their vassals from Europe to Palestine's plaiu. 
The escutcheon and shield, which with every blast rattle, 
Arc the only sad vi'stiges now that remain. 

3. 

No more doth old Robert, with ha qv-stri aging numbers, 
Raise a flame in the breast for the war-laurellM wTcalh ; 
Near Askalon’s tow-ers, John of Horistan* sluinhers, 
Unnerved is llic hand of liis minstrel by dcutli. 

4. 

Paul and Hubert, too. .sle(q) in the valley of Oc.s.sy ; 

For the Raf(*ly of J^dw'ard and England they fell : 

My fathers ! tlie tears of your country redress ye ; 

How you fnight, how you died, still her annals can tell 

5. 

On Marstorijf witli Rupert Against traitor.s conten<ling, 
]'\>iir brothers enrich’d will) their blood ihe bleak field ; 
Eor the rights of a monarch their country defending, 

'rill death iheir attachment to royalty seal’d. 

6 . 

Shades of heroes, fiirew’ell ! vour dcsci'uihint, (departing 
From the seat of Ids ancestors, bids you aduni! 
Al>road, or at borne, your remembrance inijiarfing 
New couragt', he’ll think upon glory and yon, 

7. 

TJiough a tear dim his eve at lids .«ud .separaliun, 

’'J’ is nature, not fear, lliat exeiies his regrt't ; 

’ar distant he goes, witii the same emulation, 

'I’he fiunc of Ids fathers he ne’er can forget. 

3. 

Thai fame, and that memory, still will he cherish ; 

He VOW’S that he ne’er w ill ‘disgrace your naiown ; 
iik(‘ you will lie live, or like you will he perish ; 

When decay’d, may he mingle Ids dust with your own 

1803. 


JN A DISTANT VIEW OF THE VlLl.AGK, 

AND s(;hool of ha erow on 'riiii: 

oil I mbii iirtnlt’rilD'i) letfral r nniioD. 

Vt/gil, Tl'IntMii, lib.S, 661). 

1. 

Y"c scerie.sof my eldldliood, whose loved recolleciion 
Jbmhitlcrs the priLsent, compared with the past; 
Where scicnee first dawned on the powers of refluctioni, 
And frieinlsldps were form’d too romantic to last ; 

Where fancy yet joys to retrace the resemblance 
Of comrades in frierulsidf) and mischief allied ; 
flow welcome to mo your ne’er fading remembrance, 
Which rests in the bosom, tJiough liopt^ is denied ! 

21 

Again 1 revisit the hills where wo sported, 

The streams whore we swam, and the fields where we 
fought ; 

The school where, loud warn’d by the bell, we resorlod, 
1V> pore o’er tlie precepts by pedagogues taught. 


1 . 

Through tliy battlements, Nowstead, tlie hollow winds 
w’histic ; 

, Thou, the hall of my fathers, art gone to decay ; 

In thy once smiling garden, the hemlock and ihi.stle 
Ifave choked up the rose wliich late bloom'd in tlie way. 


* TbeEtti lof Carliilf‘, whone worlrs have lonp received Uiemmtnf} 
public npplaute, tu wlucb, hy their iiitrinaic wurih, Utvy were wellooti* 
lied. I 

t The motto wai added hi the firit editioo uf Moun of Idlenem. ' 


Again T behold where for hours I have ponder’d, 

As reclining, at eve, on yon tombstone I lay ; 

Or round tlie steep brow of Um churchyard I wander’d, 
To catch the last gleam of the sun’s Hcttiiig ray. 

* ffnriBiati (''astir, in Derliyshire, an ancient seat uf the Hyron family. 

t The iMUle of Alai-»toti Moor, where Lbe inUiereiits of Cbarlea 1. 
vere di-ft-a l.'d . 

J Son of (he F.lerlor Palatine, and related to Cliarlea I. He aflai'. 
wants commanded the fleet in the man of Clioi Ic* 11. 

!| This poem was printed hi llie private volume, and iu the Arat edition 
of Hours of Idleness, where the motto from Virgil wee added. It was 
eflerwards omitted. 



5 

1 idntte more nvm the room wMi epectelorfl eotrotmded, 
Where> ee 2Siiiga» I trod on Alonzo o’erthrown ; 
WliUe to ewell my young pride such applaoees re- 
sounded, 

I fiuacied that Mossop* himself was outshone : 

6 . 

Or, as Lear, I poured forth the deee imprecation, 

By my daughters of kingdom and reason deprived ; 
Till, hred by loud plaudits and self-adulation, 

I regarded myself as a Garrick rpvived. 

7* 

Ye dreams of my boyhood, how much I regret you ! 

Unfaded your memory dwells in my breast j ; 

Though sad and deserted, 1 ne’er can forget you ; 

Your pleasures may still be in fancy possest. 

8 . 

To Ida| full oft may remembrance restore me, 

While £ate shall the shades of the future unroll I 
Billed darkness o’ershadows the prospect before mo, 
More dear is the beam of the past to my soul. 

9 . 

But if, through the course of the years which await me, 
Some new scene of pleasure should open to view, 

I will say, while with rajiture the thought shall elate me, 
“ Oh ! such were the days which my infancy knew.” 

1806. 


TO D|l. 

1 . 

In thee I fondly hoped to clasp 
A friend, whom death alone could sever ; 

Till envy, witii malignant grasp, 

Detach’d thee from my breast for ever. 

2 . 

True she Ims forced tliee from my breast, 

Yet in my heart thou keej/st ihy seat ; 

There, (here tbino image still must rest, 

Until that heart shall cease to beat. 

3. 

And, when tlie grave restores her dead, 

When life again to dust is given. 

On thy dear breast I ’ll lay my head — 

Without thee, where would be my heaven ? 

Februaryf 1803. 

EPITAPH ON A FRIEND^*. 

* ’A<rri)p nglv iKafittis Ivl gwotnv 

LatriUu, 

Oh, Friend ! for ever lovod, for ever dearff, 

What fruitless tears have bathed thy honou^d bier ! 
What sighs re-echo’d to thy parting breath. 

Whilst &OU wast struggling in the pangs of death ! 
Could tears retard the tyrant in his course ; 

Could sighs avert his dart’s relentless force 

Mbittkp, « ootftmpDnury of Gnrrlck, funoui for Us {PSTfonakace of 
Zmgi. In Tonoi);*ii tragody of the Rev’enim. 

T Your inemgry b««in« Ibrougli vhi« agonisod broast." 

Pripott volwnt. 

X**l thought thii poor brain, ferar’d even to madnoMh 
Of team, ai of reason, for ever wae drain'd ; 

But the dr^ vrliivb now flow down thin hoeom of eadnaM, 
<^yiiiC 0 me the einrlag* have some madsture retain’d. 

. .. . aeenea of my ehildhoo<l I yonr bleet reoollecUon 
Has wruos from these eyelids, to we^ns; long dead, 
tn torrents the tears of my wannest afroetion, 

The last and the fondest 1 ever shall shed.” 

PriwUe oofvme. 

I) IWiited fai the private volume only. 

•• llieie Hues were vrbted in the private volume, the title being " El 
afii on a belwsd FTtend.'* The motto was added In the Srst edUion 
Ifiiirs of Idllittese. 

tt “ (Ml, Boy I ’fer mW bred, for ever dear.”— Private vohtm. 


'diiHid ycQth vir^ a ibort delay, 

Or beauty charm thd tqiecdreftrnm his prey ; 

Thou still hadst lived to Mesa my aching sight, 
comrade’s honour, and thy friend’s delights « 

If yet thy gentle spirit hover iii{|^ 

The spot where now thy moukiering ashes lie, 

Here wilt thou read, recorded on my heart, 

A grief too deep to trust the sculptor’s art. 

No marble marks thy couch of lowly sleep, 

But living statutes there are seen to weep ; 

Affiiction’s semblance bends not o’er thy tomb, 
Iftliotion’s self deplores thy youthful doom. 
iVhat though thy sire lament his failing line, 

1 father’s sorrows cannot equal mine ! 

Though none like tliee his dying hour will cheer^ 

Yet other offspring soothe his anguish here : 

But who with me-shall hold thy former place? 

Thine image what new friendship can efface ? 

Ah none ! — a father's tears will cease to How, 

Time will assuage an infant brother’s woe ; 

To all, save one, is consolation known, 

While solitary friendship sighs alone. 

1803. 

A FRAGMENT. 

When, to their airy hall, my fathers’ voice 
Shall call my spirit, joyful in their choice ; 

When, poised upon the gale, my form shall ride, 

Or, dark in mist, descend the mountain’s side ; 

Oh may my shade behold no sculptured urns 
To mark the spot where earth to earth returns ! 

?No lengthened scroll, no praise-encumber’d stone ; 
My epitaph shall be my nimie alone : 

If that with honour fail to crown my clay, 

Oh may no other fame my deeds repay 1 
That, only that, shall single out the spot ; 

X Bv that rcmcmberM) or with that forgot. *, 

1803. 


TO EDDLESTON ||. 

1 . 

Let Folly smile, to view the names 
Of thee and me in friendship twined ; 

Yot Virtue will have greater claims 
To love, than rank with vice combined, 

2 . 

And though unequal is thy fate, 

S’ 'je title deck'd my higher birth \ 

Yet envy not this gaudy state ; 

Thine is the pride of modest worth. " 

3. 

Our sotils at least congenial meet, 

Nor can thy lot my rank disgrace ; 

Our intercourse is not less sweet, 

Since worth of rank supplies the place. 

November, 1802. 

'* TboiiKh low ihy lot, since in a cottage born, 

No title# did thy hurablt; name adorn ; 

To me far dearer wa» tby artle* love 

Than all the }oyR wealUi, fame, aiid friends could {otwe : 

For thee alone I Jived, or wWt’d to live ; 

Oh Qod ! iriini/toua, this raiih word forftive I 
HearUhroken now, I wait an egual doom, 

Content to Join Uiee in tby Lur(<rlad tomb ; 

Wlwra, tide frail fonn composed in endless rest, 

1 ’ll make my last cold pillow on thy breast ; 

That breast where oft in life I’ve lnw my head, 

WUl yet reeem tom moulderlnf with Ibe dead ; 

This life mifu'd, without one partitic sigh, 

Togatlwr La one bed of earth we’ll lloT* 

Toigettier nAore the fate to mortals given, 

Together mix our duel, and hope fw heaven.’ 

Sueh was Uto conoluskm in the private volume, 
f “ No leni^sn’d scroll of virtue and renown.” 

PrivoTs voltw/M, owl jUrst 0 dUitm of Houro of Idtonup, 
t ” By that rentemlwr’d, or for e’er forgnm-Pr/valf vokme* 

II Only printed lu the privaU volume: ^ 






HOUHS OF li^LE^fiSS 


EEPLY TO SOME VERSES OP J. M. 
PIGOT, ESa., ON THE CRUELTY 
OF HIS MISTRESS 

1 . 

Why, Pigot, complain 
Of this damsers disdain, 

Why thus in despair do you fret 7 
For months you may try, 

Yet, believe me, a sigh 
JVill never obtain a coquette. 

2 . 

Would you teach her to love? 

• For a time seem to rove ; 

At first she may frown in a pet ; 

But leave her awhile, 

She shortly will smile, 

And then you may kiss your coquette. 

3. 

For such are the airs 
Of these fanciful fairs, 

They think all our homage a debt ; 

Yet a partial neglect 
* Soon lakes an etfeet, 

And humbles the ])rouciest coquette. 

4. 

Dissemble your pain, 

And lengthen your chain, 

And sewn her hauteur to regret ; 

If again you shall sigh, 

She no more will deny 
That yours is the rosy coquette. 

5. 

If still, from false pride, 

Your pangs she deride, 

,,This w'himsical virgin forget; 

Some other admire^. 

Who will melt w'ith your finr^ 

And laugh at tiie little coquette. 

6. 

For me, I adore 
Some twenty or more, 

And love them most dearly ; but yet, 

Though luy heart they enthi'al, 

IM abandon them all, 

Did they act like your blooming coqiiette. 

7. 

No longer repine, 

Adopt this design, 

And break through her slight-woven net ; 

Away with despair, 

No longer forbimr, 

To fly from die captious coquette. 

8 . 

Then quit her, my friend 1 
Your bosom defend, 

Ere quite with her snares you’re beset : 

Lest your deop-wounded h%rt, 

When incensed by the smart, 

Should lead you to curse tl>e coquette. 

October nth, 1806. 

TO THE SIGHING STREPHONf. 

1 . 

Your pardon, my friend, 

If my rhymes did offend, 

Your pardon, a thousand times o’er 
From firiendship I strove 
Your pangs to remove, 

But I swear I will do so no more. 

• Mntad to the priTata votume only, 
f Thmi ehMUMr were only printed la the private sakune. 
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%. 

Since your beautifiil maid 
Your flame has repaid, 

No more I your folly regret ; 

She’s now the roost divine, 

And 1 bow at the shrine 
Of this quickly reformed coquette. 

3. 

Yet still, I must own, 

I should never have known 
From your verses, w'hat else she deserved ; 
Your pain seem’d so great, 

I pitied your fate, 

Aj9 your fair was so develish reserved. 

4. 

Since the balm-breathing kiss 
Of this magical miss i. , 

Can such wondorfijl transports produce ; 

Since the “ world you forget, 

When your lips once have met,” 

My counsel will got but abuse. 

6 . ' 
'^"ou say, when “ 1 rov«^ 

1 know nothiiqg; of love;*’ 

’Tis tru«, I am given to range : 

If I rightly remember, 
iVo loved a good number, 

Yet there’s pleasure, at least, in a cliaiige. 

6 . 

I will not advance, 

By the rules of romance, 

To humour a whimsical fair ; 

Thougli a smile may delight, 

Yet a frown won’t affright, 

Or drive mo to dreadful despair^ 

7. 

While my blood is thus warm 
I ne’er shall rcf(>rm. 

To mix in the l^atonists* school ; 

Of this f am sure, 

Was my passion so pure, 

Thy rai.strcss would think me a fool. 

8 . 

And if 1 should shun 
Kvery woman fi>r one, 

Whose image must till my whole breast — 
Wluun I must prefer, 

And sigh but for her — 

What an insult ’l.would be to the rest I 

8. 

Now, Strephon, good bye ; 

I cannot deny 

Your passion api»car« most absurd ; 

Such love as you plead 
Is pure love indeed. 

For it. only consists in tlvi word. 

I TIIKTEAR. 

** O liichrvm«rtm» foim. lenwo nscrot 
DuMutiiira mrtiM SK oMlrno ; qiinUu* 

Felix f m iiiwj *jui ecBtenUm 
jpeclorc te, Nyiuph®, aensit." — <7rup*. 

L 

When Friendship or Love 
Our sympathies move, 

When Truth in a glance should appear, 

The lips mey beguile 
With a dimple or smile, 
t But the test of affection’s a Tear. 

2 . 

Too off is a smile 
But the hypocrite’s wile, 

I * Tkia laette wm ioMrtsd b th« Aral •(Ution cT Homm of UtlmiHS. 



To ttiMk detevtation or fur ; 

Whibt the liottUolnt^ oy«i 
U doom’d Ibr a timo wilh a T«ir 

5, 

Mild Cbarity’f glow, 

To 08 mortali below, 

Shows the soul from barbarity clear ; 
Compassion will melt 
Where this virtue is felt* 

And its dew is diffused in a Tear. 

4. 

The man doom’d to sail 
With the blast of the gale, 

Through billows Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o’er the wave 
Which may soon be his grave^ 

The green sparkles bright with a Tear* 

6. 

The soldier braves death 
For a fanciful wreath 
In Glory’s romantic career ; 

But he raises the foe 
When in battle laid low, 

And bathos every wound with a Tear* 

6 . 

If with high-bounding pride 
He return to his bride, 

Renouncing the gore-crimson’d spear. 

All his toils are repaid 
When, embracing the maid, 

From her eyelid he kisses thy Tear* 

7. 

Sweet scene of my youth ! 

Seat of Friendship and Truth, 

Where love chased each fast-fleeting year, 
Loth to leave thee, I mourned. 

For a last look I turn’d, 

But tliy spire waa scarce seen through a Tear. 

8 . 

Though my vows I can pour 
To my Mary no more. 

My Mary to Love once so dear, 

In the shade of her bower 
1 remember the hour 
She rewarded those vows with a Tear. 

By another possest, 

May she live ever blest ! 

Her name still my heart must revere ; 

With a sigh I resign 

What 1 once tliou^t was mine, 

And forgive her deceit with a Tear. 

10 . 

Ye friends of my heart, 

Ere from you I depart, 

This hope to my breast is most near : 

If again we shall meet 
In this rural retreat, 

May we meet, as we part, with a Tear. 

11 . 

When my soul winp her flight 
To the regions of ni^t, 

And my corse shall recUne on its bier, 

As ye pass by the tomb 
Where my ashes consume, 

Oh \ moisten their dust with a Tear. 

12 . 

■ 'Miff no marble bestow 
TM splendour of woe 

sbdl atesp ea Ito Uar.^'-Prieoli inHmm, 


Which the children (ff mst-% 

No flctjUni cf toe 

Slmll blason my niaie, > 

All I ask— all I wishr— is e Tear* 

Ml 1806. 

TO MISS PIGOT ♦ 

1 . 

Eliza, what fools are the Mussulman sect, 

Who to woman deny the soul’s future existence f 
Could tliey see thee, Eliza, they’d own their defect, 
And this doctrine would meet with a general resistance 
‘ 2 . 

Had their prophet possess’d half an atom of sense, 

He ne’er would have women from paradise driven , 
Instead of his houris, a flimsy pretence, 

With women alone he had peopled his heaven. 

I s. 

Yet still to increase your calamities more, 

Not content with depriving your bodies of spirit, 

He allots one poor husband to share amongst four ! — 
With souls you’d dispense ; but this last, who cpulc 
* bear it '? 

4. 

His religion to please neither party is made ; 

On husbands ’tis hard, to the wives the most uncivil 
Still 1 can’t contradict, what so ofr has been said, 

“ Though women are angels, yet wedlock’s the devil.’ 

LINES WRITTEN IN “ LETTERS OP A^ 
ITALIAN NUN AND AN ENGLISH GEN- 
TLEMAN. BY J. J. ROUSSEAU. FOUN- 
DED ON FACTS t.” 

Away, away, your flattering arts 
May now betray some simpler hearts ; 

And you wWtemile at tlieir believing, 

And they shall weep at your deceiving.” 

I ANSWER TO THE FOREGOING, ADDRESSED TO 
MISS 

Dear, simple girl, those flattering arts, 

From which thou’dst guard frail female hearts, 
Exist but in imagination, — 

I Mere phantoms of thine own creation ; 

' For lie who views that witching grace, 

That perfect form, that lovely face, 

With eyes admiring, oh 1 believe me, 

He never wishes to deceive thee ; 

Once in tliy polish’d mirror glance, 

Thoii’lt there descry that elegance 
Whicli from our sex demands such praises, 

But envy in the other raises ; 

Then ho who tells tliee of thy beauty, 

Believe me, only does his duty : 

Ah ! fly not from tlie candid youth ; 

It is not flattcvy, — ’tis truth. 

July, 1804. 

THE CORNELIAN J. 

1 . 

No specious splendour of this stone 
Endears it to iny memory ever; 

With lustre only once it shone, 

And blushes modest as the giver. 

2 . 

Some, who can sneer at friendship’s ties, 

Have for my weakness oft reproved me ; 

* Fonod odj la tbo private vohune. 
t Only printed in the private volume. 

X To young Eddiectott. Thia iwemie only found in UwvrivsMis^^ 





^ ita^e gift I prh»e,— 
t am Mire the giver loved me, 

8* 

He with downcast look, 

As team that I might reftise it ; 

I told him when the gift 1 took, 

My only fear should be to lose it. 

4. 

This pledge attentively I view’d, 

And sparkling as I held it near, 

Methought one drop the stone bedew’d, 

^ And over since I We loved a tear. 

5. 

Still, to adorn his humble youth, 

Nor wealth nor birth their treasures yield ; 

But he who seeks the flowers of truth, 

Mttst quit the garden for the field. 

6 . 

’Tis not the plant uprearM in sloth, 

Which beauty shows, and sheds perfume ; 

The flowers which yield the most of both 
In Nature’s wild luxuriance bloom. 

7. 

Had Fortune aided Nature’s care, 

For once forgetting to be blind, 

His w'ould have been an ample sliare, 

If well-proportion’d to his mind. 

8. 

But had the goddess clearly seen, 

His form had fix’d her fickle breast ; 

Her countless hoards would his have been, 
And none remain’d to give tiie rest. 


ON THE DEATH OF A YOUNG LADY,* 
COUSIN TO THE AUTHOR, AND VERY 
DEAR TO HIM f. 

1 . 

Hush’d are the winds, and still the evening gloom, 

Not e’en a zephyr, wanders through lltc grove, 

Whilst I return to view iny Margaret’s tomb, 

And scatter flowers on the dust 1 love. 

2 . 

Within this narrow cell reclines her clay, 

That clay where once such animation beam’d ; 

Tlw* King "of Terrors seized her as his prey, 

Not worth, nor beauty, have her Hfo redeem’d. 

5. 

Oil ! could that King of Terrors pity feel. 

Or Heaven reverse the dread decrees of fate ! 

Not here the mourner would his grief reveal, 

Not here the muse her virtues would relate. 

4. 

But wherefore weep ? her matchfbss spirit soars 
Beyond where splendid shines the orb of day ; 

And weeping angels lead her to those bowers 
Where endless pleasures virtue’s deeds repay, 

6. 

And shall presumptuous mortals heaven arraign. 

And, madly, godlike providence accuse? 

Ah ! no, far fly from roe attempts so vain, 

I’ll ne’er submission to my God refuse. 


* Yet is imembraiiee oflliote virtues 

Yet firesh the memory of thst beasleoiif ilM!i $ 
Still they call forfti my wsnn aftection’s tear, 

Still in my heart retain ftioir wonted place. 

TO EMMA*. 

* 1. 

Since now the hour is come at last, 

When you must quit your anxious lover ; 

Since now our dream of bliss is past, 

I One pang, my girl, and all is over. 

Alas ! that pang will bo severe, 

Which bids us part to meet no more, 

Which tears me far from one so dear, 
Departing for a distant shore. 

3. 

Well : wo have pass’d some happy hours, 
And joy will minglt^ with our tears ; 

When thinking on tliese ancient lowers, 

The shelter of our infant years ; 

4. 

Where f*otn the gothic casemenl’s height, 

We view’’d the lake, the park, the dale, 

And still, though tears obstruct our sight, 

We lingering look a last farewell. 

6. 

O’er fields through which wc used to run, 
And spend the hours in childish play; 

O’er shades where, wdien our race w'as done, 
Reposing on my breast you lay ; 

6 . 

Whilst I, admiring, too remiss, 

Forgot to scare tlie hov’ring flies, 

Yet envied every fly the kiss 
It dared to give your slttmbering eyes : 

7. 

See still the little painted bark, 

In which 1 row’fl you o’er the lake ; 

See there, high waving o’er the park, 

The elm I clamber’d for your sake. 

8 . 

These times are past — our joys are gone, 

You leave me, leave this happy vale; 

These scenes I must retrace alone ; 

Without thee what will they avail? 

9. 

Who v^n conceive, who has not proved, 

The anguisli of a last embrace ? 

When, torn from all you fondly loved, 

You bid a long adieu to peace. 

10 . 

Tills is the deepest of our woes. 

For this these tears our cheeks bedew ; 

This is of love the final close, 

Oh, God, the fondest, last adieu ! 


AN OCCASIONAL PROLOGUE. 
DELIVE11£]> previous to the performarcs 

“ THE WHEEL OF FORTUNE” AT A FRIT 
THEATRE. 


* MU» Parker. 

t To tb«M which are fi'om the private volume, the following 

note WM attached : Tlw author claiina the indulgBifi* of the reader 
more for thia place than, iwrhatja, any other in tlw coUectiou ; but n« it 
waa written etan earSer period than the TWt (beiu*conipo«d at ttie a» 
of fourteen), aud hiaflret eaaay, he pref«rr«d aubmlUhuj it to the lodu). 
pence of Ub frionda in lt« preaent atate, lo makmg aitlier additnm .»r 
alteradan.'* 


Since tlie refinement of this polish’d age 
Has swept immoral raillery from the stage; 
Since taste has now expunged licentious wit, 
Whicii stamp’d disgrat^e on all an author Writ 

• Thb pnfm la iuaerted from the pi'ivMta^voIumt. 



jSince now to please with purer scenes we seek, 

; Nor 4ftre to edithe htiis^ from Beauty’s cheek ; 

^ Oh I let the Modest muse some pity daim, 

\ And meet tndulgeiiee) d&ough she find not feme, 
f Still, not Ibr her alone we wish respect, 

. Others appear more conscious of defect : 

To-night no veteran Roscii you behold, 

In all the arts of scenic action old ; 

No Cooxn, no Kemble, can salute you here, 

No Sinnons draw the sympathetic tear ; 

To-night you throng to witness the debut 
. Of embryo actors, to the Drama new : 

Here, then, our almost unfledged wings we try ; 

Clip not our pinions ere the birds can fly ; 

Failing in this our first attempt to soar, 

Drooping, alas ! we fall to rise no more. 

Not one poor trembler only fear betrays. 

Who hopes, yet almost dreads, to meet your praise ; 
But all our dramatis personae wait 
In fond suspense this crisis of our* fate. 

No venal vie>vs our progress can retard, 

Your generous plaudits arc our sole reward ; 

For these, each Hero all his power displays, 

Bach timid Heroine shrinks before your gaze. 
Surely the last will some protection find ; 

None to the softer sex can prove unkind : 

Whilst Youth and Beauty form the female shield, 
The sternest Consort to the fair must yield. 

Yet, should our feeble efforts nought avail, 

Should, after all, our best endeavours fail, 

Still let some mercy in your bosoms live. 

And, if you can*t applaud, at least forgive. 


ON THE DEATH OF MR. FOX, 


THE FOLLOWIIVO ILLIBERAL IMPROMPTU APPEAR- 
ED IW A MOKIVINO PAPER J. 

“Our nation’s foes lament on Fox’s death, 

But bless the hour when Pitt resign’d his breath : 
These feelings wide, let sense and truth imcliie. 

We give the palm where Justice points its diws.*’ 


TO WHICH THE AUTHOR OF THESE PIECES SENT 
THE FOLLOWING REPLV |j. 

Oh, factious viper! whose envenom’d tooth 
Would mangle still the dead, perverting truth. 

What though our “ nation’s foes” lament the fate, 
With generous feeling, of the good and great, 

Shall dastard tongues essay to blast the name 
Of him whose meed exists in endless fame ? 

When Pitt expired in plenitude of power, 

Though ill success obscured his <lying hour, 

Pity her dewy wings before him spread, 

Por noble spirits “ war not with the dead 
His friends, in tears, a last sad reiiuiem gave, 

AlS all his errors slumber’d in the grave ; 

He sunk, an Atlas bending ’noath the weight 
Of cares o’erwhelming our conflicting state : 

When lo ! a Herrules in Fox appear’d, 

Who for a time the ruin’d fabric rear’d t 
He, too, is fall’n, who Britain’s loss supplied, 

With him our fiist-reviving hopes have died ; 

Not one great people only raise his urn, 

All Kurope^s ^-extended regions mourn. 

“These feelings wide, let sense and truth undue. 

To give the palm where Justice points its duo 
Yet let -not canker’d Calumny assail, 

Or round our staitMiMaxi wind her gloomy veil. 

Fmt o^tT whoso corse a mourning world must weep, 
Whose 'dnfir remains in honour’d marble sleep ; 
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For whom, at last, e’en hostile nations groan, 
While friends and foes alike hhi talents own^f 
Fox shall in Britain’s future annals shine, 

Nor e’en to Pitt the patriot’s palm resign ) 
Which Envy, wearing Candor’s sacred mask, 
For Pitt, and Pitt alone, has dared to ask. 


TO M. S. G.* 


Whene’er I view those lips of thine, 
Their Ime invites my fervent kiss ; 

Yet I foriigo that bliss divine, 

Alas ! it were unhallow’d bliss. 

2 . 

Whene’er I dream of that pure breast, 
How could I dwell upon its snows ? 

Yet is tho daring wish represt, 

For tliat, — would banish its repose. 

3. 

A glance from thy soul-searching eye 
Can raise with hope, depress with fear ; 

Yet I conceal my love, and why ? 

I would not force a painful tear. 

4. 

I ne’er have told my love, yet thou 
Hast seen my ardent flame too well ; 

And shall I plead my passion now. 

To make thy bosom’s heaven a hell 7 

5. 

No ! for thou never canst be mine. 

United by the priest’s decree ; 

By any lies but those divine, 

Mine, my beloved, thou ne’er shall be. 

6 . 

Then let the secret fire consume, 

I-et it consume, thou shall not know ; 

With joy 1 court a certain doom, 

Rather than sf>read its guilty glow. 

7 , 

I will not ease my tortured heart, 

By driving dovtv-eyed peace from thins , 

Rather than such a sting impart. 

Each thought presumptuous I resign. 

8 . 

Yes ! yield those Ups, for which I’d brave 
More Uian 1 here shall dare to tell ; 

Thy innocence and mine lo save, — 

I bid thee now a last farewell. 

9. 

Yes! yield that breast, to seek despair, 
And hope no more thy soft embrace, 

Which to obtain my soul would dare, 

All, all re|)roach, but thy disgrace. 

10 . 

At least from guilt shall thou be free, 

No matron shall thy shame reprove ; 

Though curelcgfi pangs may prey on me. 
No martyr shall thou be to love. 


TO CAROLINEf. 

1 . 

Think’st tJiou I saw thy beauteous eyet. 
Suffused in tears, implore to stay ; 

And heard unmoved thy plenteous sighs, 
Which said far more than words can say f 
2 . 

Though keen the grief thy tears exprast, 
When love and hope lay both o’erthrovra ; 

• Only printfldl in th* priTBt* ▼olom#. 
t PriotBd only in Uw p-lvntB rokme. 



HO0ES IDLENESS. 


Tftt ftiUt my girl} this bleeding breast 

witb deep sorrow as thine own. 

S. 

But when our cheeks with anguish glow’d, 

When djy sweet lips were join’d to mine, 

The tears that from my eyelids flow’d 
Wore lost in those which feH from thine. 

4. 

Thou could’st not feel my burning cheek, 

» Thy gushing tears had quendied its flame, 

And as thy tongue essay’d to speak, 

In sighs alone it breathed my name. 

5. 

And yet, my girl, we weep in vain, 

In vain our fate in sighs deplore ; 
Romembranco only can remain, — 

But that will make us weep tho more. 

6. 

Again, thou best beloved, adieu ! 

Ah! if thou caiist o’ercomo regret, 

Nor let thy mind past joys review, — 

• Our only hope is to forget ! 

TO CAROLINE*. 

1 . 

When I hear you express an affection so warm, 

Ne’er think, my beloved, that I do not believe; 

For your lip would the soul of suspicion disarm, 

And your eye beams a ray which can never deceive 

2 . 

Yet still, this fond bosom regrets while adoring, 

That love, like the loaf, must fail into tho sear, 
That age will come on, when remembrance, deploring 
Contemplates the scones of her youth with a tear ; 

3. 

Thai the lime must arrive, when, no longer retaining 
Their auburn, those locks must wave thin to the breeze 
When a few silver hairs of those tresses remaining, 
Provo nature a prey to decay and disease. 

4. 

’Tis this, my beloved, which spreads gloom o’er my 
features, 

Though I ne’er shall presume to arraign the decree 
Which God has proclaim’d as the fate of his creatures, 
In the death which one day will deprive you of me. 

6. 

Mistake not, sweet sceptic, the cause of emotion, 

No doubt can tho mind of your lover invade ; 

He worships each look with such faithful devotion, 

A smile can enchant, or a tear can dissuade. 

6 . 

But as death, my beloved, soon or late shall o’ertake us, 
And our breasts which alive with such sympathy glow, 
Will sleep in the grave till thti blasj^ shall awake us, 
When calling the dead, in earth’s bosom laid low : 

7. 

Oh! then let us drain, while we may, draughts of pleasure, 
Which from passion like ours may unceasingly flow ; 
Let us pass round the cup of love’s bliss in full measure, 
And quaff the contents as our noctar below. 

1605. 

TO CAROLINE f. 

1 . 

Oh! when shall the grave hide for ever my sorrow 7 
Oh, when shall my soul wing her flight from this clay ? 
The present is hell, and the coming to morrow 
But brings, with new torture, the curse of to-day. 

* JwMrttd Um prWaU 'volttim. 
t Tfcto fOMB alie vfpialad frii# (h« pvimti 


2 

From my eye flows no tear, from my bps fall no eurisVi 
1 blast not the fiends wbo have hurled me &om bliss } 
For poor is soul which bewailing rehearses 
Its querulous grief, when in anguish like this. 

5. 

Was my eye, ’stead of tears, with red fiiry flakes 
bright’ning, 

Would my lips breathe a flame which no stream could 
assuage. 

On our foes should my glance lanch in vengeance its 
lightning, 

With transport my tongue give a loose to its rage. 

4. 

But now tears and curses, alike unavailing, 

Would add to the souls of our tyrants delight , 
Could they view us our sad separation bewailing, 
Their merciless hearts would rejoice at the sight. 

6 . 

Yet still, though we bend with a feign’d resignation, 
Life beams not for us with one ray that can cheer ; 
Love and hope upon earth bring no more consolation. 
In the grave is our liioj>c, for in life is our fear. 

6 . 

Oh ! when, my atlored, in the tomb will they place me, 
Since in life, love and friendship for ever are fled 7 
If again in the mansion of doatli 1 embrace thee, 
Perhaps they will leave unmolested tho dead. 

1605. 

STANZAS TO A LADY, 

WITH THE POEMS OF CAMOENB. 

1 . 

This votive pledge of fond esteem, 

Perhaps, dear girl ! for rao thou’lt prize , 

It sings of Love’s enchanting dream, 

A theme we never can despise, 

2 . 

Who blames it hnt the envious fool, 

The old and disappointed maid ? 

Or pupil of the prudish school, 

In single sorrow doom’d lo fade ? 

3. 

Then read, dear girl ! with feeling read, 

For thou wilt ne’er be one of those ; 

To thee in vain I shall not plead 
In pity for tho poet’s woes. 

4. 

He was in sooth a genuine bard ; 

His was no faint, fictitious flame : 

Like his, may love be thy reward. 

But not thy hapless fate tlio same. 

THE FIRST KISS OF LOVE*. 

“ 'A 

’Kpwra /ikovvov 

Anaerton. 

1 . 

.way with your fictions of flimsy romance ! 
f 'Those tissues of falsehood which folly has wove ! 
jlive me the mild beam of the soul-hreathing glance, 

Or the rapture which dwells on the first kiss of love. 

2 . 

'e rhymers, whose bosoms with phantasy glow, 

Whose pastoral passions arc made for the grove, 

'rom wliat blest inspiration your sonnets would flue 
Could you ever have tasted the first kiss of love I 

Tbwe ttantM were printed in the private volutiM, sad in tbt andsdk 
ion of Hours of Idleneeo, but omitted in the eecood. 

« Thoee tiwuese of fancy MorlahJ bee wof.-^Priwl§v0kim, 

Old Oixkfeeo of Polly/’ • 





8 , 

If A|K>tlQ «lioitld e^er bit amtstejne refuee, 

Ot the Nine be disposed from your service to rove, 
lovofcethem no more, bid luiien to the muse, 

And try the efieet of the first kiss of love. 

4. 

X hnie you, ye cold compositions of art : 

Though prudes may condemn mo, and bigots reprove. 
J court the effusions that spring from the heart 
Which throbs with delight to the first kiss of love. 

5 . 

Your shepherds, your flocks*, those fantasticsil themes. 

Perhaps may amuse, yet they never can move : 
Arcadia displays but a region of <lreams ; 

*Wliat are visions like these to the first kiss of love? 

8 . 

Oh ! cease to aflirm that man, since his birth 

From Adam till now, has with wretchedness strove ; 
Some portion of paradise still is on earth, 

And Eden revives in the first kiss of love. 

7. I 

When age chills the blood, when our pleasures are past — | 
For years fleet away with the wings of the dove- 
The dearest remembrance will still be the last, 

Our sweetest tncoiorial the first kiss of love. 

TO MARY. 

1 . 

Oh ! did those eyes, instead of fire. 

With bright but mild aflection shine, 

Though they might kindle less desire, 

L«ove, more than mortal, would lie thine. 

2 . 

For thou art form’d so heavenly fair, 

Howe’er tliose orbs may wildly beam, 

We must admire, but still despair ; 

That fatal glance forbids esteem. 

S. 

When Nature stamp’d thy beauteous birth, 

So much perfection in thee shone, 

She fear’d that, too divine for earth, 

♦The skies might claim thee for their own : 

4. 

Therefore, to guard her dearest work, 

Lest angels might dispute the prize, 

She bade a secret lightning lurk 
Within those once celestial eyes. 

5. 

These might the boldest sylph appal, 

When gleaming with meridian blaze ; 

Tliy beauty must enrapture all, 

But who can dare thine ardent gaze ? 

6. 

’Tie said that Berenice’s hair 

In stars adorns iho vault of heaven ; 

But they would ne’er permit thee there, 

Thou wouidst so far outshine tlie seven, 

7. 

For did those eyes as planets roll, 

Thy sister-lights would scarce appear ; 

E^en suns, which systems now control, 

Would twinkle dimly through their sphere. 

1806. 


Surely experienco might hasre tmight 
Tby firmest promises are nought^ 

But placed in all thy charms Imibre nvi^ 

All I forget but to adore thee. 

Oh, Memory ! thou choicest blessing 
When join’d with hope, when still possessu^;, 
But how much cursed by every lover 
When hope is fled and passion's over. 

Woman, that fair and fond deceiver, 

How prompt are striplings to believe her! 

How throbs the pulse wlien first we view 
The eye that rolls in glossy blue, 

Or sparkles black, or mildly throws 
A beam from under hazel brows ! 

Row (puck we credit every oath, 

And hiMr her plight the willing troth! 

Fondly we hope ’twill last for aye. 

When, lo ! .she changes in a day. 

Tins record will for ever stand, 

Woman, thy vows are traced in sand*.” 

I TO M. S. G. 

1 . 

When I dream that, you love me, you ’ll surely forgive 
Extend not your anger to ale«ip ; 

For in visions alone your aflection can live, — 

I rise, and it leav(^s me loo weep, 

» 2 . 

Then, Morpheus ! envelope my faculties fiist, 

Bhed o’er me your languor benign ; 

Should the dream oflo-night Imt resemble the last. 
What rapture celestial is mine ! 

3 . 

They tell us that slumber, the sister of death, 
Mortality’s ombl(?m is given : ' 

To fate how I long to resign my frail breath. 

If this be a foretaste of heaven 

4. 

Ah! frown not sweet lady, unbend your soft brow, 
Nor deem me too happy in this ; 

If I sin in my dream, I atone for it now, 

Thus doom’d but to gaze upon bliss. 

5. 

Though in visions, sweet lady, perhaps you may smile, 
Oh I think not my penance deficiciit ! 

When dreams of your presence my slumbers beguile, 
To awake will be torture sufficient. 


TO A BEAUTIFUL aUAKERf. 

Sweet girl ! though only once we met, 
That meeting I shall ne’er forget ; 

And though we ne’er may meet again, 
Remembrance will thy form retain. 

I would not say, “ I love,” hut still 
My senses str/iggle with my will : 

In vain to drive thee from my breast, 

My thoughts are more and more represt ; 
In vain 1 clieck the rising sighs. 

Another to the last replies : 

Porliaps this is not love, but yet 
Our meeting I can ne’er Ibrget. 

What though we never silence broke. 

Our eyes a sweeter language spoke ; 

The tongue in flattering falsehood dealsf 
And tells a tale it never feels : 

Deceit the guilty lips impart, 

And hush the mandates of the heart ; 


TO WOMAN. 

Woman! experience might have told me 
That all must love thee who behold thee ; 


Taor your phwi», ae.”— mlnm*. * tont liu« i» olntnBt a trunalation from s Bpanlth orovwrb. 

Oh 1 to that man, from tit hlrth,” ftc.— Privaf* vot- t Th<*«e Hnm werf In the privnie vidume, and the fimt •ditlon 

of Hours of Idleness, but sut)s»)u«utly omitted by tbe sutbar. 
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But a»t6ipr«terB, the eyes, 

Spurn such restraint, and scorn disguise. 

As thus our glances oft conversed, 

And all our iMsoms felt rehearsed, 

No spirit, ftom within, reproved us, 

Say rather, ‘‘ ’twas tlie spirit moved us.’* 

Though what they utter’d 1 repress, 

Yet I conceive thou’lt partly guess ; 

For as on thee my memory ponders, 

Perchance to me thine also wanders. 

This for myself, at least, I *11 say, 

Thy form appears through night, through day: 
Aw^ke, with it my fancy teems ; 

In sleep, it smiles in Heeling dreams ; 

The vision charms the hours away, 

And bids me curse Aurora’s ray 
For breaking slumbers of delight 
Which make me wish fur endless night. 

Since, oh ! whatc*er my future fate, 

Shall joy or woe my steps await, 

Tempted by love, by storms beset, 

Thine image I can ne’er forget. 

Alas ! again no more we meet, 

No more our former looks repeat ; 

Then let me breathe this parting prayer, 

The dictate of my bosom’s care : 

May Heaven so guard riiy lovely quaker, 

That anguish never can o’ertake her ; 

That peace and virtue ne’er forsake her, 

But bliss be aye her heart’s partaker ! 

Oh ! may tlie happy mortal, fated 
I’o be, by dearest tics, related, 

For her each hour new joys discover, 

And lose the husband in the lover t 
May tlmt fair bosom never know 
•What ’tis to feel the restless woe 
Which stings the soul, with vain regret, 

Of him who never can forget !’* 

SONG* 

1 . 

When 1 roved a young Highlander o’er the dark heath, 
And climb’d thy steep summir, oh Morven of snowj ! 
To gaze on the torrent that thunder’d beneath, 

Or the mist of the tempest that gatlier’d belowj, 
Uiitutor’d by science, a stranger to fear, 

A nd rude as the rocks where my intaiicy grew, 

No feeling, save one, to iny bosom was dear ; 

Need I say, my sweet Mary, ’twas centred in you? 

2 . 

Yet it could not be love, for I knew not the name, — 
What passion can dwell in the heart of a child ? 

But still I perceive an emotion the same 
As I fell, when a boy, on the crag-oover’d wild : 

One image alone on my bosom impress’d, 

I loved my bleak regions, nor panted for new ; 

And few were my wants, for my wislfes were bless’d ; 
And pure were my thoughts, for my soul was with you. 


At evo, on ray heatlt*«over*4 couch of repose, 

No dreams save of Mary were spresd to my viswi 
And warm to tho skies my devotions arose, 

For the first of my prayers was a blessing on yoiu, 

4 . 

1 left my bleak home, and my visions are gone ; 

The mountains are vanish’d, my youth is no more ; 
As the last of my race, 1 must wither alone, 

And delight but in days I have witness’d before : 

Ah ! splendour has raised, but embitter’d, my lot; 

More dear were the scenes which my infancy knew : 
Though my hopes may have fail’d, yet they are not 
forgot ; 

Though cold is my heart, still it lingers with you. 

6 . 

When I see some dark hill point its crest to tiie sky, 

I think of the rocks that o’ershadow Colbleen* ; 
When I see the soft blue of a love-speaking eye, 

I think of tliose eyes tliat endear’d the rude scene , 
When, liaply, some light-waving locks I behold, 

That faintly resemble my Mary’s in hue, 

I think on tho long-dowing ringlets of gold, 

The locks that were sacred to beauty and you* 

6 . 

Yet the day may arrive when tlie mountains once more 
Shall rise to my sight in their mantles of snow : 

But while these soar above rne unclianged as before. 
Will Mary be there to receive me ? ah, no ! 

Adieu, then, ye hills, wliere my childhood was bred*. 

Thou sweet flowing Deo, to lliy waters adieu ! 

No home in the forest shall shelter my head, 

Ah ! Mary, what home could be mine but witli you ? 

TO 1. 

1 . 

] Oh ! yes, I will own we were dear to each other ; 

The friendships of childhood, thou^ fleeting, are true ; 
The love which you felt was the love of a broker, 

Nor loss tho affection I cherish’d for you, 

0 . 

But friendship can vary licr gentle dominion, 

The attachment of years in a moment expires ; 

Like love, too, she moves on a swifl-waving pinion, 

But glows not, like love, with unquenchable fires. 

3. 

Full oft have we wander’d through Ida together, 

And blest were tho scenes of our youth I allow : 
li the spring of our life, how serene is the weather , 
But winter's rude tempests are gathering now. 

4. 

No more with affection shall memory blending 
The w'onled delights of our cldldhood retrace : 

When pride steels tiie bosom, llie heart is unbending, 
And what would be justice appears a disgrace. 

5. 

However, dear S , for I still must esteem you— 

The few whom I love I can never upbraid— 

The chance which has lost may in future redeem you, 
Repentance will cancel the vow you have made. 

6 . 


3. 

I arose with the dawn ; with my dog as my guide, 

From mountain to mountain 1 bounded along ; 

I breastedll tho billows of Dee’s** rushing tide, _ 

And heard at a distance the Highlander’s song : ^ w 

. To M&ry Duflf. First published In the secoud eiiltiou of Hour* of 
Idleness. 

t Morven, a lofty mounUdn to Aberdeendiire ; “ Qormal of anow,” ia 
an expression frequently to be found in Ossian. 

t This will not appear extraordinary to thoee who have been aocurtomed 
to the rooutitains ; it is by no means uncommon on attaining the top of 
Ben-e-vis, Beu-y-bourd, &c. to perceive between the summit and Uie val- 
levj cloudis inuring down rain, and occasionally accompanied liy lightning, 
while the s^tator Uterally looks down uiMn the storm, perfectly secure 
from its tSocU, 

l| Breaotiag tbc loay surge.— -<8haksspsare. 

** The Dee is a beautiful river, whleh rises near Mar Lodge, and falls 
ato the sea at ZVhw Aberdten. 


I will not complain, and though chill’d is aflcction, 

Will) me no corroding resentment shall live : 

My bosom is calm’d by the simple reflection, 

That both may be wrong, and that both should forgive. 
7. 

You know tliat my soul, that my heart, my existence, 
If danger demanded, were wholly your own ; 

You knew me unalter’d by years or by distaneOi 
Devoted to love and friendship alone. 

* Culblerii is a mountain near the verge of the Hi^htaiide, notlar finm 
the ruins of Dm Castle. 

1 This [wf m was hm publuhcd in ths Houi-s of Idleness. 
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8 . 

You knew-— — 4nit away with the vain retrospection ! 
The bond of affection no longer endures ; 

Too late you may droop o’er the fond recollection, 
And sigh for the friend who was formerly yours. 

9 . 

For the present, we part^I will hope not for ever, 
For time and regret will restore you at last ; 

To forget our dissension we both should endeavour, 

1 ask no atonement but days like the past. 

TO MARY, 

on aacaiviirG hek PicTtras* 

1 . 

This faint resemblance of thy charms, 

Though strong as mortal art could give, 

My constant heart of fear disarms, 

Revives my hopes, and bids me live. 

2 . 

Here 1 can trace the locks of gold 
Which round thy snowy forehead wave. 

The cheeks which sprung from Beauty’s mould, 

The lips which made me Beauty’s slave. 

3. 

Hero I can trace — ah, no ! that eye 
Whose azure floats in liquid fire, 

Must all the painter’s art defy, 

And bid him from the task retire, 

4. 

Here 1 behold its beauteous hue, 

But where’s the beam so sweetly straying* 

Which gave a lustre to its blue, 

Like Luna o’er the ocean playing ? 

5. 

Sweet copy t far more dear to me. 

Lifeless, unfeeling as thou art, 

Than all the living forms could be, 

Save her who placed thee next my heart. 

6. 

She placed it, sad, with needless fear. 

Lest time might shake my wavering soul, 

Unconscious tliat her image there 
Hold every sense in fast control. 

7. 

I'hrough hours, through years, tlirough time ’twill cheer 
My hope, in gloomy moments, raise ; 

In life’s last conflict ’twill appear. 

And meet my fond expiring gaze. 

TO LESBIAf. 

1 . 

Lesbia ! since far from you I’ve ranged, 

Our souls with fond a]foction glow not 
You say ’tis I, not you, have changed, 

I ’d tell why,— but yet I know not. 

2 . 

Your polish’d brow no cares have crost ; 

And, Lesbia ! we are not much older, 

Since trembling first my heart 1 lost, 

Or told my love, with hope grown bolder. 

3 . 

Sixteen was then our utmost age, 

Two yearn have lingering past away, love ! 
ji|pd now new thoughts our minds engage, 

J(kl least I feel disposed to stray, love I 


4 . 

’Tis I that am alone to blame, 

1, that am guilty of love’fl treason ; 

Since your sweet breast is still tbe same, 
Caprice must be my only reason 

5. 

I do not, love ! suspect your truth, 

With jealous doubt my bosom heaves not ; 

Warm was the passion of my youth, 

One trace of dark deceit it leaves not. 

6. 

No, no, my flame was not pretended. 

For, oh ! 1 loved you most sincerely ; 

And — though our dream at last is ended— 
My bosom still esteems you dearly. 

7. 

No more we meet in yonder bowers ; 
Absence has made me prone to roving ; 

But older, firmer hearts than ours 
Have found monotony in loving. 

8 . 

Your cheek’s soft bloom is unimpair’d, 

New beauties still are daily bright’ning, 

Your eye for conquest beams prepared, 

The forge of love’s resistless lightning. 

9. 

Arm’d thus, to make their bosoms bleed, 

Many will throng to sigh like me, love ! 

More constant they may prove, indeed ; 
Fonder, alas ! they ne’er can be, love ! 


LINES ADDRESSED TO A YOUNG LADY*. 

An Uie author WRM dmchurglng liis pistols in a garden, two ladies passing 
near the spot were nianneclhy the sound of a bullet hissing near them, 
to one of whom tite following stanzas were addressed the next Bnomlnf . 

1. 

Doubtless, sweet girl, the hissing lead, 

Wafting destruction o'er thy charms, 

And hurtling t thy lovely head, 

Has fill’d (hat breast with fond alarms. 

2 . 

Surely some envious demon’s force, 

V fix’d to behold such beauty here, 

Impell’d the bullet’s viewless course, 

Diverted from its first career. 

3. 

Yes, in that nearly fatal hour 

The ball obey’d some hell-born guide ; 

But Heaven, witlt interposing power, 

In pity turn’d the death aside. 

4. 

Yet, as perchance one trembling tear 
Upon that thrilling bosom fell ; 

Which I, th* ifiliconscious cause of fear 
Extracted from its glistening cell : 

5. 

Say, what dire penance can atone 
For such an outrage done to thee ? 

Arraign’d before thy beauty’s throne , 

Wfcwit punishment wilt thou decree ? 

6. 

Might I perform the judge’s part, 

The sentence I should scarce deplore ; 

It only would restore a heart 
Which but belong'd to thee before. 


* But wlMre’a ihe heun of nfl dedn ? 

* ive a lustre to its blue, 

only love could e'er inepfare. 

PHvati voJmpw. 

the private toIiom. 


^ Theee etawas are ooW found in tbe private volume, 
t Thie vord ie used by ^ray, in his poem to the Fatal SI s t iw 
** Iroa sieet of arrowy ahower 
Uurilee through the dathee’d eir.** 
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The least at(Hiement I can make 
Is to become no longer free ; 
Henceforth I breathe but for thy sake, 
Thou shall be all in all to me. 

8 . 

But thou, perhaps, mayst now reject 
Such expiation of my guilt : 

Come then, some other mode elect ; 

Let it be death, or what thou wilt. 

9. 

Chose then, relentless ! and I swear 
Nought shall thy dread decree prevent ; 
Yet hold — one little word forbear ! 

Let it be aught but banishment. 


LOVE’S LAST ADIEU*. 

**A«d’,a« /i« 

Anacreon. 

1 . 

The roses of love glad the garden of life. 

Though nurtur^’mid woods dropping pestilent dew, 
Till Tim (5 crops * leaves with unmerciful knife, 

Or prunes them for ever in love s lust adieu ! 

2 . 

In vain with endearments w'c sootlie tlic sad heart, 

In vain do we vow for an age to be true ; 

The chance of an hour may command us to part. 

Or death disunite us in love’s last adi(5U ! 

3. 

Still Hope, breathing peace through the grief-swollen 
breast, 

kV ill whisper, “Our meeting wc yet may renew : 
With this dream of deceit half our sorrow’s represt, 
Nor taste we the poison of love’s last adieu ! 

* 4. 

Oh 1 mark you yon pair : in the sunshine of youth 
Love twined round their childhood his flowers as they 
grew ; 

They flourish awhile in the season of truth, 

Till chill’d by the winter of love's last adieu ! 

5. 

Sweet lady ! why thus doth a tear steal its way 
Down a cheek which outrivals thy bosom in hue ? 

Yet why do I ask ?— to distraction a prey, 

Thy reason has perish’d with love’s last adieu! 

6 . 

Oh! who is yon misanthrope, shunning mankind ? 

From cities to caves of the forest he flow : 

There, raving, he howls his complaint to the wind ; 

The mountains rcvci’berate love’s last adieu ! 

7, 

Now hate rules a heart which in lovjj’s easy chains 
Once passion’s tumultuous blandishments know ; 
Despair now inflames the dark tide of his veins ,* 

He ponders in frenzy on love’s last adieu ! 

8. 

How he envies the wretch with a soul wrapt in steel ! 

His pleasures are scarce, yet his troubles are few, 
Who laughs at the pang that he never can feel, 

And dreads not the anguish of love’s last adieu ! 

9, 

Youth flies, life decays, even hope is o’ercast ; 

No more with love’s former devotion we sue : 

He spreads his young wing, he retires with the blast ; 
The shroud of affection is love’s last adieu ! 

* Thta pi rg m wu In th« Mcood edition of Hour* of IdlenaN. 


la. N 

In this life of probation for rapture divinV 
Astrea^deciares tliat some penance is (K 
Prom him who has worshipji’d at love’s geitv 
The atonement is ample in love’s last adV 

11 . 

Who kneels to the god on his altar of light 
Must myrtle and cypress altoruaiely strew : 
His myrtle, an emblem of purest delight ; 

His cypress, the garland of love’s last adieu ! 


DAM.ETAS. 

In law an infant and in years a boy, 

In mind a slave to every vicious jA; 

From every s(*ns(‘ of s^j^arac aiid virtue wean’d, 

In lies an adept, in Jlficii a fiend ; 

Verstd ill hypocrisy while yet a child ; 

Fickle as wind, of inclinations wild ; 

Woman his dupe, hi.s hccdJe.s.s friend a tool ; 

Old in ihn world, tiioiigh scarcely broke from school ; 
Daimrlas ran tlirough all the maze of sin, 

And found the goal when others just begin : 

Even still contiictirig passions shako his soul, 

And bid liim drain dregs of [ileasure’s bowl ; 

But, pall’il with vice, he breaks his former chain. 

And what was once his bliss appears his bane. 


TO MARION. 

Marion ! wliy tliat pensive brow? 

What disgust to life hast thou ? 

Change that discon! ented air : 

Frowns become not one so fair, 

’Tis not love disturbs thy rest, 

Love’.s a stranger to tliy breast ; 

Ho in dimpling smiles appears, 

Or mourns in sweetly timid tears, 

Or bends the languid eyelid down, 

But shuns Uie cold forbidding frown. 

Then resume tby former fire, 

Some will love, and allatlmire; 

While lliat icy asjn'ct chills us, 

Nought hut cool indhrerence tlirills u.s. 

Wonldst thou wandering hearts boguilo, 

Smile at least, or seem to smile. 

Eyes like thine were never meant 
To hide ihtdr <»rbs in dark restraint ; 

Spite of all thou fain wouldst .say, 

Still in truant beams they play. 

Thy lips — but here my modest Muso 
Her impulse chaste must needs refuse : 

Slie blushes, curl’sies, frowns, — in sliort, she 
Dreads least lli^ subject should transport me; 
And flying off in search of reason, 

Brings prudence back in projier season. 

All 1 shall therefore say (whato’er 
I think, is neither here nor there ) 

Is, that such lips, of looks endearing', 

Were form’d for Indter things than sneering ,* 

Of soothing compliments divested, 

Advice at least’s disinterested ; 

Such is my artless song to thee, 

From all the flow of flattery free ; 

Counsel like mine is as a brother’s, 

My heart is given txy some others ; 

That is to say, unskill’d to cozen. 

It shares itself among a dozen. 

Marion, adieu ! oh ! ixr’ylliee slight not 
This warning, though it may delight not; 

* The Ootldcwof Jusiic*. r 

1 1» Jaw tytry person is an infant who has aoi sliained t)it age of 
wentj-ooe. 



Ami, l«sl my precepts be displeasing 
To those who think remonstrance teasing, 
At once I’ll tell thee otir opinion 
Concerning woman’s soft dominion : 
Howe’er we gaze with admiration 
On eyes of blue or lips carnation, 
Howe’er the flowing locks attract us, 
Howe’er those beauties may distract us, 
Still fickle, we are prone to rove, 

These cannot fix our souls to love : 

It is not too severe a stricture 
To say they form a pretty picture ; 

But wouldst thou see the secret chain 
Which binds us in your humble train, 

To liail you (jueens of all creation, 

Know, in a >!||||rd, ’tis Animation. 


OSCAR OP ALVA*. 


1 . 

How sweetly shines, through azure skies, 

The lamp of heavcti on Lora’s shore; 

Where Alva’s hoary turrets rise, 

And hoar the din of arms no more. 

2 . 

But often has yon rolling moon 
On Alva’s casques of silver play’d ; 

And view’d at midnight’s silent rio<»n, 

Her chiefs in gleaming mail array’d : 

3 . 

And on the crimson’d rocks beneath, j 

Which scroll o’er ocean's sullen flow, 

Pale in the scatter’d ranks of death, 

She saw the grasping warrior low ; 

4 . 

While* many an eye which ne’er again 
Could markf the rising orb of day. 

Turn’d leehly from th(? gory plain, 

Beheld in death her fading ray. 

5 . 

Once to t)»ose eyes the lamp of Love, 

They blest her dear propitious light 
But now she glimmer’d from above, 

A .sail, funereal torch of n'ght. 

6 . 

Faded is Alva’s nohle racOj 
And gray her towers are seen afar 
No more her heroes urge the chase, 

Or roll the crimson tide of war, 

7 . 

But who was last of Alva’s clan ? 

Why grows the moss on Alva’s stone? 

Her towers resound no steps of man, 

They echo to the galo alone. 

And when that gale is fierce and high, 

A sound is hoard in yonder hall ; 

It rises hoarsely through the sky, 

And vibratos o’er the mouldering wall, 

9 . 

Yes, when the eddying tempest sighs, 

It shakes the shield of Oscar brave ; 

But there no more hivS banners rise, 

No more his plumes of sable wave. 

ftiit poem wM imbUihed for the first time in Hours of Mleuess. 
rh» catastrophe of this tale was suggested l)y the sto^ of “ Jeronyme 
Lorenso,** in the first volume of tlw “ Armenian, or GhostJSeer.” U 
bears tome resemblance to a scene in the third act of ” Macbeth 

• nriiife. Flrnt edition, wAsn. 

♦ Mark, Pirsl edition, viate. 


10 . 

Fair shone the sun on Oscar’s birtli, 

When Angus hail’d his eldest born , 

The vassals round their chieftain’s hearth 
Crowd to applaud tlio happy morn. 

11 . 

They feast upon the mountain deer. 

The pibrcKjh raised its piercing note 

To gladden more their highland cheer. 

The strains in martial numbers float : 

12 . 

And they who lioard the war-notes wild 
Hoped that one day the pibroch’s strain 

Should play before the hero’s ciiild 
While he should lead the tartan train. 

13 . 

Another year is quickly past, 

And Angus hails another son ; 

His natal day is like the last, 

Nor soon the jocund feast w'as done. 

14 . 

Taught hy their sire to bend the bow, 

On Alva’s dusky hills of wind. 

The boys in childhood chased the roo, 

And left their hounds in s]>ei^bohind. 

15 . 

But ere their years of youth are o’er, 

They mingle in the ranks of war ; 

They liglitly wheel the bright claymore, 

And send the whistling arrow' far. 

16 . 

Dark was the flow of Oscar’s hair, 

AVildly it stream’d along the gah 

But Allan’s locks were bright and fair, 

And pensive seem’d his check, and pale. 

17 . 

But Oscar own’d a hero’s soul, 

His dark «*ye sliono tlirough beams of truth; 

Allan had early learii’d control, 

And smooth his words had been from youth. 

13 

Both, both were hravii ; the Saxon spe^r 
Was shiver’d oft henonth their steel ; 

And Osiiiir’s bosom setjrn’d to foar, 

But Oscar’s bosom knew to feel ; 

19 . 

While Allan’s soul belied his form, 

Unworthy with such charms to dwell: 

Keen as the lightning of the storm, 

On foes his deadly vengeance fell. 

20 . 

From liigh Southannon’s distant tower 
Arrive<l a young and nohle dame ; 

With Kenneth’s lanils to form her dower, 
Glenalvon’s blue-eyed daughter came; 

21 . 

And Oscar claim’d the beauteous bride, 

And Angus on his Oscar smiled ; 

It Rootlied the father’s feudal pride 
Thus to obtain Glenalvon’s child. 

22 . 

Hark to the pibroch’s pleasing note ! 

Hark to tJie swelling nuptial song. 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong. 

23 . 

See how the heroes’ blood-red plumes 
Assembled wave in Alva’s hall ; 

Each youtli his varied plaid assumes, 
Attending on their chieftain’s call. 



24 . 

It is not war their aid demands, 

The pibroch plays tlie son^ of peace ; 

To Oscar’s nuptials throng the l>ands, 

Nor yet the sounds of pleasure 

25. 

But where is Oscar? sure ’tis laic : 

Is this a bridegroom’s ardent flaniu? 

While thronging guests and ladies wait, 

Nor Oscar nor liis brother came. 

26. 

At length young Allan join’ll flie bride : 

“Why comes not Oscar Angus said ; 
‘•Is he not hero?” the youth replied ; 

“With me he roved not o’er tlie glade. 

27. 

“ Perchance., ft^rgelful of the day, 

’Tis his to cluisn the bounding roe ; 

Or ocean’s weaves prolong his stay ; 

Vet Oscar’s hark is seldom slow.” 

28. 

“Oh, no I” the anguish’d sire rejoin’d, 

JSJor e.hase*, nor ^Yave, niv boy tlelay ; 
Would he to Mora seem unkind I 
VVo\)ld ang^il Jo Ikt impede liis wav ? 

29. 

‘■‘Oh 1 s('an'h, ye ehiels ! oh ! search around 
Allan, vvifh ihe.se tiu’otjgii Alva Hy , 

Till Oscar, till niy sou is fi>und, 

Ha.sfe, hast<‘, nor dure uJ tempt reply." 

30. 

All is confusion — through the vale 
The name of Oscar hoarsely rings 
It rise« on llic murm’ring gnlc, 

Till night expands lu.'r du^ky wing.s ; 

31. 

It breaks the stillness f>f the night. 

But ec.hoes tlirouglj her slanles in vain : 

It sounds tbr(mgh jnornijig’.s misty ligld, 

Hu> O^ciir <’omcs not o’('r the plain. 

32. 

Tliree days, three sler‘pless nights, the Chief 
For Oserir scarrh’d each mf*(mtai?i cave ; 
Then hope is lost ; in ]»o!iriflless grief, 

His loi'ks ill gra\'"torri ririgicl.s wave. 

.33. 

‘‘Oscar! my son 1 — thou Cod of Ileav’n 
Restore the prop of sinking age ! 

Or if that hope no more is given, 

Yield his assassin to iny rage. 

31. 

“Yes, on some de.sert rocky shore 
My Oscar’s whiten’d bones must lie ; 

Then grant, thou God ! I ask no more, 

With him his frarUic sire niiy die ! 

35. 

“Yef. he may live, — away, despair! 

Be calm, my soul ! he yet may live ; 

T’ arraign my fate, my voice forbear ! 

0 God ! my impious prayer forgive ! 

36. 

“What, if be live for me no more, 

1 sink forgotten in the dust, 

The hop«i of Alva’s age is o’er : 

Alas ! can pangs like these be just?” 

37. 

Thus did the hapless parent mourn, 

Till Time, who soothes sevcre.st woe, 

Had bade serenity return, 

And made tJic tear-drop cease to flow. 


38 . 

For still .some latent hope survived 
That Oscar might once more appear ; 

His hope now drooy)’d anrl now revived, 

Till Tiim* had told a tedious year. 

39. 

Days roll’d along, the orb of light 
Again had run his (Iestin»*«:l race; 

No Oscar bles«’d Ins father's sight, 

And sorrow" left a (aititor trace, 

40. 

For youthful Allan sliil remain’d, 

And now his fallier’.s only joy : 

And Mora’s heart wns quickly gain'd, 

For beauty crown’d t.lie fair-hair’d hoy. 

41. 

She thought that Oscar low was laid. 

And Allan's fare was wondrous fair; 

If Oscar lived, .'?ome ofher maid 

Hail ei, lim'd his faitliless bosom's care. 

42. 

And Angus said, if one year more 
In fruiMcss h<*pe was jiass’d away, 

His fond»*st scruples should h(‘ o'er, 

And lie woiil<{ name llieir nuptial day. 

43. 

5^1ow roll’d flic moons, but blest ai last 
Arrived tin* dearly doNfim-d ni.irn ; 

The year of }nixi<»iis tn nililing [lasl, 

What smiles lh(‘ love‘r\s checks adorn! 

44. 

Hark to the jiihroeli’s yilensing note ! 

Hark to the swelling nuptial song! 

In joyous strains the voices float, 

And still the choral peal prolong, 

45. 

Again the elan, in festive erowil, 

Throng fhnmgh the gate of Alva’s hall ; 

The sounds of reirtli n-eflio loud. 

And all their firmer joy recjill. 

46. 

But who is he, whose darken'd brow 
Glooms in the mitlsl nf general mirth? 

Be.firo his eyes lar fiercer gloiv 

The blue flurries eurdh' o\t the hearth. 

47. 

Dark is the rohe whleh uraps his form, 

And tall his plume of gory red ; 

His voice is like llir* ri'^ing storm, 

But ligiit and trackless is his tread, 

48. 

’Tis noon of night, the pledge, goes round, 
The bridegroom’s liealth is deeply qiiaflT’d ; 

With shouts the vaulted roofs resound, 

And all combine to hail tlie draught. 

49. 

Sudden the Ktranger-rhief arose, 

And. all the elamorous crowd are hush’d ; 

And Angus’ cheek with wonder glows, 

And Mora's tender bosom blush’d. 

50. 

“ Old man!*’ he cried, “ tbi't jfledge is done ; 
Thou saAvVt ’iwas duly drank by me ; 

It hail’ll the ntjptial.s of thy son : 

Noiv will I claim a plerlgi? from fhec. 

51. 

“ While all around is mirth and joy, 

To bless thy Allan’s happy lot, 

Say, had'st thou ne'er another hoy ? 

Say, wliv should Oscar Iw* forgot ?’* 



62 . 

Alas !’* the hapless sire replied, 

The big tear starling as he spoke, 

When Oscar left niy hall, or died, 

This agqd heart was almost broke. 

53 . 

** Thrice has the earth revolved her course I 

Since Oscar’s form has hless’d my sight ; 

And Allan is my last resource, 

Since martial Oscar’s death or flight.” j 

64 . 

’Tis well,” replied the stranger stern, 

And fiercely flash’d his rolling eye; 

** Thy Oscar’s fate I fain would learn ; 

Perhaps the hero did not die. 

65 . 

“ Perchance, if those whom he most loved, 

Would call, thy Oscar might return 
Perchance the chief has only roved ; 

For him thy Beltane* yet may burn. 

56 . 

“ Fill high the bowl the table round, 

We will not claim the pledge by stealth ; 

With w’ine let every (aip be crowm’d ; 

Pledge me departed Oscar's health.” 

57 . 

“ With all my soul,” old Angus said, 

And fill’d his goblet to the brim ; 

“ Here’s to my hoy ! alive or dead, 

1 ne’er shall f nd a son like him.” 

68 , 

Bravely, old man, this health has sped ; 

But wliy does Allan trembling stand ? 

Come, drink l emcinhrance of the dead, 

And raisti thy cup with firmer hand,” 

69 . I 

The crimson glow of Allan’s face J 

Was turn’ll at once to ghastly hue; 

The droj)B of death each f»ther chase 
Adown in agonizing dew. 

60 . 

Thrice did he raise the goblet high, 

An<l thrice his lips refused to taste ; 

For thrice lie cauglit the stranger’s eye 
On his with deadly fury placed. 

61 . 

“ And is it thus a brother hails 

A brother’s fond romembranco here ? 

If dius alfect ion’s strength prevails, 

What might we not expect I’rom fear ?” 

62 . 

Roused by t)»o sriocr, he raised the bowl, 

“ Would Oscar now could shave our mirth I’ 
Internal fear appall’d his soul ; 

He said, and ilash’d the cup to earth. 

63 . 

’Tis he ! I hear my murderer’s voice !” 

Loud slii ieks a darkly gleaming form ; 

“ A mtirderei ’s voice !” the roof replies, 

And deeply swells the bursting storm. 

6 ^ 1 . 

The tapers wink, the chieftains shrink, 

The stranger’s gone,— amidst the crew 
A form was seen in tartan green, 

And tall the shade terrific grew. 

* Beluuw TrM, a Hi^land festtvvl on Oio f)r»t of May, hekl near firet 
DfhieAir the ocowiion. 


66 . 

His waist was bound with a broad belt round. 

His plume of sable stream’d on high ; 

But his breast was bare, with the red wounds there^ 
And fix’d was the glare of his glassy eye. 

66 . 

And thrice he smiled, with his eye so«ivild, 

On Angus bending low the knee ; 

And thrice he frown’d on a chief on the ground, 
Whom shivering crowds with horror see. 

67 . 

The bolts loud roll, from pole to pole, 

The thunders through the welkin ring, 

And the gleaming form, through the mist of the c*orm 
Was borne on high by the whirlwind’s wing. 

68 . 

Cold was the feast, the revel ceased. 

Who lies upon the stony floor ? 

Oblivion press’d old Angus’ breast*. 

At lengtli his life-pulse throbs once more. 

69 . 

Away, away ! let the leech essay 
To pour the light on Allan’s eyes *” 

His sand is done,— his race is run ; 

Oh ! never more shall Allan rise J 

70 . 

But Osc-ar’s breast is cold as clay, 

His locks are lifted by the gale ; 

And Allan’s barbed arrow lay 
With him in dark G lentanar’s vale, 

71 . 

And whence the dreadful stranger came, 

Or who, no mortal wight can tell ; 

But no one doubts the form of flame. 

For Alva’s sons knew Oscar well, 

72 . 

Ambition nerved young Allan’s hand. 

Exulting ilcmous wing’d his dart ; 

While Envy waved her bmiiing brand, 

And pour’d her vtmom round his heart. 

73 . 

Swift is the shaft finm Allan’s bow : 

Wlioso streaming life-blood stains his side? 

Dark Oscar's sable cie'U is low, 

The dart has drunk his vital tide. 

74 . 

And Mora’s eye eonld Allan move, 

She bade his wounded f»rlilc, rebel : 

Alas ! that eyes whicli beamed with love 
Should urge the soul to deeds of hell ! 

75 . 

ha ! serst thou not a lonely tomb 
Which rises o’er a w'arrior dead ? 

It glimmers through the twilight gloom ; 

Oh! that is Allan’s nuptial Iwd. 

76 . 

Far, distant far, fhe noble grave 

Which held his clan’s great ashes stood ; 

And o'er his corse no banners wave, 

For tliey were stain’d with kindred blood. 

77 . 

What minstrel gray, what hoary bard, 

Shall Allan’s deeds on harp-strings raise ? 

The song 'is glory’s chief reward. 

But who can strike a murderer’s praise ? 

78 . 

Unstrung, untonch’d, the harp must stand, 

No minstrel dare the theme awake ; 

Guilt would benumb his palsied hand, 

His harp in shuddering chords would break. 

* Old Angaa press'd themrth %ilb his bresst.— Pfrst Mditiom. 



79 . 

No lyre of fame, no hallow’d verse, 
Shall sound his glories high in air : 

A dying father’s bitior curse, 

A brother’s death groan echoes there. 


TO THE DUKE OF DORSET. 

In looklnj^ over my pnpera to aelect a Tew additiorml poema for Uiii 
jjHapnd edition, 1 found the following lines, which 1 had totally forgot- 
Ten, composed in the summer of 18U5, a short time previous to my depar- 
ture fnira Hamm. They were nddi'ftssed to a young schmdfellow of fuel 
rank, who had been my frequent companioa iu some ramlile# through tht 
neigiilx^riiig country ; however, he never saw the lines, and most proba- 
bly never will. As, on are-jjerusal, I found them not worse than nnint 
other pieces in the coUection, 1 have now published Uicm, fot' the first tane, 
after a slight revision. 

Dorset ! whose early steps with mine have stray’d, 
Exploring every path of Ida’s glade, 

Whom still aifeclion taught me to defend, 

And made me les.s a tyrant than a friend ; 

Though the harsh custom of our youthful band 
Bade thee obey, and gave 7ne to command* ; 

Tliee on whose head a few short year.s will shower 
The gifts of riches and the pride of power ; 

E’en now a name illustrious is tliine own, 

Renown’d in rank, not far beneath the throne. 

Yet Dorset, let not iliis seduce thy soul 
To shun fair science, or evade control ; 

Though passive tulorst, fearful to dispraise 
The titled child, whoso future breath may raise, 

V iovv ducal errors with indulgent eyes, 

And wink at faults they tremble to chastise. 

When youthful parasites, who bond the knee 
To wealth, their golden idol, not to thee, — 

And even in simple boyhood’s opening dawm 
hjoino slaves are Ibund io flat I or and to fawn, — 

When flie.se dorian’, ‘‘that ponij) alone .should w'ait 
On one by birth predrslJiird to be grral ; 

'riiat hooks were only m'*afit for drudging fmls, 

That gallant spirits soorn the common rulfs,” 

B'dieve- them not. — tliey ))oiiit llie path to shame 
And seek to blast tlm honours of thy name. 

Turn to tin- few in Ida's early throng, 

VVhos(‘ souls ilisdain not to cundcmti the wrong; 

Or if, nmiilst the (’omradrs of thy youth, 

None dare to raise tlic storner voice of truth, 

Ask thine oAvn heart; ’twill hid tlio<’., boy, forbear; 
b^or v^eli I know that virtiu' lingers there. 

Yes! I have mark’d thee many a passing day, 

But now new scenes invite me far away ; 

Ves I have mark’d within that generous mind 
A soul, if well matured, lo bless mankind. 

Ah! though myself by nature haughty, wild, 

Whom Indiscretion hail’d her favourite child; 

Though every error stamjis me for lier owm, 

And dooms my fall, T fain would fall alone ; 

Though my proud heart no [irecopt now can lame, 

I love the virlue.s which 1 cannot claim, 

’Tis not enough, with other sori#of power, 

To gleam the lambent meteor of an hour ; 

To swell some [►eerago page in feeble pride. 

With long-drawn names that grace no page beside ; 
Then share with titled crowds the common lot— 

In life just gazed at, in the grave forgot ; 

While nought divides thee from the vulgar dead, 
Except the dull, cold stone that hides thy head, 


The mouldering ’scutcheon, or the herald’s roll, 

Tliat well-omblazon’d but neglected scroll. 

Where lords, unhonour’d, in the tomb may find 
One spot, to leave a worthless name behind. 

There sleep, unnoticed as the gloomy vaults 
♦That veil their dust, their follies, and their faults, 

A race with old armorial lists o’erspread, 

In records destined never to bo read. 

Fain w'ould I view thee, with prophetic eyes, 

Exalted more among the good and wise, 

A glorious and a long career punsue, 

As first in rank, the first in talent too : 

Spurn every vi(’e, each little meanness shun ; 

Not Fortune’s minion, but her noblest son. 

Turn to the annals of a former day, 

Bright are the deeds thine earlier sires display. 

I One, though a courtier, lived a man of wortli, 

And call’d, proud boa.st ! the British drama forthf. 
Another view, not loss renown’d for wit ; 

Alike for courts, and camps, or senates fit; 

Bold in the field, and favour’d by tlie Nine ; 

In every splendid part ordain’d to shine ; 

Far, far distinguish’d from the glittering throng, 

'I’lie pride of princes, and the boast of songj. 

Such wuire thy fathers ; thus preserve their name ; 

Not heir to titles only, but to fame. 

The }u>ur draws nigh, a few brief days will close, 

To me, this littki scene of joys and woes ; 

Each knell of Time now warns me to resign 
fc5hade.s wlu'ro Hope, Peace, and Friendship all were 
mine : 

Hope, that could vary like the rainbow’s hue, 

And gild their pinions as the moments flew ; 

'eaco, tlial reflection never frown’d away, 
ly dreams of ill to cloud some future day ; 

^Viends'hip, whoso truth let childltood only tell; 

Alas ! tlicy love not long who love so well. 

To these adieu ! nor let me linger o’er 
icone.s hail’d as exiles hail their native shore, 

Uccediiig slinvly through the dark-blue deep, 

3<‘hel(l by eyes that mourn, yet cannot weep, 

Dorset, farewell! I will not ask one part 
)f sad remomhrnnee in so ywuag ahi’arf ; 

The coming morrow from tJiy youthful mind 
Will sweep rny name, nor leave a trace heliind. 

And y«?t, perhaps, in some maturer Vf’ar, 

Since ehanre leas llirown us iu the self-same spltere, 
■Jiiice the sauK' senate, nay, the .varne debate 
IVTay one tiny elaim our sutfraue for the state, 

We hence may meet, and pass each other by 
With faint regard, or cold and distant eye. 

'^or me, in future, neithf^r friend nor foe, 

A stranger to thyself, thy weal or woe. 

With thee no more again T liope to trace 
The recolioclion of otir early race ; 

o more, as once, in social hours rejoice, 

.)r hear, unless in crowds, thy well-known voice, 

Still, if the wishes of a heart untaught 
To veil those feelings whiclt perchance it ought, 
f llujse — but let me ccaso the lengthen’d strain — 

)h ! if these wishes arc not breathed in vain, 

The guardian scraj)!! who directs ihy fate 
Will leave thee glorious as he found thee great, 

* Rpe (tie KaiYK' line in liRra, stanza 11. 

t “ Ttioojau Stvckrillo, Lord Buckburzt, created Earl of Dorset hy 
..imps the first, wan mie of the liarlieit and hrl^ihtefl omamenta to iti'e 
[iijTiry of hiR rountry, and the finit who produced a regular drama.’ '» 
Awleixm'it iintish Pueiu. 


•At every pulilic school (he Junior hoynare comiilotely suhaorvleijt to Lite 
«p[)cr forms till tliev Miaiti a scat in the higher classeji. Prom this Hiate 
otprobatton, very properly, no rank isczenipt ; but after a certain period 
they command iu turn those who succeed. . .. . 

t Allow me to disclaim any persutml alliwlons, even the roost distant ; I 
mswly mention generally what is too often the weakness of preceptors. 


} Charles Sackville, Karl of Dorset, esteemed the most eccmmiliHlied 
.aui Ilf Ins dav, was ulike distuisuishcd in the vulupluous rourt of Charles 
I, and the glmitny one of William ill. He hehsv^ with great gallantry 
1 the sea fight with the Dutch in 1W6, on the day firevlons to wlilcli he 
imi{K)sed his celctiratsd song. Uis character has lieen drawn in the 
it>liest colours l>y Dryden, Pope, Prior, and Congrere.—Aiidsrson’s Bri 
i$h Pott$, 



TRANSLATIONS AND IMITATIONS 


ADRIAN’S ADDRESS TO HIS SOUL WHEN 
DYING. 

Animula ! vagula, blandula, 

Hospes, comcfssque, corporis, 
duo) nunc abibis in ioca ? 

Pallidula, rigida, niidula, 

Nec, ut soles, dabis jocos. 

TKANSLATIOW. 

Ah ! gentlo, fleeting, wav’ririg sprite, 

Friend and associate of this clay ! 

To what unknown region bomt», 

Wilt Uiou now wing thy distant flight ? 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But pallid, cheerless, and forlorn. 


TRANSLATION FROIVT CATULT^US. 

AD LH8B1AM. 

R(iUAL to Jove (hat youth must l)e — 

(Greater than Jove, he seems to mo — 

Who, free from jealousy’s alarms, 

S<'.curely views thy matchles.s «;haniis. 

That cheek, which ever dimpling glows. 

That mouth, from wlnmce such music flows, 
To him, alike, are always known, 

Res(5rved for him, and him alone. 

Ah! Lcsbial thougli ’t is death to me, 

I cannot choose but look on thoo ; 

But, at the sight, my senses fly ; 

I needs must gaze, but, gazing, die ; 

Whilst trembling with a thou.sanJ fears, 
Parch’d to tho throat niy tongiic adheres, 

My pulse beats (pjick, my l)re,alh heaves short. 
My limbs deny their slight support, 

< )old dews my pallul face o’erspreud, 

With deadly languor droops iny head, 

My ears with tingling eehoe.s ring, 

And life itself is on the wing ; 

My eyes refuse tJie cheering light, 

Their orbs are veil’d in starless night : 

Such pangs iny natur<! sinks hfuicath. 

And fbcls a temjiorary death. 


TRANSLATION OF THE EPITAPH ON 
VIRGir. AND TIBULLUS. 

BV DOMITJUS MARSUR. 

He who sublime in epic nurnbrTs roll’d, 

And he who stnn^k the softer lyro of love, 

By Death’.s* unequal harjd alike controll’d. 

Fit comrades in Elysian regions move ! 


IMITATION OF TIBUt.LUS.-| 

“ Rutpiem Rd CerJnthmn.”— 

Cruel Cerinthus ! does the foil disease 
Which racks my breast your fickle bosom please ? 
Alas! I wMsh’d but to o’ercoine the pain, 

That I,|night live ft>r love atid you again : 

But now I scarcely shall bewail my fate; 

By death alone I can avoid your hate. 

• Th* hauti TV-ith la snUl to hr i?iijiisl or uiicqiiKl, aa Tirgil i 
eonaidnnkivlf aider ilmn Tibullos at his dreeRho. 

t rrftfStfca privuU' vultime. 


TRANSLATION FROM CATULLUS. 

“ LUCIUS DB MORTB PASBBRIS.’* ^ 

1 . 

Ye Cupids, droop each little head, 

Nor let your wings with joy be spread, 

My Lesbia’s favourite bird is dead, 

Whom dearer than her eyes she loved : 

For lie was gentle, and so true, 

Obedient to her call he flew, 

No fear, no wild alarm he knew, 

But lightly o’er lier bosom moved : 

2 . 

And softly fluttering here and there, 

He never sought to clear the air. 

Hut cluriipp’d oft, and, free from care, 

'J’uned to her ear his grateful strain. 

Now having pass’d the gloomy bourne 
From w hence he never can return, 

His death and Lcshiii’s grief 1 mourn, 

Who sighs, alas! but sighs in vain. 

3. 

Oh! curst he thou, devouring grave ! 

Whose jaw's eternal victims crave, 

From whotn no earthly power can save. 

For thou hast tu’en the bird away : 

From thee my Lesbia’s eyes o’erllow, 

Her swollen checks with w'ceping glow ; 

Tliou art t he cause of all her w’o 
Receptacle of life’s decay. 


IMITATED FROM CATTTTJJTS. 

TO ELLEN. 

Oh ! might I kiss those eyes of fire, 

A million scarce would «pien(di desire : 

Still would I steep my lips in bliss, 

And dw'oll an age on every kiss : 

Nor then my s»>ul should sated bn ; 

Still would I kiss and cling to then: 

Naught should my kiss from thine dissever; 
Still w'ould we kiss, and kiss for over ; 

E’en tlioiigli the numbers did exceed 
The yellow harvest’s countless seerl. 

To part w'Oiild l)e a vain endeavour: 

Could I desist 7 — ah ! mwer — ^never. 

TRANST.ATION FROM HORACE * 

ODE 3 , UR. 3 . 

1. 

The man of firm and noble soul 
No factious clamours can control ; 

No liireat’ning tyrant’s darkling brow 
Can swerve him from liis just intent: 

Gales the warring waves which plough, 

By Austcr on the billows spent, 

To curb the Adriatic main, 

Would aw’o his fix’d detorminod mind in vain. 

2 . 

Ay, and the red right arm of Jove, 

Hurtling his lightningvS from above, 

' Only plintetl in tiit prirnta roluma. 



HOURS OF IDLENESS, 


With all his terrors then unfurrd, 

He would unmoved, unawed Ijehold : 

The flames of an expiring world, 

Again in crashing ch{u>s roll’d, 

In vast promiscuouis ruin hurled, 

Might light his glorious funeral pile: 

Still dauntless midst the wreck of earth he ’d smile 


TRANSLATION FROM ANACREON.+ 

TO HIS LYRE. 

I WISH to tune my quivering lyre 
To deeds of fame and notes of fire ; 

To echo, from its rising swell, 

How heroes fought and nations fell, 

When Atreus’ sons advanced to war, 

Or Tyrian Cadmas roved afar ; 

Rut still, to martial strains unknown, 

My lyre recurs to love alone. 

Fired witli the hope of future fame, 

I seek some nobler hero’s name ; 

The dying chords arc strung anew, 

To war, to war, my harp is due : 

With glowing strings, the epic strain 
To Jove’s great son I raise again ; 

Aleides and his glorious deeds, 

Reneath whose arm the Hydra bleeds ; 

All, all in vain ; iny wayward lyre 
Wakes silver notes of soft desire. 

Adieu, yo chiefs renown’d in arms ! 

Adieu the clang of war’s alarms ! 

To other deeds my soul is strung, 

And sweeter notes shall now be sung ; 

My harp shall all its powers reveal, 

To tell the tale my heart must feel ; 

Love, Love alone, my lyre shall claim. 

In songs of bliss and sighs of flame. 


ODE Ill.t 

’'F WAS now the hour when Night had driven 
Her car half round yon sable heaven ; 
Bootes, only, seem’d to roll 
His arctic charge around the pole ; 

While mortals, lost in gentle sleep, 

Forgot to smile, or ceased to weep : 

At this lone hour, the Pafihian boy, 

Di jscending from the rculms of joy, 

Quick to my gale directs his course, 

And knocks with all his little force. 

My visions fled, alarm’d I rose, — 

“ What stranger breaks my blest repose?’* 

“ Alas !” replies the wily child 
In faltering accents sweetly mild, 

A hapless infant here I roam, 

Far from my dear maternal home. 

Oh ! shield me from the wintry blast! 

The nightly storm is pouring fii«t. 

No prowling robber lingers here. 

A wandering baby who can fear ? 

I heard his seeming artless tale, 

I heard his sighs upon the gale : 

My breast was never pity’s foe, 

But felt for all the baby’s wo. 

I drew the bar, and by the light 
Young Love, the infant, met my sight ; 

His bow across his shoulders flung, 

And thence his fatal quiver hung, 

(Ah ! little did I think the dart 
Would rankle soon within my heart.) 

* Firit publithcd in Hour* of IdleiiMi. 
t Firtt priitted in Uourt of IdiencM. 


With care 1 tend my weary guest, 

His little lingers chill my breast ; 

His glossy curls, his azure wing, 

Which drortp with nightly showers, I wring : 
His shivering limbs the embers warm ; 

And now reviving from ihe storm, 

Scarce had he felt his wonted glow', 

Than swift he seized his slender bow : — 

“ I fain would know, iny gentle host,” 

Ho cried, if this its strength has lost ; 

I fear, relax’d with midnight dew'S, 

The strings their firmer aid refuse.” 

With poison tipi, his arrow flies, 

Dt‘ep in mv tortured heart it lies; 

Then loud the joyous urchin laugh’d :•"- 
” My bow can still impel the shaft: 

*T is firmly fix’d, tliy siglts reveal it; 

Say, courteous host, canst tliou not feel it ?” 


FRAGMENTS OF SC;HOOL EXERCISES. 

PROM THE PROMETHEUS VINCTITS OF JEsailYLUS. 

Great Jove, to whose almighty throne 
Doth gods and mortals homage pay, 

Ne’er may my soul thy poAvertlisown, 

Thy dread bcliests ne’er disobey 
Oft shall the sacred victim fill 
In seagirt Ocean’s mossy hall ; 

My voice shall raise no impious strain 
Gainst him who rules the sky and azure main. 

+ * sf; + ^ 

How different noAV thy joyless fate. 

Since first Hosione thy bride, 

When placed aloft in gcdlike state, 

The blushing beauty by tl»y side, 

Thou sat’st, while reverend Ocean smiled, 

And mirthful s^trains the hours beguiled, 

The Nymphs and Tritons danced around, 

Nor yet thy doom was fix’tl, nor Jove relentless frownM. 

i/arrotc, Dfic. 1 , 1804. 

THE EPISODE OF NJkSUS AND KURIALUS. 

A PAUAPUKASB FROM THE A^NKID, LIB. IX. 

Visits, the guardian of the portal, sIoikI, 

.ager to gild his arms w’ith ho.stilc blood ; 
rVell skill’d in fight the qiiivering lance to wield, 
r pour his arrows through th’ embattled field ; 

From Ida torn, he left his sylvan cave, 

\.iid sought a foreign home., u distant grave. 

> watch the movements of the Daunian host, 
irVith him F.iiryalus sustains the |iost; 

Vo lovelier mien adorn’d the ranks of Troy, 

Vnd beardless bloom yet graced the gallant boy ; 

’’hough few the seasons of his youthful life, 

.8 yet a novice in the martial strife, 

Tw^as his, with beauty, valour’s gifts to share — 

\ soul heroic, as his form was fair : 

hese burn witli one pure flame of generous love ; 
h peace, in war, united still they move ; 
friendship and glory form their joint reward ; 

Vnd now combined tliey hold their nightly guard. 

• Him Idn Bent, a hoiilcr now no more, 

To coriilial fuc* u|»tjn a foreign ^tiore. 

Near him, Uie lovtilient of tJie Trojeo bnno 
Did fair Fhiryalue, hie comrade, sUiid : 

Few are the seaKoii* of him yonllifol life 
Ab yet a norice in the martial strife : 

Tile gods to him onwonted jifts Impart, 

A feraale'fl beauty, with a hero’s heart. 

These burn witii ojib pore flnine of gcuerooi lova , 

In pBace, in war, iiriiied sllil they move ; 

Friendship and glory form their Joint reward. 

And now cuinbined, the massy gate they guard. 

Such WAS the original verrloii of this jiassagr, as giveti in th* prlvatt 
iloine, where no more than the aliov© irngmeut was printtd. 



** Whaf god,” exdatmM the first, instils this fire 
Or, in itself a god, what great desire ? 

My labouring soul, with anxious thought oppress’d. 
Abhors this statiem of inglorious rest ; 

The love of lame with this can ill accord, 

Bo ’t mine to seek for glory with my sword. 

Beest thou yon camp, with torches twinkling dim, 
Whore drunken slumbers wrap each lazy limb ? 
Where confidence and ease the watch disdain, 

And drowsy Silence holds her sable reign ? 

Then hear my thought ; — In deep and sullen grief 
Our troops and leaders mourn their absent chief; 
Now could the gifts and promised prize be thine, 
[The deed, the danger, and the fame be mine,) 

Were this decreed, betieatli yon rising mound, 

Moth inks, an easy path perchance were found; 
Which past, I speed my way to Pallas* walls. 

And lead ASneas from Evander’s halls.” 

With equal ardour fired, and warlike joy, 

Elis glowing friend address’d tlie Dardan boy : — 
These deeds, my Nisus, shah ihou dare alone ? 
Must all the fame, the peril, bo lliinc own ? 

Am I by thee despised, and left afar, 

As one unfit to share the toils of war ? 

Not thus his son the great Ophcltes tauglit; 

Not thus my sire in Argive combats fought ; 

Not thus, when llion fell by heavenly hate, 

I track’d ^neas through the walks of fate : 

Thou kitow’st my deeds, my breast devoid of fear, 
And hostile life-drops dim my gory spear. 

ETero is a soul with hope intmortal burns, 

And life, ignoble life, for spurns. 

Fame, fame is cheutdy cam’ d by fleeting breath : 
The price of honour is the sleep of death.” 

Then Nisus, — “Calm thy bosom’s fond alarms; 
Thy heart beats fiercely to the din of arms. 

More dear thy worth and valour than my own, 

I swear by him who fills Olympus’ throne ! 

Bo may I triumph, as I s[)oak the truth. 

And clasp again the comrade of my yotith ! 

B»it should I fall,*— and lie w lio dares advance 
Through hostile legions must abide by chance, — 

If some Rutuliaii arm, with adverse blow. 

Should lay Uie friend who ever loved thee low, 

Live thou, such beauties T would fain preserve, 

Thy budding years a lengthen’d term deserve. 
When humbled in the dust, let sonic one be, 

Whose gentle eyes will shed one tear for me ; 
Whose manly arm may snatch me back by force, 

Or wealth redeem from foes my captive corse ; 

Or, if my destiny these last deny, 

If in the spoiler’s power ray ashes lie, 

I’hy pious care may raise a simple tomb, 

To mark thy love, and signalize my doom. 

Why should thy doting wrelclied mother weep 
Her only boy, reclined in endl(?ss sleep ? 

W'ho, for thy sake, the tempest’s fury dared. 

Who, for thy sake, war’s deadly peril shared ; 

Who braved what woman never braved before, 

And left her native for Uie Latian shore.” 

“ In vain you damp the ardour of my soul,” 

Replied Euryalus ; it acorns control ! 

Hence, let us haste !” — their broUicr guards arose, 
Roused by their call, nor court again repose ; 

The pair, buoy’d up on Hope’s e.vulting wing, 

Their stations leave, and speed to seek the king. 

Now o’er the earth a solemn stillness ran, 

And lull’d alike the cares of brute and man ; 

Save where the Dardan leaders nightly hold 
Alternate converse, and their plans unfold. 

On one great point the cotpicU are a^eed, 

An instant message to prinee Jeered ; 

Each loan’d upon the lance ho well could wield 
And (K>i»ed with easy arm his ancient shield ; 


When Nisus and his friend fiieir leaire request 
To offer something to their high behest. 

Willi anxions tremors, yet unawed by feiur, 

The faithful pair before the throne appear : 
lulus greets them ; at his kind command, 

The elder first address’d the hoary bond. 

” Witli patience” {thus Hyrtacides began) 

Attend, nor judge from youth our humble plan. 
Where yonder beacons half expiring beam, 

Our slumbering foes of future conquest dream 
Nor heed tliat wc a secret path have traced, 

Between the ocean and the portal placed. 

Beneath the covert of the blackening smoke, 

Wliose shade securely our design will cloak! 
y you, yc chiefs, and fortune, will allow, 

We ’ll Ixnid our course to yonder mountain’s brow, 
iVhere Pallas’ walls at distance meet the sight, 
soon o’er the glade, when not obscured by night ; 

Then shall Ailnoas in his pride return, 

While hostile matrons raise their offspring’s um; 

And Latian spoils and purpled heaps of dead 
Shall mark the havoc of our hero’s tread, 
kich is our purpose, not unknown the way; 

Where yonder torrent’s devious water stray, 

Ofr have wo seen, when hunting by the stream, 

The distant spires above the valleys gleam.” 

M.atiirc in years, for sober wisdom famed. 

Moved by the speech, Alcthes hero exclaim’d, 

‘ Ye parent gixls! w'ho rule the fate of Troy, 

Biill dwells the Dardan spirit in the boy ; 

When minds like these in striplings thus ye raise, 
Yours is the godlike act, lie yours the praise ; 

In gallant youth, my fainting hopes revive, 

And Ilion’s wonted glories still survive.” 

'rhen in bis warm embrace the boys he press’d, 

And, quivering, strain’d them to his aged breast ; 

With tears the burning cheek of each bedew’d, 

And, sobbing, thus his first discourse renew’d ; 

“ What gift, my countrymen, what martial prize 
Can wc bestow, which you may not despise ? 

Our deities the first best boon have given- 
internal virtues arc tlio gift of lieavcn. 

What, poor rewards can bless your deeds on earth 
Doubtless await such young, exalted worth, 
i ASneas and Ascanius shall combine 
To yield applause far, far surpassing mine.” 
lulus then : — “ By all the ])owt‘rs al»ove ! 

By those Penates * who rny country love! 

By hoary V csta’s sacred fane, I sw'car, 

My hopes art' all in you, ye generous pair! 

Restore ray father to my grateful sight. 

And all my sorrows yield to ont' delight. 

Nisus! two silver goblets are thine own, 

“?iived from Arisba’s stately domes o’erthrovm! 

My sire secured them on tliat fatal day, 

Nor lefl such bowls an Argive robber’s prey: 

Two massy tripods, also, shall be thine ; 

Two talents polish’d from the glittering mine : 

An ancient cup, whicli Tyrian Dido gave, 

While yet our vessels press’d the Punic wave ; 

But when the hostile chiefs at length bow down, 

When great AElneas wears Hesperia’s crown, 

The casque, the buckler, and the fiery steed 
Which Tumus guides with more than mortal speed, 
Are tliine ; no envious lot shall then be cast, 

I pledge my word, irrevocably past : 

Nay more, twelve slaves, and twice six captive daineSi 
To sooth thy soiler hours with amorous flames, 

And all the realms which now the Latins sway, 

The labours of to-night shall well repay. 


* Houaehold goda. 





But thou, my generoui youth, whose tender years 
Are near ray own, whose worth roy heart reveres. 
Henceforth affection, sweetly thus begun, 

Shall join our bosoms and our souls in one ; 

Without tliy aid, no glory shall be mine ; 

Without thy dear advice, no great design; 

Alike through life esteem’d, thou godlike boy, 

In war my bulwark, and in {>eaco my joy.” 

To him Euryalus :— ** No day shall shame 
The rising glories which from this I claim, 
fortune may favour, or the skies may frown, 
valour, spite of fate, obtains renown. 

Yet, ere from hence our eager steps depart, 

One b#on I bog, the nearest to my heart : 

My mother, sprung from Priam’s royal line, 

Like tliine ennobled, hardly Ic-ss divine, 

Nor Troy nor king Acestes’ realms restrain 
Her feeble age from dangers of the main ; 

* Alone she came, all seltish fliars above, 

A bright example of inalemal love. 

Unknown the secret enterprise I brave, 

Lest grief should bend my parent to the grave ; 

From this alono no fond adieus I seek, 

No fainting mother’s lips have press’d my check ; 

By gloomy night and thy right hand 1 vow 
Her parting tears would shake my purpose now : 

Do thou, my f»rince, her failing age sustain, 

In tliee her rnuch-loved child inay live again ; 

Her dying liours with pious conduct bless. 

Assist her wants, relieve her fond distress : 

So dear a hope must all my soul inflame, 

To rise in glory, or to fall in fame.” 

Struck with a lilial care so deeply felt, 

Jn tears at once the 'Frojan warriors melt: 

Faster than all, Tulus’ eyes o’orfl< w’; 

Such love was his, and such had been his wo. 

“ ^11 thou hast ask’d, receive,” the prince replied ; 

“ Nor this alone, but many a gift beside. 

To cheer thy mother’s yt;ars shall ho my aim, 
Oeusa’s f style but w’anting to the damo. 

Fortune ari adverse wayward course may run, 

But hless’d thy mother in so dear a son. 

Now, by my liltJ ! — my sire’s most sacred oath — 

To thee 1 pledge iiiy full, rny firmest troth, 

All the rewards which once to thee were vow’d, 

If thou shouldst fall, on her shall l>c bestow’d.” 

Thus Sj)oke the weeping prince, then fijrth to view 
A gleaming falchitjn from the slicath ho drew ; 
Lycaon’s utmost skill hod grvaced the stod, 

For friends to envy and for foes to feol ; 

A tawny hide, the Moorish lion’s Rjioil, 

Slain ’mid the forest, in the humor’s toil, 

MnestluMis to guard the elder youth bestows, 

And old Alethcs’ casque defends his brows. 

Arm’d, thence they go, while all th’ assembled train, 
To aid their cause, implore the gtxls in vain. 

More than a boy, in wisdom and in grace, 
lulus holds amid the chiefs his place : 

His prayers he sends ; but what can j3rayer8 avail, 
Lost in the murmurs of the sighing gale ! 

The frentdi is pass’d, and, favour’d by tl»e night, 
Through sleeping foes they wheel tlieir wary 
When shall the sleep of many a foe be o’er ? 

Alas ! some slumber who shall wake no more ! 
Chariots and bridles, mix’d with arms, are seen; 

And flowing flasks, and scatter’d troops between ; 
•Bacchus and Mars to rule the camp combine ; 

A mingled chaos this of war and wine. 

“ Now,” cries the first, “ for deeds of blood prepare. 
With me the conquest and the labour share : 

* " Alm^ eamtJ*' In the ftrst edition, *' Hithtr aht eant.** 
t iThe motlier of toet on the night erhen Troy wee taksa. 
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Here lies our path ; lest any hand arise, 

Watch thou, while many a dreaming cheflain dies : 

I ’ll carve our passage through the heedlem foe, 

And clear thy road with many a deadly blow.” 

His whispering accents then Utc youth repress’d, 

And pierced proud Rlianmes tlurough his panting breast 
Stretch’d at his ease, th* incautious king reposed ; 
Debauch, and not fatigue, his eyes had closed: 

To Turaus dear, a prophet and a prince, 

His omens more than augur’s skill evince ; 

But he, who thus foretold the fate of all, 

Could not avert his own untimely fall. 

Next Remus* armour-bearer, hapless foil, 

And three unhappy slaves the carnage swell 
The charioteer along hi.s courser’s sides 
Expires, the steel his sever’d neck divides; 

And, last, his lord is numlwr’d witli Uki dead : 

Bounding convulsive, flies the gai^ping head ; 

From Uie swoil’n veins the blackening torrents pour 
Stain’d is the couch and earth with clotting gore. 

Young Lamyrus and Lainus next expire, 

And ga)*- Serranus, fill’d with youthful fire; 

Half the long night in childish games was pass’d ; 

Lull’d by' the potent grape, lie slept at last: 

Ah ! happier far had he the morn survey’d, 

And till Aurora’s dawn his skill display’d. 

In slaughter’d ff>lds, the keepers lost in sloop 
His hungry fangs a lion thus may steep ; 

’Mid th(5 sad fkwk, at dead of night, he prowls, 

With murder glutted, and in carnage rolls: 

Insatiate still, through teeming herds he roams ; 

In seas of gore the lordly tyrant foams. 

Nor less the other’s deadly vengeance came, 

I But falls on foebln crowds wilhoiil a name ; 

His wound unconscious Fudus scarce can feel, 

I'ot wakeful Hhaisus sees the threatening steel * 

His coward hntast hohind ajar lie hides, 

And vaiidy in the weak defence confides ; 

i Full in his heart, the falchion searcli’d his veins, 

The reeking weapon Ixiars alternate stains; 

Through wine and blood, commingling as tlicy flow 
One feeble spirit seeks the shades hclow. 

Now wliere Messapus dwelt they htuid their way, 
Whose fires emit a faint and trembling ray ; 

There, unconfined, behold each grazing steed, 
Unwatch’d, unheeded, on the herbugit feed : 

Brave Ni.sus here arrests his comrade’s arm, 

Too flush’d with carnage, and w ilh conquest warm 
‘ Hence let us haste, the dangerous path is pass’d ; 

Full foes enough tcHiiight have breath’d their last: 

S.'KiU will the day those eastern clouds adorn ; 

Now let us speed, nor tempt the rising morn.” 

W'hat silver arms, wiili various art emboss’d, 

What howls and inantle.s in couftisitm toss’d, 

They leave regardless! yet one glittering prize 
Attracts the younger hero’s wandering eyes ; 

The gilded harness Rhamnes* coursers felt, 

The gems which stud die monarch’s golden belt : 

This from the pallid corse was quickly tom, 

Once by a line of former cheftains worn. 

Th’ exulting boy the studded girdle wears, 

Messapus’ helm his head in triumph bears ; 

Then from the tents their cautious steps tliey bend 
To seek the vole where safer paths extend. 

Just at this hour a band of Latian horse 
To Tumus’ camp pursue their destinetd course : 

While tlio riow foot their tardy march delay, 

The knights, impatient, spur along the way : 

Three hundred mail-clad men, by Tolscens led, 

To Turnus with their master’s promise sped; 



Kow they approach the trench^ and view the wallsi 
When, on the left, a light roAection falls ; 

The plundered helmet, through the waning night, 
Sheds forth a silver radiance, glancing bright. 
Volscens with question loud the pair alarms 
** Stand, stragglers 1 stand! why early thus in arms ? 
Prom whence, to whom ?” — ^He meets with no reply: 
Trusting the covert of the night, they Ay ; 

The thicket’s depth with hurried pace they tread, 
While round the wood the hostile squadron spread. 

With brakes entan^ed, scarce a path between, 
Dreary and dark appears the sylvan scene : 

Euryalus his heavy spoils impede, 

The boughs and winding turns his steps mislead; 

But Nisus scours along the forest’s maze 
To where Latinus’ steeds in safety graze, 

Then backward o’er tlio plain his eyes extend. 

On every side they seek his absent friend. 

O God ! my boy,” he cries, ** of me bereft, 

In what impending perils art thou left !” 

Listening he mns — above the waving trees. 
Tumultuous voices swell the passing breeze ; 

The war-cry rises, thundering hoofs around 
Wake the dark echoes of the trembling ground. 

Again he turns, of footsteps hears the noise ; 

The sound elates, the siglit his hope destroys : 

The ha{)less boy a ruffian train surround, 

While- 1 engtli on ing shades his w<;ary way confound; 
Him with loud shouts the furious knights pursue. 
Struggling in vain, a captive to the crow. 

What can his friend ’gainst thronging numbers dare 7 
Ah ! must he rush, his comrade’s fate to share ? 
What force, what aid, what stratagem essay, 

Back to redeem tlic Latian spoiler’s prey ? 

His life a votive ransom nobly give, 

Or die with him for whom he wish’d to live? 

Poising with strength his lifted lance on high, 

On Luna’s orb ho cast his frenzied eye : — 

“Goddess serene, transcending every star! 

Ctueen of the sky, whose beams are seen afar ! 

By night heaven owns thy sway, by day the grove. 
When, as chaste Dian, here thou dcign’st to rove ; 

If e’er myself, or sire, have sought to grace 
Thine altars wtih the produce of the chase, 

Speed, speed rny dart to pierce yon vaunting crowd, 
To free my friend, and scatter far tiie proud.” 

Thus having said, the hissing dart he Aung ; 

Through parted shades llie hurtling weapon sung ; 
The thirsty point in Sulrao’s entrails lay, 

Transfix’d his heart, and stretch’d him on the clay: 
He sobs, he dies, — the troop in wild amaze, 
Unconscious whence the doaUi, wlAi horror gaze. 
While pale they stare, through Tagus’ temples riven, 
A second shaft with equal force is driven : 

Fierce Volscens rolls around his lowering eyes ; 
Veil’d by the night, secure the Trojan lies. 

Burning with wrath, he view’d his soldiers fall. 

“ Thou youth accurst, thy life shall pay for all !” 
duick from tlio sheath his Aaming glaive he drew, 
And, raging, on the boy defenceless fiew. 

Nisus no more the blackening shade conceals, 

Forth, forth he starts, and all his love reveals ; 

Aghast, confu.sed, his fears to madness rise, 

And pour these accents, shrieking as he fries : 

“ Me, me— your vengeance hurl on me alone ; 

Here sheathe the steel, my blood is all your own. 

Ye starry spheres ! thou conscious Heaven ! attest! 
He could not— durst not — ^lo! the guile confest ! 

AH, all was mine, — Ms early fate suspend ; 

HeoMy Wed too well his hapless friend : 

Spare, spare, yo chiefs ! from him your rage remove ; 
His friendship, all his crime was love,” 

Hapra^y^^vain; the dark assassin’s sword 
Pierctxi the fair side, the snowy bosom gored ; 


Lowly to earth inclines his plume-clad crest, 

And sanguine torrents mantle o’er his breast: 

As some young rose, whose blossom scents the air, 
Languid in death, expires beneath the share ; 

Or crimson poppy, sinking with the shower, 

Declining gently, falls a fading fiower ; 

Thus, sweetly drooping, bends his lovely head^ 

And lingering beauty hovers round the dead. 

But fieiy Nisus stems the battle’s tide, 

Revenge his leader, and despair his guide ; 

Volscens he seeks amid the gathering host, 

Volscens must soon appease his comrade’s ghost; 

Steel, fiashing, pours on steel, foe crowds on foe ; 

Rage nerves his arm, fate gleams in every blow ; 

In vain beneath unnumber’d wounds ho bleeds, 

Nor wounds, nor death, distracted Nisus hoods ; 

In viewless circles wheel’d, his falchion Aies, 

Nor quits the hero’s grasp till Volscens dies; 

Deep in his throat its end the weapon found. 

The tyrant’s soul Aed groaning through the wound. 

Thus Nisus all his fond aAection proved — 

Dying, revenged the fate of him he loved ; 

I’hen on his bosom sought his wonted place, 

And death was heavenly in his friend’s embrace ! 

Celestial pair ! if aught my verse can claim, 

Wafted on Time’s broad pinion, yours is fame! 

Ages on ages shall your fate admire, 

No future day shall see your names expire, 

While stands the Capitol, immortal dome ! 

And vanquish’d millions hail their empress, Rome ! 

TRANSLATION FROM THE MEDEA OF 
EURIPIDES.* 

1 . 

When fierce confiicting passions urge 
The breast where love is wont to glow, 

VThat mind can ste.m the stormy surge 
Which rolls the tide of human wo? 

The hope of praise, the dread of shame, 

Can rouse the tortured V>roast no more ; 

The wild desire, the guilty Aame, 

Absorbs each wisli it felt before. 

2 . 

But if aA*oction gently thrills 

The soiil by purer dreams posscst, 

The pleasing balm of mortal ills 
In love can sooth the aching breast : 

If thus thou cornest in disguise, f 
Fair Venus! from Aiy native heaven, 

What heart unfeeling would despise 
The sweetest boon the gods liavo given ? 

3. 

But never from thy golden bow 
May I beneath the shaft expire ! 

Whose creeping venom, sure and slow, 

Aw’akes an all-consuming fire ; 

Yo racking doubts ! ye jealous fears ! 

With others wage internal war ; 

Repentance, source of future tears, 

From mo be ever distant far ! 

4. 

May no distracting thoughts destroy 
The holy calm of sacred love ! 

May all the hours be winged with joy, 

'V^iich hovel faithful hearts above ! 


* FifRt printed in Hours of Idleness , 

t Co0MS< in dUguue. lu the first edhioo, com^§t in gtn'l* fiiiss. 
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Fair Venus ! on thy myrtle shrine 
May 1 with some fond lover sigh, 

Whose heart may mingle pure with mine-— 
With me to live, witli me to die I 

6 . 

My native soil ! beloved before, 

Now dearer as my peaceful home, 

Ne’er may I quit thy rocky shore, 

A hapless banish’d wretch to roam ! 

This very day, this very hour, 

May I resign this fleeting breath ! 

Nor quit my silent humble bower ; 

A doom to me far worse than death. 


Ah ! Imploss dame no sire bewails, 
No friend thy wretched fate deplores, 
No kindred voice with rapture hails 
Thy steps within a stranger’s doors. 

7. 

Perish tlie fiend whose iron heart, 

To fair aflection’s truth unknown, 
Bids her he fondly loved depart, 
Unpitied, hnljiloss, and alone ; 

W })0 ne’er unlocks with silver keyf 
The milder troasttres of his soul,— 
May such a friend he far from me, 

And ocean’s storms botwccii us roll ! 


• 6 . 

Have I not heard the exile’s sigh, 

And seen tlio exile’s silent tear, 
Through distant climes condemn’d to fly, 
A pensive weary wanderer hero ? 


* who aeeumpnniod Jabou Io Cortnth, waa d*ierted br him for 

the deuKhter of Greon, king of tlint city. The flior«>« front which this 
is teken here oddresseB Mrdea ; thoogfi a consldrrHble liberty U taken 
witli the original, by expaudiiig the idea, as aiso In some other parts of 
the translation. 

t The original is “ dvot|<tvn KXpda liUrallf 

** discioslng tbs briglit key of tiio mind.” 
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THOUGHTS 

BUOOESTED BY A COLLEGE EXAMINATION.* 

High in the niid.st, surrounded by his peers, 

Maonits his ample front sublime uproars : 

Placed on lii.s chair of state, ho seems a god 
While Sophs and Freshmen tremble at his nod, 

A s all around sit rapt in .speechle.ss gloom, 

His voice in tlninder shakt^s the sounding dome ; 
Denouncing dire reproach to luckless fools, 

Unskill’d to plod in raatliematic rules. 

Happy the youth in Euclid’s axioms tried, 

Thougli little vensed in any art btjsido ; 

Who, scarcely skill’d an English lino to pen, 

Scans Attic metres with a critic’s ken. 

What though he know.s not how his fiithers bled 
When civil discord piled the fields with dead, 

When Edward bade his conquering bands advance, 

Or Henry trampled on the crest of France ; 

Though marvelling at the name of Magna Oharta, 

‘Yet well he recollects the laws of Sparta ; 

C^an tell what edicts sage Lycurgus made, 

While Black.slone ’s on the shelf neglected laid; 

Of Grecian dramas vaunts the deatliless fame, 

Of Avon’s bard remembering scarce the name. 

Such is tlie youth whose scientific pate 
Class-honours, medals, fellowships, await ; 

Or even, perhaps, the declamation priSse, 

If to such glorious height he lifts his eyes. 

But, lo ! no common orator can hope 
The envied silver cup witliin his scope. 

Not that our heads much eloquence require, 

Th’ Athenian’s glowing style, or Tally’s fire, 

A manner clear or warm is useless, since 
We do not try by speaking to convince. 

* No reflection is here intended against the person mentioned under 
the name of Magnus. He it merely rrpreaeiUM at performing an una* 
▼oidable function of his office. Indeed, such an attempt could only recoil 
upon myeelf ; as that gentleman ia now aa much diatht^iished by hia 
eloquence, and the dignified propriety with which he fills hw situation, aa 
he was In his younger days for wit and conviviality. 

The above note was added in the first edition of the Bonn of Idle- 
bees. 


Be otlier orators of plo.asing proud : 

Wo speak to jiloase ourselves, not move the crtnvd: 

Our gravity prefers the muttering tone, 

A proper mixture of tlie squeak and groan : 

No borrow’d grace of at^tion must ho soon ; 

The slightest motion would displease the Dean ; 

Whilst every staring graduate would prate 
Against what he could never imitate. 

The man who hopes t’ obtain the promised cup 
Must in one posture stand, and ne’er look up ; 

Nor stop, but rattle over every word— 

No matter what, so it can mt be heard. 

Thus let him hurry on, nor think to rest : 

Who speaks the fastest ’s sure to speak the best; 

Who utters most within the shortest space 
May saft^ly hope to win the wordy race. 

The sons of science tliese, who, thus repaid, 

Linger in ease in Granta’s sluggish shade ; 

Where on Cam’s sedgy banks supine they lie 
Unknown — uiihonour’d live, unwept-for die: 

Dull as the pictures which adorn their halls, 

They think all learning fix’d within their walls ; 

In manners rude, in foolish forms precise, 

All modern arts aflecling to do.spise ; 

Yet prizing Bentle v’.s,* Bhunck’s,* or PoRSON’af note, 
More than the verse on which the critic wrote : 

I Vain n.s their honours, heavy as their ale, 

Sad as tlieir wit, and tedious as their tale ; 

To friendship dead, though not untaught to feel 
When Self and Church demand a bigot zeal. 

With eager haste they court the lord of power. 

Whether ’t is Pitt or Petty rules the hour ;§ 

To him with suppliant smiles they bend the head, 

II While distant mitres to their eyes arc spread. 

* Celebrated critica. 

t The present Greek profeasor at Trinity College, Cambridge ; a m 
whose powers of mind and writings may iwrbapa Justify their prefereni 
The concluding clause of the foregoUig note was added in the first a 
•=ot» of Hours of Idleness. 

t Vain a» ifteir fionourt, A c.—The four ensuing lines were inserted la 
the second eiliiion of Hours of Idleness. 

I Since tbit was wiliirn, Lord H. Pettv hss lost hU place, adwl cub- 
aequentiy (I had almost said eonaequtntly) the honour of reprssealfa|« 
the University. A fart so glaring requires no comment. 

I dUtatyt mitre0, Ac. lo tbs private volume, WAtU sMlrwr, 

preb$nd0, to their tyee are epread. 
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But should a storm overwhelm him with dia^puco, 
They *d fly to seek the next who fill’d his place. 

Such are the men who learning’s treasures guard; 
Such is their practice) such is their reward ! 

This much, at least, wc may presume to say*— 

The premium can’t exceed the price they pay. 

1806 . 


TO THE EARL OP * 


" Tu tamper amorU 

Sia iwmor, at carl comltla aa abacerlat imago.” 

Vat$riu$ Flaeeut. 

1 . 

Frivnd oF my youth ! when young wc roved, 

Like striplings mutually beloved 
With friendship’s purest glow, 

The bliss which wing’d those rosy hours 
Was such as pleasure seldom showers 
On mortals here below. 

2 . 

The recollection scorns alone 
Dearer than all the joys 1 ’ve known 
When distant far from you: 

Though pain, ’t is still a pleasing pain, 

To trace those days and hours again. 

And sigh again adieu ! 

3 . 

My pensive memory lingers o’er 
Those scenes to be enjoy’d no more, 

Those scenes regretted ever : 

The measure of our youth is full, 

Life’s evening dream is dark and dull, 
i^nd wo may meet— ah! never! 

4 . 

As when one parent spring supplies 
Two streams which from one fountain rise, 
Together join’d in vain ; 

How soon, diverging from tlieir source. 

Each, murmuring, seeks another course, 

Till mingled in tlio main! 

5. 

Our vital streams of weal or wo. 

Though near, alas ! distinctly flow, 

Nor mingle as before : 

Now swift or slow, now black or clear, 

Till death’s unfathom’d gulf appear, 

And both shall quit the shore. 

6 . 

Our souls, my friend ! which once supplied 
One wish, nor breatlied a thought beside, 

Now flow in different channels : 

Disdaining humbler rural sports, 

*T is yours to mix in polish’d courts, 

And shine in fashion’s annals * 

7 . 

’T is mine to waste on love my time, 

Or vent my reveries in rhyme 
Without the aid of reason ; 

For sense and reason (critics know it) 

Have quitted every amorous poet, 

Nor left a thought to seize bn. 

• Tkwt wtr* flm paUkhad In ths Meotid •dltioo of Roum of 


8 . 

Poor LiTTtE ! sweet, melodious bard ! 

Of late esteem’d it monstrous hard 
That he who sang before all. 

He who the lore of love expanded, 

By dire reviewers should be branded 
As void of wit and moral.* ^ 

8. 

And yet, while Beauty’s praise is thine, 
Harmonious favourite of the Nine ! 

Repine not at thy lot : 

Thy sootliing rays may still be read, 
When Persecution’s arm is dead, 

And critics are forgot, 

10 . 

Still I must yield those worthies merit, 
Who chasten, with unsparing spirit, 

Bad rhymes, and those who write them ; 
And though myself may be the next 
By critic sarcasm to be vext, 

I really will not figlit thcm.f 

11 . 

Perhaps they would do quite as well 
To break tho rudely sounding shell 
Of such a young beginner. 

He who offends at pert nineteen. 

Ere thirty may become, I ween, 

A very harden’d sinner. 

12 . 

Now, — , I must return to you ; 

And sure apologies arc due : 

Accept, then, niy concession. 

In truth, dear in fancy’s flight 

I soar along from left to right ; 

My muse admires disgression. 

13 . 

I think I said ’t would bo your fete 
To add one star to royal state, — 

May regal snulrs attend you ! 

And should a noble monarch reign, 

You will not seek his smiles in vain, 

If wortli can rocommend you. 

14 . 

Yet since iu danger courts abound, 

Where specious rivals glitter round, 

From snares may saints preserve you! 
And grant your love or friendship ne’er 
From any claim a kindred care 
But tliose who best deserve you ! 

15 . 

Not for a moment, may you stray 
From truth’s secure unerrring way ! 

May no dt-lighls decoy ! 

O’er roses may your fwtsteps move! 

Your smiles be ever smiles of love! 

Your tears oe tears of joy ! 

16 . 

Oh! if you wish that happiness 
Your coming days and years may bless, 
And virtues crown your brow, 

Be still as you were wont to be, 

Spotless as you ’ve been known to me,— 
Be still as you arc now. 


* Thw# itanCKi were written won after the eppesraoee of a Mvere 
critique, in a northern review, on a new publicAtioo of the BriUria Aha* 
creon. ^ 

t A herd (borreeco refereM) deAed hit reviewer to morUl corobAt. 
If thii exAmple becomee prevAleot, oar periodieel eeiieere moot bo dipfied 
In the river Sxy% ; for what elte wn teeore them from the Dvnwrmu Imt 
of their enrAfedAWtAilant? 
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17 . 

And though some trifling share of praise, 
To cheer my last declining dayS) 

To me were doubly dear ; 

Whilst blessing your beloved name, 

I M wave at once aj9oet*s l&me, 

To prove prophet here. 


'ANSWER TO SOME ELEGANT VERSES 
SENT BY A FRIEND TO THE AUTHOR, 
COMPLAINING THAT ONE OF.^HIS DE- 
SCRIPTIONS WAS RATHER TOO" WARM- 
LY DRAWN. + 

" But if any old Indy, knight, priest, or physician, 

Should rondf mil rtn* for |iriiiting a aeroiid edition ; 

If good Madam Squuilum my work should abuse. 

May 1 ventiurr to give her n smack of my muse 

An$t€y^» New Bath Ottide, p. 169. 

CANDorn compels me, Becher ! to commend 
The verse which blends the censor with the friend. 

Your strong, yet just, reproof extrorts applause 
From me, the heedless and imprudent f cause. 

For this wild error which pervades my strain, 

T sue for pardon, — must I sue in vain ? 

The wise sometimes from Wisdom’s ways depart ; 

Can youth then hush the dictates of the heart? 

Precepts of prudence curb, but can’t control, 

The fierce emotions of the flowing soul. 

When love’s delirium haunts the glowing mind, 

Limping Decorum lingers far behind: 

Vainly the dotard mends her prudish pace, 

Outsytript and vanquish’d in tlu^ mental chase. 

The young, tho old, have w'orn the cliains of love : 

I.et those they ne’er confined niy lay reprove ; 

Let those whose souls contemn the pleasing power 
Their censure.^ on tlic hapless victim shower. 

Oh ! how I hate tlio nerveless, frigid song, 

The ceaseless echo of the rhyming throng, 

Whose labour'd lines in chilling numbers flow', 

To paint a pang the author ne’er can know ! 

The artless Helicon I boast is youth ; — 

My lyre, tlie heart; rny muse, the simple truth. 

Far be ’t from me the “ virgin’s mind” to ‘‘ taint;’* 
Seduction’s dread is here no slight restraint. 

The maid whose virgin breast is void of guile, 

Wliose wishes dimple in a modest smile, 

Whose downcast eye- disdains the W'anlon leer, 

Firm in her virtue’s strength, yet not severe — 

She whom a conscious grace shall thus refine 
Will ne’er l>e “ tainted” by a strain of mine. 

But for the nymph whose premature desires 
Torment the bosom with unholy fires, 

No net to snare her willing heart is spread ; 

She would have fallen, though she ne’er had read. 

For me, I fain would please the chosen few, 

Whose souls, to feeling and to nature true, 

Will spare the childish verse, and not destroy 
The light effusions of a heedless boy. 

I seek not glory from the senseless crowd ; 

Of fancied laurels I shall ne’er bo proud ; 

Their wannest plaudits I would scarcely prize. 

Their sneers or censures I alike despise. 

iV<we»»6er 26, 1806. 


• Thiww linoa were printed in the private volume, and inCiMflrit edi- 
tion of Hourt of l^eneae, but afterwards omttied. 
t Jmpmdent. In the private volume, umeortny, 
iWild, Prtvaie volume eofe. 
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GRANTA. 

A MRDLBY. 

“ ’Apyvp^aif \6Yxai<ri lid^ov eat vdvra Kpartfoaif.”* 

< 1. 

Oh ! could Le Sage’s f demon’s gift 
Be realized at rny desire, 

This night my trembling form he ’d lift 
To place it on St. Mary’s spire. 

Then would, unroof’d, old Granta’s halls 
Pedantic inmates full display ; 

Fellows who dream on lawn or stalls, 

Tho price of venal voles to pay. 

5. 

Then would I view each rival wight, 

Petty and Palmerston survey ; 

"Who canvass there with all their might, 

Against the next elective day. 

4 . 

Lo! candidates and voters lie| 

All lull’d in sleep, a goodly number ! 

A race renown’d for piety, 

Whose conscience won’t disturb their slumber. 

6 . 

LordH , indeed, may not demur ; 

Fellows are sago reflecting men : 

They know preferment can occur 
But very seldom, now and then. 

6. 

They know the chancellor has got 
Some pretty livings in disposal : 

Each hopes that one may be his lot, 

And therefore smiles on his proposal. 

7 . 

Now from the soporific scene § 

I ’ll turn mine eye, as night grows later. 

To view unheeded and unseen 
The studious sons of Alina Mater. 

8 . 

There, in apartments small and damp, 

The candidate for college prizes 

Sits poring by the midnight lamp ; 

Goes late to bed, yet early rises. 

9. 

He surely well deserves to gain them, 

With all the honours of liis college, 

Who, striving hardly to obtain them, 

Thus seeks unprofitable knowledge : 

10 . 

Wlio sacrifices hours of rest 
To scan precisely metres attic ; 

Or agitates his anxious breast 
In solving problems matliematic : 


• Tlie'moUo wnn not given in theprlvaUi vointne. 
t The Diublv Boltrux of Lp Bbcc, where Aemodeue, tlie demc 
>Iacee Pon Cleofaa on an elevated ■iiualion, and unroofs the boueea I 
inapection. 

iLo! cnndidatt$andvot€r» lie, Ac. The fourth and Sfth atanti 
which are given here na they were printed in the Houra of Idleneaa, r 
iroUowaiti the private volume 

” One on hia power and place dependa, 

The otitcr on the Lord knowa wliat ; 

Each to aume eloquence pretrnda, 

Though neither will convince by that. 

** The ftrit, iodeed, m»y not demur.” 

I From the eopori/U ecene. la the private vehinie, Whreen oom 
Ifon'e ehameleee teen*. 



11 . 

Who reads false ciuontlties in Sele^x* 

Or pOKzles o’er the deep trian^o ; 

Deprived of many a wholeeome meal ; 

In barbarous Latin f doom’d to wrangle : 

12 . 

Renouncing every pleasing page 
From authors of historic use; 

Preferring to the letterM sage 
The square of the hypothenuse. J 

13 . 

Still, harmless are these occupations, 

That hurt none but the hapless student, 
Compared with other recreations, 

Which bring together the imprudent ; 

14 , 

Whose daring revels shock the sight, 

When vice and infamy combine, 

When drunkenness and dice invite, 

As every sense is steep’d in wine. 

16 . 

Not so the methodistic crew. 

Who plans of reformation lay ; 

In humble attitude they sue, 

And for the sins of others pray : 

16 . 

Forgetting that their pride of spirit. 

Their exultation in their trial, 

Detracts most largely from the merit 
Of all tlieir boasted self-denial. 

17 . 

— *’T is mom : from these I turn my sight. 

What scene is tins which meets (lie eye ? 

A numerous crowd, array’d in white, § 

Across the green in numbers fly. 

18 . 

Loud rings in air the chapel bell ; 

’T is hush’d : — what .sounds are these I hear ? 

The organ’s soft celestial swell 
Rolls deeply on the list’ning car. 

19 . 

To this is join’d the sacred song. 

The royal minstrel’s hallow’d strain ; 

Though he who hears the music long 
Will never wish to hear again. 

20 . 

Our choir would scarcely bo excused, 

Even as a band of raw beginners ; 

All mercy now must be refused 
To such a set of croaking sinners. 

21 . 

If David, when his toils were ended, 

Had heard these blockheads sing before him, 

To us his Psalms had ne’er descended, — 

In furious mood he would have tore ’em. 

The luckless Israelites, when taken 
By some inhuman tyrant’s order, 

Were asked to sing, by joy forsaken, 

. On Babylonian river’s Imrder. 

pttbllciiUon on Greek metres dlsplsys considerable talent and 
(enutty, but, as might l»« expected in so difficult a work, is not re- 
irkable for accuracy. 

in the |}rlTate <rolume,*‘ Sale's publication on Greek metres is not re- 
utaili ihr its accuracy.” 

of the schools is of the canine speefes, and not very Intel- 

byiiywlva volume, ” Every Cambrld^^e man will Msent to Uiis.— 
I^JuimKof the ar hoots is almost unlntelUguile.” 
yBEuilseovsry of I^thagoms, that the square of the hypothentise is 
■Vlns squares of the other two sides of a right-angled triangle. 
I^Ni a saint's day the stttdents wear surplices In chapel. 


2S. 

Oh ! had they nmg in notes like tbese. 

Inspired by stratagem or fear, 

They might have set their hearts at eagej 
The devil a soul had stay’d to bear* 

24 . 

But if I scribble longer* now, 

The deuce a soul will stay to read : 

My pen is blunt, my ink is low ; 

’Tis almost time to stop, indeed. 

25 . 

Therefore, farewell, old Gkanta’s spires ! 

No more like Cleofas I fly ; 

No more thy theme my muse inspires : 

The reader ’s tired, and so am I. 

1806 . 


LACHIN Y. GAIR.t 

hachxn V. Oair, or, as it is pronounced in the Erse, LocA na Garr, towers 
proudly pre'Cminent in the Northern Highlands, near Invercauld. One 
of our modern touriiiiR meutiuus it as the highest mountain, perhaps, 
InGteaf UrttHin. Be this as it may, it is certainly one of tha^most 
suhlime and picturesque umongour (.'aleilojiian Alps.” he appear* 
ance is of ii dusky hue, hot (he summit is the seat of eternal snows. 
Near Lachui y. (iair 1 spent some of the early part of my life, the 
recollection of which has given hirii) to the following stanzas. 

* 1 . 

Away, ye gay landscapes, ye gardens of roses ! 

In you let the minions of luxury rove ; 

Restore me the rocks where the snow-flake reposes, 
Though still they are sacred to freedom and love : 

Yet, Caledonia, beloved are thy mountains, 

Round tlioir white .sumntits though elements war ; 
Though cataracts foam ’stead of smooth-flowing foun- 
tains, 

I sigh for the valley of dark Loch na Garr. , 

2 . 

Ah ! there my young footsteps in infancy wander’d ; 

My cap was tlio bonnet, my cloak was the plaid 
On chieftains long perish’d my memory ponder’d, 

As daily I strode through the pine-cover’d glade : 
sought not my home till the day’s dying glory 
Gave place to the rays of the bright polar star ; 

For fancy was cheer’d by traditional story, 

Disclosed by tlie natives of dark Loch na Garr. 

3 . 

Shades of the dead ! have I not heard your voices 
Rise on the night-rolling breath of the gale ?” 

Surely the soul of the hero rejoices, 

And rides on the wind o’er his own Highland vale. 
Round Loch na Garr while the stormy mist gathers, 
Winter presides in his cold icy car: 

Clouds there encircle the forms of my fathers ; 

They dwell in the tempests of dark Loch na Garr. 

4 . 

“ HI starr’d,§ thmigh brave, did no visions foreboding 
Tell you fliat fate had forsaken your cause ?” 

Ah ! were you destined to die at Culloden,|| 

Victory crown’d not your fall with applause: 


* Tflecribhle l/rntrer. In the private volume, Iflvrite much longer, 
t First publUhed in Hours of idieneMt. 

j Thi* word ii erruneoiuiy pronounced plod ; the proper proDUO- 
iation (according to the Scotch) i« known by the orthography. 

I I alitide here to my mnlernal anfe»ton», “the Gordone,** many 
jfwhom fought for the unfortunate Prince Ciiurlea, better known by the 
name of the Pretender, This branch wa« nearly ollied by blood, aa well 

r altachinerit, tu the Stuarta. George, the aecoiid Earl of Huntley, 
..carried the Princew Annabeila Stuart, daughter of James the Pint of 
Scotland. By her he left four aonii : the I hi id, Sir William Gordon, I 
have the honour to claim a* one of my nrogenitor*. 

II Whether any periahed in the baiUe of Cullwleo, I am not certain ; 
but, M many fell in the Inaurrection, I have uied the name of the forio* 
cipal action, *' pars pro toto.” 



Still were you happy in death'* earthy slumber, 

You rest wi^ y^ clan in the caves of Braemar ;* 
The pibrochf resounds, to the piper's loud number, 
Your deeds on the echoes of dark Lodh na Garr* 

5 . 

Years have roll’d on, Loch na Garr, since I left you, 
Years must elapse ere I tread you again : 

Nature of verdure and flow’rs hais bereft you, 

Yet still are you dearer than Albion’s plain. 
Hlngland ! thy beauties are tame and domestic 
To one who has roved on the mountains afar. 

Dh for the crags that are wild and majestic ! 

The steep frowning glories of dark Loch na Garr! 


TO ROMANCE4 

1 . 

Parent of golden dreams, Romance ! 
Auspicious queen of childish joys. 

Who leacVst along, in airy dance, 

Thy votive train of girls and boys ; 

At length, in spells no longer bound, 

* I break the fetters of my youth ; 

No more I tread thy mystic round. 

But leave tliy realms for those of Truth. 

And yet *t is hard to quit the dreams 
Which haunt the unsuspicious soul, 

Where every nymph a goddess seems. 
Whose eyes ihrougli rays immortal roll ; 

While Fancy holds her boundless reign, 
And all assume a varied hue ; 

When virgins seem no longer vain. 

And even woman’s smiles arc true. 

S. 

And must wc own thee but a name, 

And from thy hall of clouds descend ? 

Nor find a sylph in every dame, 

A Pyladcs§ in every friend ? 

But leave at once thy realms of air 
I’o mingling bands of fairy elves? 

Confess that woman ’s false as fair, 

And friends have feeling for — ^themselves? 

4 . 

With shame I own I ’ve felt thy sway; 
Repentant, now tliy reign is o’er ; 

No more tliy procejits I obey, 

No moro on fancied pinions soar. 

Fond fool ! to love a sparkling eye. 

And tliink that eye to trutli was dear ; 

To trust a passing wanton’s sigh, 

And melt beneatli a wanton’s tear . 

5 . 

Romance ! disgusted with deceit, 

Far from thy motley court I fly, , 

Where Affectation holds her seat, 

And sickly Sensibility ; 

Whose silly tears can never flow 
For any pangs excepting thine ; 

Who turns aside from real wo, 

To steep in dew thy gaudy shrine. 


With cypress crwraM, arrayM in weedb| 

Who heaves with thee her simple sigh. 
Whose breast for evciy bosom Ueeds 

And call thy sylvan female choir, 

To mourn a swain for ever gone, 

Who onco could glow with equal firo, 

But bends not now before thy throne. 

7 . 

Ye genial nymphs, whoso ready tears 
On all occasions swiftly flow; 

Whose bosoms heave with fancied fears 
With fancied flames and phrensy glow ; 

Say, will you mourn my absent name, 
Apostate from your gentle train ? 

An infant bard at least may claim 
From you a sympathetic strain. 

8 . 

Adieu, fond race ! a long adieu I 
The hour of fate is hovering nigh ; 

E’en now the gulf appears in view, 

Where unlamented you must lie : 

Oblivion’s blackening lake is seen, 
Convulsed by gales you cannot weather; 

Where you, and oke your gentle queen, 
Alas ! must perish altogetlier. 


ELEGY ON NEWSTEAD ABBEY.* 

'* It It the voice of yoart U»t are gone I they roll before me with all 
their dee(U.t'’-~0»#tan. 

I 1* 

Newstead ! fast-falling, once-rosplendcnt dome ! 

Religion’s shrine ! repentant Henry’s | pride ! 

Of warriors, monks, and dames the cloister’d tomb, 
Wliosc pensive shades around thy ruins glide, 

2 . 

Hail to tliy pile ! more honour’d in thy fall 
Thun modem mansions in their pillar’d state ; 

Proudly inajevStic frowns tliy vaulted hall. 

Scowling defiance on the blasts of fate. 

3 . 

No mail-clad serfs, ^ ohoilienl to their lord. 

In grim array the crimson cross || demand ; 

Or gay assemble rtnmd the festive hoard 
Their chief’s rotaiiicrs, an inunortal band ; 

4 . 

Else might inspiring Fancy’s magic eye 
Retrace their progress through tlie lapse of time; 
Marking each ardent youth, ordain’d to die, 

A votive pilgrim in Judea’s clime. 

6 . 

But not from thco, dark pile ! departs tlie chief ; 

His feudal realm in other regions lay : 

In thee the wnunded conscience courts relief. 

Retiring from the garish blaze of day. 

6 . 

Yes, in thy gloomy cells and shades profound 
The monk abjured a world he ne’er could view ; 

Or blood-stain’d guilt repeiiiing solace found, 

Or innocence from stem oppression flew. 


* A tract of ibe Higbltada ao called. There it alao a Cattle of Brae- 

.ir. 

t The bagpipe. 

t Firetpubliahed in the Hour* of Idleneaa. 

lit U hardly neceiaary to add, that Pylndea'wae the companion of 
‘cstaa, and u partner in one of thoir friend«hi{)e which, with thoae of 
laliea and Patroclua, Ni«u« and Euryalua, Damon and Pythiaa, have 
pii baiidod duwu u> poaterity aa remarkalde inatancea of attachmenta, 
aicb in nil probaliility nnvrr existed Lwyond the imagination of the 
•ct, tlie page of an bistunuii or inudero novelist. 


* Aa one poem on thia subject la printed in the beginning, the author 
id, originally, no inientiini of inaerting the fcdlowing : itla now adklad 
the particular reqiieat of aome frlenda. See p. 889 of thia edition, 
t The motto waanol given in the private vol.une. 
i Henry 11. founded Newatead auon after the murder of ThomM A 
ecket. 

§ Thia word is uaed by Walter Scott in bia |>oem, The Wild Uanhh 
an ayiiunyniuiia with vaaaai. 

I The red croaa waa the badge of the cruaadcra. 
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7 . 

A monarch bade thee from that wild arise, 

Where Sherwood’s outlaw once were wcmt to prowl 

And superstition’s crimes, of various dyes, 

Bought shelter in the priest’s protecting cowl. 

8 . 

Where now the grass exhales a murky dew, 

The humid paU of Ufe-extinguish’d clay, 

In sainted fame the sacred fathers grew, 

Nor raised their pious voices but to pray. 

9 . 

Where now the bats their wavering wings extend 
Boon as the gloaming * spreads her waning shade,! 

Tile choir did ctft their mingling vespers blend, 

Or matin orisons to Mary J paid. 

10 . 

Years roll on years; to ages, ages yield ; 

Abbots to abbots, in a line, succeed : 

Keligion’s charter their protecting shield 
Till royal sacrilege their doom decreed. 

11 . 

One holy Henry § reared the Gothic walls, 

And bade the pious inmates rest in peace ; 

Another Henry the kind gift recalls, 

And bids devotion’s hallow’d echoes cease. 

12 . 

Vain is each threat or supplicating prayer ; 

He drives them exiles from their blest abode, 

To roam a dreary world in deep despair-— 

No friend, no homo, no refuge, hut their God. 

13 . 

Hark how the hall, resounding to the strain, 

Shakes witli the martial music’s novel din ! 

The heralds of a warrior’s haughty reign, 

High crested banners, wave tliy walls witliin. 

14 . 

Of changing sentinels the distant hum, 

The mirth of feasts, the clang of burnish’d arms 

The braying trumpet and the hoarser drum, 

Unite in concert with increased alarms. 

16 . 

An abbey once, a regal fortress || now, 

Encircled by insulting rebel powers. 

War’s dread machines o’erhang thy threatning brow, 
And dart destruction in sulphureous showers. 

16 . 

Ah vain defence ! the hostile traitor’s siege, 

Though oft repulsed by guile, o’crcomes the brave ; 

His tlironging foes oppress the faitlifiil liege, 

Rebellion’s reeking standards o’er him wave. 

17 . 

Not unavenged the raging baron yields ; 

The blood of traitors smears the purple plain : 

Unconquer’d still, his falchion there he wields. 

And days of glory yet for him remain. 

18 . 

Still in dial hour the warrior wish’d to strew 
Brifrgather’d laurels on a self-soughi grave ; 

But Charles’ protecting genius hither flew, 

The monar^’s friend, the monarch’s hope, to save. 


* An *' slmiinliis,’* the Scottish word Tor twIllKht, kifar more poetical, 
and haa men reeommendad by many eminent literary men, particularly 
by Dr. Moore in hit Lettera to Burae, 1 have ventured to uee It on account 
of iu harmony. 

‘ ninf tprtnd* htr wming thadt. In the private volume, Twi- 
*e a woniartf eftode. 

> « -...^V^ory waa mdleated to the Virion. 

diaoolutiOA of the monaateriaa, Henry Till, beetovred New. 

, . I euelained a eoueiderable eiefe bt the war between Cbarlee 
■ parliament. 


19 . 

Trembling, she snatch’d him’*' from th’ unequal strifei 
In other fields the torrent to repel ; 

For nobler combats, here, reserved his life, 

To lead the band where godlike Falkland! fell. 

20 . 

From thee, poor pile ! to lawless plunder given, 
While dying groans their painful requiem sound, 

Far different incense now ascends to heaven, 

Such victims wallow on the gory ground. 

21 . 

There many a pale and rutlilos.9 robber’s corse, 
Noisome and ghast, defiles thy sacred sod ; 

O’er mingling man, and liorso commix’d with hotse, 
Corruption's heap, the savage spoilers trod. 

' 22 . 

Graves, long with rank and sighing weeds o’erspread, 
Ransack’d, resign perforce tlieir mortal mould: 

Prom ruffian fangs escape not e’en the dead, 

Raked from repose in search for buried gold. 

23 . 

Hush’d is the harp, unstrung the warlike lyre, 

The minstrel’s palsied hand riHilines in deadi; 

No more he strikes the quivering chords with fire, 

Or sings tlie glories of the martial! wreath. 

24 . 

At length the sated murderers, gorged with prey, 
Retire ; the. clamour of the fight is o’er ; 

Silence again resumes her awful sway, 

I And sable Horror|| guards the massy door. 

25 . 

Here Desolation holds her dreary court : 

What satellites declare her dimnal reign . 

Shrieking their dirge, ill-omen’d birds resort, 

To flit their vigils in llie hoary fane. 

26 . 

Soon a new morn’s restoring beams dispel 
The clouds of anarchy from Britain’s skies ; 

The fierce usurper seeks his native licU, 

And Nature triumphs as the tyrant dies. 

V*’. 

With storms she welconn's UtS expiring groans ; 
Whirlwinds,- responsive, greet his labouring breath ; 

Earth shudders bereaves receive hi.s bones, 
Loaliiing § the otfering of so dark a death. 

28 . 

The legal ruler H now resumes the helm, 

He guides through gentle seas tlie prow of state ; 

Hope cheers, with woiitod smiles, tho peaceful realm, 
And heals the bleeding wounds of wearied hate. 

29 . 

The gloomy tenants, Ncwstcad! of thy cells, 
Howling, resign their violated nest; 

Again the master on his tenure dwells, 

Enjoy’d, from absence, with enraolur’d zest 


Lord Byron and hw brother Sir William held high command in tha 
royal army : the former wns general in chief in Ireland, lieutenant of the 
Tower, and governor to Jnmee, Duke of York, afterward* the unh^py 
Jame* li. ; the latter had a principal ahare in many acliou*.— Tide 
Clarendon, Hume, Ac. 

1 Luciu* Cary, Iiord Viscount Falkland, the moat accompliahed man 
of hi* age, WA* killed at the battle of Newberry, ebargingin the rank* of 
Lord Byron ’a regiment of caealry. 

J Martial, The private volume reada UturelVd. 

SahU Horror. In the private volume, Horror tlalking, 

% This ia an hiatoricRl fact. A violent tempest occurred immediately 
aunaequent to the death or interment o( Cromwell, which occasioned 
many diaputes between his partisaue and the cavaliers : both Intenireted 
the circumstance into divine interpooillon ; but whether as approbation 
or eondeinoatioit, we leave to the caaulsis of that age todaeide. 1 iiava 
made such use of the occurrence as suited the subieet of my poem. 

S Cbarlee II. , ^ 
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so. 

Vassals, within thy hospitable pale, 

Loudly carousing, bless Uieir lord’s return ; 

Culture again adorns the gladdening vale, 

Aud matrons, once lamenting, cease to mourn* 

31 . 

A thousand son^ on tuneful echo float, 

Unwonted foliage mantles o’er the trees ; 

And hark ! the horns proclaim a mellow note, 

The hunters’ cry hangs lengthening on the breeze. 

32 . 

Beneath tlieir coursers hoofs the valleys shake ; 

What fears, what anxious hopes, attend the chase ! 
The dyifig stag seeks refuge in the lake ; 

Exulting shouts announce the finish’d race. 

33 . 

Ah happy days ! too happy to endure ! 

Such simple sports our plain fbrefatliers knew : 

No splendid vices glitter’d to allure; 

Their joys were many, as their cares were few. 

34 . 

From these descending, sons to sires succeed ; 

T.ii«e steals along, and Death uprears his dart; 
Another chief impels llie foaming steed. 

Another crowd pursue the panting hart. 

35 . 

Newstead! what saddening change of scene is (hine! 

Thy yawning arch belokrns slow decay ; 

The last and youngest of a iiohle In 

Now holds thy mouldering turrets in hj« sway. 

36. 

Deserted now, he scans thy gray worn towers; 

Thy vaults, where dead of feudal ages sleep; 

Thy cloisters, pervitius to llie wintry slumers; 

T^jese, these lie views, and views them but to w'cep. 

37. 

Ycl arc his tears no emblem of regret: 

Cherisli’d atb^ction <»ri1y bids them flow. 

Pride, hope, and love, fc»rbid him to forget, 

But w'arm his lx)som with impassion’d glow. 

38 . 

\ et he prefers thee to the gilded domes 
Or gewgaw grottos of tlie vainly groat; 

Yet lingers ’mid lliy damp and mossy tombs, 

Nor breathes a murmur ’gainst the will of fate. 

39 . 

llaf»ly thy sun, emerging, yet may shine, 

Thee to irradiate with meridian ray ; 

*Hours splendid as the past may still be thine, 

And bless thy future as thy former day. 


ON A CHANGE OF MASTERS AT A GREAT 
PUBLIC SCHOOL.! 

Whi;«e; are those honours, Ida’. once*your owai, 

Wlien ProbusJ fill’d your magisterial throne? 

As ancient Rome, fast ftilling to disgrace, 

Hail’d a barbarian in her Ciesar’s place, 

* Hnurt gpUndtdj Ac. fn the private voltnne and the, Aral edittoo 
of flours of Idleness, th<* stanxn ended witti tlie fuiiowing hii^ 

“ Foi*i<iii« mjy smile upon a future Hue, 

And Heaven restore an fVer-cloudless day.’’ 
t These litw* were only printed in the private volume. I<ord Bywi 
rely resrretted having written tlits and ttie ■utMemieiU altucJc 
i I>r. Butler contained in the poem called < hildieli Recolleclions. A 
liation touk place fictween them befors Lord Byron’s first. Uepa 
cure for (jreecr ; and Mr. Moore informs tia “ nut content with th 
private atonement to Dr. ButliM*, it was t.onl Byron's intention, had he 
piihliahed another edition of tlie Hotirs of Idleness, to substitute for the 
offensive verse* against that gentleman, a frank avowal of tlie wrong In 
had been guilty of, in giving vent tothiin.''— •XJ/® of Byron, vol. i. 
p. 

J Probus, Dr. Drury. 
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So you, degeneralo, tsliare as hard a fate, 

And scat Pornposus’’^ where your Probussate* 

Of narrow brain, yet of a narrower soul, 

Pomi>osU8 holds you in his harsii control ; 

Pomposus, by no social virtue sway’d, 

With florid jargon, and w ith vain parade ; 

With noisy nonsense, and new-fangled rules, 

Such as were ne’er before enforced in sdiools. 
Mistaking pedantry fur learning’s laws. 

He governs, sanction’d but by self>a}>plause. 

With him the same dire fate attending Romo, 
Ill-fated Ida ! soon must stamp your doom : 

Like her o’erthrown, for ever lost to fame. 

No trace of science left you but the name. 

/w/y, 1805. 


CHILDISH RECOLLECTIONS.! 

“ 1 caunut but riMneinber auch things wero, 

Atul were mtialrJ«:nr lu me.” 

j ! W'hen slow Disease, witli all her ht>st of pains, 
Chills the warm tide which flows along the veins ; 
AVhen Health, affrighted, spreads her rosy wing, 

And flies w ith every changing gale of spring ; 

Not to the aching frame ultwie confined, 

Unyielding jiaugs assail the drt>o[)ing mind: 

Whai grisly firms, the 8p(Tln*-lrain of wo, 

Bid shuddering Nature shrink heiieath the blow, 

I With Kesignaiion wuge ie!»;n’les8 strife, 

While Hope retires appiill’d, and clings to life. 

Yet less the pang when through the tedious hour 
liciiiernbrance sheds around her genial (lowcr, 

C’alls hack the vanish’d days to rupture given, 

Wlien love was bli.ss, and Beauty form’d our heaven; 
Or, dear to yotjth, portrays each childish scene, 

Those fairy bovvers, vviiere all in turn have been. 

As when thixiugh clouds that pour the summer atoim 
The orb of day unveils his distant form. 

Gilds w'ith faint beams the crystal dews of rain, 

And dimly twinkles o’er the watery plain ; 

Thus, while the future dark and cheerlcHS gleams, 

The sun of iiieinory, glowing through my (Ireains, 
Though sunk tlie radiance of his Ibrnnir blaze, 

'J’o scones far distant jkoiiI.s his paler rays; 

Still rules iiiy senyes with uuhoundtHl sway, 

The pa.st couHninding with the present day. 

Oft does my heart indulge the rising thouglit, 

Which still recurs, uulook’d for and unsought; 

• Pnmpnaiiii, Dr. Bnfler. 

t Tina ptieiii wuH piibliubi-il in tbt privutr volume ; ami willi mai 
idUilioiiH unit rnortiioiiB in (ltt< TiiM iiliitun iif Uuuiaul IdltiuiiM ; t 
v»8 nlierwnrilfc RiipiiM's.-ird. 

1 III Ibr pMvnu- volunu; tin* poum n|.i>ni*(l with the toliowinK tiiieki 
” HriiL-e ! thun UKvarjiiut oj vurird lovee, 

Winch yoiilli irinfiniM nt'i* irpiDVe* ; 

Wliirh t-vrrv tliymine l ard nprui* by u>lv, 

By thiMiSHinl* e< hn'ti to tin:' tinir I 

Tired ol the dnil, niiLeUKiiiK, aiiaiii, 

My Boul ie iiaiilnm tu I'f Irei'- HKain. 

Faiewfli I yv iiymplii* pi njniinut* u> Ko veine, 

Home other I>nrn<>ii \\ ill your rliru mu tvlteartw ; 

Some other panit hi* in h>>|te t>l bliM, 

Or dwull 111 t.ipiiire on youi in-cUu ’d ki»>i 
Tlarte In^ivitirB, gnxtefnl to mv aMleiil nilfhv, 

No more ciitiunrr iii^v MviMeB iii dclimthl ,* 

*|'h<i8e buaiitiiit, foitn (i ol' uuirviaU'tl biiow. 

Alike are iMvielexit, «it nnlielniK now. 

Tlierie to Huiiu! let ppier lover I rtfBiKn— 

Tlie ifiemoty t»f Uiomj toys hh>im in mine. 

('erifciiri* no more shull hrinitl my Ininible uam*, 

1’h» child of jiH.»»ioti and tiie rod of fame. 

Weary of love, of’ lilt*, de\our’d with i>jile«ii, 

1 real a periVet Tiinun, not niin lee.ii. 

W'ttrlit ! I rrnouiiCK ttwf ! all my hojie *6 u’ercaat ; 

One Mi«h I nive lliee, hut thul uiftli '• lit« iasl. 

Fririn1*,tueB, and teintdea,nnw alike uiliau t 
Would 1 cottlii add, remeinliruiier of yon too I 
Yet thonch the riiliire dark ami cherrlraaitieunriB, 

The enme of tnenairy, hov’riiin m iny dreaniv, 

Depicta witii glowing; peneil all iIiobr y«ar», 

Ere yet my riip, vmpoiaon’d, flow’d with teaea ; 

Biill rulcamy Meusea with lyrttnnic awuy, 

The tMiBt confuunilliift with tin* pre«C‘ut day. 

“ Aina I in vain I check the maddening thmight { 

It vtill recurs, unlouk’d fur and nitauuKlii ; 

My eoul to FtiMcy'*,” Ac, iic. &e. at at Uii« twauty-oitit* 



My soul to Fancy’s fond stiggesition yieldsj 
And roams romantic o’er her airy fields ; 

Bcones of my yonth, develop’d, crowd to view, 
To which I long have bade a Imst adieu ! 

Seats of delight, inspiring youthful thomes ; 
Friends lost to me for aye except in dreams ; 
Some who in marble prematurely sleep, 

Wliose forms 1 now remember but to weej) ; 
Some who yet urge the same scholastic course 
Of early science, future fame the source ; 

Who, still Contending in the studious race, 

In quick rotation fill the senior place ! 

These with a thousand visions now unite, 

To dazzle, though they please, rny aching sight.* 

Ida ! blest spot, where Science holds her reign, 
How joyous once 1 join’d thy youthful train ! 
Kright in idea gleams thy lofiy spire. 

Again I mingle with thy playful quire ; 

Our tricks of mischief, every childish game, 
Unchanged by time or distance, seem U»e same ; 
Through winding paths, along the glade, 1 trace 
The social smile of ev’ry welcome face ; 

My wonted haunts, my scenes of joy and wo, 

Each early boyish fr iend or youthful foe, 

Our f< 5 uds dissolved, but not my friendship past 
I bless the former, and forgive the last. 

Hours of rny youth ! when, nurtured in my breast, 
To love a stranger, friondohip made me blest *, — 
Friendship, the dear peculiar bond of youth, 

When every artless bosom throbs wdth truth; 
Untaught by worldly wisdom how to feign, 

And clieck each impulse with prudential rein ; 
When all we feel, our honest souls disclose— 

In love to friends, in open hate to fi)es ; 

No varnish’d tales the Ups of youth repeat, 

No dear-bought knowledge purchased by deceit. 
Hypocrisy, the gift of lengthen’d years, 

Matured by age , the garb of f)rudencc wears. 
When now the l)oy is ripen’d into man, 

His careful sire chalks forth some wary plan ; 
Instructs his son from candour’s path to shrink, 
Smoothly to speak, and cautiously to think ; 

Still to assent, and never to deny — 

A patron’s praise can well reward the lie : 

And who, when Fortune’s warning voice is heard, 
Would lose his opening prospects for a word ? 
Although against that word his heart rebel, 

And truth, indignant, all his bosom swell. 

-Away with themes like this ! not mine tlie task 
From flattering fiends to tear tho hateful mask ; 
I^et keener hards delight in satire’s sling ; 

My fancy soars not on Detraction’s wing : 

Once, and but once, she aim’d a deadly blow, 

To hurl defiance on a secret foe ; 

But when that foe, from feeling or from shame, 

The cause unknown, yet still to me tho same, 
Warn’d by some friendly hint, perchance, retired, 
With this submission all her rage expired. 

From dreaded pangs tliat feeble foe to save, 

She hush’d her young resentment, and forgave ; 
t Or, if my muse a pedant's portrait drew, 
Pomposus’ virtues are but known to few : 

I never fear’d the young usurper’s nod, 

And he who wields must sometimes fool the rod. 


• The nett ftfty^ux liuet, to 

“ Here flril remember’d be the Joyoue band,” 
vert edded in the first edition of Honit of l^eneu. 


t Or if mv a pedant 'a portrait dr0w, 

JP^mpantt' virtiMt , » C. 

Mr, Moore informe ui, Utat inetead of thli paata^, Lord Byron meant 


• in* art, 


” If once mv mnee abareher i>ortrait drew, 

Warm wm t<er wrouft* and deem’d the likeneee true, 

By tonUr Judcmenttati^t, her fault ahe owiie, — 
noble mimU a fault, confeM’d, atonee.” 

of Byron, eul. 1. p. 169« 


If since on Granta’s fallings, known to all 
Who share the converse of a college hall. 

She sometimes trifled in a lighter strain. 

is past, and thus she will not sin again. 

Soon must her early song for ever cease, 

And all may rail when 1 shall rest in peace. 

Here first remember’d bo the joyous band 
Who hail’d me chief, obedient to command ; 

Who join’d w'ith me in every boyish sport— 

Their first adviser, and tlieir last resort ; 

♦ Nor shrunk beneath the upstart pedant’s frown, 

Or all the sable glories of his gown ; 

Who, tliiis transplanted from his fatlicr’s scliool-^ 

Unfit to govern, ignorant of rule — 

Succeeded him whom all unite to praise. 

The dear preceptor of iny early days ; 

Probus, f llic [>ride of science, and the boast, 

To Ida now, alas ! for ever lost. 

With him for years we search’d the classic page, 

And fearM the master, though we loved the sago : 
Retired at last, his small yet peaceful seat 
From learning’s labour is the blest retreat. 

\ Pomjwsus fills his magisterial chair ; 

Pomposus governs, — but, my muse, forbear; 

Contempt, in silence, be the petlant’s lot ; 

His name and prerejus be alike forgot 
No more Iiis mention shall my verse degrade, 

I’o him my tribute is already paid. || 

ITIIigh, through those elms with hoary branches crown’d, 
Fair Ida’s bower adorns the landscape round ; 

There Scierure, from her favour’d seat, surveys 
The vale wliere rural Nature claims her praise ; 

To her awhiu? resigns her youthful train, 

Who move in joy, ami dance along the plain ; 

In scatter’d groups cacii favour’d haunt pursue ; 
i-epeat old pastimes, and discover new ; 

Flush’d wdth his rays, heneatli the noontide sun, 

In rival bands between the wickets run, 

Drive o’er the sward the ball with active force, 

")r chase with nimble feet its rapid course. 

But these with slowcir steps direct their way 
Where Brent’s cool waves in lim])id currents stray ; 


* Iiialead of the present couiilet, tlni private volume has the following 
four linen : — 

“ (iRrek-ss to 800 th the jH'dimt’H furious frown, 

Scarcely re8[)cr.iiii- hin ntnjc«tic ijown ; 

I3y which, in vuin, he cam’rl a lionow'd grace, 

A(l<lii)g new lerrwi to Ins sneeritii' ftice.” 
t This most fthlo and cxeelleiit nr.m retiied troin his situation In 
March, I8ur», after hoviiiR resided thirty five yi'.irs at Harrow ; the last 
'enty as head-inasier ; an otiico he held with equal honour to hitm^ir 
d advantage to the very rxteuisive school over which he presided, 
inegyric would lin e be superfluous : it w'ould he useless to eriumeruto 
qunlitit'atioiis which were never doubled. A considerabJc rontesttook 
place fieiw'een three rival camlidiUee for his vacant chair : of this I cau 
Illy luy, 

Si mea, cum vealris valuissent votn, FeUsgi 1 
Non forct umbiguus tunti certaminis llieres. 

J Pompo»uftJllft hit mngittgrial cAair ; 
omp'<9ua governt, &c. 

Had l.ord nyrnii {nihlished another edition of Hour* of Idlan***, it 
'as bis mteiiiiun to give the following turn to this passage ; 

” Another "llg his mneisterial chair ; 

Reluctant Ida owns a stranger’s rare ; 

Oh I inajr like honours crown his future name,—’ 

If such bis virtues, such shall he hi* fame.” 

Moort'a Life of Byron, vol. 1. p. 189. 

I Hie name, itc. Instead of this line, the private volume reads, 

” Soon shall his shallow precepts be forgot.” 

)| This alludes In a character printed In a former private editioii for (h« 
perusal of some friends, which, with many other pieces, is withheld from 
’.ha present Tolume.(’) To draw the attention of the public to insigiiifi.. 
'4iQce would i)e deservedly r«))robated ; and anothei reason, though not of 
eqna) consequence, may be given in the following couplet : 

” Satire or sense, alas I can Sposusfeel f 
Who breaks u butterfly imou the wheel ?” 

POPK. — Prologue to the Satbree, 

H The ensuing hundred and iweniy.two lines, ti 

” Alonao, beat and dearest of my friends,” 

It found in the privala Tahime, but were iutrotluccd in Ihs first adl- 
.ion of Hours of Idleness. 


(*) Those pieces are reprinted in the present edition. Thoeliamotor 
alluded to is coutaiusri in the prseeding poem. 



HOURS 0# ix>L&^sa 




While yonder few search out tome green retreati 
And arbours shade tliein from the summer heat : 

Others again, a pert and lively crew, 

Some rough and thoughtless stranger placed in view, 
With frolic quaint their antic jests expose. 

And tease the grumbling rustic as he goes ; 

Nor rest with this, but many a parsing fray 
Tradition treasures for a future day ; 

“ was here the gather’d swains for vongoanco fought, 
And here wc earn’d the conquest dearly bought ; 

Here have we fled before superior might, 

And hero renew’d the wild tumultuous fight.” 

>Vhile thus our souls with early fiassions swell, 

In lingcgring tones resounds the distant bell ; 

Th’ allotted hour of daily sport is o’er, 

And Learning beckons from her temple’s door. 

No splendid tablets grace Iier simple hall, 

But ruder records fill the dusky wall ; 

There, deeply carved, behold! each tyro’s name 
Secures its owner’s academic fame ; 

Hero mingling view the names of sire and son— 

The one long graved, the other just begun : 

These shall survive alike when son and sire 
Beneath one common stroke of fate expire ; 

Perhaps their last memorial these alone, 

Denied in death a monumental stone, 

AVliilst to the gale in mournful cadence wave 
The sighing wcttds that hide their nameless grave. 

And her(i my name, and many an early friend’s, 

Along the w’all in lengthen’d line extends. 

Though still our deeds amuse the youthful race, 

Who tread our steps, and fill our former place. 

Who young obey’d their lords in sikmt awe, 

Whose nod commanded, anJ whose voice was law , 

And now in turn possess the nuns cf pow’cr. 

To rule tlie little tyrants of an hour; — 

’l''hough sometimes with tlic tales of ancient day 
They pass the dre^ary winter’s eve aw’ay — 

“ And thus our form<ir rulers stemm’d the tide, 

And thus they dealt the combat side by side ; 

Just in this place the mouldering walls they scaled, 

Nor bolts nor bars against their strength nvaU'd ; 

Here Probus came, the rising fray to (]aeil, 

And liere he falter’d fortli his last farewell ; 

And here oiu* night abroail llicy dared to roam, 

AVhile hold Poinposus bravely stayed at homo ; ’— 
AVhile thus thev speak, the hour nuist soon arrive, 

When names of these, like ours, alone survive; 

^"ot a few years, one general wreck will whelm 
The faint remembrance of our fairy realm. 

Dear lionest race, though now w e meet no more, 

One last long look on what avc were betore — 

Our first kind greetings, and our last adieu — 

Drew tears from eyes unused to weep with you. 

Through splendid circles, fashion’s gaudy world, 

Where folly’s glaring standard waves unfurl’d, 

1 plunged to drown in noise my fond regret, 

And all 1 sought or hoped was to forget. 

Vain wish ! if chance some well-retftember’d face 
Some, old companion of my early race, 

Advanced to claim his friend with honest joy, 

My eyes, my heart proclaim’d me still a boy ; 

The glittering scene, tl»o fluttering groups around, 

W^ere quite forgotten wdien my friend was found ; 

The smiles of beauty— (for, alas ! I ’vc knowm 
What ’t is to bend before Love’s mighty throne)— 

The smiles of beauty, though tliose smiles were dear, 
Could hardly charm me when that friend was near : 

My tlioughts bewilder’d in the fond surprise. 

The woods of Ida danced before my eyes; 

I saw the sprightly wartderers pour along, 

I saw and joinM again the joyous thremg ; 

Panting, again I traced her lofty grove, 

And friendship’s feelings triumph’d over love. 


Yet why should 1 alone with such delight 
Retrace the circuit of my former flight? 

Is there no cause beyond the common claim 
Endear’d to all in childhood’s very name ? 

Ah ! sure some stronger impulse vibrates here, 

Which whispers friendship will be doubly dear 
To one who tlius for kindred hearts must roam, 

And seek abroad the love denied at home. 

Those hearts, dear Ida, have I found in thee— 

A home, a world, a paroflise to im>. 

Stern death forboxle my orphan youth to share 
The tender guidance of a father’s care ; 

Can rank, or e’en a guardian’s name, supply 
The love which glistens in a father’s eye ? 

F<^r this can wealth or title’s sound atone, 

Made by a parent’s early loss my own ? 

What brother springs abrother’.s love to seek? 

What sister’s gentle kiss has prest rny cheek ? 

For me how dull the vacant moments rise. 

To no fond bosom link’d by kindred tics! 

Oft in tlie progress of some fleeting dream 
Fraternal smiles collected round me seem ; 

While still the visions to my heart are prest, 

The voice of love will murmur in my rest: 

1 hear — I wake-— and in llio sound rejoice ; 

1 hear again, — but, ah ! no brother’s voice. 

A hermit, ’midst of crowds, I fain must stray 
Alone, Ihotigli thotjsand pilgrims fill the way ; 

While th<?sc a Ihonsand kindred wreaths entwine, 

1 cannot call one single blossom mine ; 

What tiien remains? in solitude to groan. 

To mix in friendship, or to sigh alone ? 

Thus must 1 cling to some endearing hand, 

And none more dtrar than Ida’s social band. 

* Alonzo! best and dearest of rny friends, 

Thy name ennobles him who thus commends : 

From this fond tribute thou cans! gain no praise^ 

'rhe praise is his who now that tribute pays. 

Oh ! in the promise of thy early youth. 

If hope anticipate the words of truth, 

Sonic loftier bard shall sing thy glorious name, 

To build his own upon thy deatliles.s fame.f 
Friend of my heart, and foremo.sl of the list 
Of those with wlnnn 1 lived supremely blest, 

Oft have we drain’d the font of ancient lore ; 

Though drinking deeply, thirsting still the more. 

Yet when confinement’s lingering hour was done, 

Our sports, our studies, and our souls were one ; 
Together wc iinpeil’d the flying bail; 

Togellicr waited in our tutor’s hall ; 

Together Jtdn’il in criektJt’s manly toil, 

Or .‘shared the prorluce of the river’s spoil ; 

Or plunging from the. green declining shore, 

Our pliant! lirnhs the buoyant billows bore ; 

111 every element, unchang(Ml, the same, 

All, all tlial brothers sliould be but the nanio. 

Nor yet are you forgot, rny jocund boy ! 

Davus, the harbinger of childish joy ; 

For ever foremost in the ranks of fun, 

The laughing herald of the harmless pun ; 

Yet with a breast of such materials made— 

Anxious to please, of pleasing half afraid ; 

Candid and liberal, with a heart of steel 
In danger’s path, though not untaught to feel. 

Still I remember in the factious strife 
The rustic’s musket aim’d against my life: 

* Alonzo. In the i;rWAtevo’.umr,7oAa/»Ke». .... 

1 The loJiowiiip four hues of tlie juivaie volume wert omitted lo tb4 
Hours of Idlenes* : 

“ CouUi ftii|flit hivpire mv wi*h poetic fire, 

For theisttlone I 'c! ilie hallow’d lyra ; 

But to wmie iiMer hand the latW I wjiv«, 

Whose *ti nins imtnorinl may uutltva tbOjpwve.’* 

J JP/ionX. Private \oluii.c , Ivtty . 



inliiiy 

A ctyof iMiimr 

WbHiA 1^ i& i)QmW 

Foui^t mf iiiA||»6iiding \h^ \ 

Tour arnii lini?« bn^i ftnM«d his cftreer— * 
Forward you sprung, insonsihlo to fear ; 
Disarm'd and baflfed by your concpiering hand, 
The grovolUug savage roUM upon the sand: 

* An act like this can simple thanks repay ? 

Or all the labours of a grateful lay ? 

Oh no! whene'er my breast forgets the deed, 
That instant, Davos, it deserves to bleed. 

Lycus! on me thy claims are justly great: 
Thy milder virtues could my muse relate, 

To thee alone, unri vail’d, would belong 
The feeble efforts of my lengthen’d song.f 
Well const thou boast to lead in senates fit-* 

A Spartan firmness with Athenian wit : 

Though yet in embryo tlicse perfections shine, 
Ltcus ! thy fatlier’s fame will soon be thine. 
Whore learning inirtiires the superior mind, 
What may we liope from genius thus refined ! 
Wlien time at length matures thy growing years, 
How wilt tliou tower above thy fellow peers ! 
Prudence and sense, a spirit bold and free, 

With honour’s soul, united beam in thee. 


Shall fair Eitrvalus pass by unsung? 

From anciiiiil lineage, not unworthy, sprung: 
Whut tliough one sad dissension bade us part, 
That name is yot embalm’d within my heart ; 

Yet at the mention does that heart rebound, 

And palpitate responsive to the sound. 

Envy dissolved our ties, and not our will: 

We once were friends,-—! *11 think we are so still. 
A form iinmatcli’d in nature’s partial mould, 

A heart untainted, we in thee behold : 

Yot not the senate’s thunder thou shall wield, 

Nor seek for glory in the tented field ; 

To minds of ruder texture tliese be given— 

Thy soul shall nearer soar its native heaven. 
Haply in polish’d courts might be thy seat, 

But tliat thy t.ongut< could never forge deceit; 

The courtier’s supple bow and sneering smile, 
The flow of compliment, the slippery wile, 

Would make that breast with indignation burn, 
And all the glittering snares lo tempt thee spurn. 
Domestic happiness will stamp tliy fate ; 

Sacred to love, unclouded e’er by hate ; 

The world admire thee, and thy friends adore ; 

I Ambition’s slave alone would toil for more. 


• An act like tki$, ftc. Tn Iho private vahime the laalfour 
chaincier were ar followa ; 

“ Thu# flid you huvc that life T ecarcely prize— 

A life nnwurtliy niu'.h a #nci ifire : 

Oh ! when my brenat foi jriMs ihe seneroiia deed, 

That inatnnl, Davue, it de>)>jrves In bleed.” 
t In llie private volinuw, W'o find the following lines conelodina; the 
character of Lyrna ; and the remainder of the pnssnge rel.umc to him 
WAS nrij(inHlly given ua descriptive of a friend entitled Cla/tta, of 
no mention is made in the last published copy of the poem ; 

” For ever to pesseas a frietal in thee, 

Was bliaaunnoped, though not nnaoiight by me. 

Thy softer aoul was formM for love alone, 

To ruder jiaasion# and tointlc unknown ; 

Thy mind, in union with thy beauteoua form, 

IVaa gentle, but unfit lo stem the storm ; 

That face, an index of celesfinl wuith, 

Pmclaim'd a heart abstracted from the earth. 

Oft, when depreesVI with sad forelmding gloom, 
t sat reclined njion our tavouiite tomb, 

I’ve seen Ihoee aymualhelic eyes o’erflow 
■With kind cumTMiannn for tliy comrade’# wo ; 

Or when last mmimful aubjects form’d our themaa, 

We triad a thousand foud romantic achemea, 

Oft hast thou awom, in friendahlp’a soothing lone, 

Whetever wish wna mine must he thine own. 

” The ue tgMiPNV* ***' *onat«a fit— 

TboiuiSi[^^B||||Mlheaa rai fectiona ahine, 
Ckivt|^|DHHHpMne will aoon be tldne. | 

I ** Witere aMWliiAiiMKira wish for more ?” j 

Priwtfohma. > 


Now Iftgt, but neoi^ cl ^ iuci&l bimd» 

See honest, open, geberoue fitoad ; 

With scarce one B}>eok; to Ae fxfeaehBg «oene^ 
No vice degrades that purest «otd edretie; 

On the same day our studious race begun, 

On the same day our studious race was run , 

Thus side by side we pass'd our first career, 

Thus side by side we strove for many a year ; 

At last concluded our scholastic life, 

We neither conquer'd in the classic strife : 

As speakers * each supports an equal name, 

And crowds allow to both a partial fame : 

To sooth a youthful rival's early pride, 

Though Cleon's candour would the palm divide;^ 
Yet candour's self compels me now to own 
Justice awards it to ray friend alone.f 

Oh ! friends regretted, scenes for ever dear, 
Remembrance hails you with her warmest tear ! 
Drooping, she bends o'er pensive Fancy’s um 
To trace the hours which never can return ; 

|Yet with the retrospection loves to dwell, 

And sooth the sorrows of her last farewell ! 

Yet greets the triumph of my boyish mind, 

As infant laurels round my head were twined 
When Probus’ praise repaid my lyric song, 

Or plucotl mo higher in the studious throng 
Or when my first harangue received applause, 

His sage instruction the primeval i:ause, 

What grnlitude to him niy soul possest, 

While hope of dawning honours fill’d my breast ! 

§For all iny humble fame, to him alone 

The praise is due, who made that fanie my own. 

Oh ! could I soar alawe these fiieblc lays, 

These young effusions of niy early days, 

To him my muse her noblest strain would give: 

The song might perish, but the theme must live. 

Yet why tor him the needless verse essay? ” 

Ilis honour’d name requires no vain display: 

By every sou of grateful Ida blest, 

It find.s an echo in each youthful breast; 

A fame beyond the glories of the proud, 

Dr all the plaudits of the venal crowd, 

Ida, not yet exhausted i< the theme, 

Nor clo.mi the progress of my youthful dream. 

How many a frituid dest rv(‘s the grateful strain 
What scones of childhood still unsung remain 
Yet let me hush this echo of the past, 

This parting song, the dearest arifl the last ; 

And brofKl in secret o’er those hours of joy. 

To me a silent and a sweet employ. 


• Thi* uliude# tn thr publir aperchrs rlellverc*! at the school where the 
iithnr wns «(btr.ate«l. 

t The bix roitr.l'u1irig Hiiea of iIiIk paMnn^o were given a# rollowa hi the 
rivnli* Volume ; 

“ Ah R|>enkerii) each anpports ii rivnl name. 

Though iicithci seeks to ilamn thenilivr’n fame. 

I’nmpoBuv ail#, inieqnnl to decide : 

With yuutliliil caniloiir we the jwlm divide ; 

Yel raiidour’a »olf ronmids me now to own 
Justice. Kwnnls it tu my friend alone.” 

J *' Yet ill the ri'tnmpMriiou finds rohid', 

And revels in the luxury of grief.”— Ko/ume. 

§ From thisplaco to the end, the copy of the fioenn, as printed In the 
Hours ofldleness, diltVrs LUititely from that in the private volume, which 
loutaina andcuncKiUes thus ; 

” When, yet u novice in the mimic nrf, 

I feign’d the traiisporis of a vengeful heart ; 

Wi'lieu os the Koyal Mlav^i i tnxl the stage, 

To vent in Zangu more than mortal rege ; 

Tiie praise of Prohusmade me feel more proud 
Tluiiiall ttar plaudits ui the lisl’ning crowd. 

” Ah I vain endeavour in this cluldish strain 
To sooth tlw woesof which I thus complain 
What Clin avail tlie fruitless loss of lime, 

To measure Borrow In a ^ngling rhyme I 
No social solace from « friend is near, 

And heartless strangers drop no feeling tear. 

I seek not joy in woman’s sparkJing eye : 

The smiles of heuniy cannot citcck the sigh. 

Adieu ! thou world ! thy pie a sure *a still a dtwam, 

Thv virtue but a visionary tlteme ; 

Tile years of vice on yeara of folly roll, 

T>n gHiming death assigns the dasiinad f«tl, 





While, hofie tuKl 
r ^uittkivith ]^e««Qre Oil 1^ 

Teg, to the ^ eione Mjr heart eotifhie, 

And dnwe the phantom ef what once wag mine. 

IdaI gtUl o’er thy hills in joy preside, 

And proudly steer through time’s eventful tide ; 

Still may thy blooming sons thy name revere, 

Smile in thy bower, but quit thee with a tear 
That tear perhaps the fondest which will flow 
O’er their last scene of happiness below. 

Tell me, ye hoary few who glide along, 

The feeble veterans of some former tiirong, 

Whose friends, like autumn leaves by tempests whirl’d, 
Are swepl for ever from this busy world ; 

Revolve the fleeting moments of your youth, 

While Care as yet withheld her venom’d tooth , 

Say if remembrance days like these endears 
Beyond the rapture of succeeding years ? 

Say can ambition’s fever’d dream bestow 
So sweet a balm to sooth your hours of wo ? 

Can treasures, hoarded for some thankless son, 

Can royal smiles, or wreaths by slaughter won. 

Can stars or ermine, man’s maturcr toys, 

(For glittering baubles are not left to boys,) 

Recall one scone so much beloved to view 
As those where Youth her garland twined for you. 

Ah, no! amid the gloomy calm of age 

You turn with faltering hand life’s varied page ; 

Peruse the record of your days on earth, 

Unsullied only where it marks your birth; 

Silill lingering pause above each chcfjuer’d leaf, 1 

And blot with tears th(' sable lines of grief; 

AVhere Passion o’er the theme her mantle threw, 

Or wcopitiff Virtue sigh’d a faint adieu ; 

But bless th(i scroll which fairer words adoni 
iVared by the rosy finger of the ntorn ; 

Wlum Friendship bow’d befons the shrine of truth, 

And Love,* without bis pinion, smiled on youth. 


t ANSWER TO A BEAUTIFUL POEM, WRIT- 
TEN BY MONTGOMERY, AUTHOR OF 
“THE WANJ)h:RER IN SAVITZERLAND,” 
&c &c. ENTITLED “ THE COMMON LOT.” 

1 . 

Moni comf.k V ! true, the common lot 
Of mortals lies in Lethe’s wave ; 

Yet some shall never Ik* forgot — 

Some shall exist, beyond the grave. 

Whore all «rr InmU'iiiiiK to 'ho dio.id nbodo, 

' 1*0 rnoel Ih*! l<Rl*tirifiitctr« nuhlenos liod ; 

Mix’d in tlio cc)i«iiiii-KL*orihc ilnmplnlt-ss ihroiig, 

A inonnuT mul«l. of tnivlli, 1 glldf iihnip *, 

A wrotchfd, l•<^llrttlM^, ploniiiy tliins, 

(’nt<l liy rwlh-rlioii’n dci-ii (’orKnliiii' sting ; 

Bin not that mentid titiris which Rtntia ‘wil.liin, 

Thoiiark avcnjiir ol iinininKiird «iii ; 

The sli'cnl .ohnli whi'-h aoud* the guilty wretch 
Kxtonded on n iintirinc ulrol^h ; 

(Jnnuctenct' that aiiofi, iJiul abaft to lljinaiipphra*- 
Hib mind the rack from wltich he ne’er can n»e. 

For me, who teVr my folly or my tear, 

One cheerful comfort itdl i» cliei ish’d here : 

No dread iiUeMtal itaniitu my lionrsof rent 
No dreanm of injured iimocence uife»t : 

Of hope, of peace, ol Kimoalall bereft, 

Cunmienre, iny lael but welcome cuest is left. 

Slander’s impoicon'd breath may lilaat ray name ; 

Kiivjr dellgliu to blijjtlil the buds cit fame ; 

Deceit may chill the current of tny blood, 

And freew aflectioii’a warm imtiasfion'd flood ; 

PrcsagtiiK horror darken every aenae 
Here will conacieiicc tie my Iwt defence. 

My iioeom feeda no ‘ worm which ne’er can die :* 

Not Crimea 1 mourn, but happineas gone by. 

ThuM crawling on with many a reptile vile, 

My iieai t ia iMtior, though my check may imila : 

No more with former bfiaa my hcatt ia gla'i ; 

Hope yieldato anguish, and my aoni la and ; 

From fond regret no future joy can aave ; 

Remembrance alumbera only in the grave.” 

• ” L^Amitil aat I’Amotir aana allea” la a French proverb. 

1 Only printed to the private volume. 


t 

“Unknown tib regkn^ hli 
The hero * t«4hi the tide of mr ; 

Yet not unknown hti martial werdiy 
Whkh glares n meteor fioni aiar. 

$ 

His joy or grief, bis weal or wo, 
Perchance may ’scape the page of toe ; 

Yet nations now unborn will know 
The record of his deathless name. 

4 . 

The patriot’s and the poet’s frame 
Must share the common tomb of all : 

Their glory will not sleep the same ; 

Thai will arise though empires fail. 

5 . 

The lustre of a beauty’s eye, 

Assumes the ghastly stare of death ; 

The fair, the brave, the good must dio, 

And sink the yawning grave t>cneath. 

6. 

Once more the speaking eye revives, 

Sl.il) beaming llirough the lover’s strain ; 

For Petrarch’s Laura still survives: 

She died, but ne’er will die again. 

7 . 

The rolling seasons pa.‘?s away, 

And Time, untiring, waves his wing; 

Wfiilst honour’s laurels m^’er decay, 

But bloom in fresli, unfading spring. 

«. 

All, all must sleep in grim rejjose, 

Collected in the silent tomb ; 

The old and ytmng, with friends and foes, 
Festering alike in shrouds, consume. 

9. 

The mouldering marble lasts its day, 

Yet falls at length an u.sehsss fane ; 

To ruin’s ruthless fangs a prey, 

The wrecks of pillar’d pride remain. 

10 . 

What though the sculpture be destroy’d, 
PVoin dark oblivion mcanl to guard ? 

A bright renown shall be enjoy’d 

By those whose virtues claim reward* 

11 . 

Then do not sav Il»c c<imnu>n lot 
Of all lies deep in Ldlie’s wave ; 

Some few who ne’er will he fi)rgot 
Shall hurst the, bondage of the grave. 

1806 . 


TO THE REV. J. T. BECHER.t 

1 . 

Dear Becher, you tell me to mix witlii mankind ; 

I cannot deny such a precept is wise ; 

But retirement accords with the lone of my mind ; 

I will not descend to a world 1 despise. 

2 . 

)id ihe senate or camp my exertions require, 

Ambition might prompt me, at once, to go foj'tli : 
Vhen infancy’s years of probation expire, 

Perchance I may strive to distinguish my birth. 

No particular hero ia here alluded lo. The exploUa of Bayard, 
'emouri, Fxlwanl the IMnck Prince, and in more modern tiroea the famo 
r Mariboroneh, Fraclerick the Hrent, f7miiii Saxe. CKarlaa of Bwaden, 
,c. are famiuKr lo every tiialnilcal reader, Itui the exact ptoc* of thair 
'.rth are known to a very amnll |>ro|M>rttoii of their admireva, 
t Only foitud in the private voiurne. 



9 . 

The fire in the carem of Etna conceal’d 
Still mantles unseen in its secret recess : 

At length in a volume terrific reveal’d 
No torrent can quench it, no bounds can repress. 

4 . 

Oh ! thus, the desire in my bosom for fame 
Bids me live but to hope for prosperity’s praise. 

Could I soar with the phoenix on pinions of flame, 

With him I would wish to expire in the blaze. 

5 . 

For the life of a Fox, of a Chatham the death, 

What censure, what danger, what wo would I bravo ! 
Their lives did not end when tliey yielded their breath. 
Their glory illumines the gloom of their grave. 

6 . 

Yet why should I mingle in Fashion’s full herd? 

Why crouch to her leaders, or cringe to her rules ? 
Why bend to the proud, or applaud tho absurd ? 

Why scorch for delight in the friendship of fools? 

7 . 

I have lasted the sweets and the bitters of love ; 

In friendship I early was taught to believe ; 

My passion the matrons of prudence reprove ; 

I have found that a friend may profess, yet deceive. 

8 . 

To me what is wealth ? it may pass in an hour, 

If tyrants prevail, or if Fortune should frown. 

To me what is title ? — the phantom of power; 

To me what is fashion ? — seek but renown. 

9 . 

Deceit is a stranger as yet to my soul, 

I still am unpractised to varnish Uie truth ; 

Then why should I live in a hateful control ? 

Why waste upon folly the days of my youth ? 

THE DEATH OP CALMAR AND ORLA.* 

AN IMITATION OV MACPHBRSON’S OSSlAN.f 

Dear arc the days of youth! Age dwells on their 
remembrance through tho mist of time. In the twi- 
light, he recalls the sunny hours of morn. He lifts his 
spear with trembling hand. Not tlius feebly did I 
raise the steel before my fathers!” Past is the race 
of heroes ! but their fame rises on the harp ; their souls 
ride on the wings of the wind! they hear the sound 
through the sighs of the storm, and rejoice in their hall 
of clouds ! Such is Calmar. The gray stone marks his 
narrow house. He looks down from eddying tempests ; 
he rolls his form in the whirlwind, and hovers on tlie blast 
of the mountain. 

In Morven dwelt the chief; a beam of war to Fingal. 
His steps in the field wore marked in blood ! Loe.blin’s 
sons had fled bef >re his angry spear ; but mild was the 
eye of Calmar ; sofi was tho flow of his yellow locks : 
they streamed like the meteor of the night. No maid 
was the sigh of his soul: his tlioughls were given to 
friendship, to dark-haired Orla, destroyer of heroes ! 
Equal were their swords in battle ; but fierce was the 
pride of Orla : gentle alone to Calmar. Together they 
dowU in the cave of Oithona. 

From Loclilin, Swaran bounded o’er the blue waves. 
Erin’s stms fell beneath his might. Firigal roused his 
chiefs to combat. Their abips cover the ocean ! Their 
hosts throng on the green hills. They come to the aid 
of Erin. 

Night rose in clouds. Darkness veils the armies. 
But the blazing oaks gleam through tho valley. The 

* First pvbnshsrt In Honrs of T(llon*ti«. 

t It my nwmary tn obiwrvp, thsl tiie story, thouith cofwt^ferably 
Tsrioit in the \» takrn frnm ‘ ‘ Nudh niui Rurysins,” of which 

tpivoris s irsnsistioi) is slrrsriy (tlrro in tho {ircspui voldinr. 


sons of Lochlifi slept ; their dreams were of blood* 
They lifl the spear in thought, and Fingal flies. Not so 
the host of Morven. To watch was the post of Orla. 
Calmar stood by his side. Their spears were in their 
hands. Fingal called his chiefs ; they stood around. 
The king was in the midst. Gray were his locks, but 
strong was the arm of the king. Age withered^ot his 
powers. “ Sons of Morven,” said the hero, ** to-mor- 
row we meet the foe: but where is Cuthullin, the shield 

I of Erin ? He rests in the halls of Tura ; he knows not 
of our coming. Who will speed through Lochlin to the 
hero, and call the cliief to arms? The path is by the 
swords of foes, but rtiany are my heroes. They are 
thunderbolts of war. Speak, yo chiefs! Who will 
arise ?” • 

“ Son of Trenmor ! mine be the deed,” said dark- 
haired Orla, “ and mine alone. Wliat is death to me? 
I love the sleep of the mighty, but littlo is the danger. 
The sons of Lochlin dream. 1 will seek car-borne 
Cuthullin. If I fall, raise tho song of bards ; and lay me 
by the stream ofLubar.” — And shall thou fall alone 
said fair-haired Calmar. “ Wilt thou leave thy friend 
afar? Chief of Oithona! not feeble is my arm in fight. 
Could I see thee die, and not lift the spear ? No, Orla ! 
I ours has been the cha.se of tho roebuck, and the feast of 
shells; ours be the path of danger: ours has been tho 
cave of Oithona ; ours be the narrow dwelling on the 
biuiks of Lubar.” “ Calmar,” said the chief of Oithona, 
“ why should thy yelloxv locks be darkened in tlie dust 
of Erin ? Let me fall alone. My father dwells in his 
hall of air: he will rejoice in his boy ; but the blue-eyed 
Mora spreads the feast for her son in Morven. She 
listens to the steps of tho hunter on the heath, and thinks 
it is the tread of Calmar. Let him not say, ‘ Calmar 
has fallen by the steel of Lochlin : he died with gloomy 
Orla, the chief of the dark brow.’ Why should tears 
dim the azure eye of Mora? Why should her voice 
curse Orla, the destroyer of Calmar? Live, Ca)mar. 
Live to raise my stone of moss ; live to revenge me in 
tho blood of Lochlin. Join the song of bards above my 
grave. Sweet will be the song of death to Orla from tho 
voice of Calmar. My ghost shall smile on tho notes 
of praise.” “ Orla,” said the son of Mora, “ could I 
raise the song of death to my friend ? Could I give his 
fume to the winds ? No, my heart w'ould speak in sighs. 
Faint and broken are the sounds of sorrow. Orla ! our 
souls shall hear the song together. One cloud shall be 
our son high. The bards will mingle the names of 
Orla and Calmar.” 

They quit the circle of the chiefs. Their steps arc to 
the host of Lochlin. The dying blaze of oak dim twin- 
kles through tlie night. The northern star points tho 
path to Tura. Swaran, tlie king, rests on his lonely hill. 
Here the troops are mixed : they frown in slecf). Their 
shields beneath their heads. Their swords gleam at 
distance in heaps. Tlie fires are faint ; their embers fail 
in smoke. All is hushed ; but tho gale sighs on the 
rocks above. Lightly wheel the heroes through tho 
slumbering band. Half the journey is past, when Ma- 
thon, resting on l^s shield, meets the eye of Orla. It 
rolls in flame, and glistens through the shade. His 
spear is raised on high. “ Why dost thou bend thy brow, 
chief of Oithona?” said fair-haired Calmar. “Wo are 
in the midst of foes. Is this a time for delay?” “ It is 
a time for vengeance,” said Orla of the gloomy brow, 
“ Maihon of Loclilin sleeps: seost thou his spear ? Its 
point is dim with the gore of my fatlier. The blood of 
Mathon shall reek on mine ; but shall I slay him sleeping, 
son of Mora? No! he shall feel his wound: my fame 
shall not soar on the blood of slumber. Rise ! Mathon! 
rise ! the son of Connal calls ; thy life is his ; rise to 
combat.” Mathon starts from sleep; but did he rise 
alone? No: tho gathering chiefs iMiund on the plain. 

“ Fly ! Calmar ! fly !” said dark-haired Orla. Mathon 
is mine. I shall die in joy. But Lochlin crowds 
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around. Fly through tho shade of niglit.” Orla turnia. 
The hehn of Mathon is cleft ; his shield fails from his 
arm : he shudders in his blood. He rolls by the side ol 
the blazing oak. Strumon sees him fall : his wrath rises 
his weapon glitters on the head of Orla: but a spcai 
piorcod his eye. His brain gushes through the wound 
and foams on the spear of Calmar. As roll tlie waves 
of the ocean on two mighty barks of the north, so pour 
the men of Lochlin on the chiefs. As, breaking tho 
surge in fijam, proudly steer the barks of the north, so 
rise the chiefs of Morven on the scatter’d crests oi 
Lochlin. The din of arms came to the ear of Fingal. 
He strikes his shield ; his sons throng around ; the peo- 
ple pour along the heath. Ryno bounds in joy. Ossian 
stalks in his arms. Oscar shakes the spear. Tho eagle 
wing of Fillan floats on the wind. Dreadful is the clang 
of death ! many are the widows of Lochlin. Morver 
prevails in its strength. 

Morn glimmers on tho hills ; no living foe is seen; but 
the sleepers are many; grim they lie on Erin. The 
breeze of ocean lifts their locks ; yet they do not awake. 
The hawks scream above their prey. 

Whoso yellow locks wave o’er the breast of a chief? 
Bright as the gold of die stranger, they mingle with the 
daHt hair of his friend. “ ’T i.s Calmar: he lies on the I 
bosom of Orla. Theirs is one stream of bloo^l. Fierce | 
i.s the look of the gloomy Orla. He breathes not; but 
his eye- is still a flame. It glares in death unelostfd. His 
hand is grasped in Calmar’s; hut Calmar lives! ho 
lives, though low'. “ Rise,” said the king, “rise, son of 
Mora: ’t is mine to heal the ivounds of heroes. Calmar 
may yet bound on the hills of Morven.” 

“Never more shall Calmar chase the doer of 
Morven with Orla,” said the hero. “ What were the 
chase to me alom^ ? Who would share the spoils of bat- 
tle with ('Jalmar ? Orla is at rest ! Rough was thy soul, 
Orla ! yet soft to me as the dew of morn. It glared on 
othvrs in lightning ; to me a silver beam of night. Boai 
my sword to hluc-oy<*d Mora ; lot it hang in my empty 
Mall. It is not pure from blood: but it could not save 
( hla. liiiy me with my friend. Raise the song when I 
*m dark !” 

They are laid by tho stream of Lubar. Four gray 
itone.s mark the dwelling of Orla and Calmar. 

Wlicn Swaran was bound, our sails rose on the blue 
vvnvtjs. Tlic w'inds gave our barks to Morven. The 
nards raised the song. 

“What form rises on the roar of clouds? Whose 
dark ghost gleams on the red slroarns of tempests ? His 
voice rolls on the thunder. ’T is Orla, the brown chief 
of Oithona. Ho was unmatched in war. Peace to thy 
soul, Orla! thy fame vviil not ]>erish. Nor thine, Calmar ! 
Lovely w'ast thou, son of blue-eyed Mora ; but not harm- 
less was thy sword, ll hangs in tliy cave. Tlie ghosts 
of Lochlin sliriok around its steel. Hear thy praise, 
Calmar! Tt dwells on the voice of the mighty. Thy 
name shakes on the echoes of Morven. Then raise tliy 
^ir loclis, son of Mora. Spread thorn on the arch of 
the rainbow ; and smile through the tears of the storm.”* 


TO E. N. L. ESa.t 

Nil ego contalerira Jucundo Mnus amico."— Hor. E. 

Dear L— , in this soqiicsler’d scene, 

Wliile all around in slumber lie, 

The joyous days which ours have been 
Como rolling fresh on Fancy’s eye ; 

* I fear I/alng*« lutf ccUtion li«i complefeljr overthrown every hope 
that Marf>hi>r<ioti ’• Osaiari might prove the translHlioi) of a aeriea of 
fH>rm« complete In Uiemwlvr* ; but, while the irnpoalure ia diaenrered, 
the merit of the work remains tindisptiied, thiniKli not without faulta— 
mrtir.nlariy, in some parts, tnrjcid and bomlmitic diction.— The preaent 
tiumble imitation will lie jMnioiied by the admirers of the oriirinal as an 
att«m[A, howevar interior, which evincaa an attaciirnentto their favourite 
author. 

t First published in Hours of Idlsness. 


Thus if amid the gathering slomt, 

While clouds the darken’d noon d^orm, 
Yon heaven assumes a varied glow, 

1 hail tlio sky’s celestial bow, 

Whicli spreads the sign (d* future peace, 
And bids the war of tempest cease. 

Ah ! tlioiigh the present brings but pain, 

I think those days may come again ; 

Or if, in melancholy motxl, 

Some lurking envious fear intrude, 

To chtick my l>o.som’s fondest thought, 

And irilerrupt the golden dream, 

I crush tlie fiend witli malice fraught. 

And still indulge iny w'onted thome 
Although we ne’er again can trace, 

In Granta’s vale, the pedant’s lure ; 

Nor through the groves of Ida chase 
Our raptured visions as before. 

Though Youth has flown on rosy pinion. 
And manhood claims his stern dominion ; 
Age will not every hope destroy, 

But yield some hours of sober joy. 

Yes, I will hope that Time’s broad wing 
Will shed around some dew's of spring: 

But ifliis scytlio iniisl sweep llie flowers 
Whiclj bloom among tlie fairy bowers, 
Where smiling 'V'outh delights to dwell, 
And hearts with early rapture swell ; 

If frowning age, with cold control, 

Confines the current of the soul, 

Congeals the tear of Pily’s eye, 

Or checks the sympathetic sigh, 

Or liears unmoved misforliino’s groan, 

And bids mo feel for self alone ; 

Oh ! may iny Wsom never learn 
To sooth its wonted lieedless flow ; 

Still, still dcspi.se tlie censor stem, 

But ne’er forget anotlier’s wo. 

Yes, as you knew me in the days 
O’er which remembrance yet delays, 

Still may 1 rove, untutor’d, wild, 

And even in age at heart a cliild. 

Though now on airy visions home, 

To you iny soul is still the same. 

Oft has it been my fate to mourn, > 

And all my former joys are tame. 

But, hence ! ye hours of sable hue ! 

Your frowns are gone, my sorrows o’er; 
By every bliss my childhood knew, 

I ’ll think upon your shade no more. 
Thus, when the whirlwind’s rage is past, 
And eavc.s their sullen roar enclose, 

We heed no more tho wintry blast, 

When lull’d by zephyr to repose. 

Full ofien has my infant Muse 
Attuned lo love her languid lyre ; 

But now, without a tliemc to choose, 

The strains in stolen sighs expire. 

My youthful nymphs, alas ! are flown ; 

is a wife, and C— — a mother, 
And Carolina sighs alone, 

And Mary’s given lo another ; 

And Cora’s eye, which roll’d on me, 

Can now no more my love recall ; 

In truth, dear L , ’t was time to flee ; 

For Cora’s eye will shine on all. 

And though the sun, with genial ray«, 

His beams alike to all displays, 

And every lady’s eye ’s a sun, 

Tliese last should be confined to one. 

1’he soul’s meridian do n’t become her, 
Whose sun displays a general summer ! 
Thus faint is ev ^ry former flame, 

And passion’s self is now a name. 



AS) when Uie ebhing flames are low, 
llie qid which once improved their light, 
And hade Uienq hum with flercer glow, 

Now quenches all their sparks in night ; 
Thus has it been witlt paesion’s fires, 

As many a boy and girl remembers, 
While all the force of love expires, 
Exlmguish’d with the dying embers. 

But now, dear L , h is midnight’s noon. 

And clouds obscure the watery moon, 
Whose b^uties I shall not rehearse, 
Described in every stripling’s verse ; 

For why should 1 the path go o’er, 

Which every bard has trod before ? 

Yet ere yon silver lamp of night 
Has thrice perform’d her stated round, 
Has thrice retraced her path cf light, 

And chased away the gloom profound, 

I trust that wc, my gentle friend, 

Shall see her rolling orbit wend 
Above the dear-loved iKJacefiil seat 
Which once contain’d our youtli’s retreat ; 
And then witli those our childhood know, 
We ’ll mingle with the ftjstive crew; 

While many a tale of former day 
Shall wing the laughing hours away ; 

And all the flow of souls shall pour 
'J’he sacred intellectual shower, 

Nor cease till Luna’s waning horn 
Scarce glimmers through the mist of mom. 


* TO 

1 . 

Oh ! had my fate been join’d with thine, 

As once this pledge appear’d a token, 

These follies had not tJicn been mine, 

For then my peace had not been broken. 

2 . 

To thee these early faults I owe, 

To thee, the wise and old reproving : 

They luiow my sins, but do not know 
’T w'as thine to break the bonds of loving. 

3 . 

For once my soul, like thine, was pure, 

And all its rising fires could smotlier : 

But now thy vows no more endure, 

Bestow’d by thee upon another. 

4 . 

Perhaps his peace I could destroy, 

And spoil the blisses that await him ; 

Yet let my rival smile in joy, 

For thy dear saite I cannot hate him. 

5 . 

Ah ! since thy angel form is gone, 

My heart no more can rest with any ; 

But what it sought in thee alone, 

Attempts, alas ! to find in msmy. 

6. 

Then faro thee well, deceitful maid, 

’T were vain and fruitless to regret thee ; 

Nor Hope, nor Memory, yield their aid, 

But Pride may teach me to forget thee. 

7 . 

Yet all this giddy waste of years, 

This tiresome round of palling pleasures ; 

These varied loves, these matron’s fears, 

These thoughtless strains to Passion’s measures 


8 . 

If thou wert mine, had all beep huahM;^ 
This cheek, now pale from early riot. 

With Passion’s hectic nc^er bad flush’d, 
But bloom’d in calm domestic quiet. 

9. 

Yes, once the rural scene was sweet, 

For Nature seem’d to smile before thee; 

And once my breast abhorr’d deceit, 

For then it beat but to adore thee, 

10 . 

But now I seek for other joys ; 

To think would drive my soul to madness; 

In thoughtless throngs and empty noise • 
I conquer half my bosom’s sa^ess. 

11 . 

Yet, even in these a thought will steal, 

In spite of every vain endeavour ; 

And fiends might pity what 1 feel, 

To know Uiat thou art lost for ever. 


STANZAS* 

1 . 

I WOULD I were a careless child. 

Still dwelling in my Highland cave, 

Or roaming through the dusky wild, 

Or bounding o’er tlio dark-blue wave ; 

The cumbrous pomp of Saxonf pride 
Accords not with the freeborn soul, 

Which loves the mountain’s craggy side, 

And seeks the rocks where billows roll. 

2 . 

P'ortune! take back these cultured lands, 

Take back this name of splendid sound 

I hate the touch of servile hands, r 

I hate the slaves that cringe around 

Place me along the rocks T love, 

Which sound to Ocean’s wildest roar ; 

I ask but this — again to rove 

Through scenes my youth hath known before. 

5. 

Few are my years, ami yet I feel 

The world was ne’er df^sign’d for me ; 

Ah ! why do dark’ning shades conceal 
The hour when man must cease to be ? 

Once I beheld a splendid dream, 

A visionary scene of bliss; 

Truth ! — wherefore did ihy hated beam 
Awake me to a world like this ? 

4 . 

I loved — but those I loved are gone; 

Had friends — my early friends are fled ; 

How cheerless feels the heart alone 
When all its former hopes are dead? 

Though gay companions o’er the bowl 
Dispel awhile the sense of ill ; 

Though pleasure stirs the maddening soul 
The heart — the heart is lonely stiU. 

6 . 

How dull ! to hear the voice of those 

Whom rank or chance, whom wealth or power, 

Have made, though neither friends nor foes, 
Associates of the festive hour. 

Give me again a faithful few, 

In years and feelings still the same, 

And I will fly the midnight crew, 

Whore boist’rous joy is but a name. 


* MiM Chaworth. First puUkiMd in th« flnt edition of Hoonof 
Id l e n ewi. 


* Flivt r>abli«bed inths sMond edition of Houm of Idt«Mee. 
t Stueenage, or Sazou, a Oaelie word, tifnifylof oithor Lowland 
Log^ib. 
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'And woman! lovely woman, thou, 

My hope, my comforter, my all ! 

How cold must be my bosom now, 

When e’en thy smiles begin to pall 

Without a sigh would I resign 
This busy scene of splendid wo. 

To make that calm contentment mine, 
Which virtue knows, or seems to know. 

7. 

Fain would I fly the haunts of men — 

I seek to shun, not hate mankind ; 

My breast requires the sullen glen, 

WlK>se gloom may suit a darken’d mind. 

Oh ! that to me the wings were given 
Which bear the turtle to her nest ! 

Then would I cleave the vault of heaven, 
To flee away, and be at rest.* 


LTNESf 

WRITTEN BENEATH AN ELM IN THE CIirHClTYAIlD OF 
HARROW ON THE HILL, SEPTEMBER ii, 1^07. 

Spot of my yomh ! who.^e. lioory branches sigh, 

Swept by tho breeze that fans thy cioudh'ss sliy ; 


* Ptalmlv. ver.fi.— “ And f said, Oh ! thiit 1 had wine's like n dove 
or then would 1 lly away, and he iit rout.” Tim verse iileo c<ai«Ulute. 
i j)art ol' the most benuti't'id ant hem in onr lHnj;nu>'(** 

1 First published >n the second editiun uftiir limns of Idlonosa. 


Where now’ alone I muse, who oft have trod, 

With those I loved, tliy soft and verdant sod ; 

With those who, scatter’d far, perchance deploroi 
Like me, the happy scenes they knew before ; 

Oh ! as 1 trace again ihy winding hill, 

Mine eyes admire, my heart adores thee still, 

Thou drtwping Elm ! beneath whose houghs I lay, 
And frequent mtiscd the twilight hours away ; 
Where, as they once were wont, my limbs recline, 
But, ah ! without the tlioughts which then were mine 
How do thy branches, moaning to the blast, 

Invite the bosom to recall tho past. 

And seem to whisper as they gently sw’ell, 

‘ Take, w'hilc thou can-gt, a lingering, last farewell 
When falc shall chill, at length, this fever’d breast, 
And calm its cares and passion.*!! into rest, 

Oft Imve I lliought ’t would .sooth my dying hour, 

If aught may sooth when life resigns her power, 

To know some humbler grave, some narrow cell, 
Would hide rny bosom where it loved to dwell ; 

With this food dream methinks ’t wore sweet to die — 
And here it linger’d, here iny heart might lie ; 
lore might I sleep when* all my ln»pes arose, 

^(•cne of my youth, and couch of iny repose ; 

A)r ivcr .sirelcli’il beneath this uiantling sliade, 

'rcssM b}’ the turf where once rny childhood play’d ; 
kV'rapt by the soil that veils the spot T loved, 

Mi.\’il with lh<‘ earth t>’er wliich my footsteps moved ; 
BIc.st by the longues llmt charm’d my youthful ear, 
Mourn’d by the ft'vv my soul arknowledged here ; 
Deplored by those, in early days allied, 

And unremeinbcr’d by the world beside. 


CRITIQUE. 

EXTEACTED FROM THE EDINBURGH REVIEW, NO. 22, FOR JANUARY, 1808. 


Hours of Idleness; a S tries of Poems, original and 

translated. By George Gordon, Lord Byron, a Minor. 

8vo. pp. 200.~iVi'U»ar/c, 1807. 

The poesy of this young lord belongs to the class 
whie.h neither gods nor men are .said to permit. Iinleed, 
We, do not recollect to have seen a quantity of viTse with 
so few deviations in eillier direction from that exael 
standard. His elfiLsions are sjiread over a dead flat, and 
can no more get above or beiow the, level, than if they 
were so much stagnant water. As an extenuation of 
this offence, the noble author is peculiarly forward in 
pleading minority. Wc have it in the lillepage, ami 
on the veij. back of the volume ; it follows his name 
like a ftrrourite part of his style. Mucli stress is laid 
upon it in the preface ; and the poems are connected 
with thi.s general ptatenieiit of his ca-se, ]>y particular 
dates, substantiating the age at which eacli was written. 
Now, the law upon the point of minority we liold to be 
perfectly clear. It is a plea avaiialfte only to the defen- 
dant ; noplaintifF can offer it as a supplementary ground 
of action. Thus, if any suit could bo bronglit against 
Lord Byron, for the purpose of compelling him to put 
into court a certain quantity of poetry, and if judgment 
were given against him, it is nighly probable that an 
exception would be taken were he to deliver for poetry 
the contents of this volume. To this he might plead 
minority ; but, as ho now makes voluntary tender of tho 
article, he hath no right to sue, on that ground, for the 
price in good current praise, should the good.s be un- 
marketable. This is our view of the law on the point, 
and, we dare to say, so will it be ruled. Perhaps, how- 
ever, in reality, all that ho tell.s ns about his youth is 
rather with a view to increase our wonder than to 
soften our cqnsures. He possibly means to say, “See 
liuw a minor can write I Thi.s poem was actuauy com- 

3 C 


posed by a young man of ciglitecn, and this by one o 
only sixteen !” — But, alas ! we all remember the poetr 
of (lowley at ten, and Pope at twelve ; and so far froi 
hearing, with any degree of surpri.se, that very poc 
verses were wrilien by a youth from his leaving schof 
to his leaving college, inclusive, \v<* rf'ally believe thi 
to be the most common of all occurrenee.s ; that it haji 
pens in the life of nine men in ten wlio are edneate 
in England ; and that the tenth man writes better vers 
than Lord Byron. 

His otlicr plea of privilege our author ratherbring 
forward in order to waive it. He certainly, howeve 
does allude frequently to his family and anreslors^- 
.sometimes in poetry, sometimes in notes ; and whil 
giving up his claim on the score of rank, he takes car 
to reineniber us of Dr. Johnson’s saying, that when 
nobleman appears as an author, his nuirit should h 
handsomely acknowledged. In truth, it is this cons 
deration only that induci's us to give. Lord Byron 
poems a place in our review-, beside our desire to <!OUi 
sel him, that he do forthwitli abandon poetry, and tui 
his talents, which arc considerable, amt his opportun 
ties, w’hich are great, to better account. 

With this view, wc must beg leA*ve seriously to assui 
him, that the mere rhyming of the final syllable, evi 
when accompanied by the presence of a certain nun 
her of feet,- nay, although (which does not alwa^ 
happen) those feet should scan regularly, and hai 
been all counted accuratelv upon the fingers,— is n> 
the whole art of poetry. We would entreat him 
believe, that a certain portion of liveliness, somewln 
of fancy, is necessary to ronstiiwte a j»oem, ami that 

f ioem in the present day, to be read, must eonfnin i 
east one thought, either in a lil lie degree diflerent fro 
the ideas of former writers, or difrercnily expregsei 
We put it to his candour, whether there Is any Ihii 




cjftmiiiJE o» Horais 


SO deserving the name of poetry in verses like the fol- 
lowing, written in 1806; and whether, if a youth of 
eighteen could say any thing so uninteresting to his an< 
castors, a youth of nineteen should publish it : 

** flhadaf of horoM, farowell ! jour dMcendant, deparUng 
From tboMat of his aneeatort, bidt you adieu t 
Abroad or at home, Tonr remembrance imparting 
New eourage, he *11 think upon glorj ana you . 

“ Though a tear dim hie eye at this end Mparatlon, 

*T ia nature, not fear, that excites his regret : 

Par distant he goes, with the same emulation ; 

The fame of bis fathers he uo’er can forget. 

" That fame, and that memory, still will be cherish ; 

He TOWS that be ne'er will disgrace your renown ; 

Like you will he liTe, or like you will he lierish ; 

When decay’d, may be mingle his dust with your own-* 

Now we positively do assert, that there is notliing 
better than these stanzas in the whole compass of the 
noble minor’s volume. 

Lord Byron should also have a care of attempting 
what the greatest poets have done before him, for com- 
parisons (as he must have had occasion to see at his 
writing-master’s) are odious.— Gray’s Ode on Eton 
College should really have kept out the ten hobbling 
stanzas “ On a distant View of the Village and School 
of Harrow.” 

** Where fftury yet )ora to re' race the reeemblRiice 
Of comrade*, in frleiidehip and iniachief allieil ; 
llow welcome to me your ne'er-fading remen»braiice, 

Which reata in tlie boaom, though hope Is denied." 

Ill like manner, the exquisite lines of Mr. Rogers, 
** On a Tear,” might have warned the noble author off 
those premises, and spared us a whole dozen such 
stanzas as the following : 


** Mild Charilv’a glow, 

To UK loortal* below, 

Sho' ra the aoul from liatbarity clear ; 
roinpaaalon will melt 
Where thla virtue ia felt, 

And ita dew ia didused in a TeAr. 

“ Thr man doom’d to sail 
With the blast of the gale, 

Through billowa Atlantic to steer, 

As he bends o’er the wave, 

Which m.iy soon be his grave. 

The green sparkles bright with a Tear. 

And SO of instances in which former jioots had fail- 
ed. Thus, we do not think Lord Byron was made for 
translating, during his nonage, Adrian’s Address to 
his Soul,” when Pope succeeded so indifferently in the 
attempt. If our readers, however, are of another 
opinion, they may look at it. 


whose dark ghost gleams on the red stream of tem- 
pests ? His voice rolls on the thunder ; ’t is Orla, Uie 
brown chief of Oitbona. He was,” &c. After detain- 
ing this “brown chief” some time, the bards conclude 
by giving him their advice to ** raise his fair locks 
then to spread them on the arch of the rainbow 
and “ to smile through the tears of the storm.” Of 
this kind of thing there are no less than nine pages ; 
and wo can so far venture an opinion in llteir favour, 
that they look very like Maepherson ; and we are posi- 
tive they are pretty nearly as stupid and tiresome. 

It is a sort of privilege of poets to be egotists ; but 
' they should “ use it as not abusing it and particularly 
one who piques himself (though mdeed at the ripe age 
of nineteen) of being “ an infant bard The artless 
Helicon I boast is youth”)-— should either not know, or 
should seem not to know, so much about his own knees- 
Irv. Besides a poem above cited, on the family seat 
of the Byrons, wo have another of eleven pages, on the 
self-same subject, introduced with an apology, “ho 
certainly had no intention of inserting it,” but really 
“ the particular request of some friends,” &c. &c. It 
concludes with five stanzas on himself, “ the last and 
youngest of a noble line.” There is a good deal also 
about his maternal ancestors, in a poem on Lachin 
y Gair, a mountain where he 8[>ent part of his youth, 
and might have learnt that pibroch is not a bagpipe, 
any more than duet means a fiddle. 

As the author has dedicated so large a part of his 
volume to immortalize his employments at school and 
at college, we cannot possibly dismiss it without pre- 
senting the reader with a specimen of these ingenious 
effusions. In an ode witn a Greek motto, called 
'Iranta, we have the following maguificont stanzas : 

“ There, in apartmrintu Binall and damp, 

The cnndulaie ibrci>llex« prlr.e« 

EJit* porini; by the midnight lamp, 

Ooe» laic ti> bed, yet early rl«c«. 

** Who read* falwi qiiantitieeiu ScK*, 

<V puzr.lBt» o’er the deep triauf'le, 

Depiived of ntHoya. wholenome meal, 

In barbaroue Latin doom’d to wrangle : 

** Renouncing every pleating page, 

From autlio) t of hifttoru*. use, 

Pref ■ ■ * ’ 

The eqoare of the hyputhenutc. 

“Still harmless are these occupations, 

That hurt (tone but the hapless student, 

Compared with other recreations, 

Which bring together the imprudent.** 

We are sorry to hear so bad an account of the col- 
ege psalmody as is contained in the following Attic 
stanzas ; 


“ Ahl gentlo, fleeting, wavering sprite, 

Friend and associate of this clay I 
To what unknown region borne ; 

Will thou now wing ihy distant flight ? 

No more with wonted humour gay, 

But paiUd, cheerless, and forlorn." 

However, be this as it may, we fear his translations 
and imitations are great favourites with Lord Byron, 
We have them of all kinds, from Anacreon to Ossian ; 
and, viewing them as school exercises, they may pass. 
Only, why print them after they have had their day 
and served their turn? And why call the thing in p. 
79* a translation, where tivo words (5eXw Xey«iv) of the 
original are expanded into four lines, and the other 
thing in p. 81, t where ftcaovvKriats iro-5’ wpatf is render- 
ed by means of six hobbling verses ? As to his Ossianic 
poesy, we are not very good judges, being, in truth, so 
moderately skilled in that species of composition, that 
we should, in all probability, be criticising some bit of| 
the genuine Maepherson itself, were we to express our 
opinion of Lord Byron’s rhapsodies. IIJ then, the fol- 
lowing beginning of a “ Song of Bards” is by his lord- 
ship, we veniute to object to it, as far as we can com- 
prehend it. “ What form rises on the roar of clouds, 

•••* t »»it 8». 


“ Our choir would scarcely be excused 
Even as a baiui uf raw begiiuiera ; 

Ail mercy now must be refused 
Tu such a set of croaking sinners. 

** If David, when his toils were ctuied. 

Had heard these blockheads sing bcfoi'e him, 

To us hit psalms had ne'er descended : 

In furious mood he would have tore ’em i" 

But whatever judgment may be passed on the poems 
>f this noble minor, it seems we must take them as wc 
lind them, and be content ; for they are the last we shall 
?ver have from him. He is, at best, he says, but an in- 
truder into the groves of Parnassus ; be never lived in 
a garret, like thon3Ugh-hred poets; and “though he 
once roved a careless mountaineer in the Highlands of 
Scotland,” he has not of late enjoved this advantage. 
Moreover, he expects no proht from his publication ; 
and, whetner it succeeds or not, “ it is highly improba- 
ble, irom his situation and pursuits hereafter,” that 
le should again condescend to become an author. 
Tliercfore, let us take what we get, and be thankful. 
What right have we poor devils to be nice ? We are 
well off to have got so much from a man of this lord’s 
station, who does not live in a garret, hut “ has the 
sway” of Newstead Abbey. Again, we say, let us be 
thankful ; and. with honest Sancho, bid God bless the 
giver, nor look the gift horse in the mouth. 



ENGLISH BARDS 

AND 

SCOTCH REVIEWERS.' 

A SATIRE. 


“ I htd rather tic a kitten, and crj mew I 
Than one of these lane metro bailad-moncera.’' 

SUAKSPEARE. 

Such ihameleM barda we hare ; and yet *t la true, 
There are oe mad, abandou’d critica too.*' 

POPE. 


A FIFTH edition of the “ English Bards and Scotch 
Reviewers,” in which Lord Byron introduced poveral 
alterations and corrections, was prepared in 1812, but 
was, at his desire, destroyed on the eve of publication. 

copy of this edition alone escaped, from which the 
satire has been printed in the present volume. The 
Author re-perused the poem in the latter part of the 
summer in 1816, after his final departure from England. 
He at that time also corrected the text in several places, 
and added a few notes and observations in the margin, 
which the reader will find inserted. On the blank leaf 
preceding the title-page of the copy from which he read, 
Lord Byron has written — “ The binding of this volume 
is considerably loo valuable for the contents ; and nothing 
but the consideration of its being the property of another 
prevents mo from consigning tins miserable record of 
misplaced anger and iiidiscriniinate acrimony to the 
fiames.”— 


PREFACEt. 

All my friends, learned and unlearned, have urged me 
riot to publish this satire with my name. If 1 were to 
be “ turned from the career of my humour by ijuibbles 
quick, and paper bullets of the brain,” I shoiikl have 
LVHtiplied with tlieir counsel. But 1 am not to be terri- 
fied by abuse, or bullied by reviewers, with or without 
arms. I can safely say that I have attacked none per- 
sonally who did not commence on the offensive. An 
author’s works are public property : he who purcha.ses 
may judge, and publish his opinion if he pleases ; and 
the authors t have endeavoured to commemorate may 
do by me as I have done by them ; I dare say they will 
succeed better in comlemning my scribblings than in 
mending their own. But my object is not to prove that 
T can write well, but, if possible to make others write 
better. , 

As the poem has met with far more success than I 
expected, I have endeavoured in tins edition to make 
some additions and alterations, to render it more worthy 
of public perusal. 

In the first edition of this satire, published anony- 
mously, fiiurteon lines on the subject of Bowles’s Pope 
were written by, and inserted at the request d*, an in- 
genious friend of mine, who has now in the press a 
vdume of poetry. In die present edition they are 
erased, and some of my own substituted in their stead ; 

* In the original MannKript the title* wan ** THE BRITISH BARDS, 

A Satire.” 

t TWa preface era* written for the m'^md edition, and printed with it. 
The noble author had left thie country previoue to the |«ibHcation of that 
tdHion, and «noi, yei returned to tho fourth odiHon, 1811. 

Ha ia, and gone again. VSlt.—MS. nato by Lord Byron, 


my only reason for this being that which I conceive 
would operate with any otlier porstm in the same man- 
ner, a determination not to publish with my name any 
production which was not entirely and exclusively my 
own composition. 

With* regard to tlie real talents of many of the 
poetical persons whose performances are mentioned 
or alluded to in the following pages, it is presumed by 
the author that there can be little difference of opinion 
in the public at large ; though, like other sectaries, each 
has his separate tabemacie of proselytes, by whom his 
abilities are overrated, his faults overlooked, and his 
metrical canons received without scruple and without 
consideration. But the unquestionable possession of 
considerable genius by several of the writers here cen- 
sured renders their mental prostitution more to be 
regretted. Imbecility may be pitied, or, at worst, 
laughed at and forgotten; perverted powers demand 
the most decidt^d reprehension. No one can wish more 
than the author that some known and able writer had 
undertaken their exposure, but Mr. Gifford has de- 
voted himself to Massinger, and, in the absence of the 
regular physician, a country practitioner may, in cases 
of absolute nec©s.sify, be allowed to proscribe hi.s nos- 
trum to prevent the extension of so deplorable an 
epidemic, provided there be no quackery in his treat- 
ment of the malady. A caustic is here offered, as it 
is to be feared nothing short of actual cautery can re- 
cover the numerous patients afflicted with the premmt 
prevalent o.nd distressing rabies tor rhyming.— As to the 
Edinburgh Reviewers— it would indeed roc|uire an 
Hercules to crush the Hydra ; but if Uie author suc- 
ceod.s in merely “ bruising one of tlie heads of the 
serpent,” though his own hand should suffer in the 
encounter, he will be amply satisfied 


StillI must I hear ?— shall hoarse Fitzgerald} bawl§ 
is^reaking couplets in a tavern hall, 

_ iiA not sing, lest, haply, Scotch review! 

Should dub me scribbler, and denounce my muse ^ 
Prepart* for rhyme— I ’ll publish, right or wrong : 
Fools art^ my theme, let satire be ray song. 


• The preface to the firttMlUInn began hens. . j,., 

t The flcKf were prefixed to the eecona edition : the 

original ojieiieii with 

Time wns, ere yet In thew* degenerate day* 
lgnoi>li» themea, Ac. — Line W. 

I Ifonrot P/tegerrt/d.— Right enough ; hut why notice audi a mount* 
bank ?— M5. nott by Lord Byron. 

§ IMITATION. 

“ Semper eijo aiidiior tantum ? minquamne reponam 
Vexatua totlea mod Theacide t’odri r’ 

/uomaf, Satire T. 

Mr. Pittgerald, facetioualy termed l>y Cob^U the 8^11 
inflicU hi* annua! tribufe of rerae on the “ 
with wrlUng, he apoota in perion aflw ^ 

aonable quantity of bad fjort, to enaMe them to aaataln tba operation. 
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CM> ! nature’s noblest gift— my gray goose-quill ! 

Slave of my llioughta, obedient to my will, 

'Tom from thy parent bird to form a jren, 

.That mighty instrument of Ultle men! 

•Tlie pefj ft>redvM»Tn’d to aid die menial throes 
Of brains that labour, big with verse or prose, 

Though nyinjihs forsake^nd critics may deride, 

The lover’s solace, and the autiior’s pride. 

What wits ! what poets dost thou daily raise ! 

How frequent is thy use, how small thy praise ! 
Condemn’d at length lo be forgotten quite, 

With all the pages which ’t was thine to write. 

But thou, at least, mine own especial pen! 

Oiicti laid aside, but now assumed again, 

Our task comjdete, like Hamel’s* shall be free ; 

Though spurn’d by ollicrs, yet beloved by me : 

Then let u.s soar to-day ; no common theme, 

No eastern vision, no dislornpijr’d drearnf 
Insiiires— our path, though full of thorns, is plain ; 
Smooth bo the verse, and easy be the strain. 

When Vice triumphant holds her sov’reign sway, 
Obey’d by all who nought beside obey ; 

When Folly, frequent harbinger of crime, 

Bedecks her cap with bells nf every clime 
When knaves and fools combined o’er all prevail, 

And weigh their justice in a golden scale ; 

E’en then the boldest start from public sneers, 

Afraid of shame, nnkiiown to other fears, 

More darkly sin, by satire kept in awe, 

And shrinks from ridicule, though not from law. 

Such is the force of wit 1 but not belong 
To mt» the arrows of satiric song ; 

The royal vices of our age demand 
A keener wea|K)n, and a mightier hand. 

Still there are follies, c.Vn for ni<' to chase, 

And yield at least amnsenicnt in the race : 

Laugh when I laugh, I stMdt no otlier fame *, 

Tin* cry is up, and sorihhiers are my game 
Sp(5Cfl, 'l*(5gasns ! — ye strains of great ami small, 

Ode, epic, elegy, have at you all! 

I too can scrawl, and once upon a time 
I pour’d along Ihe town a flood of rhyme, 

A schoolboy freak, unworthy praise or blame 
1 printed — older children do tlie same. 

Tis pleasant, sure, to see one’s name in print; 

A b(M)k ’s a book, although there ’s nothing in ’t. 

Not that a title’s sounding charm can save 
Or scrawl or scribbler from an equal grave 
This Lambe must own|, since his patrician name 
Fail’d to preserve the spurious farce from 8hamo§. 

No matter, George continues still to writejj, 

Though now the name is veil’d from public sight, 
Moved by the great e.Kam]jle, I pursue 
The self-same road, but make my own review ; 

Not seek great Jeffrey’s, yet, like him, W'ill be 
Setf<cottstituted judge of poesy, 

A man rauut serve his time to ev’ry trade 
Save cengure— critics all are ready made. 

Take hgpkney’d jokes from Miller, got by rote, 
i With just enough of learning to misquote; 

A mind well skill’d to find or forge a fault ; 

A turn for punning, call it Attic salt ; 

To Jeffrey go, be silent and discreet, 

His pay is just ten sterling pounds per sheet: 

* Cid Jbn»}t Hwicineli rp/ww to his pen in th« last chapter of 

Don dh ! that mtr volumiuoiw gputry would follow the exam- 

ple of fid Uainot n«m*ntteU> 

t fVo eastern vision, no distemper'd dr«am.— Tliia mutt have boeu 
wdtteti in propbrey.— AfN. note Lord Byron, 

} ’s a very gaud fellow, and except his 

uf tlw set, to my mind.— MiS. note of Lord 

is mentioned more parUcolarly , vUb bii produc- 


! Pear not to tie, ’t will seem a sharper hit ; 

1 Shrink not from blasphemy, ’t will pass for wit ; 
j Care not fir feoling— pase your proper jest, 

And stand a critic, haled yet caress’d. 

And shall we own such judgment ? no— as soon 
Seek roses in December— ice in June ; 

Hojie constancy in wind, or corn in chaff ; 

Believe a woman or an epitaph, 

Or any other thing that ’s false before 
You trust in critics, who themselves are sore ; 

Or yield one single thought to be misled 
By Jeffrey’s heart or Larnbe’s Bceotian head*. 

To these young tyrantsj) by themselves misplaced, 
Combined usurpers on tlie tlironc of taste ; * 

To these, when autliors bend in humble awe, 

And liail their voice as trutli, their word as law ; 

While llicsc arc censors, ’t would be sin to spare 
While such are critics, why should I forbear ? 

But yet, so near all modern worthies run, 

’T is doubtful whom to seek, or whom to shun ; 

Nor know we when to spare, or where lo strike, 

Our bards and censors are so much alike. 

jThen should you ask me, why I venture o’er 
The ])atli which Pope and G ifford trod before ; 

If not yet sicken’d you can still proceed : 

(jTO on ; my rhyme will tell you as you read. 

Ihit hold§ ! exclaims a friend, — here ’s some neglect 
This — that. — and t’ otlier line seem incorrect, 

Wliat tlien ? the seif-same blunder Pope has got, 

And careless Dryden — ay — but Pye has not, — 

Indeed !— ’t is granted, faith ! — but what care 1 7 
Better to err with Pope, tlian shine witli Pye, 

Time was, ere yet in llicse degenerate days 
I Ignoble themes obtain’d mi.staken praise, 

When sense jind wit with poesy allied. 

No fabled graces, flourish'd side by side, - 

From th(^ Fame fount tlieir inspiration drew. 

And, rear’d by taste, bloom’tl fairer as they grew. 

Then, in this happy isle, a Pojie’s pure strain 
Sought the rapt soul lo cliann, ii(>r soiioht in vain ; 

A polisli’d natiou’.s praise asjiired to claim, 

And raised the people’s, as the poi't’s fune. 

Like him great Dryden pour’d the tide of song, 

In stream less sinwlli, indeed, y<'t douhiy strong. 

Then (’oiigrevc’s scenes could cheer, or Otway’s melt— 
For nature iheii an Knglisli audieiK'e felt. 

But why tlicsc names, or greater still, retrace, 

When all to feebler hards resign their place ? 

Yet to such times our lingering looks are cast, 

When taste and reason with those times are pa.st, 

Now look around, and turn each trifling page, 

Survey the jirecious W’orks that please the ago ; 

This truth at least let satire’s self allow, 

No ilearlh of bards can be comjilain’d of now : 

The loaded press beneath her labour groans, 

And printers’ devils shake their weary bones; 

While Southey’s epics cram the creaking shelves, 

And Little’s lyrics slJine in hot-press’d twelves. 

II Thus saith the prcachorf : “ Nought beneath the sun 
Is new,” yet still from change to change we run : 

* By Jeffrfy'g heart or I,f\mbr'8 Btrotian head , — Thia wbs mrt jiiit, 
NrilhiT tlic heart nor ttie of thcnc ff'i'Ormon ort at all what they are 
here rcinvaented. .At the time thin was wriftfln flHUS) I was penKmaiiy 
unarquaiuied with either. IH16.— Af.S’. note hif lAtrd Bvron, 

M('<«<rs, JeRtry nn(l I.Hinli)' are the alpliiv mid the o{tiet;a, the first and 
last of tho Kdinhiireli Rrvmw ; the othiTit are niwiiioiHd hereafter, 
t SluHa e.sV I'lemeniia, iiiin lot. uti'ioine 

■ — . occurras i>criturie pnrrere churl-m.*’ 

Jueenal, Satire I. 

I ?MTTATIOV, 

** Oar tamen hoc lihent fjiitiiin dfi-iiiTere eaitipn 
Per quern inaenua equos Auomrn! flexil iiluimius 
Si vacat, et placidi rutfoneni tuhnitUtis, rii^ro.’' 

Juvenal^ Satire I. 

I But hold t exclaivu a friend^ &a.— Tlie following six tines were In- 
serted in the flfUi edition. 

II Thue •nith the preacher, Itc.— The fullowinf fourUon liuee were In- 
sertMl in the second edition. 

H Ikcleeiaetes, chap. i. 



What varied wonders tempt ua^ (hoy pass ! 

The cow-poxj tractors, galVantsm, aiid gas, 

In turns appear, to'make the vulgar stare, 

Till the swoln bubble bursts— and all is air ! 

Nor less new schools of {)oetry arise, 

Where dull pretenders grapple for the prize : 

O’er taste awhile those pseudo-bards prevail 
Each couniry book-club bows the knee to Baal, 

And, hurling lawful genius from the throne, 

Erects a shrine and idol ol' its own ; 

Some leaden calf-'but whom it matters not. 

From soaring Southey down to grovelling Stott*. 

Behold ! in various throngs the scribbling crew, 
For ntbtice eager, pass in long review : 

Each spurs his jaded Pegasus apace, 

And rhyme and blank maintain an e(}ual race; 
Sonnets on sonnets crowd, and ode on ode ; 

And talcs of terror jostle on the road 
linmcasnrahlc measures move along 
For simpering folly loves a varied song, 

To strange mysterious dulness still the friend, 
Admires the strain she cannot comprehi'.nd. 

'^I’hus Lays of Minstrelsj — may they he the last . — 
(*)n half-strung harps whine mournful to the blast. 
While mountain spirits prate to river sprites, 

That dames may listen to the sound at nights ; 

And goblin brats, of Gilpin Horner’s brood, 

Deeoy young horder-nohlcs through the wood, 

An<l skip at every step, Lord knows h<»w high, 

And frighten foolish babes, the T.ord knows why ; 
While high-born ladies in their magic coll, 
Forbidding knights to read who cannot spell, 
Despafeh a courier to a wizard’s grave, 

And fight with honest men to shield a knave. 

Next view in state, proud prancing on his roan, 
I’lie golden-crested haughty JVIurrnion, 

Nfiw forging scrolls, now foremost in llie fight. 

Not quite a felon, yet hut half a knight, 

The gibbet or the field prej Hired to gra('e 
A mighty mixture of the great and base. 

And think’st thou, Scott ! by vain conceit perchance, 
On public taste to foist thy stale romance, 

'riiough Murray with his Miller may combine 
To yield thy muse just half-a-crown per line ? 

No! when the sons of song deseend to trade, 

Their hays are sear, liieir former launds fade. 


Let such (brego the poet’s sacred name, 

Who rack their brains for lucre, not for fame : 

Still for stern mammon may they toil in vain ! 

And sadly gaze on gold tliey cannot gain ! 

Such bo their meed, such still the just reward 
Of prostituted muse and hireling bard I 
For tliis wc spurn AjjoUo’s venal son, 

And bid a long good night to Marmion**” 

Those are the themes that claim our plaudits now ; 
These are the bards to whom the muse mttsl bow ; 
While Milton, Dryden, Pojw alike forgot, 

I Resign their hallow’d bays to Walter Scott. 

The time has been, when yet the muse was young. 
When Homer swept the lyre, and Maro sung, 

An epic scarce ten centuries could claim, 

W'^hilc awe-struck nations hail’d tlie magic name : 

The work of each immortal bard appears 
Tlic singhi w onder of a thousand ycarsf , 

Empires have moulder’d from the face of earth, 
Tongues have expired with those who gave them birth| 
Without the glory such a strain can give, 

As even in ruin bids the language live. 

Not so with us, though minor hards content. 

On one great work a life of labour spent 
W' ith eagle pinions soaring to the skies. 

Behold tlie ballad-monger Southey rise ! 

To him kit Cumoens, Milton, Tasso yield, 

AVhoK(‘ annual strains, like armies, take the field. 

First in the ranks see Joan of Arc advance, 

The scourge of l'!ngland and the boast of France I 
Though burnt hv wicked Bedford fora witch, 

1 lehold her statue placed in glory’s niche ; 

Her fi'tters hurst, and just released from prison, 

A virgin phrnnix from her ashes risen. 

Next see Irerru'ndous Thalaha come onj, 

Arabia’s monstrous, wild and wond’rous son ; 
DomdauiciV drenil destroyer, who o’erthrew 
More mad magicians than the world e’er knew. 
Immortal hero ! all thy f(>es o’»‘rronie, 

For ever ndgn— the rival of Tom Thumb ! 

Since startled metre fled before thy face. 

Well went thou doom’d tlie last of all ifiy race ! 

AVell might triumphant genii hear thee hence, 

Tllustrioijs conrjucror of e«aiiinon sense ! 

Now, last anil greatest Madoc spreads his sails, 
Cacique in Mexico and prince in Wales ; 

'J’ells us strange, talcs, as other travellers do, 


♦ Slrttt, l»pUer known in tho “ Moniing P(wl’M>v th«» nsmo of Hnfle. 
Thin piTBunaiiL' in lit iireu’iit the mo^t iiritfiiwnil ex|)lnrer of tin; ImtiinR. ] 
Ti*m('inlier, when tlie fnrnily loft t’Ki tugal, a sjit-cjal ixle ut' Mauler 

Stolt'ii, lirginning tlnw : 

(Stott Inqtiitnr qiioud Itiljeriiia,,) 

“ Princely olispriiig of Uragiinru, 

Krill greetfi thet- with a frc. &c. 

Aldo .1 gtmnet to Ilalu, wolJ worthy of the subject, ami n rnoat tliumlrring 
otic, coirimenclng as follows : 

“ f)h 1 for a l.jiy ! loud a* the purge 
'J'hat lashes T.ap1iui<l’s souiiiling shore.'’ 

J.ord have mercy on us I the “ Lay of die Last Minstrel” was uothingto 
this. 

t Sue the “ Lay of the Last Minstrel,” ;>asfirn. Never woa any plan 
soittcoitgruoiis ami absunl as fhe erotmdwoHk of this iwoductioii. Tin* 
t'utrrttice ot Thunder hiuI Lightiiiug |>ri)Ui|(rumii»>: in llAVi-g’ Iragnly imfor- 
titnalf'ly takes away the merit of onKUmlily frotn the dialogiu; iMitwcni 
MessH im? the Spirits of FJooil and Fell in the fltsl canto. 'J’hrn wc have 
the Huiitthltt William nl Ilelorame, a stark nioss troiq' — /’ ' 

liiipfiy oiiiifKiund of ixjurher, sheeji-iitt’aliT, Rial hiptiWHymnii. The |iro- I 
iiru'iv of his tnagicul iiidy 's iitjiiuction not to ri*'id chii only he equalled hy ! 
riis luiulid ackiioviledgiuent of his itkde|H>udeui'e <if the trainnirls ol siR'lliiig, | 
ttlilioujjjh, to U'»e hiK own eliJganl phis'*, “ ’i was his neck- vers 
her,” i. e. the gallo' 

The birierafjliy of Lilpiii Homer, and the nmrvidlous ]ii'dcstrinn |«*i’ 

wlw tiavelled twice as fo't us hi: ■ ‘ - , , ■ 

leagued iiootp, arts tlie c'lff d'lnuoreit tn the inutruM-itwiit c»f taste. Foi 
euleiit wr have the invisible, bin by no mcaiiK miaiitiB box on ihr i. , 
bosiowed on the ])Qpo, and tin* entranct* of a knight and charser into Uic 
rustle, under the very natural disaiiise of a wain of hay. Marmion, the 


More old than Mandt?ville and not so true. 

Oh! Soulhey! Sou they § ! cease thy varied song! 

A hard may chant too trlten and too long ; 

As thou art strong in verse, in mercy, Bpare> ! 

A fburih, alas ! were more than we couki bear. 

But if, in spite of all the world can say, 

Tlum still wilt vtTseward plod thy weary way ; 

If still in Berklt^ bajlads most uncivil, 

Thou wilt devote old women to the devilH, 

J iiieht to Marmion”— the pathetic and alsopropWticcxclajna- 
Ir? ntount, Kpqniiii, ora the deatli of honest Mari||||v. 

AtiWf fldvBHry in So closely connected with the story u( yHUiad, thav 
■ ulilKit hr Vlrtssttt as nne grand hisiorical isMim. tn aIlmIK|i to Mil- 
lid Tasso, wc consider the ” Parndisr l.ost,” said fii^gpBleiT|ma 

qiierwr' ol the Itiilnin, ruwUic Purtidive Hegainwt” of t)>e J^nglista hard, 
olitniiied H pnijMJrlinnatr cclehrily to their former poems, (lurry ; Which 
ot Mr. Moulhrv’s will mu vim- r 

j Tlmlahs, Mr. .‘toutli'-v’s second irocrn, is written m ojon doftance of 
im’pdriit and pis try, Mr. K. wisiuid to prmiiict; Bumclhinp novel, ami 

rugn, hot Thshiba. 
ill be rt'sd 

<»n Uomar siid Virgil ar« torgoUen, luit — not tUliJunL,'' ' 
j W « twg Mr. Soiilhey’s [»ardou ; “ Madoc disdaiup tlie degrndittc litis 
jf epic.” See his prefaci*. W'iiv is epic drgrwled ami hy wti^f 
Certainly the late romaunts of Maaters t'oUk*, J/aureal Pye, Ofrilvy, 


have heori.hiidhe been alile to read and write, The poem was rnaon- as hfr. Snuthry'a poem " disdsi'iui tisj appellation,” allow us to as fc * ■■ 
faclutxsj for Messra. Constable, Murray, and Miller, wuraliipful Ijook- has he sutsdilulcd any thing- iHilter in its stead or must be be conUaU to 
sellers, in constdeniiion ot the receipt of a sum of money, and truly, con- rival Sir JRichard Blackmore iu the quantity as well ns the quality of bU 
side(in|( the uwiiiration, It is a very ciWIitabte production. If Mr. Seoll verse f 

wUl wriitt for hire, let him do his l«est for his paymasters, but not disgrace || si^ “The Old W'oman of Berkley,” a hallsd. by Mr. Bouthor, 
his fsnltia, which is undoubtedly great, by a rspe'tition of black letter belled wherein an agtid geritlowoinao is randed away hy Bcembnb| on a “bigh- 
imitations. trotUag horse.'* 



BASD6 AND UUJ..Uu. t 


The bebe unborn ikf dretd bitent may rue : 

** QoA help thee,” Southey, and thy readeni too*. 

fNext comes the duU disciple of thy school, 

That mild apostate from poetic rule, 

The simple Wordeworth, framer of a lay 
As soil as oyening in his favourite May, 

Who warns his friend ** to shake off toil and trouble, 
And quit his books for fear of growing double]; 

Who, both by precept and example, shows 
That prose is^erse, and verse is merely prose ; 
Convincing all, by demonstration plain. 

Poetic souls delict in prose insane ; 

And Christmas stories tortured into rhyme 
Ccmtain the essence of the true sublime. 

Thus, when he tells the tale of Betty Foy, 

The idiot motlier of “ an idiot boy 
A moon-struck, silly lad, who lost his way, 

And, like bis bard, confounded night with day§ 

So close on each pathetic part he dwells 
And each adventure so sublimely tells, 

That all who view the idiot in his glory” 

Conceive the bard the hero of the story. 

Shall gentle Coleridge pass unnoticed here, 

To turgid ode and tumid stanza dear ? 

Though themes of innocence amuse him best. 

Yet still obscurity *8 a welcome guest, 
tf Inspiration should her aid refuse 
To him who takes a pixy for a mu5e||, 

Yet none in lofty numbers can surpass 
The bard who soars to elegize an ass. 

Bo well the subject suits his noble mind, 

He brays, the laureat ofthe long-ear’d kindlT. 

Oh! wonder-working Lewis ! monk, or bard, 

Who fjiin wouldst make Parnassus a church-yard ! 

Lo ! wreaths of yew, not laurel, bind thy brow, 

Thy muse a sprite, Apollo’s sexton thou ! 

Whether on ancient tombs tlnxi takest thy stand 
By gibb’ring s}>eetros hail’d, thy kindred band; 

Or tracest ehasic descrij)fion on thy page, 

To please the ftsmales of our mo<lest age ; 

All hail, M. P.**! from whose infernal brain 
Thin sheeted phantoms glific, a grisly train ; 

At whose command “ grim women” throng in crowds, 
And kings of fire, of water, and of clouds. 

With “ small grey men,” “ wild yagers,” and what-not, 
To crown with honour thee and Walter Scott ; 

Agnin all hail! if tales like thine may please, 

St. Luke alone can vanquish the disease ; 

Even Satan’s self with thee might dread to dwell. 

And in thy skull discern a deeper hell. 


• Tho Iftrt Unfl, " Ood help thee,” U nn evident plaginriem from the 
Anti-Jarobin in Mr. Sonthey, on hi* dnctylice : 

“ Ood help thee, eilly one !’* 

Pogtry of the Anti~jaeohin, p. Vh. 

t Againet litis natmiige on Woi\t«worth and Coleridge, Lord Byron has 
srrittftn "uiiltwl.’’ 

J I.yrieiUjBalUds, p. 4 .—“ Tho TaWes Turned.” Stanwi 
^TTp, tip, my friend, and clear your looks ; 

W)jy all this toil aitd IruiilJe ? 

Up, up, my friend, and quit your Utoks, 

Or surely you Ml grow duulile,” 

% Mr. his irefaee labours herd lo pntve that prose and verse are 
much the same ; and certainly his {irccnpU and practirx* are strictly c«m- 
formable. 

” And thus to Betty's questions he 

Made answer, likr: a traveller bold, 

The cook did emw. lo-whoo. to-whoo, 

And tlie sun did shine so cold," Acc. &e. 

l^riral BtMaiif, p. 199. 

jl ColeridiBe's Poems, p. II, Siwiffs ofthe Pixies, I. e. Devonstdre fairies ; 
p. 42, we have " Lines to a Yoiuig l^dy ; ” and p. AS, " LUim to a yuuug 

Asa." 

H Ht hrayg, tht fatirmt of thg long-ear'd kind.— Altered by Lnrd 
.Byron in Hie laat leviaion of the anlirv. In all foriner eUiUoiM Uw line 
Mood. 

— ** A fellow-feehrijt makes ua wond'noua kind.” 

•• •« For evenr one knows little Matt ’s on M. P.”— See a poem to Mr. 
lAnria, in The Slatesmau, supposed to be written by Mb*. Jekytl. 



Who in toft guise, turrotinded by « cfaeir 
Of virgins melting, not to Vesta’s fire, 

With sparkling eyes and cheek by passton fiuriiVl, 
Strikes his wild lyre, whilst listening dames are hush’d t 
T is Little ! young Catullus of his day, 

As sweet, but as immoral, in his lay ! 

Grieved to condemn, the muse must still be just, 

Nor spare melodious advocates of lust. 

Pure is the flame which o’er her altar bums ; 

From grosser incense with disgust she turns : 

Yet kind to youth, this expiation o’er, 

She bids tliee “ mend thy line*, and sin no more.” 

For thee, translator of the tinsel song, 

To whom such glittering ornaments belong, 

Hibernian Sirangford ! with thine eyes of ldue,'| 

And boasted locks of red or auburn hue, 

Whose plaintive strain each love-sick miss admires. 
And o’er harmonious fu8tian| half expires, 

Learn, if thou canst, to yield thine author’s sense, 

Nor vend thy sonnets on a false pretence. 

Thirik’st thou to gain thy verse a higher place, 

By dressing Camocns§ in a suit of lace ! 

Mend, Strangford ! mend thy morals and thy taste 
Be warm, but pure ; be amorous, but chaste : 

Cease to deceive ; thy pilfer’d harp restore, 

Nor teach the Lusian bard lo copy Moore. 

Behold ! — ^ye tarts ! one moment spare the text — 
Hayley’s last work, and worst — until his next ; 

Whetlier he spin poor couplets into plays, 

Or damn the dead with purgatorial praisejl, 

His style in youth or age is still the same, 

For ever feeble and for ever tame. 

Triumphant first see “ Temper’s Triumphs” shine 
At least I’m sure they triumph’d over mine. 

Of “ Music’s Triumphs,” all who read may swear 
That luckless music never triumph’d there IT, 

Moravians, rise ! bestow some meet reward 
On dull dfivotion— lo ! ihe Sabbath bard, 

Sepulchral Grahamo, pours his notes sublime 
In mangled prose, nor e’en asjnres lo rhyme ; 

Breaks into hl.ank the Gosjs*! of St. Luke** 

And boldly pilfi^r.s from the Pentateuch ; 

And, undisturh’d hy conscientious qualms, 

Perverts tlie Projdiels, and [mrloins the Psalmsff, 


Hail, Sympathy ! thy soft idea brings 
A thousand visions of a thousand things, 

And shows, .still whimpering through threescore of years|| , 
The maudlin prince of mournful sonneteers. 

And art thou not their prince, harmonious Bowles! 
Thou first, great oracle of tender souls? 

* 111 the ori^itml maniivr.ript , " Mend thy life.” 

t The reader, who iniiv wi«h for an explanation of Ihia, may refer to 
" Stranitfbrd'a Camoena,’’ puRe 197, note to pacte 66, or to the Ittal jiage 
of the KdinburRh Review of .StraiiRford's Canioeiia. 

1 Puglian ; in (he lirat editio . 

I It la alao to be remarked, tiial tlie things given to the public oa poema 
of Camoena are no more to !;« found in the original Portuguese, than in 
the Songs of Solomon. 

n “ Behold ! — ^ye Imte 1 one moment spare hia text — 
Hayley'siaat work, and worat — until hia next ; 

Wlielher he tpina poorroupieta into plays, 

Or damns tlie dead with poigalonal pmisi;.” 

So emended hy laird Byron hi the nflh edition of tliii aalire. The lines 
rere orlgiiviliy iirmCetl : 

” In ntany inarble-cover’d volumes view 
Hnyley, in vain attempting feomething new ; 

WlaHher he spina hia comedies in rtiyine, 

Or srrawl, ns Wwsl and Barclay walk, ’gainst time.” 

tl Hayley’t two most nulorioos verse urodurlions are " Triumphe of 
Temper,” and " Triumphs of Music," He has also written much come. 
dy 111 rhyme, epistles, Ac., Arc. Am he is rather ati ele.gaut writer of notes 
ind biography, let us recommend Pojie’a advice to W’yeherley to Mr. H.’e 
lonsidereliun, viz. "to ccHivert his poetrv into pimse,” which may be 
easily done by taking away the final svilahle of each couplet. 

Breaka into blank the Ooepel of St. Luke.” 

In the first edition, 

" Breaka into mawkish lines each holy botk.*' 

tt Mr. Onshaine has poureti forth two volumes cf cant, under the name 
of ” Sabbath Walks,” and ** Biblical Pictunw." 

n StiB isAfseparing through thrg, r# of year*.— That aHemd in IJi* 

fifthediUon. The original reading « — , 

” Dissolved in thine own mehlug teera.'* 



tatt> sooToa '&«taWsBA. 


* Whether thou eing'st with equel ease, and grief, 
The fall of empires, or a yellow leaf ; 

Whether lliy muse most lamentably tells 
What merry soiindB proceed from Oxford bellsf, 

Or, still in bells delighting, finds a friend 
In every chime that jingled from Ostend ; 

Ah ! how much juster were thy muse’s hap, 

If to thy bells thou wouldst but add a cap ! 

Delightful Bowles ! still Idessing and still blest, 

All love thy strain, but children like it best. 

’T is thine, with gentle Little’s moral song, 

To soothe die mania of the amorous throng ! 

With thee our nursery damsels shed their tears, 

Ere miss as yet com(detes her infant yeats : 

But in her teens thy whining powers are vain ; 

She quits poor Bowles for Little’s purer strain. 

Now to soft themes thou scorncst to confine 
The lofty numbers df a harp like thine ; 

** Awake a louder and a loftier sirain|,” 

Such as none heard before, or will again ! 

Where all discoveries jumbled from tlie Hood, 

Since first the leaky ark re}K)sed in mud, 

By more or less, are sung in every book, 

From Captain Noah down to Captain Cook. 

Nor this alone ; but, pausing on the road, 

The bard sighs fortli a gentle episodc§ ; 

A>id gravely tells — attend, each beauteous miss ! — 
When first Madeira trembled to a kiss. 

Bowles ! in thy memory let tliis precept dwell, 

Stick tt) thy sonnets, man!— at least they 8ellj|. 

But if some new-born whim, or larger bribe, 

Prompt thy crude brain, and claim thee for a scribe ; 

If chance some bard, though once by dunces fear’d, 

N uw , prone in dust, can only be revered ; 

If Pope, whose fame and gonius from the first 
Have foil’d the best of critics, needs the worst, 

Do thou essay ; each fault, each failing scan ; 

The first of poets was, alas ! but man. 

Ffako, from each ancient dunghill ev’ry pearl, 

(Consult Ijord Fanny, and confide in CurlllT ; 

all the scandals of a former ago 
Pt'reh on tliy pen, and fluttor o’er thy page ; 

Affect a candour which thou canst not fool, 

Clothe envy in tho garb of honest zeal ; 

• W/ietfirr thou eing'st, — This co(i{»l6t, in all the edltiotia before 

tlie fifth, was printed. 

Wtiettier in ■ighing winds ttiuu aeek'st relief. 

Or crMisoluth^t in a yelluw Iraf.” 

t See Bowles’s Simiiels, &c.— ■“ Sonnet to Oxford,” and “Stanvios on 
hearing the Bells of Osternl.” 

■{ “ Awiike a louder,” &c., &.r., is the first line in Bowles’s ** Spirit of 
Disuivery a v«rv sniriteil and pretty dwarf epic. Among other exqui- 
site lines we have the following :■ 

“ A kiss 

Stole on the lisl'ning silenre, never yet 

Here beard ; they trernliled even as if tho power,” 6ce., &c. 

That is, the wcmxIs of Madeira trenibletl to a kiss, very much astonished, 
as well they might be, at such a phpnomcaon*. 

§ The episode above alluded to is the story of “ Roliert a Marhin” and 
“ Anne d'Arfut,” a pair of r/oiistont lovers, w’ho performed tho kiss above 
meotioned, that startled the woixls of Madeira. 

“ Stick 111 thy sonnets, man ! — at least they sell. 

Or take the only path that ufien lies 

F’or modern worthies who would hope to rise ; 

Fix on some well-known name, and, bit by bit. 

Pare off the merits of his worth ami wit ; 

On each alike employ the critic’s knife, 

And when a comment fails, preix a life ; 

Hint certain fai<in|;(i, faults liefore unkiviwn, 

Review forgotten lies, an*l a<ld your own ; 
l.et no disease, let no misfortune ’scape, 

And print, if luckily deform’d, his shape : 

Thus shall the world, quite undeceived at last, 

Cleave to their present wits, and quit their i>aat ; 

Rarda once revered no more with favour view, 

But give the modem eonneteers their due ; 

Thue with the dead may living merit cois?, 

Thue Bowles may triura}^ o’er the shade of Pope.” 

In the ftrtt edition, the observo lions on Bowles ended with these lines, 
which were written by a friend of Lord Byron f, and omitted when the 
satire waa published with the author’s name. The following fifty-five 
verses, cont^iing the conclusion of the passage on Bowles, and the no- 
tiees of Cottle and Maurice, were then printed for the firet time. 

H Curl! it one of the heroes of the Duneiad, and waa a iMiokseller. Ixird 
Fanny is the poetical name of Lord Henrey, author of “XAoea to the 
Imitator of Horaee.” 

' Miaqtiotad and misunderstood by me ; hut not Intentionally. It wae ^ 
IBt (he “ woods,” but the peot^e m them who trembled — ^why, Heaven 
tHhr know*— nnlees they ware overheard ntakinf the pradigioue emaek.— 
Ms, note kff Lord JSvron. 1816. 
t nobheusf . 


Write, UB if St. John’s sou) could gtill iospirO) . 

And do from hate what Mallet did ibr hire. 

Oh ! hadst thou lived in that congenial time, 

To rave with Dennis, and with Ralph to rhymef } 
Throng’d with the rest around hi& living head, 

Not raised thy hoof against the lion dead ; 

A meet reward had crown’d thy glorious gains, 

|And link’d thee to the Dunciad for thy pains§, 

JjAnotlier epic! Who inflicts again 
More books of blank ujion tlio sons of men ? 

Bceotian Cottle, rich Bristowa’s boast, 

Imports old stories from the Cambrian coast, 

And sends his goods to market— all alive ! 

Lines fi>rty thousand, cantos lwenty<4ive ! 

Fresh fish from Helicon !11 who ’ll buy ! who’ll buy t 
The precious bargain’s cheap— in faith, not I. 

*+Your turtle-feeder’s verse must needs be fiat, 
Though Bristol bloat him with the verdant fiit ; 

If Commerce fills the purse, she clogs the brain, 

And Amos Cottle strikes the lyre in vain. 

In him an author’s luckless lot behdd, 

Condemn’d to make the books w'hich once he add. 

Oh, Amos Cottle ! — Phoebus ! what a name 
To fill the speaking trump of future fame ! — 

Oh, Amos CottU* ! for a moment think 
What meagre profits spring from fieri and ink ! 

thus devoted lo poelic dreams, 

Who will peruse tliy pro.stituted reams ? 

Oh pen perverted ! paper misapplied ! 

Had jj Cottle still adorn’d the counter’s side, 

Beni o’er the desk, or, born to useful toils, 

Been taught to make the paper which ho soils, 
Plough’d, delved, or plied tho oar with lusty limb, 

He had not sung of Wales, nor I ofhirn||. 

As Sisyphus against the infernal stoop 
Rolls the huge rock wliosc motions ne’er may sleep. 

So up the hill, ambrosial Richmond, heaves 
Dull Maurice§§ all his granite weight of leaves: 
Smooth, solid monuments of mental pain ! 

The petrifactions of a plodding brain, 

That, ere they reach the top, fall lumbering back again. 

With broken lyre, and cheek serenely pale, 

Lo ! sad Alca*us wonders down the vale ; 

Tiiougfi fair they rose, and might have bloom’d at lost. 
His hopes have perish’d by the nortliern blast : 

Nipp’d in tho bud by Caledonian gales, 

His blossoms witlier as tlie blast prevails ! 

* I.onI Boliii^bTOki* hirixl Mallet to Irailufv Pnpe after his decease, be- 
caimr ihe j>oet had retained some cimlna of a work by lojrd Bolincbmka 
(Uie Petriiit King,) which that tjilctiuid, but nmliguant genius, hail order 
pil to lx; destroyed. 

t Dennis IIm; critic, and Ralph the riiy metier. 

“ Silence, ye wolves I while. Ralph Cynthia howls, 

Making ni^ht hideous : answer him, yu owls I” 

Dunciad. 

+ And ImJt’d th.et to thr, Dunrind for thy pain*. — Too savage all ibis 

I Bowles. — MS. note hu Lord Ihjrnn. 1^)6. 

§ Hee BowIm’s late Million of Pnjie'H works, for which be received three 
.. uidml rmurnls : Uuis Mr. 15. has experienced how mudi easier it is to 
profit by Ihc reputation of another than to elevate his own, 

II Anothrr mpir /—-OpfmsitB this (taseage on Joseph Riid Amoe Cottle, 
I.urd Byron has written, “ All right.” 

If Fre*h ,fi*h from Helicon! — “ Helicon” le a mountain, and not a 
fish-iiund. ‘it shonld have been " Hippocr*ne."—MS, not* by Lord 
Byron. 1B16. 

•* yb«r turtle feeder's rarer, 4rc.--TbJe couplet was altered in tlie 
ffi’th edition. It originally stood : 

” Too much In turtle Brittol's sons delight, 

Too much o’er bowls of sack prolong the niglit,” 
ft Mr. Cottle, Amos, Joseph, I do n’t know which, but one or both, 
once sellers of Ixioks they did not write, and now writers of Iwioks that do 
not sell, have published a pair ol epics. “ Alfred,” Bkkit Allred J Pye Imu 
been at him loo I) “ Alfiw!,” and Uie “ Pall of CamWa.” 

He had not sung of Wains, nor 2 of Atm.— 1 saw some letters of 
this fellow (Joseph Cottle) to an unfortunate (Kietesa, wlioee production*, 
which the poor woman by no means thoui^t vainly of, he attacked so 
roughly and bitterly, that I couW hardly resist oiwailing liim, even ww it 
un)us(, which it is not — for verily tie is on ass. — MS. not* by Lord 
Byron. 1818. ^ . 

M Mr. Maurice hath manufactured the ooiruionent parte of e ponderous 
quarto, upon the beauliee of Uiclunoud UUl,” and ihe like it ahw 
tokee In a ehoralM viesv of Tnmham Green, m4Bunei«nlth, Brentford, 
OidandNev the ports adjacent. 



; ^er hii lost works bt eloum Sheffield weep ! 

May no rude hand disturb their eaiiy sleep*** ! 

•y" 

Yet say ! why should the hard at once resign 
His claim to favour from the sacred nine ? 

JPor ever startled by the mingled howl 
Of northern wdves, that still in darkness prowl ; 

A coward brood, which mangle as they prey, 
tBy hellish instinct, all that cross their way ; 

Aged or young, the living or the dead, 

No mercy find — those harpies must be fed. 

Why do the injured unresisting yield 
The calm possession of their native field 7 
Why tamely thus before their fangs retreat, 

Nor hunt the bloodhounds back to Arthur’s SealJ 7 

Health to immortal Jeffrey I once, in name, 

England could boast a judge almost the same ; 

In soul so like, so merciful, yet just, 

. Some ihink that Satan has resign’d his trust, 

And given the spirit to the world again. 

To sentence letters, as he sentenced men. 

With hand less mighty, but with heart as black. 

With voice as willing to decree the rack ; 

Bred in the courts lietimos, though all that law 
As yet hath taught him is to find a flaw ; 

Since well instructed in tlie patriot school 
To rail at party^ though a party tool, 

Who knows, if chance his patrons should restore 
Back to tlio sway they forfeited before, 

His scribbling toils some recompense may meet, 

And raise this Daniel to the judgmcrit-seat§ 7 
Let Jeffries’ shade indulge the pious hope, 

And greeting thus, present him with a rope : 

** Heir to my virtues ! man of equal mind ! 

Skill’d to condemn as to traduce mankind, 

This cord receive, for thee reserved with care 
To wield in judgment, and at length to wear.” 

Health to great Jeffrey ! Heaven preserve his life, 

To flourish on the fertile shores of Fife, 

And guard it sacred in its future wars. 

Since authors sometimes seek the field of Mars ! 

Can none romerabor that eventful day||, 

That ever glorious, almost fatal fray, 

When Little’s leadloss pistol met his eye, 

And Bow-street myrmidons stood laughing bylT 7 
Oh, day disastrous ! On her firm-set rock, 

Dunedin’s castle felt a secret shock ; 

Dark roll’d the sympathetic waves of Forth, 

Low groan’d the startled whirlwinds of the north ; 
Tweed ruffled half his waves to form a tear, 

The other half pursutid its calm career** ; 

Arthur’s steep sutiiinit nodded to its base. 

The surly Tolbooth scarcely kept her place. 

The Toli>ooth felt — ^for marble sometimes c^n, 

On such occasions, feel as much as man — 

.*oor Montp[>mrryl thoueh praiiied by ovpry Engliah R«view, has 
be«n tiiUfrly rrvUerl by the KiUnbureh. After nil, the banl of Shetbeh) in 
ft man of rAmsiilerable ceniua : hia “ Wamlerer of Switzerland,” in worth 
. thooaanrl *' Lyrical Uallnda,” and at lonal fifty “ degraded epics.” 
t See Lord Oyron’a letter to Mr. Murray, June 13, 1813, Tolume 2, 
page 

I Arthur*# Scat ; the hill which orerhanga Edinburgh. 

§ And rniati thin Daniel to the Judfiment-eeaf.-’Tw ferocioui— thia is 
mere inaanliy.— AfiS. note by Lord Byron. 1816. 

II Can none ^c.—All thi* ia bad, because peraonal.—AtS'. 

note by Lord Byron. 1816. 

T[ In 1806. Measra. Jeffrey and Moore met at Chalk-Farm, The duel 
waa prevented by the interference of the mogiatniry ; and, on examina- 
tion, the bftlla of the pialola were fo«Mid to have evH{Mrated. Thia incident 
gave occAsioB to much wamrory in the daily prinia. 

I am iaformed that Mr. Moore publiiheif nt the time a dlaavrowal of the 
statamenU in tiie iiewapapera, as far as regarded himnelf ; and in Juatico 
to him I mention thia circunwlance. Aa 1 never heard of It before, 1 can- 
not state the pitriiculura, and was only made acquaiutcd with the fact very 
lately .s^Mmemtiar 4, 1811, 

•« •paeTweed here l>ehayed with prtmer decorum ; H would bare been 
highly iettrehendble itt tt»« fim^lieh Italf of the river to have ibowu the 
amalWt symptom ol apprcnciuiioa. 


The Tolbooth felt defeauded of his cbarnuiy 
If Jeffrey died, except within her arms*: 

Nay last, not least, on that portentous momi % 

The sixteenth story, where himself was bom, 

His patrimonial garret, fell to ground, 

And pale Edina shudder’d at the sound : 

Strew’d were the streets around witli milk-white reanM, 
Flow’d all the Canongale witli inky streams ; 

This of his candour seem’d the sable dew, 

That of his valour show’d the bloodless hue ; 

And all with justice deem’d the two combined 
The mingled emblems of his miglity mind. 

But Caledonia’s goddess hover’d o’er 

The field, and saved him from the wrath of Moore ; 

From either pistol snatch’d the vengeful lead, • 

And straight restored it to her favourite’s head ; 

That head, with greater than magnetic pow’r, 

Caught it, as Danae caught the golden ^ow’r, 

And, though the thickening dross will scarce refine, 
Augments its ore, and is itself a mine. 

My son,’* she cried, “ ne’er thirst for gore again, 
Resign the pistol, and resume the pen ; 

O’er politics and poesy preside, 

Boast of thy country, and Britannia’s guide ! 

For long as Albion’s heedless sons submit, 

Or Scottish taste decides on English wit, 

So long shall la.st thine unmolested reign, 

Nor any dare to take, thy name in vain. 

Behold, a chosen band shall aid thy plan, 

And own thee chieftain of the critic clan. 

First in the oat-fed phalunxf sliall be seen 
The travell’d thane, Athenian Aberdeen|. 

Herbert shall wield Thor’s hammcr§, and sometimes, 

In gratitude, Uiou ’It praise his rugged rhymes. 

Smug Sydney II too thy bitter pag(5 shall seek, 

And classic Hallam,ir much renown’d for Greek ; 

Scott may perchance his name and influence lend, 

And paltry Pilluns** shall traduce his friend ; 

While gay Thalia’s lucklc.^s votary, Lamheff, 

Damn’d like the devil, devil-like will damnJJ;. 

Known bo tliy name, unbounded be thy sway ! 

Thy Holland’s banquets shall each toil repay ; 

While grateful Britain vieMs the praise she owes 
To Holland's Iiireling.s and to Icarning’.s foes. 

Yet mark one caution cre thy next lieview 
Spread its light wings of saffron and of blue, 

* This display of sympathy on Cip jwii of Um Tolbooth ftlie jn-incipal 
prison in Edmbnrpih). which truly scr-rnK to havp tn'pn nioRt nffrclecl ou 
thia occasion, is much to he conum'iuli-d. It wns to he appn hcnrleri, that 
the many unhnppy rrimiiinlfi executed in ll>p front mit>lu have mulrreii 
the edifice more crUour. Slie in snid to he of the sofler sex, hpctusi; her 
delicacy o( ferhiiR on this clay was truly feminine, thouph, like imtst femi- 
nine impulses, ])Pihaim a lillle aelfiah. 

•j- — Ont'frd yii^pa/ctfir.- So altered in the fifth edition. The original 
readme waa, ” mnlt.s illustrious.” 

■J His lordship hna been much iihroad, ia n member of the Athenian So- 
ciety, and reviewer of ” (Jell’s Topopraphy of Troy.” 

§ Mr. lfprl«>rt is ii tr(in.<iIntor of fcelnnrlir, and other poetry. f>ne of the 
t»rfncijml pieepi, is a “ Swip on the nemvery of Thor’s Hammer;” tlie 
Iranaialion is a pleasant chnnt in the vulpar lonpue, and endeth thus : — 

” Jnalend cif money and rin^s, 1 wot, 

The hammer’s iiruises wi're her lot. 

Thus Odin’s aon Iuh hammeu* fiot.” 

f| The Rpv. Sydney Smith, Ute reputed author of Peter Plymlcy’a Let- 
ters, and sundry criticisms, 

H Mr. Hnllani reviewed Utyne Knight's “ Taste,” and was exceedingly 
severe on aome (irwli: verses Iherpin : It was not discovered that tlie liurs 
were Pindar's till the press remlcred it impossihlc to cancel the critique, 
which still stnmls an pviirltisliBg nionmueiU of Hallam’s lugetiuity*. 

The said Hnllarn is incensed because he is falsely accused, seeing that 
he never dineth at Holland House, ff thia Ih' true, I am sory— not for 
having said an, hut on his account, as 1 understand his lordshin’s feasts 
an: preferuhle to his compositions, — If he did not review Lord Holland’s 
ueiformnncp, 1 om glad, because it must have lieen painful to read, and 
irksome to inrnise it. If Mr. Hallam will tell me who did review it, the 
real name shall find a place in the text ; provided, noverthpless, the said 
name lie of two nrihodox TnuBi(,al syllables, and will come into the verse : 
till then, Ilallam mital stand for want of a better. 

** Pillaiis is a tutor at Eaton. 

tf The Hon. G. Lamhe reviewed “ Beresford’s Miseries,” and la mor^ 
over author of a farce enacted with much a|jplause at the Priory, Stan- 
more; and damned with grent exfiedilion at the late Uieatre, Covent 
Garden. It was entitled, ” Whistle for UJ’ 

Damn'd like the devil, devil-like will damn.— The line stood, m all 
ettitions liefore the fifth, 

'* As hs himself was damn’d sKall try to damn.” 

’ HaUam't ingenuity. note ended hers in tbs first edition* 



BAABS AND SCOTCH lUSrvXEWKBe. 


Beware lest bhmdering Brougiiam'*' destroy the tale. 
Turn beef to bannocks^ cauliSowers to kail.” 

Thus having said, the kilted goddess kist 
Her soH) and vanish’d in a Scottish mistf, 

X Then prosper, Jeffrey ! pertest of the train 
Whom Scotland pampers with her fiery grain! 
Whatever blessing waits a genius Scot, 

In double portion swells tliy glorious lot ; 
FortheeRdina culls her evening sweets, 

And showers their odours on tliy candid sheets, 
Whose hue and fragrance to thy work adhere—* 

This scents its pages, and that gilds its rear§. 

Lo ! blushing Itch, coy n 3 rmph, enamour’d grown, 
Forsakes the rest, and cleaves to thee alone ; 

And, too unjust to other Pictish men, 

Enjoys thy person, and inspires thy pen ! 

II Illustrious Holland ! hard would be hia lot, 

Ilis hirelings mention’d, and himself forgot ! 

Holland, with Henry Potty at his back, 

The whipper-in and huntsman of the [)ack. 

Blest bo the banquets spread at Holland House, 
Wiiere Scotchmen feed, and critics may carouse ! 

long beneath that hf)spilabl« roof 
Shall Grub-street dine, while duns are kept alcKtf. 

Sl^e honest Hallani lay aside his fork, 

Resume his pen, review his Lordship’s work, 

If And, grateful for the dainties on his plate, 

Declare his lordship ean at least translate** ! 
Dunedin! view thy chiidnm with d-dight, 

They write for food — and feed heranse they write ; 

An 1 lest, when heated with the unusual grape, 

Somn glowing thoughts should lolhe press escape, 
And tinge with ro<l the female n-ader's check, 

JMy lady skims the cream of each critique ; 

Ijreathes o’er the page her purity of soul, 

Reforms each error, aud refines the wholej|. 

Now to the drama turn— oh 1 motley sight! 

What precious scenes t,he wmiKh^ring eyes invite! 
Puns, and a prince within a barrel pentf}, 

And Dihdin’s nonsense yield conqilete content. 
Though now, thank Heaven ! the Kosedomania’s o’er, 
And full-grown actors are endured once, more ; 


• Mr. nrouglDiin, in No. XXV. IC v'i w. j»iro»i!*hoiil 

111" :tit!clr coueciniiit' Djii Po'lro <le h.is m -ri' 

lljiiii poliry ! many ofttic woi thv of lidiiitnn’sli l»ciijp •»«> 

Rl III!' mliumma priiiciplc* it fvinraa, rn to tiavt witlulrawu tluar sutwcrlp- 

tloll*!* . 

li sppuis tiiRl Mr. nr(in"hain is lint n Pm , hk 1 siiiijiTisfttl, hut ft Borderer, 
Rod his immi; is |)riiiiouni'rit IhiMOo, fioiii 'I’ri-nl to Tav ; — So it. 

’ t 1 uui>ht t(i tt|joliiKi 7 .p tn tilt* worltiy di-itios till- iiriPMluKiiig ft m'wr g>id- 
ri«'ss with short iiHi:iroi\ti to ilirir iiotnv : I ni nlas ! what was to be done? 
1 cooKl lull suy ('jlrdoiiift's ^I'liius, ii liein" well known thrie is no »urii 
j?»‘niin to lie foiind fnnri ('iarkmnunxn to ( •lutimes.i ; vet wiiiioul Buperna- 
tnral atroncy, liow w'us Jetfroy to be saved ? 'J'lie iiatnuiul “ kolj»nw” are 
loo itn[ioetical, and the “ hrownips,” and “ Rude niuKhhours” (spirita of a 
Riiol ilisjumition) ri'fused In exirli. ate liitn. A ijoildtws, llierefore, has lieru 
called foi tiie nnrjMjse ; and RceiU oujiiit to hr the «:r;it itiidr of JijfTrey, »ee- 
injt 11 is the ouly cornmiiiuculiuu lie ever heKI, or i« likely to hold, with any 
Ihltip: heaveiUv. 

t T/iffi prosper, Jeffrey ! Thw iiarngrajit) wa« introduced in Uie 
fifth udition 

§ Sec the colour of the liack hindiiig of the Edlnhiireh Review. 

ii JUustriDUs HoUnn • ! hard intuit be Me lot, 

Hh hirelin«a virntinn'tl, and hi maelf forgot I 
^^Bad enoufh, and on mistaken jgrouiuU ioo.~^MS . note by Lord Syron. 

11 And, grateful for the dainties, Sfr.-^Ju all edition* liefore Ihe fifth 
this couplet WM prill leil, 

“ And grateful to the fninider of the fcaal. 

Declare ids Imidlord < «n fronslatc at leuBt,” 

Lord Holland has translated some specimen* of T.ope di‘ Vega, tn- 
sertihl in his life of the iiulhur ? IhHU are bepraised liy lii* disinteretled 
guest*. 

1 1 Certain it is, her ladyship i* suwiecU'd of having displayed her match- 
leu wit in tlw tklinhurgli" Review. Ilowevcr tliut may Ite, know, from 
good authority, that tlie manuscripU are suhiniUed to her perusal— no 
for conection. 

In the mrlo-drama of Tekt U, that Iwroic prince U clapl Ititoa barrei 
on t'.ie Bltige ; a new oeylum for dietreased huroee. 


* Theit stdtsrriptitmSi—Uen followed, in iho first edition, “The 
nomoof thlspetsonage is jmjnoanced Hrmun in the south, i'Ut the truly 
norlhwm and musical yironuiiciatlon is Broughrom, io two eyliahles. 

The conclivUm of the note woe euhetituteii for ihe above in the eecond 


Yet what avail their vain attempts to ploaso^ 

While British critics suffer scenes like these ; 

While Reyntdds vents his dammeos !” po^ !” iihi 
** zounds* !” 

And commtin-place and common sense confounds 7 
While Kenny’s “ World”— ah! whore is Kenny’s wit *— 
Tires the sad gallery, lulls the listless pitf ; 

And Beaumont’s pilfer’d Caratach afibrda 
A tragedy complete in all but words]; ? 

Who but must mourn, while Uiese are all the ragOi 
The degradation of our vaunted stage ! 

Heavens ! is all sense of shame and talent gone 7 
Have we no living bard of merit ? — ncHie ! 

Awake, George Cubnan ! Cumberland, awake * 

Ring th’ alarum bell ! let folly quake ! 

Oh, Bhoridan! if aught can naive t!iy pen. 

Let Comctly assume htT throne again *, 

Abjure the iimmitKiry of German schools ; 

Leave now Pizarros to translating fools ; 

Give, as thy ia.st memorial to the age, 

One classic drama, and reliirrn the stage. 

Gods ! o’er those Inmrds shall F<.4ly rear her head, 
Where Garrick trod, and Sitklotts lives to tr«ad§ 7 
On those shall Farce display bufiiwn’ry’s mask. 

And Hook comu'al bis heroes in a cask ? 

Shall sapient managers new scenes produce 
From (Uierry, Skefiington, and Mother Goose 
Willie Shak tpeare, Otway, Ma.ssiriger, forgot, 

On stalls must moulder, or in closets rot ? 

Lo! with what pomp iho daily prints proclaim 
'J’ho rival caiididutc.s for Attic fame ! 

In £rrim array though Lewis’ spi'ctres rise, 

Sill! Skelfington and Goo.se divide tlm prize. 

And sunt /if rent Skclfmgioii must claim our praise, 

For skirllcss coats and skeletons of plays 
Rertown’d alike ; whoic genius ne’er confinos 
Her flight to gamisli Greenwood’s gay dcsignsfl ; 
Norsk'cps with “ Sleeping Beauties,” but anon 
In five factious acts ctmtes thundering onlT, 

While |KK)r .lohn Bull, liewilder’d witli the scene, 
Stares**, wondering what the devil it can mean 
But as some hands applaud, a venal few ! 

Rather than sleep, why John applauds it loo. 

Such are wc now — ah I wherefore should wa turn 
To what our falhcrs were, unlisss to nmurn 7 
Degrn’ratc Britons ! arc ye dead to shame 
Or, kind to diilncss, do you foar to hlritno ? 

Well riKiy the nobles of our present race 
Watch each distrvrtion of a Naldi’s face ; 

Well may they smile on Italy’s buffoons. 

And worship Caialina’s ]>ontaliwJWs|t. 

Since their own drama yields no fairer trace 
Of wit than puns, of humour than grimaco. 

Then let Ausonia, skillM in every art 
To soften manners, but corrupt the heart. 

Pour her exotic Gillies o’er the tow'ti, 

To sanction vice, and hunt docoriuii down t 

* AH UmearR favniirlti* eyiiremionB ofMr. Reyiiolde, and firomioeni 
in hi* comr'iUex, living .tml dei'iiiict. 
f “ Wtiili* Ki'iiriv'* “ Workt,’’— ah 1 wher* is Kenny’* wit ?— 

Till'S thp. sail gulliry, lull* the listlem fiit.” 

Thus c«rin*cU'tt tn U»* fifth edilimi. The liuen ware origInaHy printed, 

“ W’hile Keiuiy’»“ World, '’)u*t airtf'i ’d to proceed, 

Pniclftiim tlie aiidiiHice very kind indeed. “ 

J Mr. T. Sheridan, the new miumger of IVurv-lane thoatr*, ktiippod 
the traxedy of Hoinihica of Ihe diulo^no, and exiiibited the •rone* a* the 
epeclurif of Cwartocu*.— Wa* thie worthy of hi* eii'B, or of liinieeif f 
§ Siddons lives to tread.— dii all editiot)* prtvioue to the fiCtb, “ Keat* 
ble Uvea to rrefwl.” 

II Mr. nnM*nwoo<l l», we lielleve, eceue-pa Inter to Drurydone thoairt— 
ns each, Mr. Skrtfingtou is much iii(t«hted to hin' 

II Mr. SkBlfiiwttHi is U»; iHustriou* author of the ** Bleepine &suty {*’ 
and some cotnetUm, (Mutieularly '‘Maid* and liochetom ;* Boeulaaril 
baculo inafi* qiiam tauro tiigiu. 

*' Btaree first edition, “ 

tt Naldl and Cntahua i-eiiuire little notice — for the v{sa|^ of tbe one, nni 
the solarv r>f the other, will eiialile u* lone to recxdloct those ottHMiM 
Tagatioiich. Beettke, we are still bkek and blue from the equem on UMl 
flm ni^it of the Isdy't si^erance iu truueere. ^ 



426 SNOLISH BARDS AND BCOTCB REVIEWERS. 


Let wedded etrum{>ets languish o’er Deshayes, 

And bless the promise which his form dispUys ; 

While Gayton bounds before th’ enraptured looks 
Of hoary marquises and strippling dukes : 

Let higMiom lechers eye tlw lively Presle 
Twirl her light limbs, that spurn the needless veil ; 

Let Angiolini bare her breast of snow, 

Wave the white arm, and point the pliant toe ; 

Collini trill her love-inspiring song, 

Strain her foir neck, and charm the listening throng ! 
Whet* not your scytlie, suppressors of our vice ! 
Reforming saints ! too delicately nice ! 

By whose decrees, our sinful souls to save, 

No Sunday tankards foam, no barbers shave ; 

And beer undrawn, and beards unmown, display 
Your holy reverence for the Sabbath-day. 

fOr hail at once the patron and the pile 
Of vice and folly, Greville and ArgyleJ ! 

Where yon proud palace, Fashion’s hallowM fane, 
Spreads wide her portals for the motley train, 
flehold the new Petroniusj of the day, 

Oiir arbiter of pleasure and of play ! 

There the hired eunuch, tlie Hesperian choir. 

The melling lute, the soft lascivious lyre, 

The song from Italy, the step from Franco, 

The midnight .orgy, and the mazy dance, 

The .smile of beauty and the flush of wine, 

For fops, f<)ols, gamesters, knaves, and lords combine; 
Kach to his humour — Comus all allows ; 

(/hampaign, dice, music, or your neighbour’s spouse. 
Talk not to us, ye starving sons of trade ! 

Of piteous ruin, which yourselves have made ; 

In Plenty’s sunshine Fortune’s minions bask, 

Nor think of poverty, except “ cn masque,” 

When for the night some lately titled ass 
Appears the beggar which his grandaire was. 

The curtain dropp’d, tlie gay burletta o’er, 

The audience take their turn upon the floor; 

Now round the room Uio circling dow’gers sweep, 

Now in loose waltz the thin-clad daughters leap ; 

Tlie first in lengthen’d line majestic swim, 

The last display the free unfetter’d limb ! 

Those for Hibernia’s lusty sons repair 

With art the charms which nature could not spare ; 

These after husbands wing their eager flight, 

Nor leave much mystery for the nuptial night. 

Oh ! blest retreats of infamy and ease, 

Where, all forgotten but the power to plea.se, 

Each maid may give a loose to genial thought, 

Each swain may teach new systems, or be taught ; 
There the blithe youngster, just return’d from Spain, 
Cuts the light pack, or calls tlie rattling main ; 

The jovial castor ’s set, and seven ’s the nick, 

Or— done ! — a thousand on the coming trick I 
If, mad witli loss, existence ’gins to tire, 

And all your hope or wish is to expire, 

• WAel not your tn/t fie. -—Prom l<ord Bynm’* cnirecllon Ui 1816. In 
the fonnvr Adilimm, Haier not your acythr.'* Agaiaat the six coiicluil' 
litio* of Uiie paragraph the author line written — “Good." 

Or hail nt onre ihe vatron ami the /^j/e.—Tbe following •evenly 
lineii to ** as for the amaller fry,” ac., were Aral iiiaerted la Iho •ectMitl 
edit ion. 

} To prevent any blunder, Midi M mwlakiiig h atrert fur a man, I beg 
leave to *hat’ it I* the iiiHtitMtimi, mid iu»« llie duke of that name, 
whirl! i« here alliidttd to. .A genlliunan. with wlioin 1 am nJightly arqiiainU 
•d, IcMl in the Argylc RoonM Huveral thouHnrid pouiidn at backgammon*. 
It U hut jualice to the managers in this infflance tu say, that HOtne degm 
of disapprubatiiw was manifested : but w'hy are ilie implements of gaming 
allowed In a place devoted to die society of both sexes f A pleasant thing 
for tlie wives or daughters of Uiose wlioare blest or cursed with such coii' 
nertioiis, to Iwsr thr IdlliAnl-taUes raltliiig in one room, anil the dioe hi 
aiiuther! Tliat this Is the rase I myself ran testify, as a late wi rtby 
member of an institution wiiieh matarinlly alTiicts the morals of tlie higher 
orders, wtille the lower may not even move to the sound of a tabor and 
Addle without a eiiance of iiidictmmit for rioioua Iwliaviour, 
k PetrouiuB “ Artiiter elegaiuiarum” to Nero, “ and a very pretty feOow 
in ills day.” as Mr. Cougrt-ve’s “ Old Bachelor” saiih of Hatuiibal. 

This. It waa Diilv W — y who lost the money. I knew him, and 
seas a suhscrihar to the Aigvle at tbs tiiasoi the «« not* by 
Isnsf Bpt eet. 1816. 


] Here ‘s Powell’s pistol ready for your lifo, 

And, kinder still, two Pagets for your wife* ; 

Fit consummation of an earthly race 

Bogun in folly, ended in disgrace ; ^ 

While none but menials o’er the bed of death, 

Wash thy red wounds, or watch thy wavering breath ; 
Traduced by liars, and forgot by all, 

The mangled victim of a drunken brawl, 

To live like Clodiusf, and like Falkland| foil. 

Truth ! rouse some genuine bard, and guide hie hand 
To drive this pestilence from out the land. 

Even 1 — least thinking of a thoughtless throng, 

Just skill’d to know the right and choose the wrong. 
Freed at that age when reason’s shield is lost, * 

To flght my course through passion’s countless host{, 
Whom every path of pleasure’s flow’ry way 
Has lured in turn, and all have led astray — 

E’en I must raise my voice, e’en I must feel 
Such scenes, such men, destroy the public weal; 
Although some kind, censorious friend will say, 

‘ What art thou better, meddling fool||, than foey 
And every brother rake will smile to see 
That miracle, a moralist in me. 

No matter — when some bard in virtue strong, 

Gifford perchance, shall raise the chastening song, 

Tlien sleep my pen for ever ! and my voice 
Be only heard to hail him, and rejoice ; 

Rejoice, and yield my feeble praise, though I 
May feci the lash that Virtue must apply. 

As for the smaller fry, who swarm in shoals 
From silly HafizIT up to simple Bowles, 

Why should we call them from their dark abode, 

In broad St. Giles’s or in Tottenham-road ? 

Or (since some men of fashion nobly dare 
To scrawl in verse) frotn Bond-street or the Square ? 

If things of ton their harmless lays indite, 

Most wisely doom’d to shun the public sight 
What harm ? In spite of every critic elf, 

Sir T. may read his stanzas to himself; 

Miles Andrtjws still his strength in couplets try, 

And live iii prologues, though his dramas die ; 

Lords too are bards, such things at times befal, 

And ’t is some praise in peers to write at all, 

Yet, did or taste or reason sway the times, 

Ah! who would take their titles with their rhymes** ? 
Roscommon ! Sheffield ! with your spirits fled, 

No future laurels deck a noble head ; 


Tteo Pnpet$ for your Thus altered in the fifth edition. The 

iml rffiidingwas, ” a Paaet for yoiir wifii.” 

Miitatoiiomenedo 
I Ptvbiila natratur 

J 1 knew the lBt»* Lord Falkland well. On Bunday night I lieheld him 
.irrsiding nt hin own taiile, in all the linnest pride of hospitality ; on Wed- 
nesday mamin,r, at three o’clock, I saw stretched before me nil thnt re- 
mnini'd of coiir««e, feeling, niid a iiost ofimssions. He was a gallant and 
Mireessfiil oflierr : his faults were the faults of a sailor— as such, Britons 
'ill foi*give him. He diiMl like n brave mnn in a better cause ; for nad ha 
illen in like manner on the deck of the frigate to wliich he was just ap- 
oinleii, his last rrintneiUs would have been held up by his countrymen as 
“ exainjile toHiicceediiia hiroes. 

} Tu^htmy rourac ^rourh paasion'a enttniUst host , — Yes ; and s 
•erioiia chivse tlirv leil me.— Af.V. note, hy Lord I^ron. 1816. 

II What art thou heller, meddling fool ? — Paoi enou|ih, certainly, 
tlien, and no wiser siiicc. — MS. note hy Lord By ion, 1816. 

H What wo.ild lie the scnfiinents of tile Pcrsimi Anacreon, Haflx, could 
le rise fmm his sjilcndid scpiiiciiie nt Sheerax, where he reposes with 
^’erdoiisi and Sadi, the oriental Homer and Catullus, and liebold his 
lanie nsMuned by onr Stott of Droinore, the most Impudnut and execra- 
lie of hletary ponchcra for the daily prints. 

** Here followeil in the original ihuuiiscript. 

Oil one alone Apnllo dnigua to smile, 

And crowns a new Roscommon in Carlisle. 

The provocation alluded to in T.ord Byron’s note, page 282, took place 
rliile the satire wiu in press. These lines were eraaed in consequence, 
and all those down to, ” With you, ye Druujs,” &c., sulisUtuted In their 
place. The following aildilioual lines were writtrAi, but suppressed ))•- 
lors pubUcatlu" * 

fn these our times, with daily W'onden big, 

A lettered peer is like a lettered pig ; 

Both know thdr alpliabet, but who, from thence, 
infers Uiat peers or pi^ have manly sense ^ 

Still less that such should woo the graceful i»ir.e f 
Fcrnawai wa» n'‘t mads for lords and swine. 



£Km«!SH BARDS AND SCOTCH RE VIE 


*No muse wiU cheer, with renovating smile. 

The paralytic puling of Carlisle. 

The pun}* schoolboy and his early lay 
Men pardon, if his follies pass away ; 

But who Ogives the senior's ceaseless verse, 

Whose hairs grow hoary as his rhymes grow worse ? 
What hetereogcneous honours deck the peer I 
Lord, rhymester, petit-maitre, pamphloteert 1 
So dull in youth, so drivelling in his age. 

His scenes alone had damn’d our sinking stage ; 

But managers for once cried, Hold, enough !” 

Nor drugg’d their audience with the tragic stuff. 

Yet at tlieir judgment let his lordship laugh, 

And ctuje his volumes in congenial calf; 

Yes ! tioff that covering, where morocco shines, 

And hang a calf>skin:|. on those recreant lines. 

With you, ye Druids ! rich in native lead, 

Who daily scribble for your daily bread ; 

With you I war not; Gifford*s heavy hand 

Has crush’d, without remorse, your numerous band. 

On “ all the talents” vent your venal spleen ; 

Want is your plea, let pity be your screen. 

monodies on Fox regale your crew, 

And Melville’s Mantlc§ prove a blanket too ! 

One common lothe waits each hapless bard, 

And, peace be willi you ! ’t is your host reward. 

Such damning fame as Diinciads only give 
Gould bid your lines beyond a morning live ; 

But now at once your fleeting labours close, 

Witli names of greater note in blest repose. 

Far be ’t from me unkindly to upbraid 
I’he lovely Rosa’s prose in masquerade, 

Whose strains, the faithful echoes of her mind, 

Leave wondering comprehension far hehind||. 

'J’houirh Crusca’s bards no more our journals fill, 

Some stragglers skirmish round the columns still ; 

Latft of llie howling liost whi(;h once was BcU’sIT, 
Matilda snivels yet, and Hafiz yells; 

And Merry’s metaphors appear anew, 

Chain'd to tlio signature of O. P. Q,.** 

ft When some brisk youth, the tenant of a stall, 
Employs a pen less pointed llian his awl. 

Leaves his snug shop, Ibrsakcs his store of shoes, 

St Crispin quits, and cobbles for the muse, 

Heavens ! how the vulgar stare ! how crowds applaud ! 
How ladies read, and literati laud ! 

If cliance some wicked wag should pass his jest, 

’T is sheer ill-nature — don’t the world know best? 


• No mute will cheer, with, renovating tmiltf 

The. jmrnh/tic pu'ing of Cat Hale. 

This couplet bUkjiI in llie first iHlitiou, 

“ Nor e'en a haokiieyM inu«p will ilei-in tu nmile 
(>n rniiurt' Ilfron, r>r maturtt CarliHiti.’' 

Oppoilte thr«o liuei on Lout C'nriisle, Iionl Uyron has w'ritten, fii thi 
eo^ which he perusiHl in ISlfi, “ W'rong also— the pruvocatiou »i«i. 
BumciQiU to jiutit'y the acerhity.’’ 

t The Earl u( (Carlisle has InN'ly fiiiblinhwl an cifilUeen-penny pam- 
phlet an the etal^i of the stagt;, and otTere hin plan of hinidinj^ a new tJiea- 
tre. [t is to be imped tiis hirdiitiiip will he permitted to hrutg iorward any 
thing for the stage— except his own tragedies. 

J *• Duff that lioii’s lihU*, 

And hang a calf-skm on those rerrMnt Itnihs.’* 

jSfnah-. King John, 

Lord Carlisle's works, rn<ist resplendcntly bound, form a conspicuous 
ornament to hh itookaiieives ; 

“ The rest is all but leather and prunella." 

( “ Melriile’s Mantle,” a parody on “ Klijairs Mantle," a poem. 

» Tiiis lovely little Jessica, the dttus;htcr of the noted Jew K— , seems 
to be a follower »*l' the Delia Crusca school, and has published two volumes 
of very respectahln ahsiirdUies in rhyme, as limes go ; bemdes sundry 
novels in the style of tlie first edition of the Monk. 

To the above, Lin'd llvrnn added, in 1816: “She since married the 
Morning Post— an exceeding gootl match— and is since dead— which is 
Letter.” 

K Prom this line the ]mssaii^ in the first edition stood thus : 

Thouith Bell has lent tils uishtlugivltM and owls, 

Matilda snivels sldl, and flafis howls. 

Anil Crusca’s spirit, risiiui from the dead, 

Revives in Laura, Uni*, and X. Y. Z. 

** Thev! are the signatures of vartous worthies who figure in the poeti- 
cal departmenu of the newspapers. 

ft w4«n tome hriti youth, Ac.— The following paragraph was inssrted 
in the second edition. 

This was meant ibr poor Riackett, who was then patrooLmdl by A. J. B., 
but that I did not know, or this would not have been written, at least 1 
think not.— AfiS*. note by Lord Byron. 1819. 


Genius must guide when wiu admire the riiymei 
And Capel Lofft*** declares ’t is quite sublime. 

Hear, then, yc happy sons of needless trade ! 

Swains 1 quit the plough, resign the useless spade ! 

Lo ! Burns and Bloomfield, nay, a greater far, 

Gifford was born beneath an adverse star, 

Forsook the labours of a servile state, 

Slemm’d the rude storm and triumph’d over &te : 
Then why no more? if Phoebus smile on ycwi, 
Bloomfield ! why not on broflier Naflian too ?t 
Him too the mania, not the muse has seized ; 

Not inspiration, but a mind diseased ; 

And now no Ixior can seek his last abrxie, 

No common be enclosed, without an ode. 

Oh ! since increased refinement deigns to smilo 
On Briluin's sons, and bless our genial isle, 

Let pt^esy go forth pervade the whole, 

Alike the rustic, and mechanic soul ! 

Yet tuneful cobblers! still your notes prolong, 
Cora|>ose at once a slipper and a song ; 

So shall Uie fair your handy-work peruse 

Your sonnets sure shall please — perhaps your shoes* 

May MoorlandJ weavers boast Pindaric skill, 

And tailors’ lays be longer than their bill ! 

While punctual beaux reward the grateful notes. 

And pay for poems — when they pay for coats. 

Come forth, oh Caint>bell§ ! give thy talents scope 
Who dares aspire if thou must cease to hope 
And thou, nicio(liou.s Rogers j| ! rise at last, 

Recal the pleasing memory of the past; 

Arise! let blest remembrance still inspire, 

And strike to wonted tones thy hallow’d lyre 
Re.store Apollo to his vacant throne, 

As‘j<irt tliy country’s honour and thine own. 

What ! must deserted Poesy still weep 
Where her last hopes with pious Cowper sleep? 
Unless, perchance, from his cold bier she turns. 

To deck tlie lurf'lliat wraps her minstrel, Burns 
No ! though contempt hath mark’d the spurious brood, 
The race who rhyme from folly, or for food, 

Yet still .some genuine sons ’t is hers lo boast, 

Who lea.st affecting, still affect the most ; 

cel as they write, and write but as tliey feel— 

Bear witness Gifford, Solheby, MacneillT. 

‘ Why slumbers Gifford ?” once was ask d in vain 
Why slumbers Gifford ? let us ask again. 

Are there no fiillies for his pen to purge ? 

Are Ihcri) no f.»ols whoso backs demand the scourgo 
Ar«^ there no sin.s for sal ire ’.s hard to greet 
Stalks not gigantic Vice in every street 
Shall peers or princes tread pollution’s path, 

And 'scape alike the law’s and muse's wrath 

■ ('npel I/ufft, Esq. the Mbccobs of sh(afmiik<?rs, anJ preface-writer 
tu disO’esseil versemrn ; a kjiid of gratis uccoiirheur U> Ihoee who 
j wish to In* (lolivfi'fd of rhyme, Imt do not know liow t»> tirinjg forth, 

f St'rt Nnthankl Bioomflehl's odr, elr^jy, or whatever bo or aay OM 
»e chooses to call it, on the rneUwure of “ floniiifflon Cireen.” 

J Vide *• Recollcruons of a Weaver in the Moorlands nrStaffordshlre." 
§ It would be superfluous U> reenl to the iniml of the reader tlie author* 
" The Pleasures of Memory” and ” The Pleasures of Hope," the mewt 
..aullful didactic poems in our language, if we except Pope s “ Ksnay es* 
vlan t>ut so many jfioetusters have started up, that even the name* of 
'ampbell and Rogers are become strange. 

Beneath this note Lord Byron has written, in tho copy of Ihif «atir« 
'bich he read in 1816, 

Pretty Miss laenuelime 
Had a nose aquiline, 

And would assert rude 
7* hinge of Miss Gertrude, 

While Mr. Marmlon 
liod a great army on, 

Mnkiuff Kehama look 
Like a fierce Memtdiike." 

If Mtlodiout Rog$ra.-—Rogtrt has not fiitfilted the promise of his llrsi 
poems, but has still very great merit.— AfV. note by Lord Byron. 1816. 

IT Gifford, author of the Baviarl and Mieviad, the first satires of the day, 
md translator of Juvenat. 

&k)theby, translator of Wielend’s Oberou and yirgil’s Oeocfies, and 
jithor of" Saul,” an epic poem. 

Macneil, whose poems are deservedly popular, particularly '* SeoUand'* 
caitli, or the Ways of War,” of which ten thousand copiee were sold in 
me month. 

Mr. Qiflbnl promised publicly that the Bevlad and Misviad should 
not bs his last original works : let him rsmember, ** Mdx la reliaeteatos 
dracoDSs.” 



EKGTliSH AKt^ 

Nor bliuM ivith guilty glare through future time, 

Eternal beacons of consummate crime? 

Arouse theoi OiiTord ! bvi Uiy promise claim’d, 

Make bad men bettor or at least ashamed. 

Unhappy White*! while life was in its spring, 

And thy young muse just waved her joyous wing, 
fThe spoiler swept that soaring lyre away, 

Which else had sounded an immortal lay. 

Oh ! what a noble heart was lierc undone, 

When Science’ self destroy’d her favourite son ; 

Yes, she too much indulged ihy fond pursuit. 

She sow’d the seed's but death has reap'd the fruit. 

*T was tliino own genius gave the final blow, 

And lieip’d to plant the wound that laid thee low : 

Bo the struck eagle, stretch'd u|>on the plain, 

No more through rolling doiids to soar again, 

View’d his own feather on the fatal dart, 

And wing'd the shaft that quiver’d in his heart *. 

Keen were his pangs, but keener far to feci 
He nursed the pinion which impell'd the steel ; 

While the same plumage that had warm’d his nest 
Drank the last life-drop of his bleeding breast. 

There be, who say, in these enlighten'd days, 

7'hat splendid lies are all the poet’s praise ; 

I'hal strain’d invention, ever on the wing, 

Alone impels tlio modern bard to sing : 

’T is true, that ail wbo rhyme, nay, all who write, 
Shrink from that fatal word to genius — trite ; 

Yet Truth sometimes will lend her noblest fires, 

And decorate the verse herself inspires : 

This fact in Virtue’s name let Crabbe| attest ; 

Though nature’s stoniest painter, yet the best. 

§And here let Shee|| and genius find •a place, 

Whose pen and pencil yield an equal grace ; 

To guide whose hand the sister arts combine^ 

And trace the poet’s or the painter’s line ; 

Whose magic touch can bid the canvass glow, 

Or pour the easy rhyme’s harmonious flow ; 

While honours, doubly merited, attend 
The poet’s rival, but tlie painter’s friend. 

Blest is the man who dares approach the bower 
Where dwelt the muses at their natal hour ; 

Whose steps have press’d, whose eye has mark’d afar, 
The clime that nursed the sons of song and war, 

The scenes w'hich glory still must hover o’er, i 

Her place of birth, her own Achaian shore, ' 

But doubly blest is he whose heart expands 
Witli hallow’d feelings for those classic lands ; 

Who rends the veil of ages long gone by, 

And views their remnants with a poet’s eye ! 

WrightlT ! ’t was thy happy lot at once to view 
Those shores of glory, and to sing them too ; 

And sure no common muse inspired thy pen | 

To hail the land of gods and godlike men. 

And you, associate bards** ! who snatch’d to light 
Those gems too long withheld from motlem sight ; 

• Henry Klrkc White died m Carntirldge, in Octolw, 1805. in conw*- 
^ocnoe of too much exortinn In the pursuit of studies ibnt would have ma* 
lured s mind which disease and poverty could nut impair, and which deatli 
Itself d«stroye<l rather than suhdtHifl. His poems abouna In such tjeautirs 
as must impress the render with the liveliest, revet that so short a period 
was allotted in talents which would have dianifiod even the eacred func- 
tions he was destined to assume, 
f Th* 9 poU 0 r m0>vt that Mooring tyre amty, 

Whi^ hnd sounded on immor laf lay. 

So aksred hy l.ord Dynm on rejierusing the satire in 1816. In former 
editifsns the lines stood, 

“ The spoiler CAme; and all thy womisr fair 
Has soiifht the grave, to sleep Tor ever there.** 

^ OiiM«.<-~l consider (Jmhbe and Coleridn as the flnrt of these Umsa 
in Doini of power and genius.-.AfS'. not* Ay lytrd Byrm. 1816. 

) And hirt Ut Sho9^ dbc.— 'The eosult^ twenty-two lioea were ineeKed 
In the second edition. 

I Mr. Shee, author of “ Rhymes on Art,*’ and “ Elements of Art.** 

% Mr. Wrij^t, lata eoneul-eeneral for the Seven Islands, is author of.a 
very boautlfiil poem )ust publuhsd : it is entitled “ Horn loniciB,” and ts 
HeseripUve of the isles and the adjacent coast of Greece. 

. translators of th# Anthoingr, fUand and Merivale, hove idnce 

aspurate {toams, whish arvincs fsuius that only requires opporUi^ 


BCOTCE REVIE^ES. 

Whose mingling taste combined to cull the wreRSh 
Where Attic flowers Aonian odours breathci 
And all their renovated fragrance flung, 

To grace the beatuies of your native tongue ; 

Now lot those minds, that nobly could transfuse 
The glorious soirit of the Grecian muse, 

Though soil the echo, scorn a borrow’d tone : 

Resign Achaia’a lyre and strike your own. 

Let these, or such as these, with just applause, 
Restore the muse’s violated laws ; 

But not in flimsy Darwin’s pompous chime. 

That mighty master of unmeaning rhyme, 

Whose gilded cymbals, more adorn’d than clear, 

The eye delighted, but fatigued the ear ; 

In show the simple lyre could once surpass, 

But now, worn down, appear in native brass ; 

While all his train of hovering sylphs around 
Evaporate in similes and sound : 

Him let them shun, with him let tinsel die: 

False glare attracts, but more offends the eye*. 

Yet let them not to vulgar Wordsworth stoop, 

The meanest object of the lowly group. 

Whoso verse, of all but childish prattle void, 

Seems bliissed harmony to Lambe and Lloydf : 

Let them — but hold, my muse, nor dare to teach 
A strain far, far beyond thy humble reach : 

The nalivo genius with their being given 

Will point the path, and peal their notes to heaven. 

And thou, too, Scott| ! resign to minstrels rude 
The w ilder Slogan of a border feud : 

Let others spin the meagre lines for hire ; 

Enough for genius if itself inspire ! 

Let Soutliey sing, although his teeming muse, 

Prolific every spring, he tof> profuse ; 

§Lel simple Wordsworth chime his childish verse, 

And brother Coleridge lull the babes at nurse ; 

Let spectre-mongering I.ewis aim, at most, 

To rouse Uie gallcriee, or to raise a ghost; 

II Let Moore still sigh ; let Strangford steal from Moore, 
And swear that Camoens sang such notes of yore ; 

Let Ilayley hobble on, Montgomery rave, 

And godly Gmhame chant a stupid stave ; 

I.et sonneteering Bowle.s his strnin.s refine, 

And whine and whimper to the fourteenth line ; 

Let Stott, Carlisle^, Matilda, and tlie rest 
Of Gnih-strcet, and of Grosvenor-place the be.st, 

* Tlie ncRlcct of llie "Hoinulc (iturlfn” in aome proof of retiimina 
aatf* : ihr aet’nrry is ilj* aolr n»M»mnier»flHlion. 

t MfBsrs. Lainbe and Lloyd, tlit: moM i|(iioble foilewors of Southay and 

* By the by, I bopo that in Mr. f*coU's npjrt porm his hfro or herobia 
vlTl be 1(‘K« aildirted to " GrnmarvR,'' and tnni-p to VAintnar, than the 
l.ady of the Lay and her bravo, ^"^illianTt of Deloraine. 

^ A^insl this pnssaffp on Wordswortii, and the following line on Cole- 
rklge, J#ord Byron has written, ■' T'njuRt.” 

II Let Shme attll «t/, A.— Fifth etiition. The original reading waa, 
I,el Mooi'e be lewd.” 

H It may be asked why ! have censured the Karl of (.'nrlisle, my guar- 
dian nud illative, to whom I dedirated a volume ol puerile poems a law 
yenra ago? — The guardianslijp wiis nominal, at least as far as I have been 
able to diacover ; ttie relationship I cannot help, and am very sorry for 
it ; hot as his lordship set tied to forget It on a very essantial occasion 
Ui me, I shall not burden my memory with the recollection, I do not 
Ihlnk that jiersoual dilferences sanction the unjust rondemnatinn of a 
brother scrit'liler ; hnt 1 see no reason wliv tlu*y stiimld act as a preventive, 
rhen the aulhiv, noble or ignoble, has, for a series of years, beguiled a 
’ discerning public” (as tiic adveriisetnents have it) with divera reams 
of moat orthodox, imperiat nunsenve. Beskles, I do not step aside to 
vitupemte the earl : mv— hit works come fairly in review with thoee of 
other patrician literati. If, before I esra))eH from my teens, I said any 
thing in favour of his lordship’s papier tvsiks, it w'as in the way of dutiful 
dedication, and mon< from the advice of others than my own Judinnent. 
and T sefre the first nyiportuuiiy of pronouncing my sincere recantation. ! 
have heard that some persons conceive me to I « under obligations to Lord 
Carlisle : if so, I shall be most partlnilarlj* happy to learn what they are, 
nud whon roiiferred, that they may be ditly appreciateil and puhlicly ac- 
know IecU:e<l- WMiat 1 have hiunblv advanced as an opinion on hia printed 
thirifni. I am prepared to sunporl, If necessary, hy miotaUmis from elegiee, 
eulugies, odes, episodes, and certain facelinus and dainty tnifidieB bearing 
hie name and mark : 

” Vf'hai can ennoble knaves, or/ools, or rowarde? 

Alta ! not all tlie blood of all the Howards.** 

So says Pope. Amen ! 

Much too savage, whatever the ksimlatioB might he.— MV. nefc Iw 

Jjartl Byfon, 1816. 

TIms neuAnt appeared ha the seeewd edhien. 



ENGLISH ANt> ikjOTCH liEVIE^ERS. 


Scrawl OH) ’till death release us from the strain, 

Or Common Sense assert her rights again. 

But thou, with powers that mock the aid of prais«> 
Should leave to humbler bards ignoble lays : 

Thy country’s voice, the voice of all tlie nine, 

Demand a hallow’d harp— that harp is thine. 

Say ! will not Caledonia’s annals yield 
The glorious record of some nobler field, 

Than the vile foray of a plundering clan 
Whose proudest deeds disgrace the name of man ? 

Or Marmion’s acts of darkness, fitter food 
* For Sherwood’s outlaw tales of Robin Hood ? 
Scotland ! still proudly claim thy native bard, 

And be thy praise his first, his best reward ! 

Yet not ^ith thee alone his name should live, 

But own the vast renown a world can give ; 

Be known, perchance, when Albion is no more, 

And tell tho tale of what she was before ; 

To future times her faded fame recal, 

And save her glory, though his country fall. 

^Yot what avails the sanguine poet’s hope, 

To conquer ages, and with time to cope ? 

5Jew eras spread their wings, new nations rise, 

Aflftl other victorsj fill the applauding skies ; 

A few brief generations fleet along, 

Whoso sons forget tho poet and his song : 

E’liii now, what once-loved minstrels scarce may claim 
The transient mention of a dubious name ! 

Wlien fame’s loud trump hath blo^vn its noblest blast, 
Though long the sound, the echo sleeps at last ; 

§And glory like tlie pheenix midst her fires, 

Exhales her otlours, blazes, and expires. 

Shall hoary Granta call her sable sons, 

Expert in science, more expert at puns ? 

Shall these approach the muse? ah, no! she flies, 
||Evvin from the tempting ore of Seaton’s prize ; 

TluMigh printers condescend tho press to soil 
With rhyme by Hoare, and epic blank by Hoyle IT : 
Not him whos*^ page, if still upheld by whist, 

Requires no sacred theme to bid us list**. 

Ye ! who in Granta’s honours would surpass. 

Must mount her Pegasus, a fuU-grown ass; 

A foal well worthy of her ancient dam, 

Wliose Htdicon is duller than her Cam. 


Oh ! dark asylum of a Vandal race* ! 

At once the boast of learning, and disgrace I 
fSo lost to Phoebus, that nor Hodgson’s;^ verse 
Can make thee better, or poor Hewson’s§ worse. 

But where fair Isis rolls her purer wave, 

The partial muse delighted loves to lave ; 

On her green banks a greener wreath she|| wove. 

To crown the bards that haunt her classic grove ; 
Where Richards wakes a genuine poet’s fires, 

And modern Britons glory in titeir siresIT. 

For me, who, thus unask’d**, have dared to tell 
My country, what her sons should know too weU, 
tfZeal for her honour bade me here engage 
Tho host of idiots that infest her age ; 

No just applause her honour’d name shall lose, 

As first in freedom, dearest to tho muse. 

Oh ! would thy bards but emulate thy fame, 

And rise more worthy, Albion, of thy name ! 

What Athens was in science, Rome in power 
What Tyro appear’d in her meridian hour, 

’T is thine at once, fair Albion ! to have been 
Earth’s chief dictatress, ocean’s lovely queen : 

But Rome decay’d, and Athens strew’d the plain, 

And Tyre’s proud piers lie shatter’d in the main ; 
I.ikc these, thy strength may sink, in ruin hurl’d. 

And Britain fall, the bulwark of the world. 

But let me cease, and dread Cassandra’s late. 

With warning ever scoff’d at, till too late ; 

To themes less lofty still my lay confine, 

And urge thy bards to gain a name like thine];|. 

Then, hapless Britain ! be thy rulers blest 
The senate’s oracles, the people’s jest ! 

Still hear thy motloy orators dispense 
The flowers of rhetoric, tliough not of sense, 

While Canning’s colloagues hate him for his wit, 

And old dame Portland§§ fills the place of Pitt, 

Yet once again adieu ! ere this the sail 
That wafts me hence is shivering in the gale ; 

And Afric’s|jl| const and Calpe’sHIT adverse height. 
And Stamboul’s*** minarets must greet my sight: 
Thence shall I, stray through beauty’s native climeftt* 
Whore KalTJJI is clad in rocks, and crown’d with 
snows sublime. 


tf There Clarke, still striving piteously “ to please,” 
Forgetting doggrel leads not to degrees, 

A would-be satirist, a hired bufl’oon, 

A monthly scribbler of some low lam[X)on, 

Ctmdemn’d to drudge, the meanest of the mean, 

And furbish falsehoods for a magazine, 
l.>evotes to scandal his congenial mind ; 

Himself a living libel on mankindj|. 

‘ tn the fir»t Hilinn, “ Outlaw’d Shcrwtxxl'ii.” 

Yf f Ilshat nvnilt, tfcc. — The following twelve line# were tntnxluced in 
Oie necnnd eduin 

t “ Tt»llerc humo, vlctor^no vin'lm rolitare per c 

% Lik* Oe phi*nix midst her ftrre.—Tht ^vil take tliat phanixl 
How came it then- nnte fry Lord Byron, 1816. 

It Erenfrom the tempfinn ore of Senton'e prize, — Thoa corrected, in 
1818, bjr Lord Byron. In former editiona : 

“ And even apnrne the great Seatooian prize.” 

1 Thna in the original manuacript : 

With odea hy Smyth, and epic aonga by Hoyle ; 

Hoyle whoae team’d page if atilt upheld by whiat, 

Required no aacred theme to bid ua liat. 

*• The ” Gameaof Hoyle,” well known to the votarlea of whiat cbeaa, 
tkc. are not to be sujieraeded by the vagariea of hia poetical nameaake, 
whoae poem compriaed, aa expreaaly atated in the advertiaement, all Uie 
” plafues of Kgvpi.” 

It There ( larke, etill striving, ftc.—Theae eight linea were added In 
the aecond edition. 

Right cnoui^ . thia waa well deaerved, and well laid on.— MiS^. note by 
UtrdByron. 1816. 

This peraou, who haa lately betrayed the moat rabid ayraptoma of 
CRnnrme*] auihorahip, ia writer of a i>o«m denominated the ” Art of 
Plenainf/’ aa “ luru* a non lucendo,” containing little pleaaantry and leaa 
poetry. He aleo sjcta aa monthly atipendiary and collector of caluroiiiea for 
the Saiiriai.” If thia unfortunate young man would exchange the ma- 
laalnaa for the mathamatiea, and endeavour to take a decent de^ in hia 
ttRtvarviiy, tt might avantnally prove more eervieeable thea hie preeent 

eealeigr. 


* Into Cnrabridgeshlre tiip Emperor Proiiua Irnnaported a eonaldor- 
able body of Vandah.” — CTilil>oua Decline and Kail, p. 83, vol. ii. Thera 
»n to doui)l tlie truth of thi* aaaerlion ; the breed <• elUl la lUgh 
perfe.... — 

Theae f^ur linea were aubalitutod fur the following In the original manu 
Bcript : 

Yet hold— na when by Heaven ’a aiiprerne brheat, 

If found, ten righleoua had preumrod the real, 

In Stxlom’a fated town, foi IJrnii 

l.x<t Hodgson 'a eeniuK plead, and aave her fame. 

t So lost to Phfthue, that, &r.— I'Jiia couplet, thua altered in the HKk 
edition, wos originally printed, 

“ So aunk in (uilupaR, and so Inat in ahame, 

That Smyth and scarce redeem thy fame.” 

J This gentUunnu's naino requires no pniise ; the mm who in tranala- 
tloii displays unquetliuualileguniua may well las exfiected to excel inorigl* 

' iimpoMition, of which it is to tie ho(HKl we ahall aoou see a apleodtd 
apeciinea. 

§ Hew'son Clarke, Ksq., as it ia written. 

II la” in the flrat edition. 

11 The ” Aboriginal Britons,” an excellent poem, by Klcharda. 

*• Unnak'd ; Tn the drat edition unknoten, 

1 f Zeal for her honour,, Ac.— In the firat edition thia couplet ran, 

Zeal for her honour, no malignant rage, 

Haa bade me apuru the fulhea of her age.” 

tt And urge thy bnrda to gain a name like rAine.— With thia vane tha 
aatire ended in the original emtiim. 

§§ A friend of mine tiring asked why his grace of Portland waa likened 
to an old woman I replied, he auppiiaed it waa bacauae he waa paat 
hearing.” — Hia grace is now g[ath«red to hia grandmothera, where ha 
aleepa aa aound aa ever ; but even hia aleep waa better than bia colleagues* 
raking. 181 1 . 

III! Afric'a coaat. Raw it, Auguat, I809.r-Af<$. note by Lord Byron. 
1816. 

HH Gibraltar, Saw It, Auguat, 1809.— A/5^. note by Lord Byron, 1816. 

•'* Slamboul. Waa there the aummer of ISIO.— MS. note by Lord 
Byron. 1816. 

1t1 Georgia. 

itt Mount Cauenaua. Saw tha dlatant ridge of, 1810, 1811. — MS. mots 
by Lord Byron. 1816. 


• The breed is etilt in kighpeH‘ection.—\n the ftrat edition t— •* 1 
ia no reaaon to doubt the tnttn or thia aaaertion. aa a lagga aleak ti Iba 
aanaa breed ia to be found (hare ai thia day. 





BMt irflould 1 bftck retom, no Cemptini^ pross'i' 

SliftH dmg jottmal the desk’s recess : 

Let coxcombs, priming ns they come from far, 

Snatch his own wreath of ridicule from Carr ; 

Let Aberdeen and Elginf still pursue 
The shade offiime throogb regions of vertu ; 

Waste useless thousands on their Phidian freaks, 
Misshapen monuments and maim’d antiques ; 

And make their grand saloons a general mart 
For all the mutilated blocks of art : 

OTDardan tours let dilettanti tell, 

I leave topography to rapid| Gell§ 

And, quite content, no more shall interpose 
To stun the public car — at least vvitli prose. 

Thus far I’ve held my undisturh’d career, 

Prepared for rancour, steel’d ’gainst selfish fear : 

* But Mhould Fbfiekrttum, no tempting prett 
Sfuill lirag, Sic. 

Tbeae four Un«a w«r« niiered in th« (ifth eclition. They originally stood, 
" Rut should 1 back return, no letter'd stige 
Shall dra£ niy a>mmori>piacn bouk on the stage ; 

Let vain valencin* rival iurkless Carr, 

And equal him nrhosu work be snuglit tn mar.'* 

* Lorrl Elgin wrjuld tain persuade us tiiat nil the figures, with and 

witlioiit noses, in his stone-shup, are tl»e work of Phuiias ! “ Cmlat 

Jud«iis ]’* 

t ftnpid. Thus altered in the fiftii edition. In nil previous editions, 
"classic." 

^ Rapid," indeed i He lopographixed and lypopaphized King 
Priam’s dominions in thn!e days ! — 1 called him " clasaic" befure I saw 
the Truad, but since have learned better timn tu tack tu ins name what 
dtHi’t belong to it.— ^otr to the Jifth rAttton. 

Mr. Oelrs Topography of Troy t and Ilbaca:J; c4uinot fail to ensure the 
approbation of every miui jiotsesiietl of clasaical taste, as well for liie mfur- 
mation Mr. Hell convey* to the mind of the reittirr, ns foi the ability and 
research the respective work* di*|>lay,— /Vo/e to all tht rarly editionit. 

Since seeing the plain of 'Proy, iiiy upinioiiH nvc somewhat chnnged as 
tn the above note. HcU s survey waa hasty and superficial.— note 
by iMid liyron. 181^. 


• liOrd Valencia (whose tremendous travels are forthcoming with doc 
decorations, graphical, toiiographicnl, tV]iographicai) deijosed, on Sir John 
Carr's unlucky suit, tliat Dubois’s sntirr prevented hts purchase of the 
" Stranger In Ireland."— Oh, fie, my lord.? has yottr lordship no more 
faelinafor a fellow-tourist f Iml " two of a trade," tiiey say, &c. 

t Troy. Visited both hi 1810 and 1811.— MiS*. note by Lord Byron. 
1818. 

J Ithaca. Passed first In 1809.— M.S. note by Lord liyron. 1816. 


This thing of rhyme 1 ne’er disdained to owum- 
Though not obtrusive, yet not quite utdenown : 

My voice was heard again, though not so loud. 

My page, though nameless, never disavowed ; 

And now at once 1 tear the veil away 
Cheer on the pack ! the quarry stands at bay, 
Unscared by all the din ofMdboume housed, 

By Lambe’s resentment, or by Holland’s spouse, 

By Jeffrey’s harmless pistol, HaUam’s rage, 

Edina’s brawny sons and brimstone page. 

Our men in buckram shall have blows enou^, 

And feel they too arc ** penetrable stuff 
And though I hope not hence unscathed to go, 

Who conquers me shall find a stubborn foe. 

The time hath been, when no harsh sound wodld fitU 
From lips that now may seem imbued with gall ; 

Nor fouls nor follies tempt me to despise 

The meanest thing tliat crawl’d beneath my eyes : 

But now so callous grown, so changed since youth, 

I ’vc learn’d to thiitk, and sternly speak the truth ; 
-.earn’d to deride the critic’s starch decree, 

And break him on tlie wheel he meant for me ; 

To spurn the t/kI a scribbler bids me kiss, 

Nor care if courts and crowds applaud or hiss ; 

Nay more, though all my rival rhymesters frown, 

“ too can hunt a poetaster down ; 

A-nd, arm’d in proof, the gauntlet ca.st at once 
To Srtotch marauder, and to southern dunce. 

Thus much I Ve dared ; if my incondite lay f 
lath wr/mg’d these righteous times, let others say : 

"'his, let the world, which knows not how to spare 
Tct rarely blames unjustly, now declarej. . 

7}/n of Methnnme //omiic.— S ingular enough, ami din enough, 

»d known.— Af.V. uote hy^^rd Pyr’m. 1816. 
t 'I7iu8 much t’vedaifd ; if tny incindite lay, 

•The r vling of the fifth wlilion : originally printed, 

*• Tbij* mncii I ’ve dared to do ; how far my lay.’* 

X The greater part of this «atirc I mo«t •ineerrly wiah had never been 
ritten— not only on accouni of the injuHlice of much of the crilical, and 
•me of the {leraorial pail uf it— but the tone and tcm^ier are euch b» 1 can- 
It approve.— JSyron. July 14, 1818. 

Diodati, Geneva, 


THE FOLLOWING ARGUMENT INTENDED FOR THE SATIRE WAS IN THE 
ORIGINAL MANUSCRIPT, BUT NOT PUBLISHED. 

The poet eoneldereth time* pait and their pocay— muketh a eu'Uien tranaitlon to time* preaent— i* inc.i*niied against bcKik-makera — revilcth W. Scott 
for cupidity and hallad-mongering, with notable romarka on Mniitrr Soutbey — coimilutncUi that Master Soutiiey hath inflicted thn'e fiocnu epic uid 
otherwme on the public— inveigheth again«t Wm. "Wordiiworlb ; but laudeih Mr. Coleridge and iiie elegy oii a young as* — 1 « diejioaed to vituperate 
Mr. Lewie— and greatly rrhukcih Tlibmat Little (the Intc,) and the Loixl Sirangfoixl— l•ccomnlen^U't^l Mr. Ilayley to turn iiie atienlion to pruae— . 
and exhorteth the Moraviatie to glorily Mr. Grahmne — ayinpathizeth with the Rrv. — Uowles — and depJoreth the melancholy fate of Montgomery 
— breaketh out into invrrtive againnl the Ediiiburgli Uevirweni— ralieth them hurd numev, liurpii’n, and the like-H\poatru\ibiw!th JefTrev and pro- 
phMieth— Bplnoile of Jeffrey «iid Moore, their Jeopardy and deliverance ; portenta on the morn of combat ; the Twce,l,'Tolbooth, Frith of Forth 
severally ahw^ked ; deiceiit uf a gmlUes* to anve Jeffrey ; incorporation of tlie bulleta with him ainripui and occiput— Kdinbiirgh Reviewent en mneae 
—Lord Aberdeen, Herbert, Scott, Hiillam, Filliuta, Lambe, Sydney Smith, Brougham, &c.— The Lord Holland applauded fur dinnera and transla- 
tion*.— The l>rama ; Skeftingiou, Hook, Hrynolda, Kenney, Cherry, &c. — Kheridan, ( .'olmiui, and C'limlieiiand railed upon to write— .return to 
poe*y— ecribbler* of all sorla— Lord* aomeliines rhyme ; niucit belter not — Hafiz, Hona Manilla, and X. V. Z.— Rogers, Campbell, Gifford, &c., 
true'pocta-— (ransintors of the Greek AntlHilogy—C'rabbo— Darwin’s style — (/atnbridgo— Seatuman Frixe— Smytli— Hodgiiou — Oxford— Richards— 
Poeta loquitur— fiiaidusion. 


POSTS 


1 have been informed, sinee the nreeent edition went to the press, that my 
trusty and weil-beloveii cousins, uie Edinburgh Reviewers, are preparing 
B must vehement critique on my poor, gentle, unreaiating Muae, whom 
liiey have already so tw-deviled with Uieir uugudly ribaldry : 

" Tantaine animis cceleslibus irie !” 

I suppose I must say of Jeffrev as Sir Anthony Aguecheek saith, " an I had 
known he was so cunning of ience, 1 had seen hint damnati ere I had fought 
him." What a pity it is Umt I shall lie beyond the Bosphorus tiefore the 
next number has passed the Tweed 1 But 1 yet iuijic to liglit iny pqie with 
it in Persia. 

Mr northern friends have accused me, with Justice, of personality to- 
warus their great literary onlhropophagUM , .leifrry ', but what else was to 
be dune with him and hw dirty pack, who feed iiy " tying and slandering," 
and slake their thirst hj " evil speaking .**" 1 have adduced facts already 

well known, and of Jeffrey’s mind 1 have statml my free o]Hnion, nor ha* 
be thence siistnliied any injury ; — what scavenger was ever soiled by li 
pelted with mud? It may be said that I quit Gnglaml luscause I have 
censured there " persons of honom and ait al'oui town," but I am coming 
book again, and their vengraucr will keep hut till my return. Those who 
know me can testify that my motives for ioaviog Kngland am very different 
from feara, literary or ttersonal : those wlio do not, may one day be con- 
vinced. Since the publication of this thing, my name has not bssn cou- 
aealed ; i have been mostly in Imndon, ready to answer for ray iransgres- 


CRIPT.* 


iBions.aiid in daily expectation of sundry cartels ; but, alM ** the age of 
' chivalry is over," or tiiAhe vulgar tongue, tliere is no spirit now-a-days. 

There is a youth ycle{)ed llewson (Clarke (Sulmudi esquire), a sixer of 
Emmanuel College, and, 1 believe, a deiiixen of Berwick-upon-Tweed, 
whom 1 have iiitnxiuced in these luiges to murh better company than he 
has liecn accustomed to meet ; he is, nutanthstaDding, a very saa dog, and 
lor no reason that 1 CAii discover, except a pi^nal quarrel with a bear, 
kept by me at t'amliridge to sit fur u fellowship, and whom the Jealouey of 
his Trinity conlcmpornnes irrevented from success, has lieeu abusing me 
and what is worse, the defenceless iimocentabove mentioned, in "The Sa- 
tirist" fur one year and some nasiths. 1 am utterly unconscious of bavtag 
given him cuiv provocation : indeed, I am guiltless of' having heart! his uama 
till coupled witli '* The Satirist." He has therefore no reason to complain, 
and I dure say tlwi, like Sir Fretful Plagiary, he is rather pleased than 
ntlierwiae. I tiave now mentioned all who tiave dune me the hononr to 
notice me and mine, that is, my bear and my book, except the edMor of 
" The Satirist, ’’ who, it seems, is a gentleman— God wot 1 1 wish be could 
impart a little of his gentility to hu suliordiiuitc scribblers. 1 hear that 
Mr. Jeminghain is about to take up tlie cudgels for his Maicenai, I.x>rd 
Carlisle : 1 hope not : he was onr ul the few, who, in the very short inter- 
coui'se 1 had with him, treated me with kindness when a hoy, and what- 
ever he may say or do, " pour on, I will endure," I have botliing further 
to add, save a jpiueral note iff thanksgiving to readers, purchaecni, aad 
publieiiais, ana, iu the words of Scott, 1 wish 

*' To all and each a fair good night, 

And rosy di earns and atombers light.** 


Added to the second ediikia. 



HINTS FROM HORACE. 

Bcnio Am ALhvniom xir enolish verse to the epistle ** ad pisores, de arte pobtica/ Atm 

IMTEKDED AS A SEQUEL TO ERGLISH BARDS AND SCOTCH REVIEWERS.*’ 


** Ergo futigfir vice colU, aruluni 
Keddere qu« I'enuia vakt, vxkorii it>«a i-ccaiidi.” 

ill>R. JJa Arte Pott. 3M, 305. 

•* JUiyniM ara difficult thineR^Uey nro »t»ihbi>rn things, air.” 

FIELDING’S Auielia, Yol. iu. Di>ok 5. Chap. 6. 


AUmw. Capuchin Coaveat, March I2th, 1811. 

Who would not laugh, if Lawrence, hired to grace 
Fis costly canvass witli each flatter’d face, 

A^hised his art, till Nature, with a blush, 

Saw cits grow centaurs underneath his brush ? 

Or, should some limner join, for show or sale, 

A maid of honour to a mermaid’s tail ? 

Or low* Dubost (as once the world has seen) 

Degrade God’s creatures in his graphic spleen ? 

Not all that forced politeness, which defends 
Fools in their faults, could gag his grinning friends. 
Believe me, Moschus, like that picture seems 
Tlie book which, sillier than a sick man’s dreams. 
Displays a crowd of figures incomplete, 

Poetic nightmares, witnout head or feet. 

Poets and painters, as all artists know, 

May shoot a little with a lengthen’d bow ; 

We claim this mutual mercy for our task, 

And grant in turn the pardon which we ask ; 

But make not monsters spring from gentle dams— 
Birds breed not viper. s, tigers nurse not lambs. 

A labour’d, long exordium, sometimes tends 
(Like patriot speeches) but to paltry ends ; 

And nonsense in a lofty note goes down. 

As pertneas passes with a legal gown ; 

Thus many a bard describes in pompous strain 
Thft clear brook babbling through the goodly plain ; 

The groves of Granta, and her gothic halls, 

King’s Coll., Gam’s stream, stain’d windows, and edd 
walls; 

Or, in advent’rous numbers, neatly aims 
To paint a rainbow, or the river Thames.f 

Humano capiti ccrvicem pictor cquinam 
dungere si velit, et variaa induccro plumas, 

Undique collatis membris, ut tiirpiter atruro 
Desinat in piscem inulicr Formosa superne ; 

Spcciaium admissi risum teneatis, iftnici ? 

Credite, Piaones, iste labulas fore librum 
PeraimiJern, cujua, velutaagri sornnia, vanae 
Fingetitur species, iit nee pcs, nec caput uni 
Rediiatiir forrme. Pictoribns atque (wetis 
Q.uid]ibet audendi semper fuit osciua potestas 
Scimua, et hanc veriiampetimusquedamuaque vicissim: 
Sed non ut placidis coeant immitia ; non ut 
Serpentea avibus geminentur, tigribus agni. 

Incoaptis gravlbus plerumcpie ct magrm profess! 
PurpureUB, late qui splendeat, unua el alter 
Aasuitur pannus ; cum incus et ara Diante, 

Kt prnperantis aquae per amoenos ambitus agros, 

Aui flurnen Ilhenum, aut pluvius describitur arcus. 

• In wi BneliRh nevrvpaprr, which findit it* way aluroad wlwrever there 
are Englishmen. 1 read an account of tlii* dirty daulter’i caricature of 
Mr. H— , and UiS ronaeuMent action, Ac. The circumetanoe le probit- 
hly too well known to raqinir further comment. 

1 *• Wlwrt punt deeeripUott held the ptaee of wnte."— Pope. 


You sketch a tree, and so perhaps may shina— 

But daub a shipwreck like an alehouse sign ; 

You plan a va»e — it dwindles ton pot ; 

Then glide down Grub-street — fasting and ibrgot ; 
Laugh’d into Lethe by some quaint review, 

Whose wit is never troublesome till true. 

In fine, to whatsoever you aspire, 

Let it at least be simple and entire. 

The greater portion of the rhyming tribe 
(Give ear, iny friend, for thou hast been a scribe) 

Are led astray by some peculiar lure. 

I labour to be bricf—bocomc obscure ; 

One falls while following elegance too fast ; 

Another soars, inflated with bombast ; 

Too low a third crawls on, afraid to fly, 

He spins his subject to satiety ; 

Absurdly varying, he at last engraves 

Fish in the woods, and boars beneath the waves I 

Unless your care’s exact, your judgment nice, 

The flight from ibily leads but into vice ; 

None are complete, all wanting in some part, 

Like certain tailors, limited in art. 

For galligaskins Slowsliears is your man, 

I But coats must claim another artizan.* 

Now this to me, I own, seems much the same 
As Vulcan’s feet to bear Apollo’s frame; 

Or, with a fair complexion, to expose 
Black eyes, black ringlets, but— a bottle nose I 

Dear authors ! suit your topics to your strength, 

And ponder well your subject, and its length ; 

Sed nunc non erat his locus : et fortasse cupressum 
Scis simularc : quid hoc, si fractis enstat exspes 
Navibus, »re tlato qui pingitur ^ amphora ctepit 
Institui : currenJe rotfi. cur urceus exit ? 

Deni({ue sit quoti vis, simplex duntaxat et unum. 

Maxima pars vuium, pater, et juveries pairedigtii« 
Decipiiuiir specie recti. Brevis esse laboro, 

Ohsciirus fio : sectantem lovia, nervl 
Deficiunt anlmique : professus grandia, turget ; 

Serpit faumi, tutus nlrnium, tirnidusque procellos : 

Qui variare cupit rem prndigialiter unam, 

DoiphiMiim syivis appingit fluctibus aprum. 

In viiium (lucit cul^v fuga, si caret arte, 
jf'^miliutn circa ludum faber iinus et ungues 
Exprimet, et umlies imitabitur sere capiiloa ; 

Infelix operis summa, quia ponere totum 
JVesciet. Hunc ego me, si quid componere curem. 

Non mutris esse velim, quam pravo vivere noso, 
Spectanduin nigris ocuiis nigroque capiilo. 

Merf onmmon mortal* w«re eommnuly content with one taQor atid 
with one bill, but the more particular fentlemen found It impeerible to 
confide their k>wi>r leennenu to the makem of their tmdr clothe*. I epeett 
of the ijexfnninff of IN(W what reform may here •ince tabn place I nettber 
know nor desire to know. 



■ ' Hishrs riioM'¥l®AcS'. 


Nor lift your load, boftire you’re quite aware As custom arbitrates, whose shifting sway 

What weight your shoulders will, or will not, bear. Our life and language must alike obey. 

But lucid Order, and Wit’s siren voice 


Await the poet, skilful in his choice ; 

With native eloquence he soars along, 

Grace in his thoughts, and music in his song. 

Let judgment teach him wisely to combine 
WitJi future parts the now omitted line ; 

This shall the author choose, or that reject, 

Precise in style, and cautious to select. 

Nor slight applause will candid pens afford 
T o him who furnishes a wanting word. 

Then fear not if ’tis needful to produce 
Some term unknown, or obsolete in use, 

(As *Pitt has furnish’d ua a word or two, 

Which Icaricographcrs declined todo ;) 

So you indeed, with care, — (but be content 
To take this licence rarely) — may invent. 

New words find credit in these latter days, 

If neatly grafted on a Gallic phrase. 

What Chaucer, Spenser did, we scarce refuse 
To Dryden’s or to Pope’s maturer muse. 

If you can add a little, say why not, 

As well as William Pitt and Walter Scott? 

Since they, by force of rhyme and force of lungs. 
Enrich’d our island’s ill-united tongues ; 

’Tis then — and Slmll bo — lawful to present 
Reform in writing, as in parliament. 

As forests shod their foliage by degrees. 

So fade expressions which in season please. 

And we and ours, alas ! are duo to fate, 

And works and words but dwin(fte to a date. 

I’hough as a monarch nods, and commerce calls. 
Impetuous rivers stagnate in canals ; 

Though swamps subdued, and marshes drain’d, sustain 
The heavy ploughshare and the yellow grain, 

And rising ports along tlie busy shore 
Protect the vessel from old ocean’s roar. 

All, all must perish ; but, surviving last. 

The love of letters half preserves tlie past. 

True, some decay, yet not a few revive ;t 
Though those shall sink, which now appear to thrive, 


The immortal wars which gods and angels wage, 
Arc they not shown in Milton’s sacred page ? 

His strain will teach what numbers best belong 
I To themes celestial told in epic song. 

The slow, sad stanza will correctly paint 
The lover’s anguish or the friend’s complaint. 

But which deserves the laurel, rhyme or blank ? 
Which holds on Helicon the higher rank ? 

Let squabbling <Tilics by themselves dispute 
This point, as puzzling as a Chancery suit. 

Satiric rhyme first sprang from selfish spleen. 

You doubt — see Dryden, Pope, St. Patrick’s dean.*** 

Blank verse is now, with one consent, allied 
To Tragedy, and rarely quits her side. 

Though mad Alrnanzor rhymed in Dryden’s days. 

No sing-song hero rants in modem plays ; 

While moflcsl Comedy her verse foregoes 
For jest and punt in very middling prose. 

Not that our Bens or Beaumonts show the worse, * 
Or lose one point, because they wrote in verse. 

But so Thalia jdeascs to appear, 

Poor virgin ! damn’d some twenty times a year ! 

I Whato’er the scene, let this advice have weight : 
Adapt your language to your hero’s stale. 

At times Melpomene forgets to groan, 

And brisk Thalia takes a serious tone ; 

Nor unregarded will the act pass by 
Where angry Townly lifts his voice on high. 

Again, our Shakspeare limits verse to kings, 

When common prose will serve for comnK>n things ; 
And lively Hal resigns heroic ire, * 

To “ hollowing Hotspur and the sceptred sire. 

’T is not enough, ye bards, with all your art, 

To polish poems ; they must touch the heart : 
Where’er tlie scene bo laid, whate’or the song. 

Still let it boar the hearer’s soul along ; 


Bumite materiem vestris, qui scribitis, equam 
Viribus ; et versafe cliu quid ferre recuaent 
Q.uid valeant humeri. Cui lecta pnteniercrit res, 

Nec facundia deseret hunc nec lucldus ordo. 

Ordinis hsec virtue erii et venus, aut ego fallor, 

Ut jam nunc dicat, jam nunc debentia dici 
Pleraque differat, otpreesens in tempus omittat; 

Hoc amet, hoc spernat promlssi carminis auctor. 

In verbis etiam tenuis cauuisque serendis : 

Bixeris egregib, notum si callida verbum 
Roddiderit junctura novum. Si forte necesee est 
Indiciis monstrare recentibus abilita rerum, 

Fingerc cinctutis non exaudita Cethegis 
Oontinget ; dabiturque Jicentia suinpta pudonter; 

F.t nova factaquo nuper habebunt verba fidcm, si 
Ora?.co ibnte cadant. parce detorta. Quid autom 
Ceecilio Plautoque dablt Romanus, ademptum 
Virgilio Varioque ? ego cur, acquirer© pauca 
Si possum, invideor : cum lingua Catonis ©t Enni 
Sermonem patrium aitavorit, et nova rerum 
Nomina protulerit ? Licuit, semperque licebit, 

Signatum proesente nota produceru nomen. 

lit silvm foliis pronos mutantur in annos ; 

Prfma cadunt : ita verborum vetus interit eetas, 

El juvenum ritu florent modo nata, vigenique. 

Debemur morti nos nostraque : sive receptus 
Terra Neptunus classes aquilonibus arcet, 

Regis opus ; sterilisve diu palus, aptaque remis 
Vianas urbos alit, et grave sentit aratrum ; 

Seu cursum mutavit iniquum frugibus amnis, 

Doctns iter melius ; mortalia facta peribunt : 

Nedum sermon um stet hones, et gratia vivax. 

Mulla renascentur, quae jam cecidere ; cadentquc, 

* Mr. Hu wvm in hla addition* to oitr (wirHamentarr tongue, 
may wan in many mihUcaiioaa, particularly the Edinburgh Review. 

t Old ballade, old playe, and old woraen’e etoriee, are at present in at 
laneh reqaaet aa old wine or new epeeche*. In fact Ihia i* the millennium 
nf blaek letter i thenke to our Hebwe, Webert, end ScotU t 


Quae nunc sunt in honore vocsbula, si volet usus ; 
Queni penes arbitrium e .t, et jus. et norma loquendl 
Res gesta; regumqiic ducumque ct tristia bella. 

Quo BcribI possent luimero monstravit Homerus. 

Versibus impuriier junctis querimonia primum ; 
Post etiam iuclusa est voti sententia compos. 

Quis tamen exiguos elegns emiserit auctor, 
Grannroaiici certant, et edhuc sub judice lis est. 

Archilocum proprio rabies armavit iambo ; 

Hunc Bocci repere pedem grandesque cothurni, 
AJternis aptiim sermonibus, et populares 
Vincentein Btrepitus, et natum rebus agendis. 

Musa dedit fulibns ilivos, puerosque deorum 
Et pugilem virtorern. et equurn certainine primum, 

Et juvenum curas ct libera vina referre. 

Descriptas servare vices operumque colores, 

Cur ego, si nc«iueo ignoroque, poeta saJutor ? 

Cur nescire pudena prave, quam diacere malo? 

Versibus expon; tragicis res coniica non vult 
Indlgnatur item privatia, ac prope socco 
Dighis currninibuB narrari ccena Thyestaa. 

Singula quteque locum teneant sortita decenter. 
Interdum tamen et vocem comoedia tollit, 

Iratusque Chremes tutxiido delitigat ore : 

Et tragic us plerumque dolet sermone pedestri. 
Teiephus et Peleus, cum pauper et exul, uterque 
Projirit ampullae, et sesquipedalia verba ; 

Si curat cor spoctantis tetigisse querela. 

Non satis est pulchra esse poemata ; dulcia sunto, 
Et quocunque volciit, animuro auditoris agunto. 

* Mac Flecknoe, the Dunciad, and all Bwift'a lampoonhtg ballad 
Whatever their other work* may lie, Ihriie originated in perBonal feeling 
and angry retort on unworthy riva'.* ; ond thougli the ability of thi 
tire* elevate* the poetical, their poignancy detract* from the pereon 
character of the writer*. 

t With all the vulgar applause and critical abhorrence of pwu, th 
have Arifftotle on thoir side, who permit* them to orator*, and give* the 
eoniequeoce hr a grare dlaquintion. 

J "And in hit ear I ’ll hollow, Mertlmor I"— 1 Mtmrp tV. 





Command your audience or to smile or weep, 

Whiche or may please you— ^ny thing but sleep. 

The poet claims our tears ; but, by his leave. 

Before I shed them, let me see him grieve. 

IfbanishM Romeo feign’d nor sigh nor tear, 

Lull’d by his languor, I should sleep or sneer. 

Bad words, no doubt, become a serious face, 

And men look angry in the proper place. 

At double meanings folks seem wondrous sly, 

And sentiment prescribes a pensive eye ; 

For nature form’d at first the inward man, 

And actors copy nature — when they can. 

She bids the beating heart with rapture bound, 
Raisedito the stars, or levell’d with the ground ; 

And for expression’s aid, ’t is said, or sung, 

She gave our mind’s interpreter— the tongue, 

Who, worn with use, of late would fain dia[>cnso 
( At least in theatres) with common sense ; 

O’erwhelm with sound the boxes, gallery, pit, 

And raise a laugh with any thing but wit. 

To skilful writers it will much import. 

Whence spring their scenes, from common life or court 
hot her they seek applause by smile or tear, 

To draw a Lying Valet,” or a “ Lear,” 

A sago, or rakish youngster wild from school, 

A wandering “ Peregrine,” or plain “ John Bull ; ” 

All persons please, when nature’s voice prevails, 
ycottish or Irish, born in Wilts or Wales. 

Or follow common fame, or forgo a plot. 

Who cares if mimic heroes lived or not? 

One precept serves to regulate the scene : 

Make it appear as if it might have been. 

If some Drawcansir you aspire to draw. 

Present, him raving, and above all law : 

If female furies in your scheme arc plann’d, 

Macbeth’s fierce darno is ready to your hand ; 

For tears and treachery, for good or evil, 

Constance King Richard, Hamlet, and the Devil ! 

ITt ridentibiis arrident, ita flentibus adflent 
Human! vultus ; si vis me flerc dolcndum esl 
Primum ipsi tibi ; tunc tua me infurtunia laedcnt. 
Tclephe, vel Peleu, male si manrlata logu6ris, 

Aut uormitabo, aut ridebo : tristia moustum 
Vultum verba decent ; iratum, plena minarum ; 
Ludentem, lasciva ; severum, soria dictu. 

Forniat-cnim natura prius non intus ad omnem 
Fortunarum habitum ; jnvat, aut impellit a»I iram I 
Aut ad humurn m'urore gravi deducit, et aagitj 
Post effert animi raotus intorprete lingua. 

Si diccntls erunt fortunis absona dicta, 

Romani tollent equites, peditesqne cachinnum. 

Intererit multum, Davusne loquatur on hcros j 
Maturuaiie aenex, an adhuc flarento juventa 
Fervidus ; an matrona potens, and eodula nutrix ; 
Mercatorne vagus, cultorne vircnlis agelli ; 

Colchns an Asayrius ; Thebis nutritua, an Argfa. 

Aut famam sequcrc, aut sibi convenientia finge. 
Scriptor honoratum si forte reponls Acliillcm ; 

Impiger, iracundua, inexorabilis, acer, 

Jura neget sibi nata, nihil non arrtiget armts. 

Sit Medea ferox invictafjue, flebilia Ino ; 

Perfidus Ixion ; lo vaga ; tristis Orestes ; 

Si quid inexportum scena) corainUtis, el nudes 
Personam furmare novam ; servetur ad imum 
Q,ualis ab incepto processerit, et sibi constet. 

Ditficile est proprie communia dicere; tuque 
Rectiiis Iliacum carmen deducts in actus, 

Q,uatn si proferres ignota indictaque primus. 

Publica materies privati juris erit, si 

Ncc circa vilem patulumque moraberis orbem ; 

Nec verbum verbo curabis reddere fidua 
laterpres, nec desilies imitator in arctum 
Unde pedem proferre pudor vetet, aut operis lex. 

Nec sic inerpies, ut scriptor Cycllcus ollm : 

Foftunam Priaml cantaoo, et nobile bellum.’* 

Quid dignum tanto feret hie promissor hiatu 
Parturiunt montes : nascetiir ridiculus mus. 

Quanto rectiua hie, qui nil molitur inepte I 
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But if a new design you dare essay, 

And freely wander from the beaten way, 

True to your characters, till all be past, 

Preserve consistency from first to last. 

*T is hard to Venture where our betters (ail, 

Or lend fresh interest to a twice-told tale ; 

And yet, perchance, ’lis wiser to prefer 
A hackney’d plot, than choo«e a new, and err , 

Vet copy not too closely, but reconl, 

More Justly, thought for thought than word for word , 
Nor trace your prototype through narrow ways, 

But only follow where he merits praise. 

For you, young bard ! whom luckless fate ntay load 
To tremble on the nod of all who read, 

Ere your first score of cantos time unrolls, 

Beware — for God’s sake, don’t begin like Bowles!* 

“ Awake a louder and a loftier strain,” 

And pray, what follows from his boiling brain ?— 

He sink.*; fo Southey’s level in a trice, 

Whose epic monnlains never fail in mice ! 

Not so of yore awoke your mighty sire 
The temper’d warblings of his rnasler lyre ; 

Soft as the gentler breathing of the lute, 

■ Of man's tirst disobedience and the fruit” 

Ho speaks, but as his subject swi'lls along, 

Earth, heaven, and hades echo with the song. 

Still to the midst of thiitgs he hastens on, 

As if we witness’d all already done 
Leaves on his path whatever seems too mean 
To raise tlie subject, or adorn the scene ; 

Grives, as ea<di page improves upon the sight, 

Not smoke from brightness, but from darkness— light , 
And tnith and fiction witli sueh art conifKiiinds, 

We know not where lo fix their several bounds. 

If you would picasti tlie public, deign to hear 
What soothes the many-head«ul monster’s ear , 

If your heart triumph when the hands of all 
Apidaiid in thunder at the curtain’s fall,. 

Deserve those plaudits — study nature’s page, 

And sketch the striking trails of every age ; 

“ Die mihi, Musa, virnm captorj post tempora Troj®, 
Qui mores hominura niultorum vidit, et urhes.” 

Non fumum ox fulgore, sed ox fumo dare lucem 
Cogiint, utsper.iosa dehine. mirar.ula proinat, 
Antiphaten, Scyllamquc, ei cum Cyclopc Charybdiim. 
Nec redittim Dioinedls ab interltu McleagrI, 

Nec geinino bclluin Trojaiium orditur al) ovo. 

Semper ad eventuin fo'^tinat; ctin inodias res 
Non secus ac notas, audttorem rapit, et qu» 

Deaperat trac.tata nitcscere posse, reliniiuit: 

Atque ita mentitur, sic verisl'ulaa reniiscct, 

Prirno ne medium, medio ne discrepet iuium. 

Tu, quid ego et popalua mccum de.slderet, audi. 


* About two ypttni b vfiiinjtman, namwt Townmind, wa« Minounceti 
ijr Mr. (Juraberlamt (i» a r’uview ainrn itoreawd) a» In'iiig in an 

epic poem to 1 h) entitlcfl “ Aminp?ddou.” Th** plan ftiul afieclinen f»n> 
mi»o much ; but I hoj)e neither to offend Mr. Towriernd nf>r hia tVliMvln, 
iv recommendine to hi* attention tiie nf Unmee to which thrao 
'fiyme* allude. If Mr. Townneud lit hie luidcrtnklng, or there 

reaHou to hope, bow much will th*" world i)P IndphUMl to Mr. C’umher- 
....id for bringing him liefore the public 1 But till that eventfu] day arrive*, 
it may l« doubted whether the TM'enuiUire display of )h« pUm (sublime u* 
h« ideas confeasedly are) has not, by raininn 'extiocialiou trw hiRh, nr 
limiiiishine curiositjK by developint; hl« argument, ratiier Utcurred tbe 
lazard of m}uring Mr, I'ownseud’s fiHure prnapccts. Mr, Cumltvrlnnd 
whose talent# I iball not rtcpreciato by the humble tribute of rny riraisH)!*!!*) 
Mr. Townaeiid mual not fupposeme actuated by unworthy rrroiWrs in tliia 
augi^tion. I wish the author «)1 the aucceaii no can wish himaeif, tnul 
idiall he truly happy tu see epic pontrv weighed up from the bathrut where 
it lioi sunken with Southey, Cottle, Cowley (Mm. or Abrakam), Ogilvy, 
'i^lkie, Pye* all tii« “ dull of past ann irreaeul day*.” Even iChe i« 
not B Milton, he may be better than Blnckmore; If not a Homer, an 
Antimaehut. I aliould deem myaelf presumptuotis, a* a young man, in 
offering advice, were it not addraued to one atm youiiguT. Mr. Townsend 
has the greatest diilicuUiea to encounter : but in conquering them he will 
find employment ; In having conquered thorn, hie reward. I know too 
well “ tne scribbler’s scoQ', the critic's contumely,” and { am afraid timo 
wiU leach Mr. Townsend to know them fa’lier. Those who *ucm>d, and 
^osc wlio do not must bear this alike, and it is hard to say which hare 
most of it. I trust that Mr. Townsend's iliare adll ln) fV>mo snap .'—he 
will soon know mankind well enongh not lo sltribnte this expression to 
malice. 

The above note was written before the uuttxjr a'av ai^pnsed of Mr 
/Uiobtrland’i death. 
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While wying man and varying years unfold 
Life’s little tale so oft, so vainly told. 

Observe his simple childhood’s dawning days, 

His pranks, his prate, his playmates, and his plays ; 

Till time at lengUi the mannish tyro weans, 

And prurient vice outstrips his tardy teens ! 

Behold him freshman ! forced no more to groan 
O’er * Virgil’s devilish verses and his own, 

Prayers aro too tedious, lectures too abstruse, 

He flies from T— v— I’s frown to ** Fordham’s Mews 
(Unlucky T— v — 1 ! doom’d to daily cares 
By pugilistic pupils and by boarsf,) 

Fines, tutors, tasks, conventions throat in vain, 

Before hounds, hunters, and Newmarket plain. 

Hough witli his ciders, with his equals rash, 

Civil to shar|)ers, prodigal of cash ; 

Constant to nought — save hazard and a whore, 

Yfct cursing both — ^for lioth have made him sore ; 
Unread (unless, since books beguile disease, 

The j) — X becomes his passage to degrees); 

Fool’d, pillaged, dunn’d, he wastes his term away 
And, unoxpell’d perhaps, retires M. A. ; 

Master of arts ! as helU and proclaim, 

Where scarce a blackleg bears a brighter name - 

Launch’d into life, extinct his early fire. 

He apes the selfish prudence of his sire ; 

Marries for money, chooses friends for rank, 

Buys land, and shrewdly trusts not to the Bank ; 

Sits in the senate ; gets a son and heir ; 

Sends him to Harrow, for himself was there. 

Mute, though he votes, unless when call’d to cheer. 

His son’s BO sharp — he ’ll see the dog a noer I 

Manhood aeclines~age palsies every limb ; 

He (juits the scene— or else the scene quits him ; 
Scrapes wealth, o’er each departing penny grieves, 

And avarice seizes all ambition leaves ; 

Counts cent, per cent., and smiles, or vainly frets, 

O’er hoards diminish’d by young Hopeful’s debts; 
Weighs well and wisely what to sell or buy, 

Complete in all life’s lessons — but to die ; 

Peevish and spiteful, doting, hard to please, 
Commending every time, save times like those ; 
Crazed, querulous, forsaken, half forgot, 

Kxpires unwept— is buried— let him rot ! 

Blit from the drama let me not digress, 

Nor spare my precepts, though they please you loss. 

Si plausoris oges aul.'ea manentis, ot usque 
Sessurl, donee cantor, Vos plaudite, dicat ; 
dl?:tatis cuj usque notandi sunt tibt mores, 

Mobilibusquc decor naturis dandus ct annis. 

Reddore qui voces jam snit puer, et pede certo 
Signal humum ; gestit paribus colludere, et iram 
Coiliglt ac i:mn)t temere, et mutatur in boras. 

Imberbis juvenis, tandem custode remoto, 

Oaudet equis canibusque, et aprici graraine campi ,* 
Cereus in vltium flectl, monitoribus asper, 

Utillum tardus provisor, prodigus eeris, 

Sublimls, cupidusque, et amata relinquere pernlx. 

Conversls studiis, mtas aniinusquc virilis 
i^userit opes, et amicitias, insorvit honori ; 

Commisisse cavet quod mox mutare laboret. 

Malta senem convenlunt incommoda ; vel quod 

* H«.rr«T, ib« etreutalor of tho eirculathn of the blood, OMsd to fUng 
airay Virrl la hb ecwlacy oC«dndratiun, awl wr, “the book had a dovU." 
Now, ouca a character a* t am eouying would pi'obaWy fling H away 
alaCk, but rathar wiah that th« devil bad tlie book ; not from any dMike 
to the poet, but a well-roimdod honw of hexametcni. IiidMd the public 
oehoi^ peoaaee of “ long and •hort” 1* enougti to heget an antipathy to 
poetry for the ruiduo of a man'a life, and, parhapa, so far may be an ad- 


Though women weep, and hardest hearts are stinMi 
When what is done is rather seen than heard, 

Yet many deeds preserved in history’s page 
Are better told than acted on the stage ; 

The ear sustains what shocks the timid eye, 

And horror thus subsides to sympathy. 

True Briton all beside, I here am French- 
Bloodshed ’t is surely better to retrench ; 

The gladiatorial gore we teach to flow 
In tragic scene disgusts, though but in show , 

We hate the carnage while we see the trick, 

And find small sympathy in being sick. 

Not on the stage the regicide Macbeth 
Appals an audience with a monarch’s death , 

To gaze when sable Hubert threats to sear ‘ 
Young Arthur’s eyes, can ours, or nature bear ? 

A *h^tcr’d heroine Johnson sought to slay— 

We savcfl Irene, but half damn’d the play. 

And (Heaven be praised !) our tolerating times 
Stint metamorphoses to pantomimes, 

And Lewis’ self, with all his sprites, would quake 
To change Earl Osmond’s negro to a snake ! 

Because, in scenes exciting joy or grief, 

We loathe the action which exceeds belief: 

And yet, God knows ! what may not authors do, 

I Whose postcripts prate of dyeing heroines blue ?”♦ 

Above all things, Dan Poet, if you can, 

Eke out your acts, I pray, with mortal man ; 

Nor call a ghost, unless some cursed scrape 
Must open ten trap-doors for your escape. 

Of all the monstrous things I ’d fain forbid, 

I loathe an opera worse than Dennis did ; 

Wliero gooil and evil persons, right or wrong, 

Rage, love, and aught but moralize, in song. 

Hail, last memorial of our foreign friends 
Whieli Gaul allows, and still Hesperia lends ! 
Napoleon’s edicts no embargo lay * 

On whores, spies, singers, wisely shipp’d away. 

Our giant capital, whose squares are spread 
Where rustics earn’d, and now may beg, their bread ; 
In all, iniquity is grown so nice, 

It scorns amusements which are not of price. 

Hence the pert shopkeeper, whose throbbing ear 
Aches with orchestras which he pays to hear, 

Whom shame, not sympathy, forbids to snore, 

His anguish doubling by his own ‘‘encore ;” 
Squeezed in “ Fop’s Alley,” jostled by the beaux, 
Teased with his hat, and trembling for his toi's ; 

Quierit, et invontis miser abstinet, ac timet uti ; 

Vel quod res omnes timlde gelideque ministrat, 
Dilator, spe Jon.eus, jners, avidusqiie fiuuri ; 
Difiicllis, qujpruliis, laudator temporis acti 
Sc piiero, castia:ator censorque rai norum. 

Multa ferunt ahni venientes commoda secum, 

Malta recedentes adiniunt. Ne forte seniles 
Mandentur juveni partes, pueroque viriles. 

Semper in adjunctis, levoque morabimur aptis. 

Aut agitur res in scenis, aut acta refertur. 

Segnius irritant animos demissa per aurem 
Quam quffi sunt qculis subjecta fldelibus, et qua 
Ipse sibi tradit spectator. Won taracn intus 
Digna gori, promes in scenarn ; multaque tolles 
Ex oculis, quffi mox narret facundia precsena. 

No pueros coram populo Medea trucfdet ; 

Aut humana palatn coquat exta nefarius Atreus ; 

Aut in avem Progne vertatur, Cadmus in anguem. 
Quodcunque ostendis mihi sic, incredulus odi. 

Neve minor, neu sit quinto productior actu 
Fabula, quo* posci vult, et spectata reponi. 

Nec Deus intersit, nisi dignus vindice nodus 
Inciderit. ♦ ♦ ♦ 


* “ Irrw hwl to two linei with the bowatnng rouurt her neck : 
l Uw audience cried out ' Mnnter I * and «be wae obliged to be carried off 


t^nliindom, re^na, jubes rewivare dolorem.” I dare aav Mr. 

(to mean no olhont) will undenUnd ine ; and it ia no bm tl .7—" ^ • 

metier eWdite* or no.— To Oie above event*, “ quwqoe the etoge. —BotwU tlAfe ufJolkruon, .l . 

quorum pom magnn ful,” ell Uumb and lerme hear t In tb® poeUcript to ttie ‘ Cwtle Rpoctre Mr. I^wta telle ne, that 

^ r- 9 th^h hlarka were unknown In England n l tlie period of hi* action, yet he 

I io railed, where you riek little, and are h«« miuie the anachixwiwm to^ ewne : and 

cheated a PHraniT. “ Club,” a pleawnt purgeiory, where jw loee more, duced the effect « by mMog hi* heroine blue -J quote bin— blue 1 • 

and are h^u(it}oae(l to bo ctieaiM at all would have made her ! 





Scarce wrestles throuf^ the night, nor tastes of ease 
Till the dropp’d curtain giyes a glad release ; 

Why this, and more, he suffers— can ye guess ?— 
Because it costs him dear, and makes him dross ! 

So prosper eunuchs from Etruscan schools 
Give 118 but fiddlers, and they Ve sure of fools ! 

Ere scenes were play’d by many a reverend clerk* 
(What harm, if David danced before the ark ?} 

In Christmas revels, simple country folks 
Were pleas’d with morrico-mumm’ry and coarse jokes. 
Improving years, with things no longer known, 
Pr^uced blithe Punch and merry Madame Joan, 

Who still frisk on with feats so lewdly low, 

’T is sitange Benvolio suffers such a show ;f 
Suppressing peer ! to whom each vice gives place, 
Oaths, boxing, begging, — all, save rout and race. 

Farce follow’d Comedy, and reach’d her prime 
In ever-laughing Foote’s fantastic time ; 

Mad wag ! who pardon’d none, nor spared tlie best 
And ttirn’d some very serious things to jest. 

Nor church nor slate escaped his public sneers, 

Arms nor the gown, priests, lawyers, volunteers : 

Alfis, poor Yorick !” now for over mulo ! 

Whoever loves a laugh must sigh for Foote. 

We smile, perf>rco, when histrionic scenes 
Ap<^ the swoln dialogue of kings and queens, 

'When “ Chroiionhotonthologos must die,” 

And Artiiur struts in mimic majesty. 

Moschus ! with whom once more I hope to sit 
And smihj at folly, if wo can ’t at wit ; 

Yes, friend ! for thee I ’ll quit my cynic cell, 

And bear Swift’s motto “ Vivo la bagatelle !” 

Which charm’d our days in each ^igeau dime, 

As^rjft at horn«5, with revelry and rhyme. 

Then may Euphrosync, who sped the past. 

Soothe thy life’s scene’s, nor leave iheo in the last ; 

But find in thine, like pagan JPIato’s bed, 

Some merry manuscript of mimes, when dead. 

Now to the Drama let us bend our eyes, 

Where, fetter’d by whig Walpole low she lies ; 
<h>rruptioM fnl’d her, for she fear’d her glance ; 

1 )ecorum left her for an opera dance ! 

Yet §Oh<?sterfield, whose polish’d pen inveighs 
’t ioinst laughter, fought for freedom to our plays ; 
lTnc]ie(;k’d by megrims of patrician brains, 

And damning dulncss of lord chamberlains. 

Hepeal that act ! again let ITumour roam 

Wild o’er the stage — we ’ve time for tears at home ; 

Let “ Archer” plant the horns on “ Sullen’s” brows, 
And “ Estifania” gull her “ (’opper||” spouse ; 


The morals scant— but that may be excused, 

Men go not to bo lectured, but amused. 

Ho whom our plays dispose to good or ill 
Must wear a bead in want of Willis’ skill ; 

Ay, but Macheath’s example — psha! — no more ! 

It form’d no thieves— tlie thief was form’d before 
And spite of puritans and Collier’s curse,* 

Plays make mankind no better, and no worse. 

Then spare our stage, ye mctliodistic men ! 

Nor bum damn’d Drury if it rise again. 

But why to brain-scorch’d bigots thus appeal ! 

Can heavenly mercy dwell with earthly zeal 
For times of fire and faggot let them hope \ 

Times dear alike to puritan or pope. 

As pious Calvin saw Servetus blaze, 

So would new sects on newer victims gaze. 

E’en now the songs of Solyma begin ; 

Faith cants, perplex’d ajwlogist of sin ! 

While the Lord’s servant chastens whom he loves, 

And Simenu kicks whore fBaxter only “ shoves,’* 

Whom nature guides, so writes, tliat every dunce. 
Enraptured, tliinks to do the same at once ; 

But after inky thumbs and bitten nails, 

And twenty scatter’d quires, the coxcomb fails. 

liCt pastoral be dumb ; for who can hope 
To match the youthful eclogues of our Pope ? 

Yet liis and Phillips’ faults, of different kind, 

For art too rude, for natiiro too refined, 

Instruct how hard the medium ’t is to hit 
’Twixt too much polish and too coarse a wit, 

A vulgar scriblder, certes, stands disgraced 
In this nice age, when all aspire to taste ; 

The dirty language, and the noisome jest, 

Which pleased in Swift of yore, we now detest , 
Proscribed not only in the world polite, 

But even too nasty for a city knight ! 

Peace to Swifi’s faults ! his wit hath made tlicra pass, 
Unmatch’d by all, save matchless Iludibras! 

Whose author is perhaps the first we meet, 

Who from our couplet lopp’d two final feot ; 

Nor less in merit than the longer line, 

This measure moves a favourite of the Nine. 

Though at first view eight feet may seem in vain 
Form’d, save in ode, to hear a serious strain. 

Yet Scott has shown our wondering isle of late 
This measure shriuk‘< not from a theme of weight. 

And, varied skilfully, surpasses for 
Heroic rhyme, but most in love and war. 

Whose fluctuations, tender or sublime, 

Are curb’d too much by long-recurring rhyme. 


Ex nnto fictum carmen sequar, lU sibi quivis 
Speret i lern ; siulot muUmrij frustraque laborot 
Ansus idem ; tantum series juncturaqne jiollet ; 

Taniuni de medio surntis accedil honoris. 

Silvis dcducti cavpant, rnejudice, Faunl, 

No velut innati trivils, ac pene firrenses, 

Am. nimium tcnerl.s juveneutiir versibus unquam, 

Aiit imimiuda crepent, ittnomiiiiosaijuo diets. 
Offonduntur enirn, <piibuH cst o(iuua, et pater, ct res; 
Nec, si (|uid fricti riccris probat et nucia emtor, 

' * “ Til** Unit theatrical n’|we8Pnt(it!Qt>8, entitled ‘ Myaterica and Monil- 
itiea,’ were psneraily enm twi c.i Cliriatuia*, by mmiks the. only fmr- 
aona wljo could rend), and latterly by ihi* cler^ and aturtaiita of Urn 
•inlreraiiiea. The drajnioU {wreona' were ofniully jiilant, Pater C'utJeatia, 
Vice,” &c. Ac. — Vide Wurton'e Hiatnry of Englinh Poetry.^ 

1 Benvoiin dix'a n<H hel ; but every Jnau who niainlulMs race-honMja la a 

K onioter of all the concumitaul evila of the turf, dvoidinj? to l>et la a 
tie phariawicttl. fa it an exntlfiution ? I think not. I never yet lieaid 
a hawd orttiwed f«>r chaalitv Ijeeau.'ie nhf hertxitf did tnjl commit fornhr-t:'.:':. 

.i r .olei Plfihi’a pillow a volume of the Mimt* of Sophrmi waa A>und 
U»e day he i\\cd.^Vid« ftc Paitte, or Diogeuee fjeurthis, 

if agreentde. 1>« 1’.tiw caiU it a jeat i*qok.— Cumlx'tiand, In his Obierver, 
lerma it moral, like Uir sayiin?v of “ PublluM SyruK.'” 

^ Hia apevch on the lireoalnfC art la ona of hia moat aloqueut aUoria. 
fl Mlcltorl Pere*. the Ohm'©*' Captain,’* in “ Rul« « Wife and har«a 
Wife.” 


JEtjuis accipiiint animi.s, donantvo corona. 

Sylluba lon^ta brevi sufiiocta, vocatur iambus^ 

Pcs ritus ; unde eliarn trimetris accrescere jussu 
Women iambe-i.s, cum senoa reddoret Ictus, 

Prinnis ad extremum similis Hil)i : non ita pridem, 
Tardior ui paulo eraviorqtie veniretad auras, 

Spondees atabiles in jura paterrm recopit 
Commodus ot pailens; non ut de sede scciind& 

Cedorpt aiU quarta socialiter Hlc et in Acci 
Nobilibus trimetris apparet rams, et EnnI. 

In sconnm inissoa magno cum pondere versus, 

Aut (.per.r ccleris niminm, cura<)ue carentis, 

Aut ignorotai premit ariis rh mine turpi. 

IVon nnivis vldei irnrnodniafa poematn judex ; 

Etdata Rnninnis venia eel indigna poetis. 

Jdcirconc vager, scribamque licenter ? an omnes 

• Jerry f^ollier’a controveray with Consneve, Ute.. on tb« auhjixrt of tho 
Irama, is too well known to T'e(|(iit'« further coiunieitt. 

t ” BniUir'a Shove to heovy-a~..d CMirtaUtiiia.” The veritable title of 
I txrjlc once in ipood renute, and likely tinough to ho a<; attain. ~Mr. flinteou 
a the verv bully of IjcJiefa, and caaligiUor of work*.” H« la ably 

iupi*i«ne(i hv J^in Mticklea, a labtturar iti the. an me vineyard :~bul { 
lo more, few Roronliug to Johnny in full cungre^pitlon, “ JNo kopn ftn- 
Ihmn oi kiughxP 
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But wimy & skiHul judge atAiora to see, 

Whsl few ^mire^iiregularity. 

This some vouchsafe to pardon ; hut ’t is hard 
Wlien such a word contents a British bard. 

And must the bard his glowing thoughts confine, 
Lest censure hover o’er some faulty line ? 

Remove whate’er a critic may suspect, 

To gain the paltry suffrage of** correct ?** 

Or prune the spirit of each daring phrase, 

To fly fifora error, not to merit praise ? 

Ye who seek finish’d models, never cease, 

By day and night, to read the works of Greece. 

But our good Others never bent their brains 
To heathen Greek, content with native strains. 
The few who read a pagCj or used a pen. 

Were satisfied with Chaucer and old Ben ; 

The Jokes and numbers suited to their taste 
Wore quaint and careless, any thing but chaste ; 

Yet whether right or wrong the ancient rules, 

It will not do to call our fathers Ms ! 

7’hough you and I, who eruditely know 
To separate the elegant and low, 

Can also, when a hobbling line appears, 

Detect with fingers in default of ears. 

In sooth I do not know or greatly care 
T o learn, who our first English strollers were ; 

Cr if, till roofs received the vagrant art, 

Our muse, like that of Thespis, kept a cart. 

But this is certain, since our Shakspeore’s days, 
There’s pomp enough, if little else, in plays ; 

Nor will Melpomene ascend her tlirone 
Without high heels, white plume, and Bristol stone. 

Old comedies still meet with much applause, 
Thougli too licentious fi»r dramatic laws : 

At least, we mcMloms, wisely, ’t is confest, 

Curtail, or silence, the lascivious jest. 

Whatever their follies, and their foults beside, 

Our enterprising bards pass nought untri(Kl ; 

Nor do they merit Slight ajqdause who choose 
An English subject for an English muse, 

And leave to minds which never dare invent 
French flippancy and German sentiment. 

Where is tliat living language which could claim 
Poetic more, as philosophic, fame, 

If all our bards, more patient of delay, 

Would stop, like Pope, to polish by the way ? 

Visuros peccata putem mea ; tutus, et Intra 
Sporn veniflB cautus ? vftavi denlque cuj])ani. 

Non laudem menu. Vos exemploria Grffica 
Noctunia versote rnami, versate diurna. 

At vestri proavi Flaminos et numeros et 
Laudavere sales ; iiimium patienter utrumque, 

Ne dicam stulte, mirati ; si mode ego et vos 
Scimus inurhanum lopido seponere dicto, 
Legitlrnunique sonum dijiticis callemus et aure. 

Itrnotum traglcfe genus inventsse Camensa 
Bldtur, et plauatris^ vexisse poemata Thespis, 

Q.u<e cansr*fit agerentque perunoti fscibus ora 
Tost hunc per«au «4 pallasque re{>ertor honestaa 
Aeschylus, et modnds itistravit polpita tignis, 

Et docuk magmimque lotpjh nitique cothumo. 

dnccessit vetus his coimeoja, non sine multa 
Laude ; sed in vithtm fibertas excitUt, et vim 
Bignam iege regi ; leir esc accepca, chorasqn^ 
Tiirtiiier ohiicuit, sublato jure nocendi. 

IfU intentatum nostri liquere poetse } 

Nac minimum meruere decus, vestigia Oreaca 
Aussi dcserere, et ceiehrare domesiica facta ^ 

Vel qul pra'texias, vel qui docuere togatas. 

Nec virtute forot clarisve poteniius armia. 

Quam lingua, Laiium, si non oflenderet unum- 
uemque poeiarum lirnsj labor, et mora. Vos. 6 
ompMitts sanguis, carmen reprohendite, quod ncm 
Multa dies et mulin litiira coercuit, atque 
friMiertum denies non castigavit ad unguem* 


Lords of the quiQ, whose erftieaf ttMiittt 
Overthrow whole quartos with their qttiiiM offimHki 
Who soon detect, and mark whefe’er we &il, 

And prove our marble with too nioe a nail ! 
Demticrilus himself was not so bad ; 

Jffe only thought^ but you would make, us mad ! 

But, truth to say, most rhymers rarely guard 
Against that ridicule they deem so hard ; 

In person negligent, they wear, from sloth, 

Beards of a week, and nails of annual growth , 

Reside in garrets, fly from those they meet, 

And walk in alleys, rather than the street. 

With little rhyme, loss reason , if you please, * 

The name of poet may be got with ease, 

So that not tuns of helleboric juice 
Shall ever turn your head to any use ; 

Write but like Wordsworth, live beside a lake, 

And keep your bushy locks a year fi*om Blake* f 
Then print your book, once more return to town, 

And boys shall hunt your bardslup up and down. 

Am I not wise, if such some poets’ plight. 

To purge in spring (like Bayes) before I write? 

If thi.s precaution soften’d not my bile, 

I know' no scribbler with a madder style ; 

But since (j)erhaps my feelings are too nice) 

I cannot purchase fame at sucli a price, 

1 ’ll labour gratis a.s a grinder’s w'heel, 

And, blunt myself, give edge to others’ steel, 

Nor write at all, unless to teach the art 
To those rehearsing for the poet’s part ; 

From Horace show the pleasing paths of song, 

And from my own example, what is wrong. 

Though modem practice sometimes differs quite, 
’Tis just as w'oll to think before you write ; , 

*et every book that suits your flieme be read. 

So shall you trace it to the fountain-head. 

He who has leamf the duty which he owes 
To friend and country, and to pardon f<*es ; 

ATlio models his dcportmcnl as may best 
Accord with brother, sire, or stranger guest ; 

A^ho takes our laws and worship as they are, 

S’or roars reform for senate, church, and bar ; 
n practice, father than loud precept, wise, 

Bids not his tongue, but heart, philosophise ; 

3uch is the man the poet should rehearse, 

As joint exemplar of his life and verse. 

Ingenium misera quia ferfunatlus arte 
Credit, et cxcludit sanos Helicone poetas 
Democritus ; bona pars non ungues ponere curat 
Non barbam : accreta petit Joca, balnea vital. 
Nanciscetur enim preiium riomenque poet®, 

Si tribuB Anticyria caput iiisanabiio nunquam 
Tonsori Licino commiserit. O ego J®vu8, 

Qul piirgor bilem sub verni tempbris hornm ! 

Non aliiis faceret mcllora poemata : verum 
Nil tanli est : ergo ffcngar vice cotis, acutum 
Reddere qu® ferrum valet, exsors ipsa secandi : 

Munus et officium, nil scribens ipse, dt>cebo ; 

Unde parentur opes ; quid alat lormetque poetam j 
Qiiidueceat, quia non ; quo virtue, quo ferat error. 

Scribendi recie, saperc est et principium et fons. 

Rem libi Socratic® poterunt ostendere chart® : 
Verbaque provisam rem non irivita sequentur. 

Qui didicit patri® quid debeat, et quid amicis ; 

Quo sit amore parens, quo frater amandus, et hospes ; 
Quod sit conscrlpti, quod judicis officium; qu® 

Partes in bellum missi ducis ; ille profecto 
Reddere person® scit convenientia cuique. 

Respicere exemplar vit® morumque jubebo 
Doctum imltatorem, et vivas hinc ducero voces. 
liUerdum speciosa locis, morataque recte 

* ikmooB a iOMor m Lidntw himself, and better paltl, awl mar, Uk» 
him, be one day a senator, hayinf e better qualilicatior than one ban ol 
the heods he crops, vix,— 4udepeaaencc. 





Sometimei a aprightly wit, and tala well told, 
Without much gr^o, or weight, or art, will hold 
A longer entire o’er the public mind 
Than sounding trifles, empty, though refined. 

Unhappy Greece I thy sons of ancient days 
The muse may celebrate with perfect praise, 

Whose generous children narrow’d not their hearts 
With commerce, given alone to arms and arts. 

Our boys (save those whom public schools compel 
To “ long and short” before they’re taught to spell) 
From frugal fathers soon imbibe by rote, 

A f)enny saved, my lad, ’s a penny got.” 

Babe of a city birth ! from sixpence take 

Two thirds, how much will the remainder make? — 

“ A groat.”—** Ah, bravo! Dick hath done the sum! 
lie ’ll swell ray fifty thousand to a plum.” 

They whose young souls receive this rust betimes, 
’Tis clear, arc fit for any thing hut rhymes ; 

And Locke will tell you, that die father’s right 
Who hides all verses from his children’s sight ; 

For poets (says thib sage, and many more*,) 

Make sad mechanics with their lyric lore ; 

And Delphi now, however rich of old, 

Discovers little silver and less gold, 

Because Parnassus, thougii a mount divine, 

Is poor as /rust, or an Irish mmc|. 

T wo objects always should the poet move, 

Or one or both,— to please or to improve. 

Wba’e’er you tcacli, l>e brief, if you design 
b’or our remembrance your didactic line ; 

K-»’.diindauc«^ places memory on the rack, 

F<»r brains may be o’erloaded, like the back. 

Fiction does best when taught to look like truth. 
And fairy fables bul>blc none but youtlj ; 

Expect no credit for too wond’rous tales, 

Since Jonas only springs alive from whales! 

Young men with aught btit eleganctj dispense 
Maturer years require a little sense. 

'I’o end at oticii: — tJiat bard for all is fit 
Who mingles well instruction with his wit; 


For him reviews shall smHe, fiw him o’erfto# ^ ^ 
The patronage ofPatomotter-row; , 

His book, with Longman’s Itboral aid, shall pass 
(Who ne’er despises books that bring him brass); 
Through three long weeks the taste of London lead, 
And cross St. George’s Channel and the Tweed* 

But every thing has faults, nor is ’t unknown 
That liarps and fiddles often lose their tone, 

And wayward voices, at their ownoPs call 
With all his best endeavours, only squall ; 

Dogs blink their cover, flints withhold their spark, 
And double-barrels (damn them !) miss their mark** 

Where frequent beauties strike the reader's view 
We must not quarrel for a blot or two ; 

But pardon equally to books or men, 

I The slips of hiunan nature, and the pen. 

Yet if an author, spite of foe or friend, 

Despises all advice too much to mend, 

But over twangs the same discordant string, 

Give him no qtiarter, howso’er he sing. 

Let *Havard’s fate o’ertake him, who, for once 
Produced a play too dashing for a dunce : 

At first none deem’d it his, but wlien his name 
Announceil the fact — what then? — it lost its fame. 
Though all deplore when Milton deigns to dose, 

I In a long work ’tis fair to steal repose. 

As pictures, so shall poems be ; some stand 
The critic eye, and please when near at hand ; 

But others at a distance strike the sight ; 

This seeks the shade, but tliat demands the light, 
Nor drt^ads the connoisseur’s fastidious view, 

I But, ton times scrutinized, is ten times new. 

' Parnassian pilgrims ! yo whom chance or choice 
j Hath led to listen to the muse’s voice. 

Receive this counsel, and be liimdy wise ; 

Few reach the summit which before you lies. 

Our churcli and stale, our courts and concede 

Reward to very mexierate ht^ads indeed ! 

In the.se plain common sense will travel far; 

All are not Erskinos w'ho mislead the bar : 


Fabuln, nullins veneris, sine pondere et arte. 

Valdius eblectat popuJurn, ineliuanue inoralur, 

Rucirn versus im»pes reriim nug eque canora), 

Oraiis iiigeiuum, Oraiis <leilit ore rolundo' 

Musa prajun* laudern uullius avaris. 

Kotiuiui pucri luugis raiioiiihus assem 
Disouiit ill panes centum diducere : dical 
I'ilitis Aibiui, Si de (piiiicmice reinota esc 
Uncia, eprid superat.^ potiTat ilixisse— -Triens. Eu ! 
Rem puteris servare tuam. Redit uiicla : quid fit ? 
Semis. An hroc animos iurugo et cura pocuJi 
Cum setnei imbucrit, speramus carmina fingi 
Posse liri'-nda cedro, et levi servanda cupresso ? 

Aul prodesse voluut, aut dcleciure poeue ; 

Aut simul ct jucunda et idoiiea dicere vitie, 

Ruidquid precipies, esto brevis : ut cito dicta 
Percipiant animi dociles, teneanKjue fidelea. 

Onuie supervacuum plerio do pectore manat. 

Ficta volupiatis causa, sint proillma veria : 

Mec, quodcunqiie volel, poscal sibi tabula credi ; 

JNIeu pransae Laini.e vivurn pueriim exirahai alvo. 

Centuriai senioruin agitant experti.! frugis : 

Celsi poeiereuni auatera poemata Rhamnes. 

Oinne tulit punctum, qui iniscuit utile dulci, 
Lectorern dclectando, paritenpie monendo. 

Hie ineret ujra liber Sosiis ; hie t?t mare transit, 


• I have not the original V)y roe, but the Italian tranalation nina as fol- 
' E una coia a mio credere inolto atravuganUs, cha uu padre- 


Et Inngum noto scriirtori prorogat irvum. 

Sunt delicta tanicn, (iniliua iguovisse velimiia ; 

Nniii neque chorda siujuin reddil quern vuU mauus e 
mens, 

Poscenlique gravem persnnpc rcnjUtit orutum ; 

Nec semper leriel quodcunque miiiabiuir arcus, 

Verum ubi plura nilenl in cfivriiine, non ego paiicis 
Ofiendar maculis, quas aut iiicuria fiidit, 

Aut huinanu parum cavit imtura. Ruid ergo ? 

Ut scriptor si p<-cc«t idem libmriuM usipie, 

Ruanivis cst nntniius. vcrilfi caret ; ut riihara^dufl 
Rideiiir, chorda qui semper obc.rral eadcin : 

Sic mihi, qui inulium rcssat, fit Cho'iilus lllc, 

Ruem bis terve bimum cum risu tniror ; et idem 
Indigrior, quaiidoque bonus dorniitut Homerus 
Verum operi longo fas okI obrepere somnum. 

Ut pictura, poesis : crit qua’, si propius sics, 

Te capiet magis ; et quiedam, si longius abates : 

Hire araal nbseururn ; volet ha‘c sub luce videri, 
Judicis arguturn quin non forrnidat acumen ; 

Hire placuit semel ; ha-c decica repetlta placebit. 

O major juvenum, quainvis et voce palerna 
Fingeria ad rectum, el per te sapis ; hoc tibi dictum 
Tulle raemor: certia medium et tolerabile rebus 
Recte concedi : consuliua juris, ct actor 
Causaruin rnediocrls abest virtute diserti 
Messaltt'-, nec scii quantum Ca'-aellins Aulus : 

Bed tamen in iirelio eat : mediocribus osse poetia 
Non homines, non di, non concessere columrun. 


deaideri, o iiennetta, cbe auo coUiri e iwrfejiioni qiiestn lolento^f > • A$ Mr. Pope look the liberty of dsntolng Homer, to ^hom lie wi 

A little furUter on : “ Si lrov«no di rado tie) PuriiHso ie nuniare d’ oro e under great obUgatloni— “ And Homer (damn htm /) callt ~U may i 
d’ arienio.”— JEdiica*fon« dei Fanciulli del Signer Locke, Venetian preaunied U)al any IkhJv ur any tiling may l»c damned in rerse iiy poettc 
editmn. ^ J accident, I beg leave to plead ao HiuatHoua a pr 

t •* Iro painwrior thia la the same beggar who boxed with Ulyeaes foe 
a pound w kid’a fry, which ha lost, and half a doaen Uatb boaides.— Se 




t Tha Irish gold mine of Wicklow, which yiekb Just ore enough to 
swear by or gild a bad guinea. 


For the story of Billy Harard’e tragedy, see “ I)avias*s Tdfe of Gs 
rick.” I twlteve it is “ Regulus,” or ” Churlea the Finit.”~The moiM 
it was known to be Ws the theatre thinned, snd the bookseller renised 
give the cuctomary sum for the eo])y right. 






But ^ bm mA rnmai 

No m^ittm knows ; yaa must be last or first : 
Fur middling ixmti^ miseinble volumes, 

Are damned alike gods, and nwm, coluinDS. 


What than?— -ISdiiia starves some lanber son, 
To write an article thou caust not shun : 

Some less fastidious Scotchman shall be fimiifii 
As bold in Billingsgate, though less rmiown’d* 


Again, my Jefrey I— 4t8 that sound inspires, 
How wakes my bosom to its wonted fires ! 

Fires, such as gentle Caledonians feel, 

When Southrons writhe iq|K>D their critic wheel, 

Or mild Eclectics'^, when some, worse than Turks, 
Would rob poor Faith to decorate ** good works 
Such are the genial feelings thou canst claim 
My ftlcon files not at ign^le game* 

Mightiest of all Dunedin's beast of chase ! 

For thee my Pegasus would mend ius pace. 

Arise, my Jeffrey ! or my inkless pen 
Sliall never blunt iLs edge on meaner men ; 

Till thee or thine mine evil eye discerns, 

Alas ! I cannot “ strike at wretched kernes.” 
Inhuman Saxon ! wilt thou tlien resign 
A muse and heart by choice so wholly thine ? 

Dear, d — d contemner of my schoolboy songs. 

Hast tliou no vengeance for my manhood’s wrongs? 
If unprovokwl thou once couldst bid me bleed, 

Hast thou no weapon for my daring deed ? 

What ! not a word ! — ^and am I then so low ? 

Wilt tliou forbear, who never spared a foe ? 

Hast tliou no wrath, or wish to give it vent ? 

No wits for nobles, dunces by desc/cnl ? 

No jest on minors,” quibbles on a name, 

Nor one facetious paragraph of blame ? 
is it for this on llion I have stood, 

And thought of Homer less Uiaii Holy rood ? 

On shore of Kuxiue or iEgean sea, 

My hate uutravell’d, fondly turned to ilice. 

Ah ! IcU me cease ; in vain iny bosom burns, 

From Corydori unkitid Ab^xisf turns : 

Thy rhymes are vain ; tliy Jeffrey then forego, 

Nor woo tlmt anger which he will not show. 


As if at table some discordant dish 
Should shock our optics, such as frogs for fiifii. 

As oil in lieu of butter men decry, 

And poppies please not in a modem pie ; 

If all such mixtures then bo half a crime, 

We must have excellence to relish rhyme* 

Mere roast and boil’d no epicure invites ; 

Thus poetry disgusts, or else delights. 

Who shoot not flying rarely touch a gun ; 

WiW he who swims not to tlie river ran ? 

And men unpractised in exchanging knocks 
Must go to Jackson ere they dare to box. 

Whate’er tlie wc'apon, cudgel, fist, or foil, 

'^onc reach cxjiertncss witJiout years of toil ; 

Rut fifly dunces cun, wdih perfect ease, 

’ag twenty thousand couplets when they please. 

A^hy not? — tihall I, thus qualified to sit 
•r rotten boroughs, never show' my wit ? 

Shall I, wliose fathers with the quorum sate. 

And lived in freedom on a fair estate ; 

Who left, me heir, with stalAes, kennels, packs. 

To all their income, and to twice its tax ; 

Whose form and pedign'e have scarce a fault, 

Shall I, I say, suppress ray attic salt? 

Thus think ‘‘ the mob of grnllcmen hut you, 

Besides all this, must have some genius too. 

Bo this your sober judgment, and a rule, 

And print not piping hot from Soulhe^y’s school, 

Who (ere another T})alaba appears), 

I trust, will spare us for ai least nine years. 

And hark ’ye, Bouthey* ! jiray — but don’t be vox!— 
Bum all your last three, works — and half the next. < 


Ut grataa inter mensas syinphonia discors, 

£t crassum ungucnium, et Sardo cum melle papaver 
Offendunt, poteral doci qulaco na sine isila 
Sic animia natum iiivenlumque poe-ma juvandis, 

8i pauUirn a sumino deccssit, vergit ad imum. 

Ludero (jui nescit, campeeiribus abstinel armis, 
Indociusque pilic, disrive, truciiivo, qiiicsclt, 

Ne spissflB risum tollant impunc coronaj : 

Qui nescit, versus tanien audet ftnge-rc !— Quid ni ? 
Liber et ingenuus pneserfiin census o<luostrem 
Sumtnnm hiimmornm, viut)que rcniotua ah omni. 

Tu nihil invita dices faciesve Minerva : 

1(1 tibi judicium esi, ea mens ; si quid tamen olim 
Scripsena, in MBtii descendant judicia aurea, 

Lt patris, el no stras, nonurnqne preriialur in annum 
Meniijranls intua positis, deiero licebit 
Qnod non edidens ; nescit vox missa reverii. 

Sylvestres homines sneer interpresque dcorum 
C;euibus ol victu Imdo deterruit Orpheus : 


‘ To the Kclwllc or Cbristlan Reviewers I ho' 

(he fervour of that cimrity which in 1809 induced them to expreu a hope, 
it a thing Uwn puhlianiK! i»y me miglil lead to certain c-onwxjuencea, 
wit'u'h, although natural enougii, iiurcly came hut rnahty from revereiwl 
lipa. I refer them to their own pages, where they coeiprattilatwl them- 
««lve« on (he peospwrt of a tilt between Mr, Jeftrey and myiadf, from 
which Bonu* great g»>od was to accrue, provided one or both were knocket' 
W»lhe hood. Having aurviveti two yean and a half those “ Ktegiw* 
which they were kindly preparing to review, I have no peculiar gustr ' 

S ve them “ao Joyful a trouble,” except, indeed, “upon compiiUiou 
al hut if, as liavid says in the “ Rivals, ” it should come to blood] 
sword and gun fighting,” 'we “ won’t run, will we. Sir Lucius ?” I di 
not know what I iinrt done to these Eclectic gentlemen : my works an 
their lawful (a'rqinsite, hi lie hewn in pieces like Agag, if it sliould seen 
meet unto them ; hut wiiy they should lie In such a huiry to kill off their 
author, 1 am ignorant. “ The race i« not always to the swift, nor the 
battle to llK* strong and now, as thcee ChrisUans have ” smote me on 
one clie»‘k,” I hold them up the otlier; and in return for their good wishes, 
give Uiein an opportuniiy of rtr|ifaliiu| them. Hod any other set of men 
express!^ such sentiments, I should have smileil, and left them to the 
twiortiing angfil,” hut fmm the pharisees of Christianity decency mi^t 
he expocud. 1 can assure these brethren, Uial, publwan and sinner as 1 

re treeied ” mine enemy's dog thus.” Toshowtbem 

broUawf^ love, if ever the Reverend Mesara. Rimeou 
.„i,_iiiJ-^iu such a conflict aa that in which they ra- 
hSSa may escape eriih being ” winged” imly 
" to extract the liall. 

Alexin. 



Mr. Southey has lately tied another rauistir to his (nil in the ‘‘Cone 
of Kelwuia.” tiiiiugrr tin; uefjlict of Miiilor, Ac., niid bus m our instiinc 
had a wonderful effect. A Iftcrary friend ol mine, walking out one lovelj 
evening last summer, on the elevenlli briilge of tlie Paiidinglon cnual wa 
alanned by the cry of “one in jeofmnly he nislied along, cnilerted ( 
body of Irish hoynmkem (sumiing on huttermilk in an adjnrent puddork) 
procureil three rakes, one. cpl-spcar, ami a lanUmg-net, and at last (liureaci 
referens) pulled out — Ins own pulilisher. 'I' he unrorliinatc man was goni 
for ever, ainl so was a large uuarto wherewilli he had taken the leap 
'hich provitl, on inouiry. to have hecn Mr. Sontiiev's lust work. It 
alacrity of sinking’’ was so great, that it has never since been heard of 
Ihotigli some niaintairi tiiat it is at this moment concealed at Aldcmmi 
Birch’s pastry premises, Cornliill. Be this as it may, the roroner’s m 
quest brought in a verdict of “ Felo de bibliopola” againat a “ quarli 
unknown and circinnstuntial evidimce being since strung agaiimt tin 
(hirw' of Keimmtx” (of which the above words arc an exact descriplion) 
will tip tripd by its peers next session, in (lrub..8treet.->->lrtlinr, .Alfred 
Davideis, Richard Cosur de Lion, Exodus, Exmlia, Kpigonaid, t'alvary 
Fall of Cambria, Siege of Aci-c, Don Uodenck, and 'I' can Thumb th 
Great, arc the names of the twelve Jurors. The Judges an- Pye, Bowli's 
and the fn llman of Kt. Sepidchre’s. The same ndv(H-,atcs, pro and con 
will be employed as oie now engaged In Hir F. Hurdett’s celebrated cans 
in the Scotch coiirU. The pulilic anxiously await the result, and ail liv 
publishers will U' subiioeiied as witnesses. 

But Mr. Southey ha.v published the “ Curse of Keliama an invitirii 
title to Quihhleni. liv the by. It is a good deal beneath Scott and Camp 
liell, and not much above Southey, to allow the lioobv Ballantyne to entitl 
them, in the hkliuburgfi Aiuiual Register (yf which,’ by tlie by, Southey i 
editor) “ the grand poetical triumvirate of llie dav.” But, on sccotu 
thoughts, it can be no great degree of praise to b« the one-cved leodem o 
the bliml. lliough they inigi^l as well keep to Ifiemselves “’Scott's Uiirt' 
UitMisaad co|«»;s sold,” wluch must sadly discomfit jioor Southey’s unsale 
allies. Hwr Soutfiey, it shouKI seem, (s the “ Lepidiis” of this poetics 
inumviiate. 1 am only surprised to see him in aucli good company. 

“ Such things we know are ncitivr rich nor rare, 

But wundar how the dovil At camo Uiere.” 

The trio are well defimsl in tlia sixth proposition of Euclid ; “ flerause 
in the triangles DBG, ACB, Dll is equal to AC, and BC, common to both 
the two skies DB, BC, are equal to tiie two AC, CB, each to eacfi, am 
Uie angle DBC is equal to the angle AC'B ; Ihen-lore, the base DC is wma 
to the base AB, and the triangle DBC (Mr. Southey) is equal to tlie Vri 
angle ACB, the /ess to die go sa/er, which is oAgwHl," Ac. — The editor c 
the J^inbori^ Register will find tin* rest of the tiMfOrom hard by hi 
sUbnng : he has only to cross the river ; ’t is tlie first turnpike t’othei 
siAo “ Pons Asluorum.”* 

• This Latin has sordy xmiied the Universitv of Ertinlnirgh. Ballon 
lyne said it meant the “ Bridae of Berwick,’' but Soutliey claimed i 
as half English ; Scott swore it was the “ Brig o’ Stirling he had Jui 
passed two King James’s and a dozen Douglasses over it. At last it ws 
decided by Jeffrey , that it meant nothing more nor less Uian the ” counts 
of Arehy Constable’s shoii.” 





’''■tkkM 


But «rhy this naa advice t once published, bo(dES 
Can never be recalPd-^ram pastry cooks ! 

Though Madoc,** with ** P^iceHe*,” instead of Pundi; 
May travel back to duito on a trunk^ ! 

Orpheus, we learn from Ovid and Lempriere, 

Led all wild beasts but women by the ear ; 

And had he fiddled at the present hour. 

Wo ’d seen the lions waltzing in the Tower ; 

And old Amphion, such were minstrels then, 

Had built St. Paul’s without the aid of Wren. 

Verse too was justice, and the bards of Greece 
Did more than constables to keep the peace ; 

Abolish’d cuckoldom with much applause, 

Call’ds^ounty meetings, and enforc^ the laws, 

Cut down crown influence witli reforming scytiies, 

And served the church without demanding tithes ; 

And hence, throughout all Hellas and tlie East, 

Each poet was a prophet and a priest, 

Whose old-establish’d board of joint controls 
Included kingdoms in the cure of souls. 

Next rose the martial Homer, epic’s prince, 

And fighting ’s been in fashion ever since ; 

And ol<i TyrtoBUS, when the Spartans warr’d, 

(A limping leader, but a lofty bard,) 

Thougli wall’d Ilhonie had resisted long 
Jleduced the fortress by the force of song. 

When oracles prevail’d, in times of old, 

In song alone Apollo’s will was told. 

Tlieri if your verse is what all verso should be. 

And gods were not ashamed on ’t, why should we 7 

’rho muse, like mortal females, may be woo’d ; 

In turns she ’ll seem a Paphian or a prude ; 

Fierce as a bride when first she feels affright, 

Mild as the same upon the second night ; 

Wild as the wife of alderman or peer, 

^^ow for his grace, and now a grenadier ! 

Her eyes beseem, her heart belies, her zone, 

Ice in a crowd, and lava when alone. 

If verse bo studied with some show of art, 

Kind Nature always will perform her part 
'riiungh without genius, and a native vein 
Of wit, w(; loathe an artificial strain ; 

Y ot art and nature join’d will win the prize, 

Unless tliey act like us and our allies. 

D ictus ob hoc lenirc tigrea, rabidos<pie leones ,* 

Dicliifl ct Amphion, Thebann^ condltor arcia, 

Saxa movero sono testiidinis, et prece bfanda 
Ducerc quo vellel : fnit hioc sapientia quondam, 

Puhlica pnvatis secernere ; sacra profanis ; 

Comuihitii prohiberc va^ro ; dure jura inaritis ; 

Oppida rnoliri ; leges incidere ligno. 

Sic honor et nomen dlvinis vatibus atque 
Curminibus venit. Posthos insignis Homerus 
Tyrt cusque marcs anirrina in Mania beJla 
VersibuB exacuit ; dict.e per carmina sortes 
Ph vita’ inonstrata via eat : et gratia regum 
Pieriia teritata modis : ludusque repertiis, 

Rf longorum operum finis ; ne forte pudori 
Sit tibi Muaa lyra^ solers, et cantor Apollo. 

Matura floret laudabile carnieif, an arte, 

Q,ufosituin est: egf) nec studium sine divite vena, 

Nec rude quid prosit video iriqenium ; alterius .sic 
Altera poscil opera re«, et conjiirat amice. 

Qui studet optatam eursu contingere metam, 

Mulla tulit fecitque pucr ; sudavit, et ulsit ; 

Ahstinuit Vonere et vino: qui Pythiacamat 
Tibicon, didicit prius, extlmuitque magistrum. 

Nunc satis eat dixiase ; ego mira poemata pango : 
Occupei extremum scabies; mihi mrpe relinqiii est, 

Et, quod non didici, sane nescire fateri. ^ 

* ** Pucftlb’* is not quits so immaculstf as Mr. 8outiisy‘s 

** Joan of Arc," an<i jreL t am afraid the Prsnchmaii has both more truth 
and postrjr too on his side-~(tlie 7 rarely go tomthei’)<~thao our patriotic 
minstrel, whose first essay was in firaise of aianatical French strumpet, 
srhM title of witch would be cocrect witli llie ciiange of Uie flrst letter. 

t Lite 9Lr B. Burgess's Kicliani, tiw teiitli Itook of wtiicii I read at 
Malts, on a trunk of Kyres, 19, Cockspur*sirert. If this be doubted, t 
shall buy a poriuanieau to ouuie hum. 


The youth who traiito to ride or nut a raea 
Must bear privation with Ufirufflcd fltoe, ' 

Be call’d to labour when he thinks to dine, 

And, harder still, leave wenching and his wine. 

Ladies who sing, at least who sing at sight, 

Have follow’d music through her farthest flight 5 
But rhymers tell you neither more nor less, 

“ I *ve got a pretty poem for the press 

And that *s enough ; then write and print so fast 

If Satan take the hindmost, who’d be last? 

They storm the types, they publish, one and all, 

They leap the counter, and they leave the stall. 
Provincial maidens, men of high command, 

Yea, baronets liavt*. ink’d the bloody hand ! 

Cash cannot quell them ; Pollia play’d this prank 
(Then Phoebus first found credit in a bank !) 

Not all the living only, but the dead, 

Fool on, as fluent as an Orphevn' head’**', 

Damn’d all their days, they posthumously thrive— 

Dug up from dust, though buried when alive ! 

Reviews rocord this epidemic crime. 

Those ** Books of Martyrs” to the rage for rhyme. 

Alas ! woe worth the scribbler ! often seen 
In Morning Post or Monthly Magazine. 

There lurk his earlier lays ; but soon, hot-prest, 

Behold a quarto ! — Tarts must tell the rest. 

Then leave, ye wise, the lyrt^’s precariou.s chords 
To muse-mad baronets or madder lords, 

Or coiimrv Crisj>ins, now grown somewhat stale, 

Twin Doric minstrels, drunk with Doric ale ! 

Hark to those tmtes, rmrcolieally soft. ! 

The cobbler laureals singf to Capel LofftJ ! 

Till, io! that mcxleni Midas, as be hears, 

Adtls an ell growth to his egregious cars ! 

There lives one druid, who prepares in time 
’Gainst future fueds his poor revenge of rhyme ; 

Racks his dull memory, and his duller muse. 

To publish faults which friendship should excuse. 

• Turn qmwjuc imrmoroa cixpiit a rarvirp rovtiUnrn, 

(riircilo cum innlio jwrtaiiB (JSapriuB Jlchrus, 

Voivwt Knrytlicftj vox ipsa, t*t I’riKida liiigiia ; 

Ah, tniscrani Kiirydioju ! auimn fucictiU; voralmt ; 

Fui'ViUceii totn rcfi*n*l»aut flumine rlpie.— f7cur^>'c. iv. 523. 

, I t>ejC Nutbauicr* pinloii ; he Ib not n cibblcr ; it i» n tnihr, Imt 
Cftjjcl Iiofl'l t .0 8iuk the pn>fi«sioii In his pcefi^ce to two pair of pan* 

ta palia! — of cantos, wliirh he wislicd the puhlic to try on ; but tha 

aieve of a jtntron let it out, and so far sf.ved Itu: expeuKc of ati advertise- 
ment to hi« country customers.— -Meri'y’s “ Mtx)rfield’s whine’* was 
noUitnK to all this. Thf " Della CruscaiiH" were iwofile of Home educa- 
tion, and no prufessiou ; hut these Arcadians (‘‘Arcades avtihu’ -bum|>- 
■ ' I IhiIIi) aend out tiicir nutivc iiiiuaeiise wlihoiit the stnallrat alloy, and 
c all till’ .shoes luul Hmnllrlothes in thu parish unrepaired, to patch up 
KIcfifie* on Kiichwnri’s aiitl Pieaiw to tJunixiwder. Sittin{» on a ahopbouro, 
they describe fields of bottle, ■when tlie only blootl they ever saw waa abed 
from the finger . mid an “ Essay on War’’ is pruduced hy the ninth part 
of a “poet." 

‘‘ And own Hint ninp snrh poets made a Tale." 

T>id Nathan ever read that line of Pofic ? and If he did, why nut take it as 
his motto ? 

J This wcll-meaniiiK genlloman lias spoiled some excellent Rhoft-mokurs, 
...id been ncresaan' to the jMCtiral uudoins! of many of the IndnstriouR poor. 
Nathaniel Uloorrifield and his brother Ilobbv have set all SornersetahuTi 
Rinipng; nor has the malady confined Itself to one onuily. FValt too 
(who once wtt* wiser) I1.1.M caiiplit the contagion of jmtronape, and decoyed 
jioor fellow n.amed Blackett into {wetry ; hut he died dwrin# the opera- 
.Jon, leaving one diild and two volumes of " Remains" utterly deslitule. 
'I’heerirl, if ehr don’t lake a pisdical twist, and r.ome forth ns a Rhoc- 
raakine t^ajipho. may do well ; hut the “tro^tedies" are as rkkety as If 
they had tH-4’n tis: offspring of an Earl or a Reatoiilau prir/i fioet. The 
ut'nms of this p<«>r lari are certainly answertvble for his end, and it ou|{ht 
> he an indictable offenct'. Rut this is the least they have done, for, by a 
I'fmeineut of barbarity, llioy have made the (late) man jiost huraously 
. kitculniis, by printing; wlial ho would have bod sense eiioiif^h never to 
print himself. < lertus these rakers of “ Remains" come under the statute 
atjniusl “ rcsurreriioii men.’’ What doee it signify whuUtera ptxjr, dear, 
ifead dunce is tn Ih- alvick u)> in Sorg^ons’ or iii^^tationers’ Hal I.'* Is it so 
Imd to unearth his U>rics as his bluutlent f Is it not better to fpbbet his 
body oil a he.ith, timn his soul in an octavo? “ We know what we are. 
Init'wft know not whsL we may Ik* and it ie to lie hqied we never shall 
know, if a man who has passed thrvnigh lift* with a eort of eclat is to find 
iiimself a mountebank on the other aide of Btyx, end made, like pair Joe 
niackett, Ute l.'iuf^hiiig-stock of piiniptary. The plea of publicjitJun Is to 
provide tor the chihl ; now, might not some irf this " Sutor ultra Crepl- 
diim’s" frieinls and seducers have done a decent action wiUiout invciglirii^ 
IVatt into biojfraphy f Anri then his inscription split into so many modi- 
cutns 1 — “ To the Duchess .>f So-mueb, Uie R'lgitt Hon, fkMUMl-Hu, and 
Mrs. and Miss HomelKsly, these votiirass are, Ac. Ac."— why, tins is dol inf 
out the soft milk of deaieaUtwi'’ in gills, — (hei’c Is but a Qvsri, and ha 
divides it amona a dozen. W’hy, Pratt, hadsl thou not a xninleft ? Dost 
hou think six families of distinction can share this In quirt ?— There Is a 
*lukl, a hook, and a derlicAtlan ; send tlie girl to her fraee, the volames to 
.iie grocer, and Uie dedication to the devil. 





ioot^ iMKvegftrd noi^ teach 
Horn ^ish^d usa^ ^hia {lartf of speedi* 

But what if ahanie^ or what k anght^ to him? 

He yente hie ep^n or gratt^s hie whtm. 

Some fancied alight has routed hie lurking bate) 
Some folly croae’d) eome jeet) or some debate ; 

Up to hie den Sir Scribbler hiee, and toon 
The getherM gaU is voided in lampoon. 

Perhaps at tome pert speech you Ve dared to frown, 
Perhaps your poem may have pleased the town ; 

If 80, alas ! h is nature in the man-*- 
May heaven forgive you, for he never can ! 

Then be it so ; and may his withering bays 
Bloom fresh in satire, though they fade in praise ! 
While his lost songs no more shall steep and stink, 
The dullest, fattest weeds on Lethe’s brink, 

But springing upwards from the sluggish mould, 

Be, (what they never were before) be sold ! 

Should some rich bard (but such a monster now. 

In modern physics, we can scarce allow), 

Should some pretending scribbler of the court, 

Some rhyming peer — there *8 plenty of the sort*-— 
All but one poor dependent priest withdrawn, 

(Ah ! too regardless of his chaplain’s yawn !) 
Condemn the unlucky curate to recite 
Their last <lramatic work by candle-light. 

How wotild the preacher turn each rueful leaf, 

Dull as his sermohs, but not half so brief! 

Yet, since ’t is promised at tlic rector’s death. 

Ho ’ll risk no living for a little breath. 

Then s|K)Uts and foams, and cries at every line, 

(The Lord forgive him 1) Bravo ! grand 1 divine !* 
Hoarse with those praises (which, by flatt’ry fed 
Dependence barters for her bitter bread), 

He strides and stamps along with croaking boot, 

Till the floor echoes his emphatic foot ; 

Then sits again, then rolls his pious eye, 

As when the dying vicar will not die ! 

Nor fools, forsooth, emotion at his heart 
But all dissemblers overact their parr. 


Ye who aspire to btiild the lofty rigWj 
Believe not all who laud your folse " fuhlime f 
Bat if some friend shall hear yoor work, and ogy, 
« Expunge that atansa, lop that line away,^ 

And, after fruitless efforts, you return 
Witliout amendment, and be answers, Bum 
That instant throw your paper in the fire, 

Ask not his thoughts, or follow his desire ; 

But if (true bard !) you scorn to condescend, 

And will not alter what you can’t defend. 

If you will breed this bastard of your brains*,— 
We ’ll have no words— 1 Ve only lost my pains. 

Y(}t, if you only prize your favourite tliought 
As critics kindly do, and authors ought ; v 
If your cool friend annoy you now aitd then, 

And cross whole pages with his plaguy pen ; 

No matter, throw your ornaments aside— 

Bettor let him than all the world deride. 

rive light to passages too much in shade, 

Nor let a doubt obscure one verse you ’ve made ; 
Your friend ’s “ a Johnson,” not to leave one word, 
However trifling, which may seem absurd ; 

Such erring trifles lead to serious ills, 

And fumisli food for criticsf, or their quills. 

As the Scotch fiddle, with its touching tunc, 

Or the sad influence of the angry moon, 

All men avoid bad writers’ ready tongues, 

As yawning waiters flyt Pitzscribblc’s lungs ; 

Yet on he mouths — ten minutes — tedious each 
As prelate’s homily or placeman’s speech \ 

Long as the last years of a lingering lease, 

Wlien riot pauses until rents increase. 

While such a minstrel, muttering fustian, strays 
O’er hedge and ditch, through unfrequented ways, 
If by some chance he walks into a well. 

And shouts for succour with stentorian yell, 

A rope ! help, Christians, as ye hope for grace !” 
Nor woman, man, nor child will stir a pace ; 


• Ilori! will Mr.fiiftbrd allow me to introduce once more to fits notice ibe 
■ole eurviTor, the “ ultimue Romniionim,” tlw laet of the “ OunrauU I” 
— “ Kdwin” the “ profoiuid,’' by our Lady of Puniuhnienl I here he if* oe 
IbelT as ill the days of “ well s*Ud lliwiarl tl*e Correct." I ttio*i|jtit Pita- 
fenud had been the tall of poesy, but, alas I Iw is only the penultimate. 

A FAMILIAR EPISTLK TO THE EDITOR OF THE 
MORNING CHRONICLE. 

'* What reams of paper, floods of Ink," 

Do some me*> spoil, who never think 1 
Anil BO pcrlia(M you ’ll aay of me, 

In whicii your readers may aftree. 

Still I write on, and tell you why 5 
Nothing 's so tiad, you can’t deny. 

But may instruct or entertain 
Without the risk of civliig [lain. 

And should you doubt what I aisert, 

The. name of CJanideu I insert, 

Who novels read, and oft maintain’d 
He here and ttiere s 'mo knowledge gain'd i 
Then wlnr not 1 indulge my pen, 

Though I no fame or mofit gain, 

Yet may amuse your Idle men ; 

Of whom, though Rome may be aevere, 

OUiers may read witliout a sneer f 
Thus much iiremised, I next pror.ecd 
To rive you what I feel my creed, 

And in what follows to disi^ay 
Some humoura of the pamuig day. 


ON SOME MODERN aUACKS AND REFORMISTS. 

In tracing of the human mind 
Throu^ all its various coumea, 

Though atrange, ’t is true, we often find 
It knows not iu resources : 

And men Ihrougli life assume a part 
For which n<> taiants they poeaess, 

Yet wonder that, with all their art, 

They meet no hatter with aocceRa. 

*T la thus sve tee, through life’s raroer, 

So few excel in their {iroftselon ; 

Whereas, would each man but appear 
In what ’s within h'le own potseaahm, 

Ye ahould not eee such daily quMkn 
(For miacka thare are in eveiy art) 

Attempting, by tlieir strange attacks 
To melionue Uie mind ium heart. 


* * ♦ Si camiina condes, 

Nunquam te fallant animi sub vulpe latentcs. 

Quiiitilio si quid recitare.s, Corrige, sodes, 

Hue (aiebat) et hoc : melius te posse uegares, 

Bis terque expertum frusira, delcre juhebat, 

Et male tornalns inrudi reddere versus. 

Si defendere delictum quarn vertere mallcs, 

Nullum ultra verbuin, am operam insumebat inancm. 
Q,uin sine rival! teque cl tna solus amares. 

Vir bonus et prudeiis versus reprehendet invrtes 
Culpabit duros; incomptis aliiuet ntrum 
Transverso calamo signum ; ambiiiosu recidet 
Ornamenta ; paruin Claris lucem dare eoget; 

Arguet ambigue dictum ; miiianda notabit ; 

Kiel Aristarchus : uec dicel, Cur ego amicum 
Offendam in nugis i lue nugea seria ducent 
In mala derisum setnel exccptumque sinistre. 

Nor mean I here the steae alotir, 

Where some deserve th’ apiflause they meet ; 

For quacks tliere are, atul they well known, 

In either hoc^, wlm hold a scat. 

Reform 's tlie order of the day, I bear, 

To which I cordially assent ; 

But then let this Epfonn appear. 

And ev’ry class of men cement. 

For If you but reform a few, 

And others leave to their /uM Aenf, 

I fear you will but little do, 

, And find your time and ptkinii mlspcal. 

Z#et aad) man to his post assign’d 
By Natwc, take h» part to act, 

Ann then few causes shall we And 
To call each man we meet— «. quack.* 

Bastard of your hroins.— Minerva baing the first by Jupiter’s head- 
piece, and a variety of equally unaccountable psuturitions upon earth, auch 
aa Madoo, Ac. Ac. Ac. 

“ A crust for Uie critics.’’— -Bayrs, in the Reheareat, 

, And the " waiters" are the only fortunate peofiie who can " fiy"from 
Uwm ; all the reet, vlx. Uie sad sulisarihers to the " Literary Fund," beiag 
oompefled, by eoorteer, to sit out the reciudon without a hope of exclaim* 
log, " Sic" (that is, by eboakiiig Fits, with bad wine or woraa poetry) 

, « m eervavit Apollo l*» 

* For such every nan ii who either appears to be what lie Is not, cr , 
•trivee to be what he cannot. 



OF MIKEftVA. 


For there hk ttacuB he mi^t My ftkgs 
From Mzy, or ^ humour of tlie thing. 

Though this has hanpeu’d to more bards than onoi 
I Hi teU you Budgetrs story, and have done. 

Budgell a rogue and rhymester, for no good, 

(Unless his case bo much misunderstood) 

When teased with creditors* continual claims, 

‘ To die like Cato*,” leapt into the Thames I 
And therefore be it lawful through the town 
For any bard to poison, hang, or drown. 

Who saves the intended suicide receives 
Small thanks from him who loathes the life he leaves ; 
And, SQOth to say, mad poets must not lose 
The glory of that death they freely choose. 

Ut mala quern scabies aut morbus regiuf urguet, 

Aut funaticus error et iracumla Diana, 

Vesanum letigiase tirnent fuffiufuquc poetam, 

Qui sapiunt; agitam piierl, incautique sequuntur. 

Hic dum sublimes versus ructatur, et orrat 
Si veliiti merulis intentus decidil au(‘eps 
Inputeum, foveamve; licet, Succurrite, longum 
Clarnet, lo cives ! non sit qiii tollore curet. 

Si quia curet opom ferre, et demittere funem, 

Q,id scis an prudens hue se dojecerit, atque 
Servari noiit? Dicani : Siculique poetic 
Narrabo inierilum. Deus immoriulis haberi 
Dum cupit En'.pedocles,ardentem frigidua iEtnain 
Insiluit : sit jus liceatque uerire pootfs : 

Invitum qni servat, idem facit occidenti. 

Nec semel hoc fecit ; nee, si retractus orit, jam 
Fiet homo, et ponet famosa: murtla amorem. 

Mec satis apparel car versus lactitet; utrum 
Minxerkin pairins cineres, an tvistc bidentn! 

Moverit iriccstus ; certe furit, ac velut ursus, 

Objectos caveae valuit si frangere clathros, 

Incloctum doctum ]uc fugat recitafor acerbus 
Quern voro arripuit, t»*nct, occiditque Icgondi*, 

Non missura cutern, nisi plena crnorls, lnru<io. 

' Oil hii tuble were futmd thew worda : WAat Cato did and Addh 
approved ctvmot be wrong.''* But Addivon did ii<it “ approve , “ iil il' 
lie liMi, it would not nave mended llie riiHtter. lie hud invited hi* daughter 
on the wirafl water {Hirty, but Mine liuib'ell, by mjine accident, nacapeu Ihia 
last paternal ntteutlon. Thus lell the aycopimiit of Attieufi/’ aiut the 
enemy of Pbiw. 


Nor is it certaiti that some sorts of vetoe ; 

Prick not tho poet's conscience as a cuwe ; , 

♦Dosed with vile drams on Sunday he was fi>und, 

Or got a child on consecrated ground ! 

And hence is haunted with a rhyming rage — 

Fear’d like a bear just bursting from his cage. 

If free, all fly his versifying fit, 

Fatal at once to simpleton or wit. 

But Aim, unhappy ! whom he seizes, — Atm 
He flays with recitation limb by limb ; 

Probes to the quick where’er lie makes his breach, 

And gorges like a lawyer or a leech. 

• If “ dosed with,” &c. bo censiuf'i! a# low, I l>ejr leave to refer to UtC 
;>rlj;inal fur aomethinf; still lower ; and if any ivuder will traiialnlo “Minit* 
arit ill patrios ciucrea,” &c. Into a decent coi^iltit, 1 will' insert stud couidet 
iu lieu of Uie preseul 


“ DiMeile eet proprie eommuntn dicere." — Mde. Daeler, Md«, d« 
Sevigno, Bolleau, and others, have left their dispute on the meaning of 
thin paanage in a tract consideralily IcuigiT tlmn tlie poem of Horace. It is 
printed at the close of the eleventh volume of Macinmc de Kevignd’i 
I.etterH, editetl by Orovelle, Pans, 18U6. Presuming that all who con 
'imtrue may venture an opinion on such subjects, ]iarlinilarly ns so 
any who ran ao< have taken the same liberty, I should have held my 
'* farthing candle” as awkwardly as another, had not inv rcsfiert for tho 
wits of 1.01118 the Fourteenth’s Aiigiistaii sifecle induced me to subjoin 
■.hese ilhiHtrious authorities. Ist, iioileau ; ” II es., dilKcile de trailer dos 
ijets qui sout h. la portfte de tout lo monde d’ line manihre qui vutis les 
•!ide p‘-opreH. re q-u A’lipprU" s’a;inro;i'*iiT un s'ljcl pur le tour tpi’on y 
>>uiie.” *Aliv, ll.uirux : ” .Ma.i n i 'i birii ■i.llii '<.• de donner dos traits 
propres et iitilividuels aux fitres pnreinent isissihlcs ” illy, Daclor : ** II 
:st iVill'u'.ilc de. trailer convmmbleirient ich raraelfcres quo tout le niondo 
liivciiter.” Mde. ile Sevigii<*’K opinion and tiansmiion, conststing of 
some thirty P5 V?bs, I oioil, particularly as M. (trouvclle observes, ‘‘La. 
chose est bleu remarouable, .lucuni* de ces diversws inlerpictii lions iu» pa- 
«ait 6tre la veritable.” Uni, by way of r.oinlort, It seems, fifty years afler- 
vards, ‘‘ I.e lumiueux DumarsaiB ’ made hm np)i«nraiive to set lloracaou 
lis legs again, ‘‘diasiper tous lea nuages, et concilier tons les dissenli- 
ine ns and, some fifty years hence .somebody, still more Innihious, will 
lonhtless start up and cternolisli Duin.u'sius und his system on tins weighty 
■ift'air, os if he were no bettor lhan Ptoloinv ami Tycho, or comments of no 
inon* conseiiuenco than astronomical calciiIalioiiH on the present comet. I 
tm happy lo say, ” lu longueur de la disserlalion” ot M. i>. prevents 
M. G. from saying any nsire on the matter. A better poet than Bdleau, 
lid at least as gixxl a scholar us f^evign^, has said, 

“ A little learning is a dangerout thing.’' 

And by this comnariHOti of commeiilH it niny Iw {lerceived bow a good deal 
ay be renderua as perilous to the proprietors. 


THE CURSE OF MINERVA. 


” Ptillas tc hoc vuliiere, Pallas 
Immolat, et ixsuarn scelurato ex siuigiiiue sumit.” 

ypiNIAD, I2lh. 


* Slow sinks, more lovely ere his race be run. 

Along Morea’s hills tho setting sun ; 

Not, as in northern climes, obscurely bright, 

But one unclouded blaze of living light ; 

O’er the hush’d deep the yellow beam he throws. 

Gilds me green wave that trembles as it glows ; 

On old iEgina’s rock and Hydra’s isle 
The god of gladness sheds his parti^ smile ; 

O’er his own regions lingering loves to shine, 

Though there his altars are no more divine. 

Descending fast, the mountain-shadows kiss 
Thy glorious gulf, unconquer’d Salamis ! 

Their azure arches through the long expanse, 

More deeply purpled, meet his mellowing glance, 

And tenderest tints, along their summits driven, 

Mark his gay course, and own the hues of heaven ; 
Till, darkly shaded from the land and deep, 

Behind his Del|^ian rock he sinks to sleep. 

On such an eve his palest beam ho cast 
When, Athens! here thy wisest locked his last, 
g* ■’ — — - — ■■■ 

* The lines with which this satire oixmi, to.“ As thtts, within ilie walis 
of fUlas* faiw,” are repeated, with iv>ine alteratleos, at the eoromence- 
“ it of the third canto ot the Corealr . 

3F 


How watch’d tliy better sons his farewell ray, 

Til it closed tJicir iiiuriler’d sage’s* latest day ! 

Not yet — not yet — Sol pauses on the hill. 

The precious hour of parting lingers still ; 

But sad his light to agonizing eyes, 

And dark the mountain’s once delightful dyes : 

Gloom o’er the lovely land he seem’d to pour, 

The. land where Phoebus never frown’d before ; 

But ere he sunk below Cithinron’s head, 

The cup of woe was quaff’d — the spirit fled ; 

The soul of him tliat Bcomed to fear or fly. 

Who lived and died as none can live or die. 

But, lo ! from high Hymettus to tiro plain 
Tho queen of night asserts her silent roignf : 

No murky vapour, herald of the storm, 

Hid«« her fair face, or girds her glowing form. 

With comice glimmering as the mrxmb^ms play, 

|Th ore the white column greets her grateful ray, 

* SoentUs drank tlie ll•‘TllllL)ck a slinrt tinir liiifurp fluoset (ittfi tiour of 
•xecution). nulwUliStanrling the euli'eatie* ul hu discipksiii to wail till the 

t W«lt lUlWII. 

t The in flrpsce is much shorter than In our own country ; Uit 

days ill winter arc lunger, but in suiunt» of leswiluratlon. 
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bci|^ Around wl& quiveri]^ beams beset) 

Her aiifalem i|Mi^ed oW the minaret : 

The grcnres of olive scatterM dark and wide, 

Where meek Cephisus aheds his scanly tide, 

The cj^$B saddening by the sacred mosque, 

The gUmmering turret of dm gay kiosk*, 

And sad and s(^re mid the holy calm, 

Kear Theseus’ dine, yon solitary palm ; 

All, tinged with varied hues, arrest the eye ; 

And dull were his that pass’d them heedless by. 

Again the JEgean, heard no more afar, 

Lulls his chafed breast from elemental war ; 

Again his waves in milder tints unfold 
Their long expanse of sappliire and of gold, 

Mix’d with the shades of many a distant isle, 

That frown, where gentler ocean deigns to smile. 

As thus, within the walls of Pallas’ fane, 

I mark’d the beauties of the land and main, 

Alone, aiul friendless, on the magic shore, 

Whose arts and arms but live in poets’ lore ; 

Oft as the matcliless dome 1 turn’d to scan, 

Sacred to gods, but not secure from man, 

The past return’d, the present seem’d to cease, 

.Ind Glory knew no clime beyond her Greece ! 

Hours roll’d along, and Dian’s orb on high 
lad gain’d the centre of her softest sky ; 
ind yet unwearied still my footsteps trod 
)*er die vain shrine of many a vanish’d god 
3ut chiefly, Pallas ! thine ; when Hecate’s glare, 
Check’d by thy columns, fell more sadly fair 
}’er the chill marble, where the startling tread 
Thrills the lone heart like echoes from die dead. 

Jong had I mused, and treasured every trace 
The wredi of Greece recorded of her race, 

IVhon, lo ! a giant form before me strode, 

.Ind Pallas hail’d me in her own abode ! 

Yes, ’t was Minerva’s self ; but, ah ! how changed 
3ince o’er the Dardan field in arms she ranged ! 

Slot such as erst, by her divine command, 
ler form appeared from Phidias’ plastic hand : 

Jon© were the terrors of her awful brow, 
fer idle oegis bore no Gorgon now ; 

£er helm was dinted, and the broken lance 
teem’d weak and shaflless c’on to mortal ghmee ; 

’he olive branch, which still she deign’d to clasp, 
Ihrunk from her touch, and wither’d in her grasp 
Lnd, ah ! tliough still the brightest of the sky, 

Jelestial tears bedimm’d her large blue eye ; 
tound the rent casque her owlet circled slow, 

Lnd mourn’d his mistress with a shriek of woo ! 

“ Mortal !” (’twas thus she spake) “that blush of shame 


* The kiodr a Torkiih lutniMr^iouw ; the palm !■ without the pr»- 
walb 0f Aihr;ae» nut from the umple of Theteue, between which and 
»trw Urn wall iDtaiwmM.<<^(iphi>us’etreami« indeed 
■ tioSiiMmatally 

t Tida ta ipokan qf the eiijr )i| ganeml, and not of the Acropotia in par- 
ular I Uw Un^e of JuplUr Oiympluc, by tome auppoe^ thePanUieon, 
l« ppbM by Hadriaa ; suUeaa eolunuu en etandutg, of tha moei 

mmU mimt aad axvbUaetm 


I For Elgin’s &me thus gmteftil Pallns pbads, 

I Below, his name-HUiove, behold hit deads ! 

Be ever hail’d with equal hpoour here 
The Gothic monarch and the Pictish peer.* 

Arms gave the first his right, the last had none, 

But basely stole what less barbarians won. 

So when the lion quits his fell repast, 

Next prowls the wolf, tlte filthy jackal last ; 

Flesh, limbs, and blo(^ tJie former make their own; 
The last poor brute securely gnaws the bone. 

Yet still the gods are just, and crimes arc cross’d: 
See here wliat Elgin won, and wliat he lost ! 

Another name with /as pollutes my shrine : 

Behold where Dian’s beams disdained to shine ! 
Some retribution still might Pallas claim, • 
When Venus half avenged Minerva’s shame*,’ 

She ceased awhile, and thus I dared reply, 

To soothe the vengeance kindling in her eye ; 

“ Daughter of Jove ! in Britain’s injured name, 

A true-born Briton may the deed disclaim. 

Frown not on England ; England owns him not: 
Athena ! no ! thy plunderer was a Scot. 

Ask’st thou tlie difference ? From fair Phyles’ towers 
Survey Bceotia ; Caledonia’s ours. 

And well I know within tliat bastard landf 
Hath Wisdom’s goddess never held command ; 

A barren soil, where Nature’s germs confined 
To stern sterility, can stint the mind ; 

Whose thistle well betrays the niggard earth, 

Emblem of all to whom the land gives birth ; 

Each genial influence nurtured to resist; 

A land of meanness, sophistry, and mist. 

Each breeze from foggy mount and marshy plain 
Dilutes with drivel every drizzly brain, 

Till, burst at length, each wat’ry head o’erflows, 

Foul as tlieir soil, and frigid as their snows. 

I'hen thousand stdiemes of petulance and pride 
Despatch her scheming children far and wide ; 

Some oast, some west, some every where but north, 

In quest of lawless gain, they issue fortli. 

And Uius — accursed be the day and year !— 

She sent a Piet to play the felon here. 

Yet Caledonia claims some native worth, 

As dull Bceotia gave a Pindar birth ; 

So may her few, the letter’d and the brave, 

Bound to no clime, and victors of the grave, 

Shake off’tlie sordid dust of such a land, 

And shine like children of a l»a{>pi(T strand ; 

As once, of yore, in some obnoxious place, 

Ten names (if found) had saved a wretched race,” 

“ Mortal !” the hlue-oyed maid resumed, “ once mote 
Bear back my mandate to thy native shore. 

Though fallen, alas ! this vengeance yet is mine, 

To turn my counsels far from lands like thine. 

Hear then in silence Pallas’ stern holiest ; 

Hear and believe, for time will tell the rest. 

‘ First on the head of him who did this deed 
My curse shall light, on him and all his seed : 

Without one spark of intellectual fire, 

Be all the sons as senseless as the sire : 

If one with wit tlie parent brood disgrace, 

Believe him bastard of a brighter race : 

Still with his hireling artists let him prate 
And Folly’s praise repay for Wisdom’s hate ; 

LcHig of their patron’s gusto let tfiem tell, 

Whose noblest, native gusto is — to sell : 

To sell, and make — may Shame record the day !— 

The state receiver of his pilfer’d prey. 

Meantime, the flattering, feeble dotard, West, 

Europe’s worst dauber, and poor Britain’s best, 

* HU lonUhip's name and that of one wlio no lone^r bears it are earred 
cou»i)ieuoufily on the Parthenon ; nttore, in a part not far diatant, are tbs 
tom reranants of tlie baaao relievos deetivjed in a vain attempt to rsOMVe 
thorn. 

t '* Iriab baetarda,** according to Sir CaUnghan O’St'allaAliaa. 


’roclaims thee Briton, once a noble name ; 

’irst of the mighty, foremost of the free, 

Tow honour’d lees by all, and least by me : 

IhioT of thy foes shall Pallas still be ftmnd. 
eek’st thou the cause of loathing? — look around. 

> 0 ! here, despite of war and wasting fire, 

saw successive tyrannies expire. 

leaped from the ravage of the Turk and Goth, 

’hy country sends a spoiler worse than both, 
urvey this vacant, violated fane ; 

'Ocount the relics tom that yet remain ; 

Viete Cecrofts placed, this Pericles adom’df, 

Tiat Adrian rear’d when drooping Science mourn'd. 

IThat more I owe let gratitude attest**- 

now, Alaric and Elgin did the rest, 

hat all may learn fmm whence the plunderer came, 

h« insulted wall sustains his hated name : 



With pthiied hAnd shall turn each model dW, 

And own himself an in&nt of fourscore**^. 

Be all the bruisers cull’d firtna aU Bt. Giles' 

That art and nature may compare their stales ; 

While brawny brutes in stupid wonder stare, 

And marvel at his lordship’s ^ stone shopf there* 

Round the throng’d gate shall sauntering coxcombs creep, 
To lounge and lucubrate, to prate and peep ; 

While many a languid maid, with longing sigh, 

On giant statues casts the curious eye ; 

The room with transient glance appears to skim, 

Yet marks the mighty back and length of limb ; 

Mourns o’er the difference of now and then : 

Exclaims, ‘ These Greeks indeed were proper men * 
Draws wy comparisons of these with those. 

And envies Lais all her Attic beaux. 

When shall a modern maid have swains like these ! 

Alas ! Sir Harry is no Hercules I 
And last of all, amidst the gaping crew, 

Some calm spectator, as he takes his view, 

In silent indignation mix’d with grief, 

Admires the plunder, but abhors the thief. 

Oh, loathed in life, nor pardon’d in Uje dust, 

May hate pursue his sacrilegious lust ! 

Link’d with the fool that fired the Ephesian dome, 

Shall vengeance follow far beyond the tomb, 

And Eratostratus and Elgin shine 
In many a branding page and burning lino ; 

Alike reserved for aye to stand accurst, 

Perchance the second blacker than the first. 


“ Bo let him stand, through ages yet unborn, 

Fix’d statue on the pedestal of Scorn ; 

Though not for him alone revenge shall wait, 

But fits thy country for her coming fate : 

Hers were the deeds that taught her lawless son 
To do what oft Britannia’s self had done. 

Look to the Baltic — ^blazing from afar, 

Your old ally yet mourns perfidious war. 

Not to such deeds did Pallas lend her aid. 

Or break the compact which herself had made; 

Far from such councils, from the faithless field 
She fled — but left behind her Gorgon shield : 

A fatal gift, that turn’d your friends to stone, 

And left lost Albion hated and alone. 

“ Look to the East, where Ganges’ swarthy race 
Shall shake your tyrant empire to its base ; 

Lo ! there Rebellion rears Iier ghastly he^d, 

And glares the Nemesis of native dead ; 

Till Indus rolls a deep purpurcal flood, 

And claims his long arrear of northern blood. 

So may ye perish ! — Pallas, when she gave 
Your free-bom rights, forbade ye to enslave. 

“Look on your Spain! — she clasps the hand she hates, 
But boldly clasps, and thrusts you from her gates. 

Bear witness, bright Barossa! thou canst tell 
Whose were the sons that bravely fought and fell. 

But Lusitania, kind and dear ally, 

Can spare a few to fight, and sometimes fly. 

Oh glorious field ! by Famine fiercely won. 

The Gaul retires for once, and all is done ! 

But when did Pallas teach that one retreat 
Retrieved three long olympiads of defeat? 

“ Look last at home — ye love not to look there 
On the grim smile of comfortless despair : 

Your city saddens: loud though Revel howls, 

Her© Famine faints, and yonder Rapine prowls. 

See all alike of more or less bereft ; 

No misers tremble when there ’s nothing left. 


* Blest paper credit*,' who shall dare to suigt 
It clogs like lead Gorruption’k^ weaiy wing. 

Yet Pallas {duck'd each premier by the ear, 

Who gods and men alike disdain'd to hear ; 

But one, repentant o’er a bankrupt state, 

On Pallas calls, but calls, alas ! too late : 

Then raves for * * ; to tliat Mentor bends, 
Though he and Pallas never yet were friends. 

Him senates hear, whom never yet they heard, 
Contemptuous once, and now no less absurd. 

So once of yore, each reasonable frog 
Swore faith and fealty to his sovereign < log,' 

Thus hail’d your rulers their patrician clod, 

As Egypt chose an onion for a god. 

“ Now fare ye well ! enjoy your little hour ; 

Go, grasp the shsflovv of your vanish’d power ; 
Gloss o’er the failure of each fondest scheme ; 

Your strength a name, your bloated wealth a drean 
Gone is that gold, the marvel of mankind, 

And pirates Iwirter all that *s left behindf. 

No more the hirelings, purchased near and for, 
Crowd to the ranks of mercenary war. 

The idle merchant on the useless quay 
Droops o’er the bales no bark may bear away ; 

Or buck returning secs rejected stores 
Rot piecemeal on his own encumber’d shores : 

The starvetl mechanic breaks his rusting loom, 

And dcssf^erate mans him ’gainst the common doom. 
Then in the senate of your sinking state 
Show me the man whose councils may have weigh 
Vain is each voice where tones could once comnuu 
E’en factions cease to charm a factious land : 

Yet jarring sects convulse a sister isle, 

And light witli maddening hands the mutual pile. 

“ 'T is done, 't is past, since Pallas warns in va 
The furies sieze her abdicated reign : 

Wide o’er the realm they wave their kindling bran< 
And wring her vitals with their fiery hands. 

But one convulsive struggle still remains, 

And Gaul shall weep ere Albion wear her chains. 
The banner’d {K>mp of war, the glittering files, 

O’er whose gay trappings stern Bellona smiles ; 
The brazen trump, the spirit-stirring drum, 

That bid the foe defiance ore they come ; 

The hero bounding at his country’s call. 

The glorious deatli that decorates his fail, 

Swell the young heart with visionary charms, 

And bid it antedate the joys of arms. 

But know a lesson you may yet be taught, 

With death alone are laurels cheaply bought: 

Not in tlie conflict Havoc seeks deligiit, 

His day of mercy is the day of figl»t. 

But when the field is fought, the battle won, 
Though drench’d with gore, his woes are but begur 
His deeper deeds as yet ye know by name ; 

The slaughter’d priasanl and the ravish’d dame, 
The rifled mansion and the foo-rcap’d field, 

111 suit with souls at home, unlaugiit to yield. 

Say with what eye along tl»c distant down 
Would flying burghers mark the Uazing town? 
How view tlie column of ascending flames 
Shake his red shadow o’er the startled Thames ? 
Nay, frown not, Albion ! for the torch was thine 
That lit such pyres from Tagus to the Rhine : 
Now should they burst on thy devoted coast, 

Go, ask thy bosom who deserves them most. 

The law of heaven and earth is life for life, 

And she who raised, in vain regrets, the atrifo." 


* Mr. West, on se«inS the 
of the Xbenhaw nnd “ Jack 


EWn Collection” (I iappoee we __ 
Shepnnrd’e” collection), declared lUmeetf “ a 
mere tyro’* in ert. . . « «, l 

t Poor Crib wae sadly nutrled when exldbited at K House > he 

•Shed Kit was not ” a atone ehop He was riglit ; It is a shop. 


" Bleat wsdit I last and beat aupp)]^ 


1 The Deal and Dorer ti 


cnmiii I iBii ana ow unmuj. 
Com^ioD ligtiter winga to fly I**— 
w tramckere In specie. 



THE WALTZ; 

AN APOSTROPUIC HYMN. 


'* Q.ualU in Rurnt» aat per)uga Cynthl, 
fJx«rc«it Dluna chorot.** 

Virgil. 

“ Biich on EuruU’a banka, or Cyiubin’a heigijt, 

I )iAfia trcmB : niitl ■» ahe clinrins (he Right, 

Wlien ill ihe rlancu itie racefnl gixideas Irada 
The quire of iiyinpiia, and overtops their heads. ** 
Prijd€n*$ Virgit, 


TO THE PUBLISHER. 

SiH, 

I. AM a country gentleman of a midland county. I 
migfit have been a parUameiit-inan for a certain borough, 
liaving had the offer of as many votes a.s General T. at 
(he general election in 1812.* But 1 was all for domes- 
tic happiness ; as, fifteen years ago, on a visit to London, 
1 married a nihlrlle-agod maid of honour. Wo lived 
ha[>pi!y at Horncm Hall till lost season, when my wife 
and 1 were invited by the Countess of Waltzaway (a dis- 
tant relation of my spouse) to pass the winter in town. 
'^I’lnnkiijg no harm, and our girls being come to a mar- 
riageable (or, as they call it, marketable) age, and having 
besides a Chancery suit invetorately entailed upon the 
family e.stale, we came up in our old chariot, of whicli,by 
the by, rny wife grow so much ashamed in loss than a 
week, that I was obliged to buy a second-hand barouche, 
of which [ might mount the box, Mr.s. H. says, if I could 
drive, but never seethe inside — tliat place being reserved 
for the Honourable Augustus Tiptoe, her partner-general 
and opera-knight. Hearing greal praises of Mrs. H.’s 
daiKiing, (she was famous for birthnight minuets in the 
latter end of the last century,) I unbooted, and went to a 
ball at the countess’s, expecting to see a country dance, . 
or, at most, cotillions, reels, and all the old paces to the 
newest tunes. But, judge of my surprise, on arriving, to 
see poor dear Mrs. Hornem with her arms half round 
Ihe loins of a huge liussar-looking gonlloman I never set 
eyes on before ; and his, to say truth, rather more than 
half round her waist, turning round, and round, and round, 

to a (1 d see-saw ui>-and-down sort of tunc, that 

reminded me of tlie “Black joke,” only more ^^qffettuoso” 
till it made me quite giddy with wondering they were not 
so. By and by they stopp»^d n bit, and I thought they 
would sit or fall down : — but, no ; witli Mrs, H.’s hand on 
his shoulder, “ytwiw /ain»7»an<cr,”f (as Terence said, 
when I w’tts at school,) they walked about a minute, 
and then at it again, like two cockchafers .spitted on 
the same bodkin. 1 asked what all tins meant, when, 
with a loud laugh, a child no older than our Wilhelmina 
(a name I never heard but in the Vicar of Wakefield, 
though her mother would call her after the Princess of | 
Swappenbach) said, “I<ord! Mr. Hornem, can’t you see* 
they arcvaltzing!'’ or waltzing, (I forget which;) and then 
up she got, and her mother and sister, and away they went, 
and round-abouted it till supper-time. Now that I know 
what it is, I like it of all lltings, and so does Mrs. H. 
(though I have broken my shins, and four times over- 
turned Mrs. Homom’s maid, in practising the preliminary 
steps in a morning.) Indeed, so much do 1 like it, that 
having a turn fur rhyme, tastily displayed in some elec- 

♦ State of the i>oU, (laet dRV,) 6. 

t My liaUa U nil forijotieti, if a luan can he »aid to have forgotten what 
he never mrmxnherrA ; hut 1 Inuight my titlepage motto of a Catholic 
priest forsnillfe ehiliing hank token, after much hnsslinK for the even 
a)x|^»encs, . .jpp^dged the money to a papist , being all lor the memory of 
liDreevsl tgm ** Ivo popery,'* and quite regretting the downfall of the 
pope, biMSse we ea.nH\)ttru kirn any more. 


lion ballads, and songs in honour of all the victories, (but 
till lately I have had little practice in that way,} I sat 
down, and with the aid of W. P. Esq. and a few hints 
from Dr. B. (whose recitations I attend, and am mon- 
strous fond of Master B.’s manner of delivering his father’s 
late successful “D. L. Address,”) 1 composed the follow- 
ing hymn, wherewithal to make my sentiments known to 
the public, whom, nevertheless, I heartily despise as well 
as the critics. 

I am, Sir, yours, &c. &c. 

HORACE HORNEM. 


Muse of Uie niany-twinkling feet!* whose charms 
Are now extended up from legs to arms ; 

Terpsichore !— -too long misdeem’d a maid— 
Reproachful term— bestow’d bul to upbraid— 
Henceforth in all the bronze of brighUiess shine. 

The least a vestal of the virgin Nino. 

Far be from tliee and thine the name of prude ; 

Mock’d, yet triumphant; sneer'd at, unsubdued ; * 

I’hy legs must move to conquer as they fly. 

If but thy coats are reasonably high ; 

Thy breast — if bare enough — requires no shield ; 

Dance forth — mns armour thou shall take the field. 

And own — impregnable to most assaults. 

Thy not too lawfully begotten “Waltz.” 

Hail, nimble nymph ! to whom the young hussar, 

The whisker’d votary of waltz and war, 

His night devotes, despite of spur and boots ; 

A sight unmatch’d .since Orpheas and his brutes: 

Hail, spirit-stirring Waltz !-^eneath whose banners 
A modern hero fought for modish manners ; 

On Hounslow’s heath to rival Wellesley’sj fame, 

Cock'd — fired — and miss’d his man— but gain’d his aim ; 


• “ <Jlancc their many-twlnkling feet."— fi^roy. 

t To rival Lord W.’a, or his nejxiew'a, ae the reader pleeaee ; — theoM 
gnuivd a pretty womnii, whom he deserved, by fighting for ; and llie other 
has bmi l\i;:litU)g in the Peninsobi many a long day, *' by Shrewsbury 
dock," without pHiniugany thing in tluit country but the title of "the 
Great Lord," and " the Lord," which savours of nrofo nation, having been 
hitherto applieii only to that Being to whom " Te for carnage 

are the rankest blospherny.— It is to be presumed the genera) will one day 
return to his Sabine form b there 

“ To tame the genius of the stubborn plain, 

Alrnont 09 yuickly am he r.onqncr'd Spain I" 

The tiOrrl Pi terborongii conquered continents In a summer ; we do 
more — we contrive Iwth to conquer and lose them in a shorter season. If 
■'* great Lortl’s" f'fncin: fion pr^rest in agricalturr hr no speedier 
than tile pruporttonsl avernge of time in Pope's couplet, it wdi, according 
to the farmer’s proverb, he "ploughing with dogs." 

By the by— one of this illustrious person’s new titles is forcoUen— It It, 
however, worth remembering — Salvador del mun lol” cveaite, postsn/ 
If this be the apiMillatton annexed by the inhnbltanta of the Peninsula to 
the name of a man who has not yet saved them— query— are they worth 
saving even in this world ? for, according to the mildest mmllflcations of 
any C'hriatian creed, those thivse wortis make the odds much against them 
in the next. — " Saviour of the world," quotha 1— U were to be wished 
that he, or any one else, could save a comer of it— his country. Yet thie 
stupid misnomer, although It show's the near connexion between super* 
stiUon and impiety, so far has its use, that it proves tliere can be iiUle to 
dread from those Catholics (inquisitorial CAthoUus too) who can coaler 
such an appellation on a J^rutwtant. I su(;poee next year be wUl Iw 
entitled the " Virgin Mary if eo, Lord George Gordon himeclf would 
have nothing to object to auob liberal beiiardi m our JLady of Babylon. ^ 



THE WALT*. 


Hail moving muse ! to whom the fair one's breast 
Gives all it ean, and bids us take the rest. 

Oh ! for the flow of Busby, or of Fitz, 

The latter*8 loyalty, the former’s wits, 
i To energise the object I pursue,” 

And give both Belial and his dance their due ! 

Imperial Waltz! imported from the Rhine, 
(Famed for the growth of pedigrees and wine,) 
Long be thine import from all duty free, 

And hock itself be less esteemed than thee ; 

In some few qualities alike — fur hock 
Improves our cellar— our living stock. 

The he^ to hock belongs — thy subtler art 
Intoxicates alone the heedless heart: 

Through the full veins thy gentler poison swims, 

And wakes to wantonness the willing limbs. 

Oh Germany ! how much to thee we owe. 

As heaven-Wn Pitt can testify below, 

Ere cursed confoderation made thee France’s, 

And only lefl us thy d— d debts and dances ! 

Of subsidies and Hanover b(‘reft, 

We bless thee still — for George the Third is left! 

Of kings the best — and last, not hmst in wfirth, 

For graciously begetting George the Fourth. 

To Germany, and higlmosses serene, 

Who owe us millions — do n’t we owe the queen ? 

To Germany, what owe we not besides? 

So oft bestowing Brunswickors and brides ; 

Who paid for vulgar, with her royal blood, 

Drawn fr(«Ti the stem of each Teutonic stud : 

Who sent us — so be pardon’d all her faults — 

A dozen dukes — some kings— a queen — and Waltz. 

But peace to her — her emperor and diet, 

Though now transferr’d to Buonaparte’s “fiat!” 

Back to my theme— O Muse of motion ! say, 

How first to Albion found thy Waltz her way? 

Borne on the breath of hyperborean gales, 

From Hamburg’s port, (while Hamburg yet had mails 
Ere yet unlucky Fame — compell’d to creep 
To snowy Goltenhurg — was chill’d to sleo]) ; 

Or, starting from her slumbers, deign’d arise, 
Heligoland! to stock thy mart with lies; 

While unburnt Moscow* yet had news to send, 

Nor owed her fiery exit to a friend, 

She came— Waltz came — and with her certain sets 
Of true despatches, and as true gazettes ; 

Then flamed of Auslerliiz the blest despatch, 

Which Moniteur nor Morning Post can match ; 

And — almost crush’d beneath the glorious news— 
Ten plays, and forty tales of Kotzebue’s ; 

One envoy’s letters, six composers’ airs, 

And loads from Frankftirt and from Loipsic fairs ; 
Meiner’s four volumes upon womankind, 

Like Lapland witches to ensure a wind ; 

Brunck’s heaviest tome for ballast, and, to back it, 

Of Heyne, such as should not sinkithe packet. 
Prauglit with this cargo— and her fairest freight. 
Delightful Waltz, on tiptoe for a mate. 


* Thn patriotic nrton of our amiAble Aliios cannot be auSIclentljr com- 
mended— iior eiilmcribcd for. Amone other delaiU omillrd io the ratioiia 
deepntchee of our elivpieut ambm»«Hi(for. he did not Klnie, (beiug too mudi 
occupied with tho expioiU of (.'ol. C - ~ — , in ewimminfi: river* frozen, 
Kiid f*ll4^ing over road* impaaaable,) that one ciitux province perMbe<i 
by famitie iii ihe moat raelancbuly manner, aa foilowa: — In General Ro- 
atopehiii'* conwiinmnte eouflagmlion, the conaumption of tallow and 
train oil WM *o grml, that the market wna inadetiuale to the demand : 
xn.d thua one hundred and tbiny.tliree thnuaaiid jteraotia were alarved to 
death, by being reduced to whoteaome diet I 'J'he lam|>]iKbt«ra of (,ondon 
have aioce subecrUied a pint (of nil) a piece, and the tullow-ctiandlera have 
atutnimoufly voted a quantity of beat moulds (four to the pound) to the 
relief of the eunrWlng Scythiana— the scarcity wil> aoon, by autdi cxer- 
Uon*! *ad a proper attention to the quality rather than the quantity of 
urpvuloo, he totally alleviated. It is aiiid, in return, Uiat the untouched 
Vkralne has sobaenbed sixty thonoand beeves for a day’a meal to our suf- 

Isring manufaetiirerv. 


The welcome vessel reach’d the genial stftnd, 

And round her flock’d the daughters of the lyH. 

Not decent David, when, before the ark, 

Hi.s grand pasoseul excited some remark ; 

Not love-lorn duixote, when his Sancho thought 
The knight’s* fandango friskier than it ought ; 

Not soft Herod ias, when with winning tread 
Her nimble feet danced off another’s head ; 

Not Cleopatra on her galley’s deck. 

Display’d so mud) of hg, or more of neckf 
Than thou, ambrosial Waltz, when first the moon 
Beheld thee twirling to a Saxon tune! 

To you, ye husbands of ten years ! whose brows 
Ache with the annual tributes of a spouse ; 

To you of nine years less, who only bear 
The budding sprouts of those that you shall weari 
With added ornaments around them roll’d 
Of native brass, or law-awarded gold ; 

To you, ye matrons, ever on the watch 
To mar a son’s, or make a daughter’s match ; 

To you, ye children of— whom chance accords— 
Always the ladies, and sometimes their lords; 

To you, ye single gentlemen, who seek 
Torments for lift*, or pleasures for a week ; 

As Love or Hymen your endeavours guide, 

To gain your own, or snatch another’s bride 
To one and all tlie lovely stranger came, 

And every ball-room echoes with her name. 

Endearing Waltz! — to thy more molting tune 
Row Irish jig and ancient rigadooii. 

Scolcli reels, avaunt! and country-dance, forego 
Your future claims to each fantastic toe ! 

Waltz — Waltz alone — both legs and arms demands, 
Liberal of feet, and lavisli of her hands; 

Hands which may freely range in public sight 
Where ne’er before — but — pray “ put out Uio light.** 
Methinks tl)t? glare of yonder chandelier 
Shines much too far— or I am much too near ; 

And true, though strange — Waltz whispers this remark] 
“ My slippery steps are safest in tho dark !” 

But here the muse with due decorum halts, 

And lends her longest petticoat to Waltz. 

Observant travellers of every time ! 

Ye quartos puhlisli’d upon every clime! 

O say, shall dull Ilomaika’s heavy round, 

Fandango’s wriggle, or Bolero’s bound ; 

Can Egypt’s Almas* — tarilalizing group — 

Columbia’s caperers to llie warlike w}ioo|>— 

C’an augfit from cold Kamsf'Jialka to Cape Horn 
With Waltz compare, or after w'altz be borne? 

Ah ijo! from Morier’s pages down to Galt’s, 

Each tourist pens a paragraph for “Waltz.” 

Shades of those belles whose reign began of yore, 
With George the Third’s — and ended long before !— 
Though in your daughters’ daughters yet you thrive, 
Burst from your li-ad, and be yourselves alive! 

Bark to the ball-room speed your sped red host: 

Ford’s Paradise is dull to that you lost. 

No treacherous pnw'der bids conjecture quake ; 

No stiff-starch’d slays moke meddling fingers ache, 
(Transferr’d to those ambiguous things that ape 
xoats in their visage, f women in foeir shape ;) 

* Dancing girls— who liu for hire whnt Wslt* doth gratis. 

1 It CHhiiot t)« ciiin|ilinn«a now, os in the Dady BauMierc’s time, of th« 
“ Nirur Uc la Croix,” thnt there be “ no whisfeer* but how (kr tlwM 
ir« imhctttions f»f valour in tlwt field, or elwwhere, may atiU be tioeslioij. 
ible. Much may be and hath been a vouched on both sides. In we olden 
-icne plnloso|iher* had whiskers, and soldiers nniiS’— Sdpio hlrnoelf WM 
shaven— Hannilial thought bis one eye Imndsome enough without n 
beanl; but Adrian, the «ra(»eror, wore » beard (having warts on' Me 
■hin, which neither the KmpreM Babins nor even the courtier* oottld 
abide)— Turanno hod whiskers, Marlborough none— Buonaparte I* un» 
wiiiskered, the Regent whiskered ; ” argot” greatitsss of ailad owi 
whiskers may or may not go together ; but certainly the dHTerMat oeaoi^ 
ices, sinra the growth of the last>mentinned, go furtbor in behalf of 
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No dMVMl faints when rather closely press’d, 

But more caressing seems when most caress’d ; 
Superfluous hartshorn, and reviving salts, 

Both banish’d by the sovereign coidial ** Waltz.” 

Seductive Waltz !— though on thy native shore 
Even Werter’s self proclaim’d thee half a whore ; 
Werter-*to decent vice though much inclined, 

Yet warm, not wanton ; dazzled, but not blind^ 
Though gentle Genlis, in her strife with Stael, 

Would even proscribe thee from a Paris ball ; 

The fashion hails — from countesses to queens. 

And maids and valets waltz behind the scenes ; 

Wide and more wide thy witching circle spreads. 

And turns— if nothing else — at least our heads ; 

With thee oven clumsy cits attempt to bounce, 

And cockneys practise what they can’t pronounce. 
Gods! how the glorious theme my strain exalts, 

And rhyme finds partner rhyme in praise of “ Waltz !” 
Blest was the time Waltz chose for hw dibut; 

The court, the Regent, like herself were new 
New face for friends, for foes some new rewards ; 

New ornaments for black and royal guards; 

New laws to hang the rogues that roar’d for broad ; 

New coins (most newf ) to follow those that fled ; 

New victories — ^nor can we prize them less, 

Though Jenky wonders at his own success ; 

New wars, because the old succeed so well, 

That most survivors envy those who fell ; 

Now mistresses — no, old — and yet *t is true, 

Though they be oW, the thing is something new ; 

Each new, quite new — (except some ancient tricks, {) 
Now whitcHSticks, gold-sticks, broom-sticks, all new 
Yiiith vests or ribands— deck’d alike in hue, [sticks ! 

New troopers strut, new turncoats blush in blue : 

So saith the muse— my ,§ what say you ? 

Such WBB the time when Waltz might best maintain 
Her new preferments iii this novel reign ; 

Such was the time, nor ever yet was such ; 

Hoops are no marsy and petticoats noi much ; 

Morals and minuets, virtue and her stays, 

And tell-tale powder^^ll have had tlieir days. 

The ball begins — the honours of the house 
First duly done by daughter or by spouse, 

Some potentate— or royal or serene— 

With Kent’s gay grace, or sapient Gloucester’s mien, 
Leads forth the ready damo, whose rising flush 
Might once have been mistaken for a blush. 

Frond where the garb just leaves the bosom free, 

That spot where hearts|| were once supposed to bo ; 


Round ail the confines of the yiekled waisti 
The strangest hand may wander uodispleoed ; 

The lady’s in return may grasp as mu^ 

As princely paunches o^r to her toudi. 

Pleased round the chalky floor how well they trtp» 

One hand reposing on tlm royal hip ; 

The other to the shoulder no less rojuU 
Ascending with aflection truly loyal ! 

Thus front to front the. partners move or stand, 

The foot may rest, but none withdraw the band ; 

And all in turn may follow in their rank, 

The Earl of— Asterisk — and Lady— Blank ; 

Sir — Such-a-ono — ^with those of fashion’s host, 

For whose blest surnames — vide “ Morning Post 
(Or if for that impartial print too late, 

Search Doctors’ Commons six months from my date,)-* 
Thus all and each, in movement soft or slow, 

The genial contact gently undergo ; 

Till some might marvel, with the noodest Turk, 

I If “ nothing follows all this palming work?”* 

True, honest Mirza ! — you may trust my rhyme— 
Sometliing does follow at a fitter time ; 

The breast thus publicly resign’d to man, 

In private may resist him— if it can. 

O yo who loved our grandmothers of yore, 
Fitzpatrick, Sheridan, and many more ! 

And thou, my prince ! whose sovereign taste and will 
It is to love the lovcjly beldames still ! 

Thou ghost of dueensborry ! whose judging sprite 
Satan may spare to peep a single night, 

Pronounce — if ever in your days of bliss 
Asmodeus struck so bright a stroke as this ; 

To teach the young ideas how to rise, 

Flush in the clicek and languish in the eyes 
Rush to the heart and lighten through tho frame, 

W ith half>told wish -and ill-dissembled flame ; 

For prurient nature still will storm tho breast — 

PVhoy tempted thus, can answer for the rest ? 

But ye — ^who never felt a single thought 
For what our morals are to be or ought ; 

Who wisely wish the cliarms you view to reap, 

Say — would you make those beauties quite so dieap 
Hot from tho hands promiscuously applied. 

Round the slight waist, or down the glowing side, 
Whore were the rapture then to clasp the form 
From this lewd grasp and lawless contact warm ? 

At once love’s most endearing Uiought resign. 

To press the hand so press’d by none but thine; 

To gaze ujwn that eye which never mot 


whiskers than the anathema of Anselm did agahut long hair in the reign 
of Henry 1. 

Formerly red was a favourite colour. See Lodowlck Barrey’s comedy 
of Ram Alley, (661, Act I. Scene 1. 

Taffeta. Now, for a wager— Wliat coloured beard comes next by 
the window 7 

** Adriano. A black man’s, T think. 

** Taffeta. I think not so : I think a red, for that is most in fashion.” 

Tliere is *' nothing new under the sun but red, then e. favourite, has 
now subsided into a /aoounVe’s colour. 

• An anachronicro'-Wallr. and tlie battle of Austerlitz are before said 
to have opened tho ball together : the bard means, (If he me-tiis any thine, ) 
Walu was not so much in vogue (ill the. Regent attained the aemb of bis 
popularity. Walt?., the comet, whiskers, and the new government, illu- 
minated heaven and earlii, in alt their glory, much a,boot the same time : 
of these the comet only 1ms disapiiuarcd ; the oilier three continue to 
astonish us stUl.— /Vinter’s Devil, 

t Among otiiers a new nlnoiNtnee— a creditable coin now forthco- 
ming, worth a (Ktund, in paper, at the fairest calculation. 

J ” Oh that riffAt should thus overcome might /” Who does not re- 
member the ” delicate investigation” in the ” Merry Wives of Wind- 
sor?” 

** jPord. Pray you, come near t if I suspect without cause, why then 
make sport at me ; then let me be your Jest ; I deserve it. How now ? 
whither bear you this ? 

»* Mrs. Ford. What have you to do whither they hear it I— you were 
best meddle with buck-wesbing.” 

I The gentle, or ferocious reader, may fill up tlie blank as he pleases— 
there are several dissyllabic names at hie service, (being already in the 
Regent’s :) it would not be fair to back any peculiar inltisl aninst the 
nllMbet, as every month will add to the list now entered for the sweep- 
ntakes « disUnguisbed consonant is said to be the favourite, much 
•fainet the wlches of the htowing ones. 

K We have ehanied all that ” says the Mock Doctor— H is all gone— 
Amodemi knows where. Afier sll, it is of no great tmtairiance how wo- 
mnSi hMfta are disposed of } they tiave nature’s privilege to distribuie 


Another’s ardent look without regret ; 

Approach the lip which all, without restraint, 
Come near enough — if not to touch— to taint ; 

If such thou lovest— love her then no more, 

Or give — like her — caresses to a score ; 

Her mind with those is gone, and with it go 
Tho little left behind it to bestow. 

Voluptuous Waltz! and dare I thus blaspheme? 
Thy bard forgot thy praises were his theme* 
Terpsichore, forgive!— at every bail 
IViy wife now; waltzes — and my daughters shaU ; 
My son — (or stop — ’t is needless to inquire— 
These little accidents should ne’er transpire ; 
Some ages hence our genealogic tree 
Will wear as green a bough for him as me)— 
Waltzing shall rear, to make our name amends, 
Grandsons for me — in heirs to all his friends. 


them ai alwurdly ai poisible. But there are aiao aome meo wiUi hearla 
so thorougiiiy bad, aa lo remind ueof thoae phenomena ofton mentloiMd 
in natural bietory ; viz. a mnaa of aoUd atone— only to be opened by ferea 
— «ud wiien divided, you diacover a toad in the centre, lively, *im wRh 
the reputation of being venomoua. 

* In Turkey a )>eninenl, here an impertinent and inpeHluous quea- 
tion— iiteraliy put, aa in Uie text, tiy a Pereiait to Morier, on aeemz ae, 
waluinPera. — Vide Morie>-*e Travele. 



THE AGE OF BRONZE ; 

OR, 

CARMEN SECULARE ET ANNUS BAUD MIRABILIS. 


‘ Impar Congrtstus Achi!]i.*' 


The ” good old tiroes”— all times when oil are good — 
Are gone ; the present might be if they would ; 

Great things have been, and are, and greater still 
Want little of mere mortals but their will ; 

A wider epace, a greener field, is given 

To those who play their “ tricks before high heave;i*” 

I know not if the angels weep, but men 
Have wept enough — for what? — to weep again. 

If. 

All is exploded — ^be it good or bad. 

Reader! remember when thou wert a lad. 

Then Pitt was all ; or, if not all, so much, 

His very rival almost deemM him such. 

We, we have seen the intellectual race 
Of giants stand, like Titans, face to face— 

Athos and Ida, with a dashing sea 
Of eloquence between, which flow’d all free, 

As the deep billows of the ASgean roar 
BotMiixt the Hellenic and the Phrygian shore. 

But whore are tliey — ^the rivals ? — a few feet 
Of sullen earth divide each winding sheet. 

How peaceful and how powerful is the grave 
Which hushes all ! a calm, unstormy wave 
Which oversweeps the world. The theme is old 
Of “ Dust to dust but half its tale untold : 

Time tempers not its terrors — still the worm 
Winds its cold folds, the tomb preserves its form 
Varied above, but still alike below ; 

The um may shine, the ashes will not glow, 

Though Cleopatra’s mummy cross the sea 
O’er which from empire she lured Antony ; 

Though Alexander’s urn a show be grown 
On shore’s he wept to conquer, though unknown— 

How vain, how worse than vain, at length appear 
1'he madman’s wish, the Macedonian’s tear ! 

He wept for worlds to conquer — half the eartli 
Knows not his name, or but his death, and birth. 

And desolation ; while his native Greece 
Hath all of desolation, save its peace. 

He <^wept for worlds to conquer!” ho who ne’er 
Conceived the globe, he panted not spare ! 

With even tlw busy Northern Isle unknown, 

Which holds his um, and never knew his throne. 

lU. 

But where is he, the modem, mistier far, 

Who, born no king, made monarchs draw his car ; 

The new Sesostris, whoso unharness’d kings, 

Freed from the bit, believe themselves with wings, 

And spurn the dust o’er which they crawl’d of late, 
Chain’d to the chariot of the chiefiain’s state 7 
Yes ! where is he, the champion and the child 
Of ak that ’• great or little, wise or wild 7 
Whose game was empires, and whose stakes were 
thrones? 

Wliofs table earth— whose dice were human bones 7 


Behold the grand result in yon lone isle, 

And, as thy nature urges, weep or smile. 

Sigh to behold the eagle’s lofty rage "•* 

Reduced to nibble at his narrow cage ; 

Smile to survey the queller of the nations 
Now daily squabbling o’er disputed rations ; 

Weep to perceive him mourning, as he dines, 

O’er curtail’d dishes and o’er stinted wines ; 

O’er petty quarrels upon petty things. 

Is tliis tlie man who scourged or feasted kings? 
Behold the scales in which his fortune hangs, 

A surgeon’s statement, and an earl’s harangues 
A bust delay’d, a book refused, can shako 
The sleep of him who kept tlie world awake. 

Is tins indeed the tamer of the great, 

Now slave of all could tease or irritate — 

The paltry gaoler and the prying spy, 

The staring stranger with his nolebwk nigh ? 
Plunged in a dungeon, he had still been great ; 

How low, how little was this middle state, 

Between a prison and a palace, where 
How few could feel for what ho had to bear ! 

Vain his complaint, — my lord presents his bill, 

His food and wine were doled out duly still ; 

Vain was his sickness, never was a clime 
So free from homicide — to doubt ’s a crime ; 

And the stiff surgeon, who maintain’d his cause, 
Hath lost his place, and gain’d tlio world’s applause. 
But smile — though all the pangs of brain and heart 
Disdain, defy, the tardy aid of art; 

Though, save the few fond friends, and imaged face 
Of that fair boy his sire shall ne’er embrace, 

None stand by his low bed — though even the mind 
Be wavering, which long awed and awes mankind ; 
Smile — ^for the fetter’d eagle breaks his chain, 

And higher worlds than this ore his again. 

IV. 

How, if that soaring spirit still retain 
A conscious twilight of his blazing reign, 

How must he smile, on looking down, to see 
The little that ho was and souglit to be ! 

What tliough his name a vp^ider empire found 
Than his ambition, though witli scarce a bound ; 
Though first in glory, deepest in reverse, 

He tasted empire’s blessings and its curse ; 

Though kings, rejoicing in their late escape 
From chains, would gladly be f/wir tyrant’s ape ; 
How must he smile, and turn to yon lone grave, 

The proudest seamark that o’ertops the wave! 

What though his gaoler, duteous to the last, 

Scarce deem’d the coffin’s lead could keep him fast, 
Refusing one poor line along the lid, 

To date the birth and death of all it hk) ; 

That name shall hallow the ignoble shore, 

A talisman to all save him who bore : 

The fleets that sweep before the eastern blast 
Shall hear tlieir seaboys hail it fix>m the niaat; 



iw. .... 

> WImw, tofanim but rite, 

UwlVNBpi^ pfllar^ in aiaurt’s ekim, 

;> >fW foehy m Ibat ii^ held hie dust 
Bhi^ arm 1h« Ada^ like the hero’t buit, 

Po more than niggard envy irtitt ^nies. 

But what are theee to him? Can glory’s lust 
Touch die treed apirit or the fetter’d dust? 

Small care hath he of what his tomb consists ; 
Kaught if he sleep»»-nor more if he exists : 

Alike the bietten>«eeiiig Shade will smile 
On the rude carem of the rocky isle, 

As if his ashes found their latest home 
In Rome’s Pantheon or Gaul’s mimic dome. 

He wants not this ; but France shall feel the want 
Of this last consolation, though so scant ; 

Her honour, fame, and faith demand his bones, 

To rear abo?e a pyramid of thrones ; 

Or carried onward in the battle’s van, 

To form, like Guesclin’s'*' dust, her udisman. 

But be it as it is— the time may come 

His name shall beat the alarm, like Ziska’s drum. 


Oh heaven ! of which he was in power a feature ; 

Oh earth ! of which he was a noble creature ; 

Thou isle! to be remember’d long and well, 

That saw’st the unfledg’d eaglet chip his shell ! 

Ye Alps, which view’d him in his dawning flights 
Hover, the victor of a hundred fights ! 

Thou Rome, who saw’st thy Caesar’s deeds outdone ! 
Alas ! why past he too the Rubicon— 

The Rubicon of man’s awaken’d rights, 

To herd with vulgar kings and parasites ? 

Egypt! from whose all dateless tombs arose 
Forgotten Pharaohs from tlieir long repose, 

And shook within their pyramids to hear 
A new Cambysis thundering in their ear ; 

While tlio dark shades of forty ages stood 
Like startled giants by Nile’s famous flood ; 

Or from the pyramid’s tall pinnacle 
Beheld the desert peopled, as from hell, 

With clashing hosts, who strew’d the barren sand 
To ro-monure the uncultivated land ! 

Spain! which, a moment mindless of the Cid, 

Beheld his banner flouting thy Madrid ! 

Austria ! which saw thy twico-ta’en capital 
Twice spared, to lie the traitress of his fall ! 

Ye race of Frederic! — Frederics but in name 
And falsehood— heirs to all except his fame ; 

Who, cnish’d at Jena, crouch’d at Berlin, fell 
First, and but rose to follow ! Ye who dwell 
Where Kosciusko dwelt, remembering yet 
The unpaid amount of Catherine’s bloody debt \ 

Poland ! o’er which the avenging angel past. 

But left thee as he found thee, still a waste. 
Forgetting all thy still enduring claim, 

Thy lotted people and extinguish’d name, 

Thy sigh for freedom, thy long-flowing tear, 

TlHit Mouud that crashes in the tyrant’s oar— 
Koecuisko! On — on — on— the thirst of war 
€hu(ps for the gore of serfs, and of their czar. 

The half barbaric Moscow’s minarets 
Oleam in the sun, but ’t is a sun that sets ! 

Moscow ! tiiou limit of his long career, 

For which rude Charles had wept his frozen tear 
To see ki vain— he saw thee— how ? with spire 
And palace fUel to one common Are. 

To this the soklier lent his kindling match, 

To this the peasant gave his cottage thatch, 

To this the his hoarded store, 

The prince Moscow was no more ' 


Sublimest of vofooiiosl iSiHlie 

Pales before thine, and Hecdt *9 Huae; 

Vesuvius siiows his bla»e, an tistial 

For gaping tourists, from his kodeney^ height: 

Thou stand’st alone uhrivsi’d, till the flb 

To come, in which all empires shaJ] expire ! 

Thou other element! as strong and stent, 

To teach a lesson conquerors will not learn ! 

Whose icy wing flapp’d o’er the faltering foe, 

Till fell a hero with each flake of snow ) 

How did they numbing beidc ahd silent fofig 
Pierce, till hosts perish’d with a single pang! 

In vain shall Seine look up along his banks 
For the gay thousands of his dashing ranks ! ^ 

In vain shall France recall beneath her vines 
Her youth— their blood flows faster than her wines ; 
Or stagnant in their human ice remains 
In frozen mummies on the Polar plains. 

In vain will Italy’s broad sun awaken 

Her offspring chill’d ; its beams are now forsaken. 

Of all the trophies gather’d from the war, 

What shall return ? — the conqueror’s broken oar ; 
The conqueror’s yet unbroken heart ! Again 
The horn of Roland sounds, and not in vain. 

I.utzcn, where fell tlie Swede of victory, 

Beholds him conquer, but, alas ! not die ; 

Dresden surveys three despots fly once more 
Before their sovereign, — sovereign as before ; 

But there exhausted Fortune quits the field, 

And Leipsic’s treason bids the unvanquish’d yield 
The Saxon jackal leaves the lion’s side 
To turn the bear’s, and wolf’s, and fox’s, guide ; 
And backward to the den of his despair 
The forest monarch shrinks, but finds no lair 
Oh ye ! and each, and all ! Oh Prance! who found 
Thy long fliir titdds, plough’d up as hostile ground 
Disputed foot by foot, till treason, still 
His only victor, from Montmartre’s hill , 

Look’d down o’er trampled Paris ! and thou Isle, 
Which scest Etruria from thy ramparts smile 
Thou momentary shelter of his pride, 

Till woo’d by danger, his yet weeping bride 
Oh Franco ! retaken by a single march, 

Whoso path was through one long triumphal arch ! 
Oh bloody and most bootless Waterloo ! 

Which proves how fools may have their fortune too, 
Won half by blunder, half by treachery; 

Oh dull Saint Helen! with thy gaoler nigh— 

Hear ! hear Prometlieus* from his rock appeal 
To eartli, air, ocean, all that felt or foel 
His power and glory, all who yet shall hear 
A nrnno eternal as the rolling year; 

He teaches lliem tlie lesson taught so long. 

So oft, so vainly— Icam to do no wrong ! 

A single step into the right had made 
This man tlie Washington of worlds betray’d , 

A single slop into the wrong has given 

His name a doubt to all the winds of heaven ; * 

The reed of Fortune, and of thrones the rod, 

Of fame the Moloch pr the demigod ; 

His country’s Ceesar, Europe’s Hannibal, 

Without their decent dignity of fall. 

Yet Vanity herself had bettor taught 
A surer path even to the fame he sought, 

By pointing out on history’s fhiitless page 
Ten thousand conquerors for a single sage. 

While Franklin’s quiet memory climbs to heaven, 
Calming the lightning which he thence hath riven. 

Or drawing from the no less kindled earth 
Freedom and peace to that which boasts his birth ; 
While Washington’s a watdiword, sudi as ne’er 
l^idl sink while tliere ’s an echo left to air: 


•OoMeliAa 
were broufht e 
fnoUered tohiesibee. 


IBim (t a city : It etirrendered, end the hsye . 
¥ii» bier, CO tnet tte pUce nil|ht Apfiewrl 


* I refer the render to the flret addrees of Fromettisut In 

when be in left aknt by hie aUendaitie, and btfori Un tirilW 
] Chorus ofSeenymphs. 




Wilfe Mud mm 

Foffete Pisim ifaoiit Ba^ 

AJm ! wby iMiit iftaie Atkiilio w«r« 

^viiidi f«iriM gild % tyrsnt** grniw— 

• The king ofkiiigi, «iid yel of 
Who bontv tho cbninB of milliQiit to renew 
The very letters whkh his am broke through, 

And crush'd the rights of Europe sjul his oarn. 

To flit between a dungeon and a throne? 

▼I. 

But *t will not bw—the epaih *a awaken'd--do ! 

The swarthy Spaniard feels his former glow; 

The same high spirit which beat back the Moor 
Througl^ eight long ages of alternate gore 
EevireA-and where? in that avenging clime 
Where Spain waa once syncmymoas with crime, 
Where Cortes’ and Pizarro’s banner flew, 

The infant world redeems her name of “ NaoJ* 

’T is the okt aspiration breathed afresh, 

To kindle souls within degraded flesh, 

Such as repulsed the Persian from the shore 
Where Greece iixm>— 'N o ! she still is Grefxse once more 
One common cause makes myriads of one breast, 

^ Slaves of the east, or helots of the west ; 

On Andes’ and on Athos’ peaks unfurl’d, 

The self-same standard streams o’er either world ; 

The Athenian wears again Harmodius’ sword ; 

The Chili chief abjures his foreign lord ; 

The Spartan knows himself once more a Greek, 
Young Freedom plumes the crest of each cacique ; 
Debating despots, heram’d on either shore, 

Shrink vainly from the roused Atlantic’s roar ; 

Through Calpe’s strait the rolling tides advance. 
Sweep slightly by the half>tamed land of France, 

Dash o’er the old Spaniard’s cradle, and would fain 
Unite Ausonia to the mighty main ; 

But driven from thence awhile, yet not for aye 
Break o’er th’ j£!gcan, mindful of the day 
Of tialamis !— there, there the waves arise, 

Not to be lull’d by tyrant victories. 

Lone, lost, abandon’d in their utmost need 
By Christians, unto whom they gave their creed, 

The desolated lands, the ravaged isle, 

The foster’d feud encouraged to beguile 
The aid evaded, and the cold delay, 

Prolong’d but in the hope to make a prey ; — 

These, these shall toll the tale, and Greece can show 
The false friend worse than the infuriate foe. 


Nordd $ 

Tb© warlike flithero of « tboutand ymm* 

That seed is sown and reap’d, as oft tb« Mmi ‘ 
Sighs to remember on hie dtui^ sbose. 

Long in the peasant’s song or poet’s page 
Has dwelt the memory of Abencerrage ; 

The Zegri, and the captive vicuvs, Oting 
Back to the barbarous realm from whei^ they imnmg, 
But these are gone-^hoir faith, their swords, their away, 
Yet left more antichristian foes dian they; 

The bigot monarch and the butcher priest, 

The Inquisition, with her burning feast, 

The faith’s red auto,” fed with human fuel, 

W’hile sate the Catholic Moloch, calmly cruel, 
Enjoying, with inexorable eye, 

That fiery festival of agony ! 

The stem or feeble sovereign, one or both 
By turns ; the haughtiness whose pride was sloth : 

The long degenerate noble ; tlie debased 
Hidalgo, and the peasant less disgraced, 

But more degraded; the unpeopled realm; 

The once proud navy which for^t tlie helm ; 

The once impervious phalanx disarray’d ; 

The idle forge that form'd Toledo’s blade ; 

The foreign wealth that flow’d on ev’ry shore, 

Save hers who earn’d it with die natives’ goro ; 

The very language which might vie with Rome’s, 

And once was known to nations like their home’s, 
Neglected or forgotten such was Spain ; 

But such he is not, nor shall be again. 

These worst, those horne invaders, felt and feel 
The new Nuniontino soul of old Castile. 

Up ! up again ! undaunted Tauridor I 
The bull of Phalaris renews his roar ; 

Mount, chivalrous Hidalgo ! not in vain 
Revive the cry— “ lago ! and close Spain !”♦ 

Yes, close her with your armed bosoms round, 

And form the barrier which Napoleon found,— 

The exterminating war, the desert plain. 

The streets without a tenant, save the slain ; 

The wild sierra, with its wilder troop 
Of vulturc-plumod guerillas, on the stoop 
For their incessant prey ; the desperate wall 
Of Saragossa, mightiest in her fall ; 

The man nerved to a spirit, and the maid 
lYaving her more than Amazonian blade 
The knife of Arragon,! Toledo’s steel ; 

The famous lancc of chivalrous Castile; 


But this is well: Greeks only should free Greece, 
Not the barbarian, with his mask of peace. 

How should the autocrat of bondage be 
The king d* serfs, and set the nations free ? 

Better still serve the hau^ty Mussulman, 

Than swell the Cossaque’s prowling caravan ; 
Better still toil for masters, than await, 

The slave of slaves, before a Russian gate,— 
Number’d by hordes, a human capital, 

A live estate, existing but fur thrall, 

Lotted fay thousands, as a meet reward 
For the first courtier in the czar’s regard ; 

While their immediate owner never*tastes ^ 

His sleep, sons dreaming of Siberia’s wastes ; 
Better succumb even to their own despair, 

And drive the camel than purvey the beax. 

vn. 

But not alone within the hoariest clime 
Where Freedom dates her birth with that of Time, 
And not alone where, plunged in nij^t, a crowd 
Of Incas darken to a dubious cloud. 

The dawn revives: renown’d, romantic Spain 
Holds back the invader from her soil again. 

Not now the Roman tribe nor Punic horde 


“’he unerring rifle of the Catalan ; 

'he Andalusian courser in the van ; 

'he torch to make a Moscow of Madrid ; 

.mi in each heart the spirit of the Cid 
Such have been, such shall be, such are. Advance, 
Uid win — ^not Spain, but thine own freedom, France ! 
vin. 

Jut lo ! a congress ! What ! that hallow’d name 
lYhich freed foe Atlantic? May we hope the same 
For outworn Europe ? With the sound arise, 

Like Samuel’s sliade to Saul’s monarchic eyes, 

The prophets of young Freedom, summon’d fiu* 

Yrom climes of Washington and Bolivar ; 
lenry, the forest-bom Demosthenes, 
tVhose thunder shook the Philip of the seas ; 
ind stoic Franklin’s energetic shade, 
obed in the lightnings which his hand allay’d ; 
nd Washington, the tyrant-tamer, wake, 

'o bid us bluifo for these old chains, or break, 
tut who compose this senate of the few 
That should redeem the many ? Who renew 
liis consecrated name, till now assign’d 
'o councils held to ben^t mankind ? 


Demand her fields as lists to prove the swoid ; 
Net now the Vandal or the Visigoth 
BoUnto the plains, alike abhorring both; 


*• at. itfo t and dOM Spain i" Ui« oM SpAnidt nwiwem. 

. The Arnsooiene era pecnlUirlf dcxteroiu in the OM or tUi 
end dleplarea it pertieulnrljr in former French were. 



THi OFI^OKSEA. 


yVho now naaonMo at tha hdy call? 

The blast Alliance, which says three are all ! 

An earthly trinity ! which wears the shape 
Of heaven^s, aa man is mimickM by the ape. 

A pious unity! in purpose one— 

To melt three fools to a Napoleon. 

Why, Egypt’s gods were rational to these ; 

Their dogs and oxen knew their own degrees, 

And, quiet in their kennel or their shed, 

Cared little, so that they were duly fed ; 

But these, more hungry, must have something more. 
The power to bark and bite, to toss and gore. ,, 

Ah ! how much happier wore good ASsop’s frogs 
Than we ! for ours are animated logs, 

Willi ponderous malice swaying to and fro, 

And crushing nations with a stupid blow ; 

All dully anxious to leave little work 
Unto the revolutionary stock. 

IX. 

Thrice blest Verona! since the holy three 
With their imperial presence shine on thee ; 

Honour’d bv them, thy treacherous site forgets 

The vaunted tomb of “ all the Capulets 

Thy Soaligers — for what was “Dog the Great,” 

“ Can Grande,” (which I venture to translate,) 

To these suhlimer pugs? Thy poet too, 

Catullus, whose old laurels yield to new ; 

Thine amphitheatre, where Romans sate ; 

And Dante’s exile shelter’d by thy gate ; 

Thy good old man,* whose world was all within 
Thy wall, nor knew the couniry hold him in: 

Would that the royal guests it girds about 
Were so far like, as never to get out ! 

Ay, shout ! inscribe ! rear monuments of shame, 

To tell Oppression that the world is tame ! 

Crowd to the theatre with loyal rage, 

The comedy is not upon the stage ; 

The show is rich in ribandry and stars, 

Then gaze upon it through thy dungeon bars ; 

Clap thy permitted palms, kind Italy, 

For thus much still thy fettered hands are free. 

X. 

Resplendent sight! Behold the coxcomb czar. 

The autocrat of waltzes and of war ! 

As eager for a plaudit as a realm, 

And just as fit for flirting as the helm; 

A Calmuck beauty with a Cossack wit, 

And generous spirit, when ’t is not frostbit ; 

Now half dissolving to a liberal thaw, 

But harden’d back whene'er tlie morning’s raw ; 

With no objection to true liberty, 

Except that it would make the nations free. 

How well the imperial dandy prates of peace, 

How fain, if Greeks would be his slaves, free C^cece! 
How nobly gave he back the Poles tlieir Diet, ^ 

Then told pugnacious Poland to be quiet ! 

How kindly would he send the mild Ukraine, 

With all her pleasant pulks, to lecture Spain ! 

How royally show off in proud Madrid 
His goodly person, from the South long hid ! 

A blessing cheaply purchased, tlie world knows, 

By having Muscovites for friends or foes. 

Proceed, thou namesake of great Philip’s ton 
La Harpe, thine Aristotle, beckons on ; 

And that which Scythia was to him of yore 
Find with thy Scythians on Iberia’s shore. 

Yet think upon, thou somewhat aged youth, 

Thy predecessor on the hjn^rg of Pruth ; 

Thou hast to aid thee, iMA his lot be thine, 

Many an old woman, but no Catberine.f 

• Th» tkmoif old man ^ Verona. 

t Tt)» of Oiililipie extHeeted Peter (eatted the Great by 

Whan MaeeulmanaoQ the banki of tha rirer 


Spain too hath rocks, and rivers, and defiles— 

The bear may rush into the lion’s toils. 

Fatal to Goths are Xeres* sunny fields ; 

Think’st thou to iliee Napoleon’s victor yidds t 
Better reclaim Ihy de.wrts, turn thy swords 
To ploughshares, shave and wash thy Bashkir hoedesi 
Redeem thy realms from slavery and the knout, 

Than follow headlong in the fatal route, 

To infest the clime whose skies and laws are pure 
With thy foul legions. Spain wants no manure ; 

Her soil is fertile, but she feeds no foe ; 

Her vultures, too, were gorged not long ago; 

And wouldst thou furnish them with fresher prey ? 

Alas ! thou wilt not conquer, but purvey. 

T am Diogenes, though Russ and Hun 
Stand between mine and many a myriad’s sun ; 

But were I not Diogenes, I ’d wander 
Rather a worm than such an Alexander ! 

Be slaves who will, the cynic shall be free ; 

His tub hath tougher walls than Sinope : 

Still will he hold his lantern up to scan 
The face of monarchs for an “ honest man.” 
xr. 

And w'hat dotli Gaul, the all-prolific land 
Of ne plus ultra ultras and their band 
Of mercenaries ? and her noisy chambers 
And tribune, whicii each orator first clambers 
Before he finds a voice, and when ’t is found, 

Hears “ the lie” echo for his answer round ! 

Our British commons sometimes deign to “ hear !” 

A Gallic senate hath more tongue than ear ; 

Even Constant, their sole master of debate. 

Must fight next day his speech to vindicate. 

But thk costs little to true Franks, who had rather 
Combat tlian listen, wore it to their fatlier. 

What is the simple standing of a shot, 

To listening long, and interrupting not ? 

Though this was not the method of old Rome, 

When Tiilly fulrnined o’er each vocal dome, 
Demosthenes has sanction’d the transaction, 

In saying eloquence meant “ Action, action!” 

XII. 

But where ’s the monarch ? hath he dined ? or yet 
Groans beneath indigestion’s heavy debt ? 

Have revolutionary patds risen, 

And turn’d the royal entrails to a prison ? 

Have discontented movements stirr’d the troops? 

Or have no movements follow’d traitorous soups ? 

Have Carbonaro cooks not carbonadoed 
Each course enough ? or doctors dire dissuaded 
Repletion ? Ah ! in thy dejected looks 
I read all France’s treason in her cooks ! 

Good classic Louis ! is it, canst thou say, 

Desirable to be tlie “ Desir^ ?” 

Why wouldst thou leave calm Hartwell’s green abode, 
Apician table, and Horatian ode, 

To rule a people who will not be ruled, 

And love much rather to be scourged than school’d ? 
Ah ! thine was not tt>e temper or the taste 
For thrones ; the table sees thee better placed : 

A mild Epicurean, form’d, at best, 

To be a kind host and as good a guest, 

To talk of letters, and to know by heart 
One /m {/' the poet’s, all tljc gourmand’s art; 

A scholar always, now and then a wit, 

And gentle when digestion may permit ;— 

But not to govern lands enslaved or free ; 

The gout was martyrdom enough for thee, 

XIII. 

Shall noble Albion pass without a phrase 
From a bold Briton in her wonted praise 7 
“ Arts — arms — and George— and glory— and the ii 
And happy Britain— wealth— and fiWotn’s smile 
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Wliito eiiffii) that held inviaioti far aloof— 

Contented stil:gecta, all alike tax-proof- 
Proud Wellington) with Eagle beak so curl’d, 

That nose, the ho^ where he suspends the world 

And Waterloo— and trade — and (hush ! not yet 

A syllable of imposts or of debt) 

And ne’er (enough) lamented Castlereagh, 

Whose penknife slit a goose-quill t’ other day— 

And * pilots who have weather’d every storm’ — 
(But, no, not even for rhyme’s sake, name reform.”) 
These are the themes thus sung so o(l before, 
Methinks we need not sing them any more ; 

Found in so many volumes far and near. 

There ^ no occasion you should hnd them here. 

Yet something may remain perchance to chime 
With reason, and, what ’s stranger still, with rhyme. 
Even this thy genius, Canning ! may permit. 

Who, bred a statesman, still wast born a wit, 

And never, even in that dull house, couldst tame 
To unloaven’d prose thine own poetic flame ; 

Our last, our best, our only orator, 

Even I can praise thee — tories do no more ; 

Nay, not so much ; — they hate thee, man, because 
Thy spirit less upholds them tlian it awes. 

The hounds will gather to their huntsman’s hollo, 
And where he leads the duteous pack will follow ; 
But not for love mistake their yelling cry ; 

Their yelp for game is not an eulogy ; 

Less faithful far than the fourfooted pack, 

A dubious scent would lure the bipeds back. 

Thy saddle-girtlis are not yet quite secure, 

Nor royal stallion’s feet extremely sure ; 

The unwieldy old white horse is apt at last 
To stumble, kick, and now and then stick fast 
With his great self and rider in the mud ; 

But what of that ? the animal shows blood. 


Alas, the country ! how shall tongue or pen 
Bewail her now vneountry gentlemen ? 

The last to bid the cry of warfare cease. 

The first to make a malady of peace. 

For what were all those country patriots bom ? 

To hunt, and vole, and raise the price of com ? 

But com, like every mortal thing, must fall, 

Kings, conquerors, and markets most of all. 

And must yo fall with every ear of grain ? 

Why would you trouble Buonaparte’s reign ? 

He was your great Triptolemus ; his vices 
Destroy’d but realms, and still maintain’d your prices ; 
He amplified to every lord’s content 
The grand agrarian alchymy, hight rent. 

Why did the tyrant stumble on the Tartars, 

And lower wheat to such desponding quarters ? 

Why did you chain him on yon isle so lone ? 

The man was worth much more upon his throne. 

True, blood and treasure boundlessly were spilt ; 

But what of that ? the Gaul may bear the guilt { 

But bread was high, the farmer paid his way, 

And acres told upon the appointed day. 

But where is now the goodly audit ale? 

The purseproud tenant, never known to fail ? 

The farm which never yet was left on hand ? 

The marsh reclaim’d to most improving land ? 

The impatient hope of the expiring lease ? 

The doubling rental ? What an evil’s peace ! 

In vain the prize excites the ploughman’s skill, 

In vain the Commons pass their patriot bill ; 

The landed i7Uereei-^(yoii may understand 
The phrase much better leaving out the land ) — 
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The land self-interest groans from shore to ihoiOi 
For fear that plenty should attain the poor. 

Up, up again, yo rents ! exalt your notes, 

Or else the ministry will lose their votes, 

And patriotism, so delicately nice, 

Her loaves will lower to the mariiet price ; 

For all ! ** the loaves and fishes,” once so high. 

Are gone — their oven closed, their ocean dry, 

And naught remains of all the millions spent, 

Excepting to grow moderate and content. 

They who are not so, had their turn — and turn 
About still flows from Fortune’s equal urn ; 

Now let their virtue be its own reward. 

And share tlie blessings which themselves prepared. 

See these inglorious Cincinnati swarm, 

Farmers of war, dictators of the farm ; 

7Wr ploughshare was the sword in hireling hands, 
JVteir fields manured by gore of otlier lands ; 

Safe in their barns, these Sabine tillers sent 
Their brethren out to battle — why ? for rent ! 

Year after year they voted cent, per cent., 

Blood, sweat, and tear- wrung millions — why? for rent 
They roar’d, they dined, they drank, they swore they 
meant 

To die for Plngland— why tlien live ? for rent! 

The peace has made one general malocontent 
Df these high-market patriots; war was rent! 

Their love of country, millions all mispent, 

How reconcile 7 by reconciling rent ! 

And will they not repay the treasures lent? 

No: down with every thing, and up with rent ! 

Thehr good, ill, health, wealth, joy, or discontent, 
Being, end, aim, religion— rent, rent, rent! 

Thou sold’st thy birthright, Esau 1 for a mess ; 

Thou shouldat have gotten more, or eaten less ; 

Now thou hast swill’d thy pottage, thy demands 
Are idle ; Israel says the bargain stands. 

Such, landlords ! was your appetite for war, 

And, gorged with blood, you grumble at a scar ! 

What ! would they spread dieir earthquake even o’er cash? 
And when land crumbles, bid firm paper crash ? 

So rent may rise, bid bank and nation fall, 

And found on ’Clionge a FuncUing Hospital ? 

Lo, Mother Church, while all religion writhes, 

Like Niobe, weeps o'er her offspring, Tithes ; 

The prelates go to— where the saints have gone, 

And proud pluralities subside to one ; 

Church, slate, and faction wrestle in the dark, 

Toss’d by the deluge in their common ark. 

Shorn of her bisho]KSi, banks, and dividends. 

Another Babel soars— rbut Britain ends. 

And why? to pamper the self-seeking wants, 

And prop the hill of these agrarian ants. 

“Go to these ants, thou sluggard, and be wise 
Admire their patience through each sacrifice, 

Till taught to feel the lesson of their pride, 

The price of taxes and of homicide ; 

Admire their justice, which would fain deny 
The debt of nations pray who made it high ? 

XV. 

Or turn to sail between those shifling rocks, 

The new Symplegades— the crushing Stocks, 

Where Midas might again his wish behold 
In real paper or imagined gold. 

That magic palace of Alcina shows 
More wealth than Britain ever had to lose, 

Were all her atoms of unleaven’d ore. 

And all her pebbles from Pactolus’ shore. 

There Fortune plays, while Rumour holds the stake, 
And tlie world trembles to bid brokers break. 

How rich is Britain ! not indeed in mines. 

Or peace or plenty, com or oil, or wines ; 

No land of Canaan, full of milk and honey. 

Nor (save in paper shekels) ready money : 
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But let at not to own the truth refute, 

Wet ever Ohrittitn land to rieh in Jews? 

Those parted with their teeth to good King John, 

And now, ye kings ! they kindly draw your own ; 

AU states, all things, all sovereigns they control, 

And waft a loan ** from Indus to the p(^e.” 

The ballke^-4ircdcer---barQfa---brethren, speed 
To aid these bankrupt tyrants in their need. 

Nor these ak»e ; Golambia feels no less 
Fresh speculations follow each success ; 

And philanthropic Israel deigns to drain 
Her mild percentage from exhausted Spain. 

Not without Abraham’s seed can Russia march ; 

’T is gold, not steel, that rears the conqueror’s arch. 
Two Jews, a chosen people, can command 
In every realm their scripture^promised land 
Two Jews keep down the Romans, and uphold 
The accursed Hun, more brutal than of old : 

Two Jews— -but not Samaritans— direct 
The world, with all the spirit of their sect. 

What is the happiness of earth to them? 
ft congress forms their New Jerusalem,” 

Where baronies and orders both invite — 

Oh, holy Abraham ! dost thou see the sight ? 

Thy followers mingling with these royal swine. 

Who spit not “ on their Jewish gaberdine,” 

But honour them as portion of the show — 

(Where now, oh pope ! is thy forsaken toe ? 

Could it not favour Judah with some kicks ? 

Or has it ceased to “ kick against the pricks ?”) 

On Shylock’s shore behold them stand afresh. 

To cut from nations’ hearts their pound of flesh.” 

XVf. 

Strange sight this congress destined to unite 
AU that ’s incongruous, all that ’s opposite. 

1 speak not of the sovereigns — ^they ’re alike, 

A common coin as ever mint could strike : 

But those wlio sway the puppets, pull the strings, 

Have more of motley than their heavy kings. 

Jews, authors, genends, charlatans, combine. 

While Europe wonders at the vast design : 

There Mettemich, power’s foremost parasite, 

Cajoles ; there Wellington forgets to Ught ; 

There Chateaubriand forms new books of martyrs ;♦ 
And subtle Greeks intrigue for stupid Tartars ; 

There Montmorency, the sworn foe to charters, 

Turns a diplomatist of great eclat, 

To furnish articles for ** the Debats 
Of war so certain— yet not quite so sure 
As his dismissal in the ** Moniteur.” 

Alas ! how could his cabinet thus err ? 

Can peace be worth an ultra-minister ? 

He fUls indeed, perhaps to rise again 
Almost as quickly as ho conquer’d Spain.’ 

* Munslcur Chftte&nbrland, who hiui not formlten the nuthor in the 
mlniater, receiv««i n handeome compliment at Verona from a literary 

Biffereigii ; “ Ah I Moiiaieiir U , are you rrlated to that Chateau- 

hrinnd wImv- who— who haa written someiAing?*' (hciit cAoMti) 

It ia aaid that Um auiber of Atala repeuied him for a roomenl of hia 
lagitimacy. 


XTXI. 

Enough of this— ft sight more moumful wuos 
The averted eye of the reluctant muse. 

The imperial daughter, the imperial bride, 

The imperial victim — sacrifice to pride ; 

The mother of the hero’s hope, the boy, 

The young Astyanax of modem Troy ; 

The still pale shadow of the loftiest queen 
That earth has yet to see, or e’er hath seen ; 

She flits amid the phantoms of the hour, 

The theme of pity, and the wreck of power. 

Oh, cruel mockery ! Could not Austria spare 
A daughter ? What did France’s widow there ? 

Her fitter place was by St. Helen’s wave, , 

Her only throne is in Napoleon’s grave. 

But, no,— she still must hold a petty reign, 

Flank’d by her formidable chamberlain ; 

The martial Argus, whose not hundred eyes 
Must watch her through these paltry pageantries. 
What though she share no more, and shared in vain, 
A sway surpassing that of Charlemagne, 

Which swept from Moscow to the southern seas ! 

Yet still she rules the pastoral realm of cheese, 

Where Parma views the traveller resort 
To note the trappings of her mimic court. 

But she appears! Verona sees her shorn 
Of all her beams — ^while nations gaze and mourn—* 
Ere yet her husband’s ashes have had time 
To chill in their inhospitable clime ; 

(If e*or those awful ashes can grow cold ; 

But no,— their embers soon will burst the mould ;) 

She cornea ! — ^tbe Andromache (but not Racine’s, 

Nor Homer’s) — ^Lo! on P3rrrhu8’ arm she leans ! 

Yes! the right arm, yet red from Waterloo, 

Which cut her lord’s halP-shatter’d sceptre through. 

Is offer’d and accepted ! Could a slave 
Do more 7 or less ?— and he in his new grave! 

Her eye, her cheek, betray no inward strife, 

And tlie ed>enipress grows as ear a wife! 

So much for human ties in royal breasts! 

Why spare men’s feelings, when their own are jests ? 

XVIII. 

But, tired of foreign follies, 1 turn home, 

And sketch the group — the picture ’s yet to come. 

My muse ’gan weep, but, ere a tear was spilt, 

She caught Sir William Curtis in a kilt! 

While throng’d the chiefs of every Highland clan 
To hail their brother, Vich Ian Alderman I 
fuildhall grows Gael, and echoes with Erse roar, 
While all tlie Common Council ciy “ Claymore I” 

To see proud Albyn’s tartan’s as a belt 
Gird the gross sirloin of a city Celt, 

She burst into a laughter so extreme, 

That I awok^— and lo ' ‘t was no dream! 

Here, reader, will wo pause if there ’s no harm in 
This first— you *11 have, perhaps, a second Carmen.** 



THE VISION OF JUDGMENT, 

BY CIUEVEDO REDIVIVUS. 

•VaetSTBD BT THK COMPOSITION 80 ENTITLBD BT THE AUTHOR OF “ WAT TTUR.'* 


“ A Daniel come to ]ud|pnent I yea, a Daniel I 
I thank thee, Jew, for teaching me that word.’* 


PREFACE. 

It hath been wiaely said, that One fi>ol makes many f 
and it hath been poetically observed, 

** That foola raah 1a where angela fear to tread.*’— Pope. 

If Mr. Southey had not rushed in where he had nc 
business, and where he never was before, and never will 
be again, the following poem would not have been 
written. It is not impossible that it may be as good as 
his own, seeing that it cannot, by any species of stupi- 
dity, natural or acquired, be worse. The gross flattery, 
the dull impudence, the renogado intolerance and im- 
pious cant of the poem by the author of Wat Tyler 
are something so stupendous as to form the sublime of 
himself—oontaining the quintessence of his own attri- 
butes. 

So much for his poem, a word on his preface. In 
this preface it has pleased the magnanimous laureate to 
draw the picture of a supposed Satanic School,” tlie 
which he doth recommend to the notice of the legislature ; 
thereby adding to his other laurels the ambition of those 
of an informer. If there exists any where, excepting in 
his imagination, such a school, is he not suHBciently 
armed against it by his own intense vanity ? The trutli 
is, that there are certain writers whom Mr.S. imagines, 
like Scrub, to have talked of him ; for tliey laughed 
consumedly.” 

1 think I know enough of most of the writers to whom 
he is supposed to allude, to assert, that they, in their in- 
dividual capacities, have done more good in the chari- 
ties of life to their follow-creatures in anyone year, than 
Mr. Southey has done harm to himself by his absurdities 
in his whole life ; and this is saying a great deal. But 
1 have a few questions to ask. 

Istly. Is Mr. Southey the author of Wat Tyler? 

2dly. Was he not refused a remedy at law by the 
highest judge of his beloved England, because it was a 
blasphemous and seditious publication ? 

Sdly. Was he not entitled by William Smith, in full 
parliament, a rancorous renegade?” 

4thly. Is he not poet laureate, with his own lines on 
Martin the regicide staring him in the face? 

And 6thly. Putting the four preceding items together, 
with what conscience dare he call the attention of the 
laws to the poblicalions of others, be they what they 

I say nothing of the cowaidice of such a proceeding ; 
its meanness speaks tor itself ; but 1 wish to touch upon 
the moliiifiwhich is neither more nor less than that Mr.S. 
has been laughed at a little in some recent publications, 
u he was of yore in the Anti-jacobin ” by his present 
patrons. Hence all this ** skimble scamble stuff” about 
“ Satanic,” and so forth. However, it is worthy of him— 
“ Quaht ih inoepio** 

If there is any thing obnoxioua to the political opinions 
a portion of the public in the following poem, they 


may thank Mr. Southey. He might have written hexa- 
meters, as he has written every thing else, for aught that 
the writer cared — had they been upon anotlier subject. 
But to attempt to canonize a monarch, who, whatever 
were his household virtues, was neither a successful nor 
a patriot king,— inasmuch as several years of his reign 
passed in war with America and Irelaml, to say nothing 
of the aggression upon France, — ^like all other exagge- 
ration, necessarily begets opposition. In whatever man- 
ner he may bo spoken of in this new “ Vision,” hi« 
public cartier will not be more favourably transmitted by 
history. Of his private virtues (although a little expen- 
sive to the nation) there can be no doubt. 

With regard to the supernatural personages treated of, 

1 can only say that I know as much about them, and (at 
an honest man) have a better right to talk of them than 
Robert Southey. I have also treated them more lol^ 
rantly. The way in which that poor insane creature, the 
laureate, deals about his judgments in the next world, it 
like his own judgment in this. If it was not completely 
ludicrous, it would be something worse. 1 do n’t think 
that there is much more to say at present. 

CIUEVEDO REDIVIVUB. 

P. S.— It is possible that some readers may object, in 
hese objectionable times, to the freedom with which 
taints, angels, and spiritual persons discourse in this 
^ Vision.” But for precedents upon such points £ must 
efer him to F’ielding’s “ Journey from this World to the 
lext,” and to the Visions of myself, the said duevedo, 
in Spanish or translated. The reader is also requested 
to observe, that no doctrinal tenets are insisted upon or 
discussed ; that tlie person of the Deity is carefully with- 
held from sight, which is more than can be said for the 
laureate, who hath thought proper to make him talk, not 

like a school divine,” but like the unscholariike Mr. 
Southey. The whole action passes on the outside of 
leaven ; and Chaucer’s Wife of Bath, Pulci’s Morgante 
Maggiore, Swift’s Tale of a Tub, and the other works 
.hove referred to, are cases in point of tlie freedom with 
hich saints, &c. may be permitted to converse in works 
lot intended to be serious. 

a. R. 

Mr. Southey being, as he says, a good Christiaa 
and vindictive, threatens, 1 understand, a reply to this 
)ur answer. It is to be hoped that bisvisionaiy fiunilties 
vill in the meantime have acquired a little more judg- 
ment, properly so called : otherwise he will get himself 
Into new dilemmas. These apostate jacobins furnish 
rich rejoinders. Let him take a specimen. Mr. Southey 
taudeth grievously “ one Mr. Landor,” who cultivates 
much private renown in the shape of Latin verses ; and 
lot long ago, tlie poet laureate dedicated to him, it ap- 
peareih, one of his fugitive lyrics, upon the strength ot 
a poem ‘called Odtir, Who could suppose, that in this 
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«ftme Qfbir ihe aforesaid Savage Landor (for such is his 
grias Cognomen) ptitteth into the infernal regions no less 
^a person than the hero of his friend Mr. Southey’s 
heaven,— yea, even George the Third ! See also how 
personal Savage becometh, when he hath a mind. The 
following is his portrait of our late gracious sovereign : 

(Prince OeHr hnvtn/fdtaeanded into the Infernal regione, 
the ehadee of hie rognl anoeetor* are, at hie reouent, caliedup 
to hte vieWf and he evelaime to hie g hoetlg guide)— • 

* Aroftr, whiit wretch that neareet ue ? what wretch 
]a that with cyebr>/wa white and alantinfr hrow f 
l<i»UM) I him yonder, who, bound down supine, 

Shrinks yelling from tiiat sword there, engiiie'bung. 

He loo among my ancestors I 1 hate 
The despot, but the daslnrd 1 despise. 

Was be our countryman f” 

“ Alas, 0 king! 

fberia bore him, but the l>reed arcurst 
Inclement winds blew hligtiting from northeast.’* 

" He was a warrior then, nor leor’cl the gods?” 

** Gebir, he fear’d the demons, nut the gods, 

Though them indeed hU dsily fare adored ; 

And was no warrior, yet the thousand Tivet 
B<)nant1er’d, as stones to exercise a sling, 

And the tame cruelty and cold caprice'-- 

Oh madnasa of luaukindl address’d, adored t”—C?<&ir, p. S8. 

I omit noticing scHne edifying Ithyphallics of Savagius, 
wishing to keep the proper veil over them, if his grave 
but somewhat indiscreet worshipper will suffer it ; but 
certainly these teachers of great moral lessons ” are apt 
to be found in strange company.] 


I. 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate ; 

His keys were rusty, and the lock was dull, 

So little trouble had been given of late ; 

Not that the place by any means was full, 

But since the Gallic era “ eighty-eight” 

The devils had ta’cn a longer, stronger pull, 

And pull altogether,” as they say 
At sea— which drew most souls anotlier way. 

II. 

The angels all were singing out of tune, 

And hoarse with liaving little else to do. 
Excepting to wind up the sun and moon, 

Or curb a runaway young star or two, 

Or wild colt of a c(»met, which too soon 
Broke out of bounds o’er the ethereal blue, 
Splitting some planet with its playful tail, 

As boats are sometimes by a wanton whale. 

III. 

The guardian seraphs had retired on high, 

Finding tlieir charges [last all care below ; 
Terrestrial business fill’d naught in the sky 
Save the recording angel’s black bureau ; 

Who found, indeed, the facts to multiply 
With such rapidity of vice and wo, 

That he had stripp’d off both his wings in quills. 
And yet was in arrear of human ills. 

IV. 

His business so augmented of late years, 

That he was forced, against his will, no doubt, 
(Just like those cherubs, earthly ministers,) 

For some resource to turn himself about 
And claim the help of his celestial peers, 

To aid him ere he shouUl be quite worn out 
By the increased demand for his remarks ; 

Six angels and twelve saints were named his clerks. 

V. 

This was a handsome board — at least for heaven 
yet they had even then enough to do, 
ttSiny conquerors’ cars were daily driven, 
many kingdoms fitted up anew ; 

|n|#i day too slew Ibi thousands six or seven, 
^^ill at the carnage, Waterloo, 

they threw thPlB down in divine disgust- 
The page was so beamoar’d with blood and dust. 


▼ 1 . 

This by the way ; *t is not mine to record 
What angels shrink from: even the very devU 
On this occasion his own work abhorr’d, 

So surfeited with the infernal revel ; 

Though he himself hod sharpen’d every sword, 

It almost quench’d his innate thirst of evil. 

(Here Satan’s sole good work deserves insertion— 

’T is, tliat he hath l^th generals in reversion.) 

, VII. 

Let ’s skip a few short years of hollow peace, 

Which peopled earth no better, hell as wont, 

And heaven none — they form the tyrant’s lease, 

With nothing but new names subscrib’d upor ’t; 

’T will one day finish ; meantime they increase, 

With seven heads and ten horns,” and all in 
Like Saint John’s foretold beast ; but ours are bom 
Less formidable in tlie head than horn. 

VIXI. 

In the first year of freedom’s second dawn 
Died George the Third ; altliough no tyrant, one 
Who shielded tyrants, till each sense withdrawn 
Left him nor mental nor external sun : 

A better farmer ne’er brush’d dew from lawn, 

A worse king never left a realm undone ! 

He died — but left his subjects still behind. 

One half as mad — and t’ other no less blind. 

I IX. 

He died ! — ^Itis death made no great stir on earth ; 

His burial made some pomp ; there was profusion 
Of velvet, gilding, brass, and no great dearth 
Of aught but tears — save those shed by collusion. 
For these things may be bought at their true worth : 

Of elegy there was the due infusion— 

Bought also ; and the torches, cloaks, and banners, 
Heralds, and relics of old Gothic manners, 

. X. 

Form’d a sepulchral melo-dramo. Of all 

The fools who flock’d to swell or see the show, 

Who cared about the coqjse ? The funeral 
Made the attraction, and the black the wo. 

There throbb’d not there a thought which pierced the 

[P«l>5 

And when the gorgeous coffin was laid low, 

It seem’d the mockery of hell to fold i 
The rottenness of eighty years in gold. 

XI. 

So mix his body with the dust ! It might 
Return to what it must far sooner, were 
The natural compound left alone to fight 
Its way back into earth, and fire, and air; 

'But the unnatural balsams merely blight 

What nature made him at his birth, as bare 
As the mere million’s base unmuramied clay— 

Yet all his spices but prolong decay. 

XII. 

He ’s dead — and upper earth with him has done: 

He ’s huried ; sa^e the undertaker’s bill, 

Or lapidary scrawl, Uio world is gone 
For him, unless he lefl a German will ; 

But where ’s the proctor who will ask his son 7 
In whom his qualities are reigning still, 

Except that household virtue, most uncommon, 

Of constancy to a bad, ugly woman. 

xiir. 

“ God save the king !” It is a large economv 
In God to save tlie like : but if he will 
Be saving, all the better ; for not one am I 
Of those who think damnation better still : 

I hardly know too if not quite alone am 1 
In this small hope of bettering future ill 
By circumscribing, with some slight restrietioni 
The eternity of hell’s hot jurisdiction. 
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xir. 

I know this is unpopular ; I know 
*T is blasphemous ; I know one may be damnM 
For hoping no one else may e*er he so ; 

I know my catechism ; I know we are cramm’d 
With the best doctrines till we quite overflow ; 

1 know that all save England’s church have shammM. 
And that the other twice two hundred churches 
And synagogues have made a damned bad purchase. 
XV. 

God help us alH God help me too! 1 am, 

God knows, as helpless as tlie devil can wish, 

And not a whit more difficult to damn 
Than is to bring to laud a late>hook’d fish, 

Or to the butcher to purvey the lamb ; 

Net (hat 1 ’m fit for such a noble dish 
As one day will be that immortal fry 
Of almost every body bom to die. 


XXII. 

The angel answer’d, Peter! do not pout: 

The king who comes has head and all ontire. 
And never knew much what it was about^ 

He did as doth the puppet~-by its wire, 

And will be judged like all the rest, no doubt : 

My business and your own is not to inquire 
Into such matters, but to mind our cue-— 

Which is to act as we are bid to do.” 

XXIII. 

While thus they spake, the angelic caravan, 
Arriving like a rush of mighty wind, 

Cleaving the fields of space, as doth the swan 
Some silver stream, (say Ganges, Nile, or Inde, 
Or Thames, or Tweed,) and mid them an old roan 
With an old soul, and both extremely blind. 
Halted before the gate, and in his shroud 
Seated tlicir fellow-traveller on a cloud. 


XVI. 

Saint Peter sat by the celestial gate, 

And nodded o’er his keys ; when lo ! there came 
A wond’rous noise he had nol heard of late — 

' A rushing sound of wind, and stream, and flame ; 

In short, a roar of things extremely great, 

Which would have made aught save a saint exclaim 
But he, with first a start and then a wink, 

Said, “ There ’s another star gone out, I think !’* 
xvn. 

But ere he could return to his repose, 

A cherub dapp’d his right wing o’er his eyes — > 

At which Saint Peter yawn’d, and rubb’d his nase : 

Saint |K)rter,” said the angel, prithee rise !” 
Waving a goodly wing, which glow’d, as glows 
An earthly peacock’s tail, with heavenly dyes: 

To which tile saint replied, “Well, what ’s tlie matter? 
Is Lucifer come back with all tliis clatter ?” 

xvm. 

“No,” quoth the cherub; “George the Third is dead.” 

“ And who is George the Third ?” replied the apostle 
“ fVhat George ? what Third?” “ The king of Eng- 
land,” said 

The angel. “ Well ! ho won’t find kings to jostle 
Him on his way ; but does he wear his head ? 

Because the last we saw here had a tustle, 

And ne’er would have got into heaven’s good graces. 
Had he not dung his head in all our faces. 

XIX. 

“ He was, if I remember, king of France ; 

That head of his, which could not keep a crown 
On earth, yet ventured in my face to advance 
A claim to those of martyrs — like ray own : 

If I had had my sword, as I had once 
When 1 cut ears off, I had cut him down; 

But having but my keys, and not my brand, 

I only knock’d his head from out his hand. 


' XXIV. 

But bringing up the rear of this bright host 
A spirit of a different aspect waved 
His wings, like thunder-clouds above some coast 
Whose barren beach with frequent wrecks is paved; 
His brow was like the deep when tempest-tost ; 

Fierce and unfathomable tlioughts engraved 
iteriial wratli on his immortal face, 

And where he ga/ed a gloom pervaded space. 

' XXV. 

As he drew near, he gazed upon the gate 
Ne’er to be enter’d more by him or sin, 

With such a glance of supernatural hate, 

As made Saint Peter wish himself within ; 

He patter’d with his keys at a great rate, 

And sweated through his apostolic skin 
Of course his perspiration was but ichor, 

I Or some such otlicr spiritual liquor. 

* XXVI, 

The very cherubs huddled altogether, 
liike birds when soars the falcon ; and they felt 
A tingling to the tip of every feather, 

And form’d a circle like Orion's belt 
Around their poor old charge ; who scarce knew whither 
His guards had led him, though they gently dealt 
^ith royal manes, (for by many stories, 

And true, we learn the angels all are tories.^ 

XXVII. 

As things were in this posture, the gate flew 
Asunder, and the flashing of its hinges 
'lung over space an universal hue 
Of inany-colour’d flame, until its tinges 
[Reach’d even our speck of earth, and made a new 
Aurora borealis spread its fringes 
O’er the North Pole ; the same seen, when ice-bound, 
By Captain Parry’s crews, in “ Melville's Sound.’* 


XX. 

And then he set up such a headless howl, 

That all the saints came out, and took him in; 
And there he sits by St. Paul, cheelc by jowl ; 

That fellow Paul — the parventi ! The skin 
Of Saint Bartholomew, which makes his cowl 
In heaven, and upon earth redeem’d bis sin 
So as to make a martyr, never sped 
Bettor than did this weak and wooden head. 


XXVllI. 

And from the gate thrown open issued beaming 
A beautiful and mighty Thing of Light, 
Radiant with glory, like a banner streaming 
Victorious from some world-o’orthrowing fight : 
My poor comparisons must needs be teeming 
With earthly likenesses, for here the night 
!)f clay obscures our best conceptions, saving 
ohanna Southcote, or Bob Soutliey raving. 


“ But had it come up here upon its shoulders, 
There would have been a different tale to tell : 
The fellow-feeling in the saints beholders 
Seems to have acted on them lil<e a spell ; 
And so this very foolish head heaven solders 
Back on its trunk : it may be very well, 

^^nd seems thecustom here to overthrow 
/vVhatever has boon wisely done below.” 


XXIX. 

’T was the archangel Michael: all men know 
The make of angels and archangels, since 
'here ’s scarce a scribbler has not one to showi 
From the fiends’ leader to the angels’ prince. 
There also are some altar-pieces, though 
I really can ’t say that they much evince 
)ne’8 inner notions of immortal spirits; 

''•ut let the connoisseurs explain ih/w merits. 



Tig teMs 


MkM flew Ml k glory and in good ; 

, A goodly work of him from whom all gioiy 
And good ariae; the portal past<-he sto^ ; 

Be&re him the young cherubs and saint hoary, 

(I say young f beg^ng to be understood 
By l^s, not yean; and should be very sorry 
To state, they were not older than Saint Peter, 

But merely that they seemM a little sweeter.) 

XXXI. 

The cherubs and the saints bowM down before 
That archangelic hierarch, the first 
Of essences angelical, who wore 
The aspect A a god ; but this ne’er nunt 
Pride in his heavenly bosom, in whose core 
No thought, save for his Maker’s service, durst 
Intrude, however glorified and high ; 

He knew him but the viceroy of the sky. 

xxxn. 

He and the sombre silent Spirit met<~ 

They knew each oilier both for good and ill ; 

Such was their power, that neither could forget 
His fbnner friend and future foe ; but still 
There was a high, immortal, proud regret 
In either’s eye, os if ’t were less their will 
Than destiny to make the eternal years 
Their date of war, and their champ clos” the spheres. 

XXXXIX. 

But here they were in neutral space : we know 
From Job, that Satan hath the power to pay 
A heavenly visit thrice a year or so ; 

And that the sons of God,” like those of clay, 
Must keep him company ; and we might show, 

From the same book, in how polite a way 
The dialogue is held between the Powers 
Of Ghx>d and Evil — but ’t would take up hours. 

XXXIV, 

And this is not a theologic tract, 

To prove with Hebrew and with Arabic 
If Job be allegory or a fact, 

But a true narrative ; and thus I pick 
From out the whole but such and sudi an act 
As sets aside the slightest thought of trick. 

’T is every tittle true, beyond suspicion 
And accurate as any otlier vision. 

XXXV. 

The spirits were in neutral space, before 
The gate of heaven; like eastern thresholds is 
The place where Death’s grand cause is argued o’er, 
And souls despatch’d to that world or to this ; 

And therefore Michael and the otlier wore 
A civil aspect : though they did not kiss, 

Yet still between his Darkness and his Brightness 
There pass’d a mutual glance of great politeness. 

XXXVI. 

The Archangel bow’d, not like a modem beau, 

But with a grscefbl Oriental bend. 

Pressing one radiant arm just where below 
The heart in good men is supposed to tend. 

He turn’d as to an equal, not too low. 

But kindly ; Satan met his ancient friend 
With more hauteur, as might an old CastUian 
Poor noble meet a muduom rich civilian. 

xxxvii. 

He merely bent his diabolic brow 
An instant ; and then raising it, he stood 
In act to assert his right or wrong, and show 
Cauae why King George by no means could or should 
Make out a caae to be exempt from wq 
Eternal, more than other kings, endued 
With better eense and hearts, wlaim hiitory menticms, 
Who long have ** paved bell with their good intontiona.” 


ZXZTXII. 

Michael began * “ What wouldat thou whh this wai| 
Now dead, and brought befrire the XM? Whatil 
Hath he wrought since his mortal race 
That thou can’st claim him ? Speak ! a^do thy will, 
If it be just: if in this eartlily spaa 
He hath been greatly kiling to fulfil 
His duties as a king and mortal, say, 

And he ia thine ; if not, let him have way.** 

xxxxx. 

** Michael !” replied the Prince of Air, ** even here» 
Before the gate of him thou aenrest, must 
1 claim my subject ; and will make appear 
That as he was my worshipper in dust, 

So shall he be in spirit, although dear 
To thee and thine, because nor wine nor lust 
Were of his weaknesses ; yet on the throne 
He reign’d o’er millions to serve me aloiie* 

XL. 

Look to our earth, or rather mine; it was, 

Onee, more thy master’s: but I triumph not 
In this poor planet’s conquest ; nor, alas ! 

Need he thou servest envy me my bt : 

With all tile myriads of bright worlds which pass 
In worship round him, he may have forgot 
Yon weak creation of such paltry things : 

I think few worth damnation save their kings,— 

XLX. 

And these but as a kind of quitrent, to 
Assert my right as lord ; and even had 
I such an inclination, ’twere (as you 
Well know) superfluous ; they are grown so bad, 
That hell has nothing better left to do 
Than leave them to themselves : so much more mad 
And evil by their own internal curse. 

Heaven cannot make them better, nor I worse. 

XLXX. 

Loukto the earth, I said, and say again : 

When this old, blind, helpless, weak, poor worm 
Began in youth’s first bloom and flush to reign, 

The world and he both wore a diflferent form, 

And much of earth and all the watery plain 
Of ocean call’d him king: through many a storm 
His isles had floated on .the abyss of time ; 

For the rough virtues chose them for their clime. 

XLXXI. 

‘ He came to his sceptre young ; he leaves it old : 

Look to the state in which he found his realm. 

And left it ; and his annals too behold, 

How to a minion first he gave the helm ; 

How grew upon his heart a thirst for gold, 

The beggar’s vice, which can but overwhelm 
The meanest hearts ; and for the rest, but glance 
Thine eye along America and France. 

XLIV. 

’T is true, he was a tool from first to last, 

(I have the workmen safe ;) but as a tool 
So let him bo consuiraed. From out the past 
Of ages, since mankind have known the rub 
Of monarchs— from the bloody rolls amass’d 
Of sin and slaughter— from the CiBsars* school, 

Take the worst pupil ; and produce a reign 

More drench’d wi& gore, more cumber’d with the slaitt 

XLV. 

He ever warr’d with freedom and the free: 

Nations as men, home subjects, ibrei^ bes, 

So that they utter’d the word ‘ Liberty !* 

Found George the Third their first opponent. Whoso 
History was ever stain’d as his will be 
With national and individual woes ? 
grant his household abstinence ; I grant 
His neutral virtues, which most moiiMfdN want ; 



m 


iTOGnurarr. 


XLTI. 

•'IIoMwheffM ftooQitiittooi^ own 
He wts a decent nre, and micUttiiig lord, 
at this is much, and most a throne ; 

As ten^rancO) if at Aptcius* board, 

Is more than at an anchorite’s supper shown. 

I grant him all the kindest can accord ; 

And this was well for him, but not for those 
Millions who found him what oppression chose, 

XLVII. 

The New World shook him off; the Old yet groans 
Beneath what he and his prepared, if not 
Completed ; he leases heirs on many thrones 
To albhis vices, without what begot 
Compassion for hinih— his tame virtues ; drones 
Who sleep, or despots who have now forgot 
A lesson which shall be re-taught them, widce 
Upon the thrones of earth ; but let them quake ! 

zLvm. 

“ Five millions of the primitive, who hold 
The faith which makes ye great on earth, implored 
A part of that vast all they hold of old, — 

Freedom to worship — ^not alone your Lord, 

Michael, but you, and you, Saint Peter ! Cold 
Must be your souls, if you have not abhorr’d 
The foe to catholic participation 
In all the licence of a Christian nation. 

XLIX. 

“ True ! he allow’d them to pray God ; but as 
A consequence of prayer, refused tlie law 
Which would have placed them upon the same base 
With those who did not hold the saints in awe.” 

But here Saint Peter started from his place, 

And cried, “Tou may the prisoner withdraw; 

Ere heaven shall ope her portals to this Guelph, 

While I am guard, may I be damn’d myself! 

L, 

** Sooner will I with Cerberus exchange 
My office (and /«> is no sinecure) 

Than see this royal Bedlam bigot range 
The azure fields of heaven, of tliat be sure !” 

Saint 1” replied Satan, “ you do well to avenge 
The wrongs he made your satellites endure ; 

And if to this exchange you should be given, 

I ’ll try to coax our Cerberus up to heaven.” 

LI. 

Here Michael interposed : Good saint! and devil ! 

Pray, not so fast; you both outrun discretion. 

Saint Peter ! you were wont to be more civil : 

Satan! excuse this warmth of his expression, 

And condescension to the vulgar’s level: 

Even saints sometimes forget themselves in session. 
Have you got more to say “ No.”— “ If you please, 

1 ’ll trouble you to call your witnesses.” 

LXI. 

Then Satan turn’d and waved his swarthy hand, 

Which stirr’d with its electric qualities 
Clouds farther off than we can undeAtand, 

Although we find him sometimes in oar skies ; 

Infernal thunder shook both sea and land 
In all the planets, and hell’s batteries 
Let off the artillery, which Milton mentions 
As one of Satan’s most sublime inventions. 

Lm. 

This was a signal unto such damn’d souls 
As have the privilege of their damnation 
Extended far beyond die mere controls 
Of worlds past, present, or to come; no station 
Is theirs paiticularly in the rolls 
Of heQ assign’d; bat where their inclination 
fir busmess carries them in search of game, 

They may range fireoly— being damn’d the same. 


WT. 

They are proud of thia— as very well they mi^y 
It being a sort of knighthood, or gilt key 
Stuck in their loins; or like to an enw 
Up the back stairs, or such froe-masoniy. 

I borrow my comparisons from clay, 

Being clay myself. Let not those spirits be 
Ofiended with such base low likenesses; 

We know their posts are nobler far than these. 

LV. 

When the great signal ran firom heaven to hell— 

About ten million times the distance reckon’d 
From our sun to its earth, as we can tell 
How much time it takes up, even to a second, 

For every ray that travels to dispel 
The fogs of London, through which, dimly beacon’d, 
The weathercocks are gilt some thrice a year, 

If that tlie summer is not too severe : — 

LVI. 

I say tliat I can tell — ’t was half a minute ; 

1 know the solar beams take up more time 
Ere, pack’d up for their journey, they begin it ; 

But then their telegraph is less sublime, 

And if they ran a race, they would not win it 
’Gainst Satan’s couriers bound for their own clime. 
The sun takes up some years for ©very ray 
To reach its goal— the devil not half a day. 

Lvri. 

Upon the verge of space, about the size 
Of half-a-crown, a little speck appear’d, 

I ’ve seen a something like it in the skies 
In the ASgean, ere a squall ;) it near’d, 

And, growing bigger, took another guise ; 

Like an aerial ship it tack’d, and steer’d, 

Or was steer’d, (1 am doubtful of the grammar 

df tlic last phrase, which makes the stanza stammer;— 

LVIII. 

But take your choice ;) and then it grew a cloud ; 

And so it was — a cloud of witnesses. 

But such a cloud ! No land e’er saw a crowd 
Of locusts numerous as the heavens saw these ; 

They shadow’d with their myriads space ; their loud 
And varied cries were like those of wild-geese, 

Jf nation.s may be liken’d to a goose,) 

Ind realized the phrase of “ hell broke loose.” 

LIX. 

lore crash’d a sturdy oatli of stout John Bull, 

Who damn’d away his eyes as heretofore : [wull ?” 
rherc Paddy brogued “ By Jasus !”— ‘‘ What ’s your 
The temperate Scot exclaim’d : the French ghost swore 
'n certain terms I shan’t translate in full, 

As the first coachman will ; and ii|iid the war 
'he voice of Jonathan was heard to express, 

Owr President is going to war, I guess.” 

LX. 

besides there were the Spaniard, Dutch, and Dane ; 

In short, an universal shoal of shados, 

'rom Otaheite’s isle to Salisbury Plain, 

Of all climes and professions, years and trades, 
eady to swear against the good king’s reign, 

Bitter as clubs in cards are against spades : 

II summon’d by this grand “ subpoena,” to 

'o try if kings may n’t be damn’d like me or you. 

LXl. 

Vben Michael saw this host, he first grow pale. 

As angels can ; next, like Italian twilight, 

'.e turn’d all colours— as a peacock’s tail, 

Or sunset streaming through a gothic skylight 
I some old abbey, or a trout not stale, 

Or distant lightning on the horizon by night, 
r a fresh rainbow, or a grand review 
hf thirty regiments in red, green, and Uim. 
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■ixa. 

Thwhe ladMH'd hiniMlf to Satan: “ Why^ 

; l/ly good <dd friend) Ibr surii 1 deem you, though 
Our difihrent parties make os 6ght so shy, 

I ne’er mistake you for a pcrmned Ibe; 

Our difierence is poUtieol^ and 1 
Trust that, whatever may occur below, 

You know my great respect for you ; and this 
Makes me regret whate’er you do amiss— 

LXiri. 

Why, my dear Lucifer, would you abuse 
My call for witnesses ? I did not mean 
That you should half of earth and hell produce; 

’Tis even superfluous, since two honest, clean, 

True testimonies are enough : we lose 
Our time, nay, our eternity, between 
The accusation and defence: if wo 
Hear both, ’t will stretch our immortality.” 

LXIV. 

Satan replied, “ To me the matter is 
Indifferent, in a personal point of view : 

I can have fifly better souls than this 
With far less trouble than we have gone through 
Already ; and I merely argued his 
Late majesty of Britain’s case with you 
Upon a point ^ form: you may dispose 
Of him; I ’ve kings enough below, God knows!” 

LXV. 

Thus spoke the Demon, (late call’d “ multifaced” 

By multo-scribbling Southey.) “ Then we ’ll call 
One or two persons of the myriads placed 
Around our congress, and dispense with all 
The rest,” quoth Michael: “ Who may be so graced 
As to speak first? there’s choice enough— who shall 
It bo?” Then Satan answer’d, There are many ; 
But you may choose Jack Wilkes as well as any.” 

LXVI. 

A merry, cock-eyed, curious-looking sprite, 

Upon the instant started from the throng, 

Drest in a fashion now forgotten quite ; 

For all the fashions of the flesh stick long 
By people in the next world ; where unite 
All the costumes since Adam’s, right or wrong, 
From Eve’s fig-loaf down to the petticoat, 

Almost as scanty, of days less remote. 

Lxvn. 

The spirit look’d around upon the crowds 
Assembled, and exclaim’d, My friends of all 
The spheres, we shall catch cold among tiiese clouds ; 

So let ’s to business: why this general call? 

If tliose are freeholders I see in shrouds, 

And ’t is for an election that they bawl, 

Behold a candidate with untum’d coat ! 

Saint Peter, may I count upon your vote?” 

LXVIII. 

** Sir,” replied Michael, you mistake: Uiese things 
Are of a former life, and what we do 
Above is more august; to jtidge of kings 
Is the tribunal met : so now you know.” 

** Then I presume those gentlemen with wings,” 

Said Wilkes, are dierubs ; and that soul below 
Looks much like George the Third, but to my mind 
A good deal older— Bless me! is he blind ?” 

LXIX. 

He is what you behold him, and his doom 
Depends upon his deeds,” the Angel said. 

** If you have aught to arraign in him, the tomb 
licence to the humblest beggar’s head 
against tho loftiest.” — Some,” 
MiWUkes, ** deik’t wait to see them laid in lead, 
For a liberty— «nd I, for one, 

Haee tdd them what I thought beneath the lun.” 


LXX. 

* jilfove the mm repeat, then, what tliou hast 
To urge against him,” said the Archangel. ** Why,* 
Replied the spirit, “ since old scores are past, 

Must I turn evidence ? In faith, not 1. 

Besides, 1 beat him hollow at the last, 

With all his Lords and Commons : in the sky 
I do n’t like ripping up old stories, since 
His conduct was but natural in a prince. 

LXXI. 

^ Foolish, no doubt, and wicked, to oppress 
A poor unlucky devil without a shilling ; 

But then I blame the man himself much less 
Than Bute and Grafton, and shall be unwilling 
To see him punish’d here for their excess, 

Since they were both damn’d long ago, and still in 
Their place below : for me, I have forgiven, 

And vote his ‘ habeas corpus’ into heaven.” 

LXXII. 

“Wilkes,” said the Devil, “ I understand all this , 

You turn’d to half a courtier ere you died, 

And seem to think it would not be amiss 
To grow a whole one on the other side 
Of Charon’s ferry ; you forgot that his 
Reign is concluded ; whatsoe’er betide, 

He won’t be sovereign more : you ’vo lost your labour, 
For at the best he will but be your neighbour. 

liXXIIT. 

** However, I know what to think of it, 

When I beheld you in your jesting way 
Flitting and whispering round about the spit 
Where Belial, upon duty for the day, 

With Fox’s lard was basting William Pitt, 

His pupil ; I know what to think, 1 say: 

That fellow even in hell breeds farther ills ; 

I ’ll have him go^g’ci— ’t was one of his own bills. 

LXXIV. 

“ Call Junius ! From the crowd a shadow stalk’d. 

And at the name there was a general squeeze, 

So that the very ghosts no longer walk’d 
In comfort, at their own aerial case, 

But were all rarnin’d, and jamin’d, (but to be balk’d, 

As we shall see,) and jostled hands and knees, 

Like wind compress’d and pent within a bladder, 

Or like a human colic, which is sadder. 

LXXV. 

The shadow came — a tall, thin, gray-hair’d figure, 

That look’d as it had been a shade on earth ; 

Q.i]ick in its motions, with an air of vigour. 

But naught to mark its breeding or its birth ; 

Now it wax’d little, tlicn again grew bigger, 

With now an air of gloom, or savage mirfo ; 

But as you gazed upon its features, they 
Chang^ eveiy instant — to none could say. 

LXXVI. 

The more intently the ghosts gazed, the loss 
Could they distinguish whose the features were ; 

The Devil himself Seem’d puzzled even to guess; 

They varied like a dream — now here, now there ; 

And several people swore from out the press, 

They knew him perfectly ; and one could swear 
He was his father : upon which another 
Was sure he was his motlier’s cousin’s brother: 

IiXXVII. 

Another, that he was a duke or knight. 

An orator, a lawyer, or a priest, 

A nabob, a man-midwife ; but tlie wight, 

Mysterious changed his countenance at least 
As oft as they their minds : though in full sight 
He stood, tlie puzzle only was increased 
The man was a phantasmagoria in 
Himself— he was so volatile and thin. 
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x.xxvni. 

The moMMiit that you had pronoonced him one, 
Prasto! his &oe changed) and he was another; 
And when that change was hardly well put oU) 

« It varied, till I don’t think his own mother 
(If that he had a mother) would her son 
Have known, he shifted so from one to t’ other ; 
Till guessing from a pleasure grew a task. 

At this epistolary ** Iron Mask.” 

LXXIX. 

For sometimes he like Cerberus would seeti>— 

“ Three gentlemen at once,” (as sagely says 
Good Mrs. Malaprop ;) then you might deem 
That hft was not even one ; now many rays 
Were flashing round him ; and now a thick steam 
Hid him from sight— like fogs on London days : 
Now Burke, now Tooke, he grow to people’s fancies, 
- And certes often like Sir Philip Francis. 

LXXX. 

I’ve an hypothesis — *tis quite my own; 

I never let it out till now, for fear 
Of doing people harm about tlie throne, 

And injuring some minister or peer, 

On whom the stigma might perhaps be blown ; 

It is — my gentle public, lend thino oar ! 

’T is, that what Junius we are wont to call 
Was really, truly, nobody at all. 


I.XXXTt. 

‘ Confound the renegade ! I have j^nrain’d 
My left wing, he *s so heavy ; one would thhodi 
Some df his works about his neck were chain’d. 

But to the point : while ‘hovering o’er the 
Of Skiddaw, (where as usual it still rain’d,) 

I saw a taper, far below me, wink, 

And stooping, caught this fellow at a libel— 

No less on history than the Holy BiUe. 

Lxxxvn. 

The former is the devil’s scripture, and 
The latter yours, good Michael ; so the affair 
Belongs to all of us, you understand. 

I snatch’d him up just as you see him there, 
And brought him off for sentence out of hand : 

I ’ve scarcely been ten minutes in the air— 

At least a quarter it can hardly be : 

1 dare say that his wife is still at tea.” 

LXXXVIII. 

Here Satan said, ** I know this man of old, 

And have expected him for some time here , 

A sillier fellow you will scarce behold, 

Or more conceited in his petty sphere ; 

But surely it was not worth while to fold 
Such trash below your wing, Asmodeus dear; 
We had the poor wretch safe (without being bored 
With carriage) coming of his own accord. 


LXXXI, 

I do n’t see wherefore letters should not be 
Written without liands, since we daily view 
Them written without heads ; and books, wo see, 
Are fill’d as well without the latter too: 

And really till we fix on somebody 
For certain sure to claim them as his due, 

Their author, like the Niger’s mouth, will botlier 
The world to say if there be mouth or author. 

« 

LXXXII. 

** And who and what art tliou the Archangel said. 

“ For t/tat you may consult ray title page,” 

Replied this mighty shadow of a shade; 

“ If I have kept my secret half an ago, 

I scarce shall fell it now.” — “ Const thou upbraid,” 
Continued Michael, “ George Rex, or allege 
Aught further?” Junius answer’d, “You had better 
First ask him for his answer to my letter; 


I.XXXIX. 

But since he ’s here, let ’s see what he has done.” 

“ Done!” cried Asrnfxleus, “ho anticipates 
The very business you arc now upon. 

And scribbles as if head clerk to the Fates. 

Who knows to what his ribaldry may run, 

When such an ass as this, like Balaam’s, prates ?” 
Let’s hear,” quoth Michael, “ what he has to say; 
You know we ’re bound to that in every way.” 

xc. 

>Iow tlie bard, glad to get an audience, which 
By no means often was his case below, 

Began to cough, and hawk, and hem, and pitch 
liis voice into that awful nolo of wo 
'o all unhappy hearers within reach 
Of ))Octs when the tide of rhyme ’s in flow 
But stuck fast witli his first hexameter, 

S^ot one of all whoso gouty feet would stir. 


LXXXIII. 

“ My charges upon record will outlast 
The brass of both his epitaph and tomb.” 

“ Repent’st thou not,” said Michael, “ of some past 
Exaggeration ? something which may doom 
Thyself if false, as him if true ? Thou wast 
Too bitter — is it not so? — in thy gloom 
Of passion?” — “Passion!” cried the phantom dim, 

“ I loved my country, and I hated him. 


xci. 

ut ere the spavin’d dactyls could be spurr’d 
Into recitative, in great dismay 
Both cherubim ami seraphim were heard 
To murmur loudly through their long array ; 

\iid Michael rose ere he could get a word 
Of all his founder’d verses under way, 
nd cried, “ For God’s sake stop, my friend ! *l were best— 
Non Di, non homines— -you know the rest,” 


I.XXXIV. 

“ What I have written, I have written : let 
The rest be on his head or mine !” So spoke 
Old “ Nominis Umbra ;” and while Ipeaking yet, 
Away he melted in celestial smoke. 

Then Satan said to Michael, “ Do n’t forget 
To call George Washington, and John Home Tooke, 
And Franklin ;” — ^but at tliis time there was heard 
A cry for room, though not a phantom stirr*cL 


xcij. 

general bustle spread throughout the throng, 

Which seem’d to hold all verse in detestation ; 

'he angels had of course enough of song 
Wlicn upon service ; and the generation 
)f ghosts had heard too much in life, not long 
Before, to profit by a new occasion ; 

_'he monarch, mule till then, exclaim’d, “What! what! 
Pye come again ? No more— no more of that !” 


LXXXV. 

At length with jostling, elbowing, and the aid 
Of cherabim appointed to that post, 

The devil Asmodeus to the circle made 
His way, and look’d as if his journey cost 
Some trouble. When his burden dovm he laid, 
“What’s this?” cried Michael; “why, ’t is not a 
“I know it,” quoth the incubus; “but he [ghewt?” 

''ohall be one, if you leave the affair to me. 


XCIII. 

The tumult grew ; an universal cou{^ 

Convulsed tlie skies, as during a debate, 

When Castleroagh has been up long enough, 

(Before he was first minister of state, 

mean — the slaves hear nou ) ;) some cried “ Off, oflT!” 

As at a farce ; till grown quite desperate. 

The bard Saint Peter pray’d to interfiose 
Himself an author) only fjr his prose. 



'ifm ytcsios of soexskdsv. 


m 


XOtf, 

Til# vaiiet wai not an ill-fiivottr’d ka&ir# ; 

A good deal like a Tuhtiro in the lace, 

With a hook noee and a hawk’a eye, which gave 
A emart and sharper looking sort of grace 
To his whole aspect, which, thou^ ra&er grave, 
Was by no means so ugly as his case ; 

But that indeed was hopeless as can be, 

Ctuite a poetic felony de se.*’ 

XCT, 

Then Michael blew his trump, and stillM the noise 
With one still greater, as is yot the mode 
On earth besides ; except some grumbling voice, 
Which now and then will make a slight inroad 
Upon decorous silence, few will twice 
Lift up their lungs when fairly oven-crow’d ; 

And now the bard could plead his own bad cause, 
With all the attitudes of self-applause. 

xcvi. 

He said — (I only give the heads) — ^be said, 

He meant no harm in scribbling ; ’t was his way 
Upon all topics; ’twas, beside-s, his bread. 

Of which ho butter’d both sides ; ’t would delay 
Too long the assembly, (he was pleased to dread,) 
And take up rather more time than a day. 

To name his Works — he would but cite a few— 

Wat Tyler— Rhymes on Blenheim — Waterloo. 

XCVII. 

He had written praises of a regicide ; 

Ho had written praises of all kings whatever ; 

He had written for republics far and wide, 

And then against them bitterer than over ; 

For pantisocracy he once had cried 
Aloud, a scheme less moral than 'twas clever; 
Then grew a hearty antijacobin— 

Had turn’d his coat — and would have turn’d his skin. 

XCVIII. 

He had sung against all battles, and again 
In their high praise and glory ; he had call’d 
Reviewing* “ the ungentle craft,” and then 
Become as base a critic as e’er crawl’d— 

Fed, paid, and pamper'd by the very men 
By whom his muse and morals li^ been maul'd : 
He had writtten much blank verse, and blanker prose, 
And more of both than any body knows. 

XGIX. 

He had written Wesley’s life ; — ^herc, turning round 
To Satan, ” Sir, I ’m ready to write yours, 

Iti two octavo volumes, nicely bound, 

With notes and preface, all that most allures 
The pious purchaser ; and there ’s no ground 
For fear, for I can choose my own reviewers: 

So let me have the proper documents, 

That I may add you to my other saints.” 

c. 

Satan bow’d, and was silent. Well, if you, 

With amiable modesty, decline 
My offer, what says Michael? There are few 
Whose memoirs could be render’d more divine. 
Mine is a pen of all work ; not so new 
As it was once, but 1 would make you shine 
Like your own trumpet. By the way, my own 
Has more of brass in it, and is as well blown. 


01 . 

< But talking about trumpets, hare ^s Vitioii! 

Now you shall judge, all peegda $ yes, you sfaidl 
Judge with my judgment, aiid by my daclinaa 
Be guided who &all enter heaven or &U. 

I settle all these tilings hy intuition, 

Times present, past, to come, heaven, hell, and all, 
Like King Alfonso.* When I thus see double, 

I save the Deity some worlds of troubk.” 

czi. 

He ceased, and drew forth an MS. ; and no 
Persuasion on the part of devils, or saints, 

Or angels, now could stop the torrent ; so 
He read the first three lines of the contents^ 

But at the fourth, the whole spiritual show 
Had vanish’d, with variety of scents, 

Ambrosial and sulphureous, as they sprang, 

Like lightning, off from his ** melodious twang.”f 
cm. 

Those grand heroics acted as a spell; 

The angels stopp’d their ears and plied their pinions; 
The devils ran howling, deafen’d, down to hell ; 

The ghosts fled, gibbering, for their own dominions— 
F<m- ’t is not yet decided where they dwell, 

And 1 leave every man to his opinions ;) 

Michael look refuge in his trump— but lo! 

His teeth were set on edge, he could not blow * 

CIV. 

Saint Peter, who has hitherto been known 
For an impetuous saint, upraised his keys 
And at the fifth lino knock’d the poet down; 

Who fell like Phaeton, but more at ease, 

'nto his lake, for there he did not drown 
A different web being by the Destinies 
tVoven for tho laureate’s final wreath, when’er 
Reform shall happen either here or there. 

cv. 

He first sank to the bottom — like his worics, 

But soon rose to the surface— like himself; 

'or all corrupted things are buoy’d, like corks, | 

By their own rottenness, light as an elf, 

Or wisp that flits o’er a morass : he lurks, 

It may be, still, like dull books on a shelf, 
n his own den, to scrawl some ** Life” or ** Vision,” 
s Wellborn says— “ the devil turn’d precisian.” 

^ cvi. 

As for the rest, to come to the conclusion 
Of this true dream, the telescope is gone 
^ich kept my optics free from all delusion. 

And show’d me what I in my turn have shown ; 

All I saw farther, in the last confusion, 

Was, that King George slipp’d into heaven for one ; 
And when the tumult dwindled to a cahn, 

~ left him practising the hundredth psalm. 


' King Alfonio, tMakbg of the Ptolamaan avatem, aaid, that bad ha 
. >n Gonaultad at tba cAation of the world, be woah) baft aparad tba 
Maker aome abaui'ditiea.' ’ 

t See Aubref’e account of the apparition which diaappaarad " with a 
curious perfume and a malodloua twapg or aee tba djilSfiMtry, vol. 1. 

it Adrowoad body Uaa at (ha bottom till reUan ; it(haaaonta,as mat 
people know. 


• IM « lifiiar B. Xhte White.’* 





MORGANTE MAGGIORE, 

D1 MESSER LUIGI FULCL 


ADVERTISKMENT. 

Ths Morgante Maggiore, of the hrat canto of which 
this translation is offered^ divides with the Orlando In- 
namorato the honour of having formed and suggested the 
style and story of Ariosto. The great defects of Boiardo 
were his treating too seriously the narratives of chivalry, 
and his harsh style. Ariosto, in his continuation, by a 
judicious mixture of the gaycty of Pulci, has avoided the 
one, and Berni, in his reformation of Boiardo’s poem, has 
corrected tlie other. Pulci may be considered as the pre- 
cursor and model of Berni altogether, as he has partly 
been to Ariosto, however inferior to both his copyists. 
He is no less the founder of a new style of poetry very 
lately sprung up in England. I alludo to that of the in- 
genious Whistlecraft. The serious poems on Ronces- 
valles in the same language, and more particularly the 
excellent one of Mr. Merivale, are to be traced to the 
same source. It has never yet been decided entirely 
whether Pulci’s intention was or was not to deride the 
religion which is one of his favourite topics. It appears 
to me, that such an intention would have been no less 
hazardous to the poot than to the priest, particularly in 
that age and country ; and the permission to publish the 
poem, and its reception among the classics of Italy, prove 
that it neither was nor is so interpreted. That he in- 
tended to ridicule the monastic life, and sutfered his 
imagination to play with the simple dullness of his con - 1 
verted giant, seems evident enough ; but surely it were 
as unjust to accuse him of irrcligion on tliis account, as 
to denounce Fielding for his Parson Adams, Barnabas, 
Thwackuni, Supple, and the Ordinary in Jonathan Wild, 
—or Scott, for the exquisite use of his Covenanters in 
the “ Talcs of my Landlord.” 

In the following translation I have used the liberty ofj 
the original with the proper names ; as Pulci uses Gan, 
Gancllon, or Ganellone ; Carlo, Carlomagno, or Carlo- 
manu ; Rondel, or Rondello, &c. as it suit.s his conve- 
nience; so has the translator. In other respects the 
version is faithful to the best of the translator’s ability in 
combining his interpretation of the one language wiUi the 
not very easy task of reducing it to the same vorsifleation 
in the other. The reader, on comparing it with the ori- 
ginal, is requested to remember that the antiquated lan- 
guage of Pulci, however pure, is not easy to the gene- 
rality of Italians themselves, from its great mixture of 
Tuscan proverbs ; and he may therefore be more indul- 1 
gent to the present attempt. How far the translator has | 
succeeded, and whether or no he shall continue tlie work, ^ 
are questions wbidi the public willolecide. He was in- ' 
duced to make the experiment partly by his love for, and 
partial intercourse with, the Italian language, of which 
it is so easy to acquire a slight Icnowledge, and with which 
it is so nearly impossible for a foreigner to become accu- 
rately conversant. The Italian language is like a capri- 
cious beauty, who accords her smiles to all, her favours 
to few, and sometimes least to those who have courted 
her longest. The translator wished also to present in an 
English dress a part at least of a poem never yet ren- 
dered into a northern language ; at the same time that it 
has been the original of some of the most celebrated pro- 
ductions on this side of the Alps, as well as of those 
recent e]q>erunents in poeUry in England which have 
been already mentioned. 


CANTO L 


In the beginning was the Word next God ; 

God was the Word, the Word no less was he: 
This was in the beginning, to my mode 
Of thinking, and without him naught could be : 
Therefore, just Lord ! from out thy high abode, 
Benign and pious, bid an angel flee, 

One only, to be my companion, who 

Shall help my famous, worthy, old song through. 

II. 

And thou, oh Virgin ! daughter, mother, bride, 

Of the same Lord, who gave to you each key 
Of heaven, and hell, and every thing beside, 

The day thy Gabriel said “ All hail !” to thee, 
Since to thy servants pity ’s ne’er denied. 

With flowing rhymes, a pleasant style and free, 
Be to my verses then benignly kind. 

And to Ute end illuminate my mind. 

III. 

I ’T was in the season when sad Philomel 
' Weeps with her sister, who remembers and 
Deplores the ancient woes which both befell, 

And makes the nymphs enamour’d, to the band 
Of Phaeton by Phosbus loved so well 
His car (but tein|>er’d by his sire’s command) 
Was given, and on the horizon’s verge just now 
Appear’d, so that Titlionus scratch’d his brow ; 

IV. 

Wlien I prepared my bark first to obey, 

As it should still obey, the helm, my mind, 

And carry prose or rhyme, and tliis my lay 
Of Charles the Emperor, whom you will find 
By several pens already praised ; but they 
Who to diffuse his glory were inclined, 

For all that I can see in prose or verso, 

Have understood Charles badly— and wrote worse. 

V. 

Leonardo Aretino said already, 

That if, like Pepin, Charles had had a writer 
Of genius quick, and diligently steady, 

No hero would in history look bri^ter ; 

Ho in the cabinet being always ready, 

And in the field a most victorious fighter, 

Who for the church and Christian (aith had wrouf^ 
Cortes far more than yet is said or thought. 

VI. 

You still may see at Saint Liberatore 
The abbey, no great way from ManopeU, 
Erected in the Abruzzi to his gloiy, 

Because of the great battle in which fell 
A pagan king, acc^ing to the story, 

And felon people whom Charles sent to hell : 

And there are bone, lo manyt and — ) many, 

Near them Gianffa’f would Mem few, if aiqr 
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rn. 

But tbu woMf blind and ignoranti do n’t f>rize 
His Tirtues as 1 wish to see them : thou, 
lilorencei by his bounty dost arise 
And hast, and may have, if thou wilt allow, 

AU proper customs and true courtesies : 

miate’er thou hast acquired from then till now, 
With knightly courage, treasure, or the lance. 

Is sprung from out the noble blood of France. 

VIII. 

Twelve imladins had Charles in court, of whom 
The wisest and most famous was Orlando; 

Him traitor Gan conducted to the tomb 
In Roncesvalles, as the villain plann’d too, 

While the horn rang so loud, and knell’d the doom 
Of their sad rout, though he did all knight can do, 
And Dante in his comedy has given 
To him a happy seat with Charles in heaven. 

IX. 

’T was Christroas-day ; in Paris all his court 
Charles held ; the chief, I say, Orlando was, 

The Dane ; Aslolfb there too did resort, 

Also Ansuigi, the gay time to pass 
In festival and in triumphal sport, 

The much-renown’d St. Dennis being the cause ; 
Angiolin of Bayonne, and Oliver, 

And gentle Belihghieri too came there : 

X. 

Avolio, and Arino, and Othone 
Of Normandy, and Richard Paladin, 

Wise Hamo, and the ancient Salemone, 

Walter of Lion’s Mount and Baldovin, 

Who was the son of the sad Gancllonc, 

Were there, exciting too much gladness in 
The son of Pepin ; — when his knights came hither, 
He groan’d with joy to see them altogether. 

XI. 

But watchful Fortune, lurking, takes good heed 
Ever some bar 'gainst our intents to bring. 

While Charles reposed him thus, in word and deed, 
Orlando ruled court, Charles, and every thing ; 
Curst Gan, widi envy bursting, had such need 
To vent his spite, that thus with Charles the king 
One day he openly began to say, 

** Orlando must we always then obey ? 

XII. 

A thousand times I ’vc been about to say, 

Orlando too presumptuously goes on ; 

Here are we, counts, kings, dukes, to own thy sway, 
Hamo, and Otho, Ogier, Solomon, 

Each have to honour thee and to obey ; 

But he has too much credit near the throne, 
Which we won’t suffer, but are quite decided 
By such a boy to be no longer guided. 

XIII. 

** And even at Aspramout thou didst begin 
To let him know he was a gallant knight. 

And by the fount did much the day to win ; 

But 1 know voho that day had won the fightj 
If it had not for good Gherardo been : 

The victory was Almonte’s else ; his sight 
He kept upon the standard, and the laurels 
In fact and fairness are his earning, Charles. 

XIV. 

** If thou rememberest being in Gascony, 

When there advanced the nations out of Spain, 
Tbit Christian cause had suffered shamefully, 

HmA not his valour driven them back again. 
BMtipeak the truth when there ’a a reason why : 

bsw then, oh enmror ! that all complain : 

Am for myself, I shnttf^ the mcH^ 

O’er which I cross’^ vm two and sixty counts. 


xr. 

’T is fit thy grandeur should dispense reliefi 
So that oach here may have his proper paitf 
F<a- the whole court is more or less in grmf: 

Perhaps thou deem’st this lad a Mars in heart f* 
Orlando one day heard this speech in brief. 

As by himself it chanced he sate apart: 

Displeased he was with Gan because he said it, 

But much more still that Charles should give him credit. 

XVI. 

And with the sword he would have murder’d Gan, 

But Oliver thrust in between the pair. 

And from his hand extracted Durlindon, 

And thus at length they separated were 
Orlando, angry too with Oarloraan, 

Wanted but little to have slain him there 
Then forth alone from Paris went the chief. 

And burst and madden’d with disdain and grief. 

XVII. 

From Ennellina, consort of the Dane, 

He took Cortana, and then took Rondell, 

And on towards Brara prick’d him o’er the plain ; 

And when she saw him coming, Aldabelle 
Stretch’d forth her arms to clasp her lord again : 

Orlando, in whose brain all was not well. 

As “ Welcome, my Orlando, home,” she said. 

Raised up his sword to smite her on the head. 

xvm. 

Like him a fury counsels ; his revenge 
On Gan in that rash act he seem’d to take. 

Which Aldabelia thought extremely strange ; 

But soon Orlando found himself awake ; 

And his spouse took his bridle on this change, 

And he dismounted from his horse, and spake 
Of every thing which pass’d without demur, 

And then reposed himself some days with her. 

XIX. 

Then full of wrath departed from the place, 

And far as pagan countries roam’d astray ; 

And while he rode, yet still at every pace 
The traitor Gan remember’d by the way ; 

And wandering on in error a long space, 

An abbey which in a lone desert lay, 

'Mid glens obscure, and distant lands, he found, 

Which form’d the Christian’s and the pagan’s bound. 

XX. 

The abbot was call’d Clermont, and by blood 
Descended from Angrante : under cover 
Of a great mountain’s brow the abbey stood, 

But curtain savage giants look’d him over ; 

One Passamont was foremost of the brood. 

And Alabaster and Morganto hover 
Second and third, with certain slings, and throw 
In daily jeopardy tlie place below. 

XXI. 

The monks could pass the convent gate no more, 

Nor leave tlieir cells for water or for wood ; 

Orlando knock’d, but ^one would ope, before 
Unto tlie prior it at length seem’d good ; 

Enter’d, he said that ho was taught to adore 
Him who was born of Mary’s holiest blood. 

And was baptized a Christian ; and then show’d 
How to the abbey he had found his road. 

XXII. 

Said tlie abbot, You are welcome ; what is mine 
We give you freely, since that you believe 
With us in Mary Mother’s Son divine ; 

And that you may not, cavalier, ccxiceive 
The cause of our delay to let you in 
To be rusticity, you shall receive 
The reason why our gate was barrid to you 
Thus those who in suspicion live must do. 



CkfM I. 


"IWi^MtATlON or MAOi^KE, 


XXIIX. 

When hither to inhabit firat we came 
These mountains, albeit that they are obscure, 

As you perceive, yet wi^KMit fear or blame 
They seem’d to promise an asylum sure : 

Fiom savage brutes alone, too fierce to tame, 

’T was fit our quiet dwelling to secure ; 

But now, if hero we *d stay, we needs must guard 
Against domestic beasts wi^ watch and ward. 

XXIV. 

<< These make us stand, in fact, upon the watch ; 

For late there have appear’d three giants rough 
What nation or what kingdom bore the batch 
I knovf not, but they are all of savage stuff; 

When force and malice with some genius match, 

You know, they can do all— we are not enough : 

And these so mu^ our orisons derange, 

1 know not what to do, till matters change. 

XXV. 

Our ancient fathers living tlie desert in. 

For just and holy works were duly fed ; 

Think not they lived on locusts sole, ’t is certain 
That manna was rain’d down from heaven instead ; 
But here ’t is fit we keep on the alert in [bread, 

Our bounds, or taste the stones shower’d down ibr 
From off yon mountain daily raining faster, 

And flung by Passamont and Alabaster. 

XXVI 

“ The third, Morgante, *s savagest by far ; ho 
Plucks up pines, beeches, poplar-trees, and oaks, 

And flings them, our community to bury ; 

And all Uiat I can do but more provokes.” 

While thus they parley in the cemetery, 

A stone from one of their gigantic strokes, 

Which nearly crush’d llondell, came tumbling over, 

So Uiat he took a long leap under cover. 

. XXVII. 

** For God sake, cavalier, come in with speed; 

The manna’s falling now,” tlie abbot cried. 

** This fellow does not wish my horse should feed, 

Dear abbot,” Roland unto him replied. 

Of rcstivcncss he ’d cure him had he need ; 

That stone seems witli good will and aim applied.” 
The holy father said, I do n’t deceive : 

They ’ll one day fling the mountain, I believe.” 

XXVIII. 

Orlando bade them take care of Rondello, 

And also made a breakfast of his own : 

Abbot,” he said, “ I want to find that fellow 
Who flung at iny good horse yon corner-stone. 

Said the abbot, “ Let not my advice seem shallow ; 

As to a broUier dear 1 speak alone ; 

I would dissuade you, baron, from this strife, 

As knowing sure that you will lose your life. 

XXIX. 

“ That Passamont has in his hand three darts — 

Such slings, clubs, ballast-stones, that yield you must; 
You know that giants have much slfcuter hearts 
Than us, with reason, in proportion just; 

If go you will, guard well against their arts, 

For these are veiy barbarous and robust,” 

Orlando answer’d, “ This I ’ll see, be sure, 

And walk the wild on foot to be secure.” 

XXX. 

The abbot sign’d the great cross on his front, 

** Then go you with God’s benison and mine 
Orlando, after he had scaled the mount, 

As the abbot had directed, kept the line 
Right to the usual haunt of Passamont ; 

Who, seeing him alone in this design, 

Survey’d him fore and aft with eyes c^ervant, 

Then ask’d himi ** If be wish’d to suy as servanl 


, XXXI. 

lAnd promised him an office of great ease. 

But, said Orlando, << Baracon insane ! 

I come to kill you, ff it shall so please 
God, not to serve as footboy in your train; 

I You with his monks so oft have broke the peaces 
Vile dog I *t is past his patience to sustain.” 

The giant ran to fetch his arms, quite furious, 
i When he received an answer so injurious. 

XXXIl. 

And being return’d to where Orlando stood. 

Who had not moved him from the spot, and swinging 
The cord, he hurl’d a stone with strength so rude, 

As show’d a sample of his skill in slinging ; 

It roll’d on Count Orlando’s helmet good 
And head, and set both head and helmet ringing, 

So that he swoon’d witli pain as if ho died. 

But more than dead, he seem’d so stupified. 

XXXIII. 

Then Passamont, who tliought him slain outright. 

Said, “ I will go, and while he lies along, 

Disarm me : why such craven did 1 fight ?” 

But Christ his servants ne’er abandons Jong 
Especially Orlando, such a knight, 

As to desert would almost be a wrong. 

While the giant goes to put off his defences, 

Orlando has recall’d his force and senses : 

XXXIV. 

And loud he shouted, “ Giant, where dost go ? 

Thou thought’st me doubtless for tlxe bier outlaid ; 

To the right about — without wings thou *rt loo slow 
To fly my vengeance — currish renegade ! 

’T was but by treachery thou laid'st me low.” 

The giant his astonishment betray’d, 

And turn’d about, and stopp’d his journey on. 

And then he stoop’d to pick up a great stone. 

XXXV. 

Orlando had Cortana bare in hand, 

To split the head in twain was what he schemed 
Cortana clave the skull like a true brand, 

And pagan Passamont died unredeem’d. 

Yet harsh and haughty, as lie lay he bann’d. 

And most devoutly Macon still blasphemed ; 

But while his crude, rude blasphemies he heard, 
Orlando thank’d the Father and the Word,— 

XXXVl. 

Saying, What grace to me tliou ’st given ! 

And I to thee, oh Lord ! am ever bound. 

I know my life was saved by thee from heaven, 

Since by the giant 1 was fairly down’d. 

All things by thee arc measured just and even ; 

Our power without thine aid would naught ^ found : 
I pray thee take heed of me, till I can 
At least return onco more to Carloman.” 

XXXVII. 

And having said thus much, ho went his way ; 

And Alabaster he found out below, 

Doing tlie very best that in him lay 
To root from out a bank a rock or two. 

Orlando, when he reach’d him, loud ’gon say 

* How think’st thou, glutton, such a stone to throw ?” 
When Alabaster heard his deep voice ring, 

Ho suddenly betook him to his sling, 

XXXVIII. 

And hurl’d a fragment of a size so large. 

That if it had in fact fulfill’d its mission. 

And Roland not avail’d him of his targe, 

There would have been no need of a physician. 
Orlando set himself in turn to charge. 

And in his bulky bosom made incision 
With ail his swoid. The lout fell ; but, o’erthrown, ha 
However by no means forgot Macone. 





Oaitto 1 


MorgKiite had a patea ia h» mode, 

Compoeed of btfaadiee, logs of we^, and earth, 
And atretchM himaeif al eaae in thia abode, 

And shut hhnaelf at night widiin hia berth. 

Orlando knock’d, and kn^M again, to goad 
The giant fbm hia aleep ; ai^ be came forth, 

The door to open, like a crazy* thing. 

For a rough dream had ahook him alumbering. 

XL. 

He thought that a fierce aerpent had attack’d him, 

And Mahomet he call’d ,* but Mahomet 
If nothing worth, and not an instant back’d him ; 

But praying bleaaed Jeau, he was aet 
At liberty from all the fears which rack’d him ; 

And to the gate he came with great regret— 

** Who knocks here ?” grumbling all the while, said he. 
” That,” said Orlando, “ you will quickly see. 

XLI. 

** I come to preach to you, as to your brothen, 

Sent by the miserable monks— repentance ; 

For Providence divine, in you and others, 

Condemns the evil done by new acquiantance. 

’T is writ on high — your wrong must pay another’s ; 

From heaven itself is issued out this sentence. 

Know then, that colder now than a pilaster 
I left your Paasamont and Alabaster.” 

XLII. 

Morgante said, ” Oh gentle cavalier! * 

Now by thy God say me no villany ; 

The favour of your name I fain would hear, 

And if a Ohriatian, speak for courtesy.” 

Replied Orlando, So much to your ear 
1 by iny faith disclose content^ly ; 

Christ 1 adore, who is the genuine Lord, 

And, if you please, by you may be adored.” 

XLxn. 

The Saracen rejoin’d in humble tone, 

I have had an extraordinary vision ; 

A savage serpent fell on me alone, 

And Macon would not pity my condition ; 

Hence to thy God, who for ye did atone 
Upon the cross, preferr’d I my petitimi; 

His timely succour set me safe and free. 

And 1 a Christian am disposed to be.” 

XLIV. 

Orlando answer’d, “ Baron just and pious. 

If this good wish your heart can really move 
To the true God, who will not then deny us 
Eternal honour, you will go above, 

And, if you please, as friends we will ally us. 

And I will love you with a perfect love. 

Tour idols are vain liars, full of fraud ; 

The only true God is the Christian’s God. 

XLV. 

The Lord descended to the virgin breast 
Of Mary Mother, sinless and divine ; 

If you acknowledge the Redeemer blest, 

Without whom neither sun nor star can shixio, 

Abjure bad Macon’s false and felon tost, 

Your renegado god, and worship mine,— 

Baptize yourself with zeal, since you repent.” 

To which Morgante answer’d, ** I ’m content.” 

XLVl. 

And then Orlando to embrace him flew, 

And made much of his convert, as he cried, 

To the abbey I will gladly marshal you.” 

Towfaom Morgante, ** Letus go,” relied; 
w I to the friars have for peace to sue.” 

Which thing Orlando heard with inward pride, 

Chg^ig, “Myfcnitl ber, so devout and good, 

AA the abbot pardon, as I wish you would: 


XLTXX. 

Since God has granted your iUmninatkBi 
Accepting you in mercy for his own, 

Humility should be your first oblation.” 

Morgante said, ” For goodness’ sake, make known— 
Since £at your God is to be mine— your station, 

And let your name in verity be shown ; 

Then will 1 every thing at your command do.” 

On which the othW said, he was Orlando. 

XL Tin. 

“ Then,” quoth the giant, ” blessed be Jesu 
A thousand times with gratitude and praise ! 

Oft, perfect baron ! have I heard of you ^ 

Through all the different periods of my dayd^ 

And, as 1 said, to be your vassal too 
I wish, for your great gallantry always.” 

Thus reasoning, they continued much to say, 

And onwards to the abbey went their way. 

XLIX. 

And by the way about the giants dead 
Orlando with Morgante reason’d : Be, 

For their decease, I pray you, comforted ; 

And, since it is G^’s pleasure, pardon me. 

A thousand wrongs unto tlie monks they bred, 

And our true l^ripturc soundeth openly, 

Good is rewarded, and chastised the ill, 

Which the Lord never faileth to fulfil : 

L. 

Because his love of justice unto all 
Is such, he wills his judgment should devour 
All who have sin, however great or small ; 

But good he well remembers to restore. 

Nor without justice holy could we call 
Him, whom I now require you to adore. 

All men must make his will their wishes sway, 

And quickly and spontaneously obey. 

LI. 

And here our doctors are of one accord. 

Coming on this point to the same conclusion,— 

That in ^eir thoughts who praise in heaven the Lord, 

If pity e’er was guilty of intrusion 
For dieir unfortunate relations stored 

In hoU below, and damn’d in great confusion,— 

Their happiness would be reduced to naught, 

And thus unjust the Almighty’s self be thought. 

LXI. 

* But they in Christ have firmest hope, and all 
Which seems to him, to them too must appear 
Well done ; nor could it other wise befall : 

He never can in any purpose err. 
f sire or mother suffer endless thrall, 

They do n’t disturb themselves for him or her; 

What pleases God to tliem must joy inspire ;— 

Such is the observance of the eternal choir.” 

LlII. 

A word unto the wise,” Morgante said. 

Is wont to be enough, and you shall see 
How much I grieve Ibout my brethren dead ; 

And if the will of God seem good to me, 

Fust, as you tell me, ’t is in heaven obey’d— 

Ashes to ashes,— merry let us be ! 

will cut oflf the hands from both their trunks. 

And cariy them unto the holy monks. 

LIT. 

So that all persons may be sure and certain 
That they are dead, and have no frnrther fear 
'o wander solitary this desert in, 

And that they may perceive my mirit clear 
3y the Lord’s grace, who hath wtthmwn the curtain 
Of darkness, making his bright reflim appear ” 

He cut his brethren’s hands off* at these words. 

And left them to the savage beasts and birds. 



IT. 

Tbeii io the aMMgr tiic^ wem im toget^ 

Whero Wilted them tfao abbot k great doi^ 

The monks who knew not yet theiiu^raQ thither 
To their superior, all in breathless rout, 

Saying with tremor, Please to tell os whether 
Yoa wish tso have this person in or outf* 

The abbot, looking through upon the giant, 

Too greatly fearM, at fir^ to be compliant. 

LTI. 

Orlando, seeing him thus agitated, 

Said quickly, Abbot, be thou of good cheer ; 

He Christ'heUeves, as Christian must be rated, 

And hgth renounced his Macon false which bore 
Morgante with the hands corroborated, 

A proof of both the giants’ fate quite clear 
Thence, with due tha^, the abbot Ghxl adored, 
Saying, Thou host contented me, oh Lord!” 

LTII. 

He gazed ; Morgante’s height he calculated, 

And more than once contemplated his size ; 

And then he said, Oh giant celebrated ! 

Know that no more my wonder will arise, 

How you could tear and fling the trees you late did, 
When I behold your form with my own eyes. 

You now a true and perfect friend will show 
Yourself to Christ, as once you were a foe. 

Lvin. 

** And one of our apostles, Saul once named, 

Long persecuted sore the faith of Christ, 

Till, one day, by the Spirit being inflamed, 

* Why dost tliou persecute me thus !* said Christ ; 
And then from his oflence he was reclaim’d, 

And went for ever after preaching Christ, 

And of the foith became a trump, whoso sounding 
O’er the whole earth is echoing and rebounding. 

« LIX. 

** So, my Morgante, you may do likewise ; 

He who repents— ^us writes the Evangelist 
Occasions more rejoicing in the skies 
Than ninety-nine of die celestial list. 

You may be sure, sliould each desire arise 
Willi just zeal for the Lord, tliat you ’ll exist 
Among the happy saints for evermore ; 

But you were lost and damn’d to hell before !” 

LX. 

And thus great honour to Morgante paid 
The abbot : many days tliey did repose. 

One day, as with Orlando they both stray’d, 

And saunter’d here and there, where’er they chose, 
The abbot ikow’d a ebanfoer, where array’d 
Much armour was, and hung up certain bows ; 

And one of these Morgante for a whim 
Girt on, though useless, he believed, to him. 

' LXI. 

There being a want of water in the place, 

Orlando, like a worthy brother, said, 

“ Morgante, I could wiii you in this case 
To go for water.” “ You shall b^ obey’d, 

In all commands, ” was the reply, “ stnughtwayi,” 
Upon his shoulder a great tub he laid, 

And went out on his way unto a fountain, 

Where he was wont to drink below the mountain. 

Lxn. 

Arrived there, a prodigious noise he hears, 

Which suddenly along the forest spread; 

Whereat finm out his quiver he pr^ares 
An arrow for his bow, and Ufto his head ; 

And lo! a monstrous heH of swine appears, 

And onward rushes with tempestuous tread, 

And to the fountain’s brink precisefy pours; 

So that the giant *8 join’d by aU the benni. 


LXUV. 

Moivanteat a venture shot an anew, 
which pierced a pig precisely in ^ ear, 

And pass’d unto tlie oker side quite tbotnogh ; 

So that the boar, defunct, lay tripp’d up near. 

Another, to revenge bis fellow iimnow, 

Against the giant ruik’d in fierce career, 

And reach’d the passage with so swift a foot, 

Morgante was not now in time to shooU 

LXIV. 

Perceiving that the pig was on him dose, 

He gave him such a punch upon the head*^ 

As floor’d him so that he no more arose, 

Smashing the very bone ; and he fell dead 
I Next to the other. Having seen sucli blows, 

‘ The other pigs along the valley fled ; 

Morgante on his neck Uie bucket took, 

Full from the spring, which neither swerved nor shook. 

LXV. 

The ton was on one shoulder, and there were 
The hogs on t' otlier, and he brush’d apace 
On to the abbey, though by no means near, 

Nor spilt one drop A water in his race. 

Orlando, seeing him so soon appear 
With the dead boars, and widi that brimful vase, 
Marvell’d to see his strength so very great; 

So did the abbot, and set wide the gate. 

LXVI. 

The monks, who saw the water fresh and good, 

Rejoiced, but much more to perceive tlie pork 
All animals are glad at sight of food : 

They lay their breviaries to sleep, and woik 
I With gr<ie<ly pleasure, and in such a mood, 

That the flesh needs no salt beneath their fork. 

Of rankness and of rot there is no fear, 

For all the fasts are now left in arrear. 

LXVII. 

As though they wish’d to burst at once, tliey ate ; 

And gorged so that, as if the bones bad been 
In water, sorely grieved the dog and cat, 

Perceiving that they all were pick’d too dean. 

The abbot, who to all did honour great, 

A few days after this convivial scene, 

Ghive to Morgante a fine horse, well train’d, 

Which he long time bad for himself maintain’d. 

LXVIII. 

The horse Morgante to a meadow led, 

To gallop, and to put him to the proof, 

Thinking foat he a back of iron liad, 

Or to skim eg^ unbroke was light enou^ ; 

But the horse, sinking with the pain, fell dead, 

And burst, while cold on earth lay head and hooC 
Morgante said, Got up, thou sulky cur !” 

And still continued pricking with the spur. 

LXZX. 

But finally he thou^t fit to dismount. 

And said, I am as light as any feather, 

And he has burst ; — to this what say you, count 9” 
Orlando answer’d, Like a ship’s mast rather 
You seem to me, with the truck for fronts-* 

Let him go ; Fortune wills that we together 
Should mai^, but you on foot Morgante still.’* 

To which the giant answer’d, ** Bo 1 will. 

LXX. 

When there shall be oecasion, you will see 
How 1 approve my courage in the fii^t.” 

Orlando said, I really thiiw you^be. 

If it should prove Go^s win, a good^ kiii|^; 

Nor will you na^^ung there dai^er me. 

But never mi^ your horse, though out of sight 
’T were best to cany him into some wood, 

If but the means or wi^ I understood.” 

** oil dertte in «ulla te»ta on gran ponxone.*' It la atnnfa Uiait PuM 
alMNild have Uierally antieipatiKl tba ladmtcal Urrim of mj old frland 
and maator, laekaon, and tba art whkb ba hu ewrtad W ||» WgisW 




TRANSLATION OF MORGANTS MAGGTORS. 




LXXt, 

Tbe g'iattt said, Then ctrry him I will, 

Since tliat to carry me he was so slacks 
To render, as the gods do, gjood for ill ; 

But lend a hand to place him on my back.*’ 
Oriando answer’d, If my counsel still 
May weigh, Morgante, do not undertake 
To lift or carty this dead courser, who, 

As you have done to him, will do to you. 

Lxarii. 

“ Take care he don’t revenge himself, though dead. 
As Nessus did of old beyond all cure. 

I do n’t know if the fact you ’ve hoard or read ; 

But he will make you burst, you may be sure.” 
But help him on my back,” Morgante said, 

” And you shall see what weight I can endure. 

In place, my gentle Roland, of this palfrey, 

With all the bells, I ’d carry yonder belfry.” 

Lxxni. 

The abbot said, ” The steeple may do well, 

But, for the bells, you ’ve broken them, I wot.” 
Morgante answer’d, ” Let them pay in hell 
The f>onalty who lie dead in yon grot ;” 

And hoisting up the horse from where be fell, 

Ho said, “ Now look if I the gout have got, 
Orlando, in the legs — or if I have force — 

And then he made two gambols with the horse. 

LXXIV. 


X.XXIX. 

' We can indeed but honour you with 
And sermons, thanksgiving, and pater-nosterfi 
Hot suppers, dinners, (fitting other places 
In verity much rather than the cloisters 
But such a love for you my heart embraces, 

For thousand virtues which your bosom fost«fi| 
That wheresoe’er you go I too shall be, 

And, on the other part, you rest with me, 

LXXX. 

« This may involve a seeming contradiction ; 

But you £ know are sage, and feel, and taste. 
And understand my speech with full conviction. 

For your just pious deeds may you be graced 
With the Lord’s great reward benediction 
By whom you were directed to this waste: 

To his high mercy is our freedom due, 

For which we render thanks to him and you. 

I.XXXI. 

‘ You saved at once our life and soul : such fear 
The giants caused us, tliat the way was lost 
By which we could pursue a fit career 
In search of Jesus and the saintly host ; 

And your departure breeds such sorrow here, 

That comfortless we all are to our cost ; 

But montlis and years you could not stay in sloth, 
Nor are you form’d to wear our sober cloth ; 


Morgante was like any mountain framed ; 

So if he did this, *t is no prodigy ^ 

But secretly himself Orlando blamed, 

Because he was one of his family ; 

And fearing that ho might be hurt or maim’d, 

Once more ho bade him lay his burden by : 

“ Put down, nor bear him further the desert in.” 
Morgante said, I ’ll carry him for certain.” 

LXXV. 

Ho did; and stow’d him in some nook away. 

And to the abbey then return’d with speed. 
Orlando said, ” Why longer do wo stay ? 

** Morgante, here is naught to do indeed.” 

The abbot by the hand be took one day, 

And said, with great respect, he had agreed 
To leave his reverence ; but for this decision 
Ho wish’d to have his pardon and permission. 

LXXVI. 

The honours they continued to receive 
Perhaps exceeded what his merits claim’d ; 

He said, “ I mean, and quickly, to retrieve 
The lost days of time past, which may be blamed ; 
Some days ago I should have ask’d your leave, 

Kind father, but I really was ashamed. 

And know not how to show my sentiment, 

So much I see you with our stay content. 

LXXVII. 

** But in my heart I bear through every clime 
The abbot, abbey, and this solitude— 

So much 1 love you in so short a time ; 

For me, from heaven reward you with all good 
The God so true, the eternal Lord sublime ! 

Whose kingdom at the last hath open stood. 
Meantime we stand expectant of your blessing, 

And recommend us to your prayers with pressing.” 

LXXVXII. 

Now when the abbot Count Orlando heard, 

His heart grew soft with inner tendemesa, 

Such fervour in his bosom bred each word ; 

And, ** Cavalier,” be said, ” if I have less 
CourtecNis and kind to your great worth appear’d, 
Than fits me for such gentle blood to express, 

I know I ’ve done too litw in this case ; 

But ^tame our ignorance, and this poor place. 


Lxxxn. 

. “ But to bear arms, and wield the lance ; indeed, 

' With these as much is done as with this cowl: 

In proof of which the Scripture you may read. 

This giant up to heaven may bear his soul 
By your compassion : now in peace proceed. 

Your state and name I seek not to unroll ; 

But, if I *m ask’d, this answer shall be given, 

That here an angel was sent down from heaven. 

LXXXIII. 

‘ If you want armour or aught else, go in, 

Look o’er the wardrobe, and take what you choose, 
And cover with it o’er this giant’s skin.” 

Orlando answer’d, ” If there should lie loose 
Some armour, ere our journey we begin, 

Which might be turn’d to my companion’s use, 
The gtft would be acceptable to me.” 

The abbot said to him, ” Come in and see.” 

LXXXIV. 

And in a certain closet, where the wall 
Was covered with old armour like a crust, 

The abbot said to tliem, ” I give you all.” 

Morgante rummaged piecemeal from the dust 
The whole, which, save one cuirass, was too small, 
And that too had the mail inlaid widi rust. 

They wonder’d how it fitted him exactly, 

Which ne’er has suited others so comp^ly. 

LXXXV. 

*T was an immeasurable giant’s, who 
By the great Milo of Agrante fell 
Before the abbey mapy years ago. 

The story on the wall was figured well ; 

In the last moment of the abba’s foe, 

Who long had waged a war implacable : 

Precisely as the war occurr’d they drew him, 

1 And there was Milo as he overthrew him. 

I LXXXVZ. 

I Seeing this history, Count Orlando said 
' In his own heart, « Oh God, who in the sky 
Know’st all things ! how was Milo hither led ? 

Who caused the giant in this place to die T* 

And certain letters, weeping, then he read, 

So that ho could not keep his visage dry, — 


m rA« in na pon- As I will tell in the ensuing story. 



POEMS 


NOT INCLUDED IN ANY COLLECTION OP LORD BYRON’S WORKS 
UNTIL AFTER HIS DEATH. 


THE BLUES. 

A LtTS&ARY ECLOGUB. 


•• Nimium nd crcde colorl.”— Yirfi/. 

0 truit noi( ye bMutiful creMturee, to hue. 

Though your hair were as rtd as your ttockingi are 6/i/e. 


ECLOGUE FIRST. 

Landon^Btfore the Door of a Lecture Room, 
Enter Tracy, meeting Inxel. 

Ivk, You ’re too late. 

TVo. Is it over? 

Ink, Nor will be this hour. 

But the benches are cramm’d, like a garden in flower, 
With the pride of our belles, who have made it the fashion 
So instead of beaux arts,” we may say la helte passion’ 
For learning, which lately has taken the lead in 
The world, and set all the fine gentlemen reading. 

Vra, I know it too well, and have worn out my patience 
With studying to study your new publications. 

There’s Vamp, Scamp, and Mouthy, and Wordswords 
and Co. 

With their damnable- 

ink. Hold, my good friend, do you know 

Whom you speak to? 

TVa. Eight well, boy, and so does **the Row 

You’re an autlior — a poet — 

Ink. And think you that I 

Can stand tamely in silence, to hear you decry 
The Muses? 

Tra, Excuse me ; I meant no offence 
To the Nine ; though the number who make some pretence 
To their favours is such- — " b ut the subject to drop, 

I am just piping hot from a publisher’s shop, 

(Next door to the pastry-cook’s ; so that when I 
Cannot And the new volume I wanted to buy 
On the bibliopole’s shelves, it is only two paces, 

As one finds every author in one of those places,^ 

Where I just had been skimming a charming critique, 

So studded with wit, and so sprinkled with Greek ! 
Where your friend— you know who^has just got such a 
freshing, 

That it is, os the phrase goes, extremely refreshing,^* 
What a b^utiful word ! 

Ink. Very true ; ’t is so soft 

And so cooling— ^ey use it a litde too oft ; 

And the papers have got it at last— but no matter. 

So they ’ve cut up our friend then ? 

Tra, Not left him a latter— 

Not a rag of his present or post reputation, 

Which they call a disgrace to the ago and the nation. 

Ink, I ’m sorry to hear this ; for friendship, you know— j 
Our poor friend !— but I thought it would terminate so. 
Our friendship is such, I ’ll read nothing to shock it. 

You db n’t happen to have the Review in your pocket ? 
7Va. No ; I left a round dozen of authors and others 


(Very sony, no doubt, since the cause is a brother’s) 

All scrambling and jostling, like so many imps, 

And on fire witli impatience to get the next glimpse. 

Ink. Let us join them. 

IVo. What, won’t you return to the lecture ? 

Ink. Why, the place is so cramm’d, there ’s not room 
for a spectre. 

Besides, our friend Scamp is to-day so absurd— 

Tra, How can you know tliat till you hear him ? 

Ifik. I beard 

Quite enough ; and to tell you the truth, my retreat 
Was from liis vile nonsense, no less than the heat, 

7Va. I have had no great loss then ? 

Ink. Loss !— ouch a palaver ! 

I ’d inoculate sooner my wife with the slaver 
Of a dog when gone rabid, than listen two hours 
To the torrent of trash which around him he pours, 
Pump’d up with such effort, disgorged with such labour, 
That— —come — do not make me speak ill of one’s 
neighbour. 

TVo. I moke you! 

Ink, Yes, you ! I said nothing until 

You compell’d mo, by speaking the truth— 

T'a* To speak Ul? 

s that your deduction? 

Ink. When speaking of Scamp ill, 

! certainly /oZfote, not set an example. 

The follow ’s a fool, an impostor, a zany. 

TVa. And the crowd of to-day shows that one fool 
makes many. 

But we two will be wise. 

Ink. Pray, then, let us retire. 

Tra, I would, but— 

Ink. There must bo attraction much higher 

Than Scamp, or the Jews’-harp he nicknames his lyre, 
To call you to this hotbed. 

TVa. I own it— ’t is true— 

A fair lady- 
ink. A spinster? 

Tra. Miss Lilac ! 

Ink. The Bhie ! 

The heiress ? 

Tra. The angel! 

Ink. The devil! why, man! 

Pray get out of this hobble as fast as you can. 

You wed with Miss Lilac ! ’t would be your perdition; 
She *8 a poet, a chymist, a mathematician* 

TVa. I say she ’s an angel. 

Ink. Say rather an angle, 

T you and she marry, you ’ll certainly wrangle 
say she ’s a Blue, man, as blue as the ether. 

2Va. And is that any cause for not coming together ? 
Ink. Humph! I can’t say 1 know any happy alliance 
^Vhich has lately sprung up from a wedM with science, 
^be ’s so learned in all things, and fond of concenUDg 
Herself in all matters connected with learning. 

That 

Tra, What? 

Ink, I perliaps may as well hold my tongue ; 



Bm tbere ’0 Ihre fainidr«d peoi^ can tell you you ^ TVs. Make haste then. 

wrong, hk. Why so ? 

3rVa. You forget Lady LiWs as rich as Jew. Tra. I have heard people say 

Ink. Uk miss or the cash of mamma you pursue 7 That it threaten’d to give up the ghost i* other day. 

Tm. Why, Jack, 1 *U be frank with yoo-eomething Ink, WeU,thali8 a sign of some spirit. 

of both. TVa, No doubt^^ 

The girl *• a 0ne girl. Shall you be at the Countess of Fiddlecome’s rout ? 

jMIl And you feel nothing loth /nk. X *ve a card, and shall go ; but at present, as soon 

To her good lady«niodMr*s reversion ; and yet As friend Scamp shall be pleased to st^ down from the 

Her is as go^ as yoUr own, I will bet. moon. , . ^ 

TVs. Let her live, and as long as sbo likes ; I dmnand (Where he seems to he soaring in search of his wits,) 
Nothing more than the heart of her daughter and hand. And an interval grants fnmi bis lecturing 6ts, 

Ink. Why, that heart *s in the inkstand— that hand I *m engaged to the Lady Bluebottle’s collation, 
on the pen. To partake of a luncheon and leam’d conversation : 

TVn, Apropos— Will you write me a song now and ’T is a sort of reunion for Scamp, on the days r 

then ? Of his lecture, to treat him with cold tongue and praise. 


Ink. To what purpose 7 

TVa. You foKiw, tny dear friend, that in prose 
My talent is decent, os for as it goes ; 

But in rhyme - 

Ink, You ’re a terrible stick, to be sure. 

7Va. T own it ; and yet, in those times, there ’s no lure 
For the heart of the fair like a stanza or two ; 

AikI so, as i can’t, will you furnish a fow 9 
Ink, f n your name 9 

Tra, In my name. I will copy them out, 

To slip into her hand at the very next rout. 

Iirk, Are you so far advanced as to hazard this ? 

2Vo. Why, 

JDo you thiiA me subdued by a Blue-stoddng’s eye. 

So for as to tremble to tell her in rhyme 
What I *ve told her in prose, at the least, as sttbHme? 
Ink, JU snMtme J If it be so, no need of my Muse. 
Tra, But consider, dear Inkel, she ’s one of the 
** Blues.” 

Ink. As sublime ! — ^Mr. Tracy— I ’ve nothing to say. 
Stick to {irose— As sublime ! !— but I wish you day. 

Tra, Nay, stay, my dear fellow — consider — I ’ 
wrong; 

1 own it; but, prithee, compose me the song. 

Ink, As sublime ! ! 

Tra, I but used the expression in haste. 

Ink. That may he, Mr. Tracy, but sliows damn’d 
bad taste. 

Tra. I own it— I know it— acknowledge it — what 
Can I say to you more 9 

Ink, I see what you ’d be at ; 

You disparage my parts with insidious abuse, 

Till you thiifo you can tom them best to your own use. 
Tra. And is that not a sign I respect th^ ? 

Ink. Why that 

To be sure makes a difference, 

TVs. 1 know what is what: 

And you, who ’re a man of the gay world, no loss 
Than a poet of t’ otlier, may easily guess 
That I never could mean, by a word, to offend 
A genius like you, and moreover my iriend. 

Ink, No doubt; you by this time should know what 
is doe 

To a man of— but come— let us shake hands. 

TVn. You knew, 

And you know, my dear fefiow, how heartily 1, 
Whatever yon pabtish, am ready to buy. 

Ink, That ’s my boolowUer’s business ; I care not for 
sale; 

Indeed foe best poems at first rather fail. 

There were Renegade’b epics, and Bothecby’s plays. 

And my own grand romance— 

Tra, Had its full share of praise. 

I im^saw it puTd in foe ” Old Girl’s Review.” 

M* What Review 9 . » 

XVn. ’T k foe Journal deTrevottx;” 

A clerical work of our JesmtW home. 

Have you never yet seen it? 

14. That pleasure ’s to come. 


And I own, for my own part, that ’t is not unpleasant. 
Will you go? There ’s Miss Lilac will also ^ present. 
Tra. That ” metal *s attractive.” 

Ink, No doubt — to the pocket. 

Tra, You should rather encourage my passion than 
shock it. 

But let us proceed ; for I think, by the hum — 

Ink. Very true ; let us go, then, before they can come, 
Or else we *11 be kept here an hour at their levy, 

On the rack of cross questions, by all the blue bevy. 
Hark ! Zounds, they ’ll be on us ; I know by the drone 
Of old Botherby’s spouting, ex-cathedra tone. 

Ay ! there he is at it. Poor Scamp ! bettor join 
Your friends, or he *11 pay you back in your own coin. 
7Va. All fair; ’t is but lecture for lecture. 

Ink, That ’s clear. 

But for God’s sake let ’s go, or the bore will be here, 
^'ome, come : nay, 1 ’m off. [Emi Ikxel. 

TVo. You are right, and 1 *11 follow ; 

*T is high time for a ” Sic me aervavit Apollo J* 

And yot we shall have the whole crew on our kibes, 
Blues, dandies, and dowagers, and second-hand scribes, 
All docking to moisten their exquisite throttles 1 
With a gto of Madeira at Lady Bluebottle’s. 

[Eoit Tracy. 


CCLOOITE SECOND. 

An Apartment in the House of Lady Bluesottes.— 
A Table prepared. 

Sir Richard Bluebottle solus. 

Was there ever a man who was married so sorry ? 

Like a fool, 1 must needs do the thing in a hurry. 

My life is reversed, and my quiet destroy’d ; 

My days, which once pass’d in so gentle a void, 

Must now, every hour of foe twelve, be employ’d : 

The twelve, do I say ?— of foe whole twenty-four, 

~s there one which 1 dare call my own any more ? 
iVhat with driving and visiting, dancing and dining, 
iVhat with learning, and teaching, and scribbling, and 
riiining, 

In science and art, I *11 be curst if I know 
Myself from my wife ; for although we are two, 

Tot she somehow c^trives that all things shall be done 
h a style that proclaims us eternally one. 

But the thing of all things which distresses mo more 
Than foe bills of foe we^ (though they trouble me sore) 
!s the numerous, humorous, backbiting crew 
X scribblers, wits, lecturers, white, black, and blue, 
iVho are brought to my house as an inn, to my cost 
—For the bill here, it seems, is defray’d by the hosb— 
No pleasure! no leisure! no thought for my pains, 

3ut to hear a vile jargon which addles my hmins ; 

\ smatter and chatter, glean’d out of reviews, 

(y the rag, tag, and bobtail, of those they call Blues 

\ rabble who know not But soft, here they come ! 

Would to God I were deaf! as 1 ’m not, I ’ll be dumb. 



PMQM8. 


JSnkr Labv BLumoTTLs^ Mtgs Lilac, I^adt Bli7b< 
MOtmr, Mk. Bothebbt, Ikxel, Tracy, Miss Ma 
zARiiTE, and adhern^ wUh Scamp the Lecturer, 
Jja^Biud^, Ah! Sir Richard, good morning; I’v 
* brought yon some friends. 

Sir Rich, (bowe, and afterwards aside.) If friends 
they ’re tlie first. 

Ladj/ JBlueb, But the luncheon attends. 

I pray ye be seated, ** sane ceremonic.^* 

Mr. Scamp, you ’re fatigued ; take your phair there, noxi 
me. ^They all sit 

Sir Ri(^ {aside.) If he does, his fatigue is to come. 
Ijjtdy Bhteb. Mr. Tracy — 

Lady Bhiemount — ^Miss Lilao-*be pleased, pray, toplac< 

ye; 

And you, Mr. Botherby — 

Beth. Oh, my dear Lady, 

I obey. 

Lufiy Blueh. Mr. Inkel, I ought to upbraid ye : 

You were not at tlio lecture. 

Ink. Excuse me, I was ; 

But the heat forced me out in the best part — alas ! 

And when— 

Lofly Blueh. To be sure it was broiling ; but then 
You have lost such a lecture ! 

Both. The best of tlie ten. 

Tra. How can you know tliat? there arc two more. 
Both. Because 

I defy iiim to beat this day's wondrous applause. 

Thu very wails shook. 

Ink. Oh, if tliat bo the tost, 

I allow our friend Scamp has tins day done his best. 

Miss Lilac, permit me to help you; — a wing? 

Miss JJl. No more, sir, I lliank you. Who lectures 
next spring ? 

Both. DickDundor. 

Ink. That is, if ho lives. 

IJl. And why not? 

Ink. No reason whatever, save tliat he ’s a sot. 

Lady Bluemount ! a glass of Madeira? 

IMy Bluem. With pleasure. 

Ink. How does your friend Wordswords, that Winder- 
mere treasure ? 

Does ho stick to his lakes, like the leeches ho sings, 

And their gatherers, as Homer sung warriors and kings? 
Ijody Blueh. He lias just got a place. 

Ink. As a footman? 

Lady Bluem. For shame ! 

Nor profane with your sneers so poetic a name. 

Ink. Nay, I meant him no evil, but pitied his master; 
For the poet of pedlars ’t were, sure, no disaster 
To wear a new livery ; the more, as ’t is not 
The first time he has turn’d both his creed and his coat. 
La^ Bluem. For shame ! I repeat. If Sir George 
could but hear— — 

lady Blueh. Never mind our friend Inkel ; we all know, 
my dear, 

’T is his way. 

SirBick. But this place— 

Ink. Is perhaps like friend Scamp’s, 

A lecturer’s. • * 

Lady Bludh. Excuse me-— ’t is one in the Stamps 
He is made a collector. 

Tra. Collector! 

Sir Bieh. How ? 

MwsIM. What? 

Ink. I shall think of him oft when I buy a new hat: 
There his works will appea r - — - 
Lady Bhtem. Sir, they reach to the Ganges. 

Ink. I shan’t go sofitf— I can have them at Grange’s.* 
Lady Bhid>. Oh fie ! 

JHUs Lil, And for shame ! 

La^ Bhtem. You’re too bad. 

* Qrangt ii or «m a famoui pastry*cook aud frulUrer in Piccadilly. 


ye«7goodl 

lady Bluem. How good ? 

Lady Bhteb. He means naught— ’t is his phsasa* 

Latfy Bluem. He grows rode. 

lady Bhteb. He means noUiing ; nay, ask him. 
lady Bluem, Pray, sir ! did you mew 

What you say ? 

Ink. Never mind if he did ; ’t will be seen 

That whatever he means won’t alloy what ho says. 

Both. Sir ! 

Ink. Pray be content with your portion of praise ; 
*T was in your defence. 

Both. If you please, with submisston, 

1 con make out my own. 

Ink. It would be your perdition. 

While you live, my dear Botherby, never defend 
Yourself or your works ; but leave both to a friend. 
Apropos — Is your play then accepted at last ? 

At last ? 

Ink. Why I thought— that ’s to say— there had past 
A few green-room whispers, which hinted — ^you know 
That the taste of tho actors at best is so so. 

Both. Sir, tho green-room ’s in rapture, and so *8 the 
committee. 

Ink. Ay — ^yours are the plays for exciting our “ pity 
And fear,” as the Greek says : for purging tho mind,” 

' doubt if you ’ll leave us an equal behind. 

Both. I have wri|^^ tho prologue, and meant to have 
pray’d 

'or a spice of your wit in an epilogue’s aid. 

Ink. Well, time enough yet, when the play ’s to be 
play’d. 

!s it cast yet ? 

Both. The actors are fighting for parts, 

As is usual in that most litigious of arts. 

Lady Blueh. We ’ll all make a party, and go the ftrst 
night. 

Tra. And you promised the epilogue, Inkel. 

Ink. Not quite. 

However, to save my friend Botherby trouble, 

' ’ll do what 1 can, though my pains must bo double. 

TVa. Why so? 

Irtk. To do justice to what goes before. 

Both. Sir, I ’m happy to say, 1 ’ve no fears on that 
score* 

our parts, Mr. Inkel, are 

Ink. Never mind mine; 

(tick to those of your play, which is quite your own lino. 
Lady Bluem. You ’re a fugitive writer, 1 tliink, sir, 
of rhymes? 

Ink. Yes, ma’am; and a fugitive reader sometimes. 

)n Wordswords, for instance, I seldom alight, 
r on Moutlicy, his friend, without taking to flight. 

Lady Bluem. Sir, your taste is too common; but 
time and posterity 

Vill right these great men, and this age’s severity 
become its repriMch. 

Ink. I ’ve no sort of objection, 

o I ’m not of the party to take Uie infection. 

Lady Blueh. Perhaps you have doubts that they ever 
will take ? 

Ink. Not at all ; on the contrary, those of the lake 
!ave taken already, and still will continue 
'o take— what they can, from a groat to a guinea, 

►f pension or place ; — but die subject ’s a bore. 

Lady Bluem. Well, sir, die time ’s coming. 

Ink. Scamp ! do n’t you feel sore ? 

Vhat say you to this ? 

Scamp. They have merit, 1 own ; 

’hough their system’s absurdity keeps it unknown. 

Ink. Then why not unearth it in one of your lectures ? 
Scamp. It is only time past which comes under my 
strictures. 

Lady Bhteb. Gome, a truce with all tartness the 
joy of my heart 



' ii n fM IflAKe’i triumph o’w ijl th«t i« art. 

Waa N^M3nu>d Shric^Mare! 

' MeA. And down Ariitotle 

Sir Geoi^ga thinks exactly with Lady 
BhiebotUe; 

And my Lord Sev«iity«dbur, who protects our dear Bard 
And gave him his place, has the greatest regard 
For the poet, who^ singing of {ledlars and asses, 

Has found out the way to dispense with Parnassus. 

Tra, And you. Scamp!— 

Secenp, 1 needs must confess 1 ’m embarrass’d. 
Ink, Do n’tcall upon Scamp, who ’s already so harass’d 
With old tekooUi vid new adnoU, and no sdiools^ and ail 
aehoola, 

7Vn, Well, one thing is certain, that some must be 
fools. 

1 should like to know who. 

Ink, And I should not be sorry 

To know who are not : — it would save us some worry. 
JLaify Blveb, A truce with remaik, and let nothing 
control 

This ** feast of our reason, and flow of the soul.” 

Oh, my dear Mr. Botherby ! sympathise 1— I 
Now feel such a rapture, I ’m ready to fly, 

I feel so elastic—'^ so bwoyanir^io buoyant /”* 

Ink, Tracy ! open the window. 

Tra, I wish her much joy on ’t. 

BaOi, For God’s sake, my Lady Bluebottle, check not 
This gentle emotion, so seldom our lot 
Upon earth. Give it way ; ’t is an impulse which lifts 
Our spirits from earth; the sublimest of gifls ; 

For which poor Prometheus was chain’d to his moun- 
tain. 

’T is the source of all sentiment— feeling’s true fountain : 
’T is tlie Vision of Heaven upon Earth: ’t is the gas 
Of the soul : ’t is the seizing of shades as tliey pass, 

And making them substance : ’t is something divine : — 
Ink, Shall 1 help you, my friend, to a little more wine ? 
Both. I thank you ; not any more, sir, till 1 dine. 

Ink. Apropos — ^Do you dine with Sir Humphrey to- 
day ? 

7Vo. I should tliink with Duh Humphrey was more 


THE THIRD ACT OF MANFRED, IN IW 
ORIGINAL SHAPE, AS FIRST SENT TO 
THE PUBLISHER.* 

ACT in. 

Scene l.'^A Mall in th$ Cottle qf Matfred, 
Manfeed and HsKUAir. 

Man. What is the hour ? 

Her. It wants but one till suiiMt, 

And promises a lovely twilight. * 

Man. Say, 

Are all things so disposed of in the tower 
I As I directed? 

Her. All, my lord, are ready : « 

Here is the key and casket. 

Man. It is well : 

Thou mayst retire. [EwU Hekiian. 

Man. (alone.) There is a calm upon me— 
Inexplicable stillness ! which till now 
Did not belong to what I knew of life. 

If that I did not know philosophy 
To be of all our vanities the motliest, 

Tho merest word that over fool’d the ear 
From out the schoolman’s jargon, I should deem 
The golden secret, tho sought “ Kalon” found, 

And seated in my soul. It will not last, 

But it is well to have known it, though but once : 

It hath enlarged my thoughts with a new sense, 

And I within my tablets would note down 
That there is such a feeling. Who is there ? 

Re-enter Herman. 

Her. My lord, the Abbot of St. Maurice craves 
To greet your presence. 

Enter the Abbott or St. MArniCE. 

Afibot. Peace be with Count Manfred ! 

Man. Thanks, holy father ! welcome to these walls ; 
Thy presence honours them, and blesses those 
Who dwell within tliem. 

Ahbot. AVould it wore so, Count ! 

But I would fain confer with thee alono. 


in your way. 

Ink. It might ha of yore ; but we authors now look 
To the knight, as a landlord, much more than the Duke. 
The truth is, each writer now quite at his ease is, 

And (except with his publisher) dines where he pleases. 
But ’t is now nearly five, and I must to the Park. 

Tra. And I’ll take a turn with you tliere till ’t is 
dark. 

And you, Scamp — 

Soamp. Excusel^mo ; I must to my notes, 

For my lecture next week. 

Ink. He must mind whom he quotes 

Out of “ Elegant Extracts.” 

Lady Blueb. Well, now we break up ; 

But remember Miss Diddle invites us to sup. 

Ink, Then at two hours past midnight we all meet 
again, 

For the sciences, sandwiches, hock, and champagne! 
JVa. And the sweet lobster salad ! 

Both. I honour that meal ; 

For *t is then that our feelings most genuinely— feel. 

Ink. True ; feeling is truest t/ien, far beyond question : 
1 wish to the gods ’t was the same with digestion ! 

La^ BluA. Pshaw !— never mind that ; for one mo- 
ment of feeling 
Is worth-God knows what. 

/hfc. *T is at least worth concealing 

For ttselC or what follows ^But here comes your car- 

riage. 

Sir Bun, (oatde.) I wish all these people were d— d 
with Niy marriage! [Exeunt. 


^ Man. Herman retire. What would my reverend 
guest? [Exit Herman. 

Abbot. Thus, widiout prelude;— Age and zeal, my 
office, 

And good intent, must plead my privilege ; 

Our near, though not acquainted, ncighl^urhood 
May also be my herald. Rumours strange, 

And of unholy nature, are abroad, 

And busy with thy name — a noble name 
"or centuries ; may he who bears it now 
Transmit it unimpaired ! 

Man. Proceed, — I listen. 

Abbot. ’T is said thou boldest converse with the things 
Which are forbidden lo tlie search of man ; 

That with the dwellers of the dark abodes, 

The many ‘evil and unheavenly spirits 
Which walk the valley of the shade of death, 

Thou communest. I know that with mankind. 

Thy fellows in creatii n, thou dost rarely 
Ixchange thy thoughts, and that thy sditude 
Is as an anchorite’s, were it but holy. 

Man. And what are they who do avouch these things ? 
Ahbot. My pious brethren — the scared peasantry — 
>en thy own vassals — wlio do look on thee 
With most unquiet eyes. Thy life ’s in peril. 

Man. Take it. 

Abbot. 1 come to save, and not destroy— 

I would not pry into thy secret soul ; 

But if these things be sooth, there still is time 

For penitence and pity : reconcile thee 

With the true chur^, and through the church to heaven. 


PMH from Ul«, with th« word*. 


* See Letter lo Mt<. Murrii,T. April 14, 1817, pofi 



Mm, I hear thee, Thui ]» my reply ; ^hate’er 
I may bare been, or am, doth rest between 
Hearen and myself — I shall not choose a mortal 
To be my mediator. Have I sinn*d 
Anainst your ordinances ? prove and punish 
AkhoL Then, hear and tremble ! For the headstronj 
wretch 

Who in the mail of innate hardihood 
Would shield himself, and battle for his sins, 

There is the stake on earth, and beyond earth eternal-— 
Mon, Charity, most reverend father. 

Becomes thy Ups so much more than this menace. 

That I would call thee back to it ; but say, 

What wouldst thou with me ? 

It may bo there are 

Things that would shake thee— but I keep them back. 
And give the till to-morrow to repent. 

Then if thou dost not all devote thyself 
To penance, and with gift of all thy lands 
To the monastery — — 

Man. I understand tlioe, — ^well 


It was not of my seeking. My heart i 
And weighs a hxM frsreboding on my soul ; 
But it is calm— calm as a sullen tea 
After the hurricane ; the winds are still, 

But the cold waves swell high and heavily, 
And there is danger in them. Such a rest 
Is no repose. My life hath been a combat, 
And every thought a wound, till I am scarrM 
In the immortal part of me. — ^What now ? 


Abbot. Expect no mercy ; I have warned thee. 

Man. (opening the casket.) 

There is a gift for thee within this casket. 

[Manfred opens the casket^ strikes a light 
and bums some incense. 

Ho! Ashtaroth! 


The Demon Ashtaroth cqypears^ singing as follows , 

The raven sits 
On the raven stone, 

And his black wing flits 
O’er the milkwhite bone ; 

To and fro, as tlie night winds blow, 

The carcass of th(5 assassin swings ; 

And there alone, on the raven-stone,* 

The raven flaps his dusky wings. 

The fetters creak — and his ebon beak 
Croaks to the close of the hollow sound ; 

And this is the tune by the light of the moon 
To which the witches dance their round, 

Merrily, merrily, cheerily, cheerily. 

Merrily, merrily, speeds the ball : 

The dead in their shrouds, and the demons in clouds, 
Flock to the witches’ carnival. 

Abbot. I fear thee not — hence — whence— 

Avaunt thee, evil one ! — help, ho! without there ! 

Man. Convey this man to tlie Shreckhom — to its 
peak— 

To its extremest peak — watch with him there 
BVom now till sunrise ; lei him gaze, and know 
He ne’er again will be so near to heaven. 

But harm him not ; and, when the morrow breaks, 

Set him down safe in his cell — away with him ! 

Ash. Had I not better bring his brethren too, 

Convent and all, to bear him company? 

Man. No, tliis will serve for the present. Take him up. 
Ash. Come, friar ! now an exorcism or two, 

And we shall fly the lighter. 

Ashtaroth disappears with the Abbot, singing as 
foOmm: 

A prodigal son and a maid undone, 

And a widow re-wedded within the year ; 

And a worldly monk and a pregnant nun, 

Are things which every day appear. 

Manfred ahne. 

Man, Why would this fool break in on me, and force 
My art to pranks fantastical?— no matter. 


Re-enter Herman. 

Her. My lord, you bade me wait on you at sunset : 
He sinks behind the mountain. 

Man. Doth he so ? 

I will look on him. 

[Manfred advances to the window qf the hsA 
Glorious orb !* the idol 
Of early nature, anti tlie vigorous race 
Of undiseased mankind, the giant sons 
Of tlio embrace of angels, with a sex • 

More beautiful than they, which did draw down 
The erring spirits who can ne’er return. — 

Stop — Mf)st glorious orb ! that wert a worship, ere 
The mystery of thy making was reveal’d ! 

Thou earliest minister of the Almighty, 

AVhich gladden’d, on their mountain tops, the hearts 
Of the Chaldean shepherds, till they pour’d 
Themselves in orisons ! thou material God ! 

And representative of the Unknown — 

Who chose ihcc for his shadow ! thou chief star ! 

'Jenlre of many stars I which mak’st our earth 
Endurable, and tompercst the hues 
And hearts of all who walk within thy rays ! 

Sire of the seasons ! Monarch of the climes, 

And those who dwell in them ! for, near or far, 

■lur inborn spirits have a tint of thee, 

Even as our outward aspects ; — thou dost rise. 

And shine, and set in glory. Fare thee well ! 

' ne’er shall sec thoo more. As my first glance 
)f love and wonder was for thee, then take 
My latest look : thou wilt not beam on one 
"■o whom the gifts of life and warmth have been 
)f a more fatal nature. He is gone : 
follow. [Exit Manfred. 


* It will be perceWed that, m far m thU, the original matter of the 
Tolrtt Act baa been retained. 


■cene II. — The Mountains — The Castle of Marfred at 
I some distance — A Terrace before a Tower.^Time^ 
TwUigJa, 

Herman, Mandei., and other Dependants ^Manfred. 

Her, ’Tis strange enough; night after nig^t, for 
years, 

Ho hath pursued long vigils in this tower, 
iVithout a witness. I have been within it,— 

9o have we all been ofttimes ; but from it, 

)r its contents, it were impossible 
draw conclusions absolute of aught 
iis studies tend to. To bo sure, there is 
)ne chamber where none enter ; I would give 
'he fee of what I have to come these three years, 

'o pore upon its mysteries, 

Manuel. ’T were dangerous ; 

ontent thyself with what thou know’st already. 

Her. Ah ! Manuel ! thou art elderly and wise, 

.nd couldst say much; thou hast dwelt withia tlie 
castle — 

.GW many years is ’t ? 

Manud. Ere Count Manfred’s birth, 

served his father, whom he naught resembles. 

Her, There be more sons in like predicament, 
lilt wherein do they differ ? 

Manuel. I speak not 


* R«««!iki«tnn«, (Rahetiatein,) » tmnalatioD of Ihe Gorman word for 
tn« which in Oermony »nd fiwliwrland it permanent, and made 
of etooe.” 


* Tliia soliloquy, and a great part of the subeequent scetteibave 1 
j retained in the i^reeent form of the drai 



0rtaow w«f * 

poipt llfigiimnad mu ^ free,— 

A wfurricRr and a reveUer ; he dwelt not 
With hooka and aolitude, nor made the night 
A gloomy Tigil, but a tiine, 

Merrier than day t ^ did not walk the rocks 
And forests like a wolf, nor tnm aside 
From men and their delights. 

Mer, Beshrew the hour, 

But those were jocund times ! 1 would that such 
Would visit die old walls again; they look 
As if th^ had forgotten them. 

Mcmu4, These walls 

Must change their chieflain first. Oh ! I have seen 
Some strange things in these few years.* 

Her, Come, be friendly ; 

Relate me some,, to while away our watch ; 

1 Ve heard thee darkly speak A an event 
Which happen^ hereabouts, by this same tower. 

Manuel. That was a night indeed ! 1 do remember 
*T was twilight, as it may be now, and such 
Another evening yon red cloud, which rests 
On Eigher’s pinnacle, so rested then,— 

So like it that it might be the same ; the wind 
Was faint and gusty, and the mountain snows 
Began to glitter with tlie climbing moon ; 

Count Manfred was, as now, within his tower,— 

How occupied, we knew not, but with him 
The solo companion of his wanderings 
And watchings — ^her, whom of all earthly things 
That lived, the only thing seem’d to love, 

As bo, indeed, by blood was bound to do, 

The lady Astarte, his— 

Her. Look — ^look — the tower — 

The tower ’s on fire. Oh, heavens and earth ! what sound. 
What dreadful sound is that? [A crash like thunder. 

Manuel. Help, help, there!— to the rescue of the 
Count,— 

The Count ’s in danger,— what ho ! there ! approach ! 

[The Servants f Vassals j and Peasantry approach f 
stvpyied wUh terror. 

If there be any of you who have heart 
And love of human kind, and will to aid 
Those in distress— pause not — ^but follow me— 

The pwtol ’s open, follow. [Manuel goes in. 

Her, Come — who follows ? 

What, none of yo ?— ye recreants ! shiver then 

Without I will not see old Manuel risk 

His few remaining years unaided. [Herman goes in. 

Vassal. Hark!— 

No— all is silent — ^not a breath — the flame 
Which shot forth such a blaze is also gone ; 

What may this mean? let ’s enter ! 

Peasant. Faith, not I,— 

Not that, if one, or two, or more, will join, 

1 then will stay behind ; but, for my part, 

I do not see precisely to what end. 

Vassal. Cease your vain prating— come. 

Manuel. (}q)eakmgwUhiH.) ’T is all in vain— 

He ’s dead. 

Her. {within.) Not so— even now methought ho moved ; 
But it is dark— so bear him gently out— 

Softly— how cold he is! take care of his temples 
In winding down the staircase. 

Re-enter Manuix and Herman, bearing Manfred tn 
their arms, 

Manuel, Hie to the castle, some ofyo, and bring 
What aid you can. Saddle the barb, and speed 
For the leach to the city — quick ! some water there ! 

Her, His cheek is black-^ut there is a feint beat 
StUl lingering about the b^prt. Some water. 

* AlUnd,kthopr«Mnt(orw w *' Soiim vtranfR Uiingi b tiitn 


[They tipmMe MAmnuOf tgiA EwAr ; 
he gimuom Mgnsitfl^Uf 

Maaud. He teems te strive to Sj^idt-Hoocne— cbeerly, 
Count! 

lie moves his bps— const bear him ? lam old, 

^ind cannot cat^ feint sounds. 

[Herman rndinmg hia head md Betemng. 
Her. 1 hear a word 

Or two— but indistinctly— what is next? 

What *s to be done ? let ’s bear him to the casde. 
[Manfred madtms vsUh hia hand not 0 remove him. 
Manuel. He disapproves— and ’t were of no avail— 
He changes rapidly. 

Her, *T will soon be over. 

Manuel, Oh I what a death is this! that I shObld live 
To shake my gray hairs over the last chief 
Of the house of Sigismund.— And such a death ! 

Alone — we know not how— unshrived — untended— 

With strange accompaniments and fearful signs — 

' shudder at the sight— but must not leave him. 

Man/red. (speaking faintly and ahwly.) Old man ! 
’t is not so difficult to die. 

[Manfred, having said tkts, esepkea. 
Her, His eyes are fix’d and lifeless. — ^He is gone. 
Manuel. Close them. — ^My old hand quivers.— He de- 
parts — 

Whither ? I dread to think — ^But he is gone ! 


TO MY DEAR MARY ANNE. 

THE POLLOWINO LINES ARB TUB BABLIBS^'WRITTBN BY 
LORD BYRON. THEY WERE ADDRESSED TO MISS OHA- 
WORTH, AFTERWARDS MRS. MUSTBRS, IN 1804, ABOUT 
A YEAR BEFORE HER MARKIAOE.] 

Adieu to sweet Mary for ever ! 

From her 1 must quickly depart ; 

Though the fates us from each other sever, 

Still her image will dwell in my heart. 

The flame that within my heart bums 
If unlike what in lovers’ hearts glows ; 

The love which for Mary 1 feel 
Is for purer than Ciipid bestows. 

I wish not your peace to disturb, 

I wish not your joys to molest; 

Mistake not my passion for love, 

’T is your friendship alone I request 

Not ten thousand lovers could feel 
The friendship my bosom contains; 

It will ever within my heart dwell, 

While tho warm blood flows through my veins. 

May the Ruler of Heaven look down. 

And my Mary from evil defend ! 

May she ne’er know adversity’s frown, 

May her happiness ne’er have an end ! 

f) 

Once more, ray sweet Mary, adieu ! 

Farewell ! I with angui^i repeat, 

For ever It’ll think upon you 
While heart in my bosom shall beat 


TO MISS CHAWORTH. 

Oh Memory, torture me no more, 
The present ’s all o’ercast ; 

My hoj^s of future bliss are o’er, 

In mercy veil the past 



Why bring tlios0 imagw to vie^ 

I hoooeforthiitaitfOBignt 
Ah! those ha^ipy hoars reimvr, 

That neyer can he mine? 

Past pleasure doubles present pain, 

To sorrow adds regreti 
Regret and ht^ are both in yaioi 
I ask but to-il-finget.” IqOA 

FRAGMENT. 

1 . 

H ill s of Annesley, bleak and barren, 

Where my thoughtless childhood stray’d, 

How the nor^ern tempests, warring, 

Howl aboye thy tufted shade ! 

2 , 

Now no more, the hours beguiling. 

Former favourite haunts I see *, 

Now no more my Mary smiling 
Makes ye seem a heaven to me. 


To Thee, my God, to Ihee I call! 

Whatever weal or wo betide, 

By thy command 1 rise or fah, 

In thy protection I conhde. 

If, when this dust to dust restored, 

My soul shall float on airy wing. 

How 8^ thy glorious name adored 
Inspire her feeble voice to sing ! 

But, if this fleeting spirit share 
With clay the grave’s eternal bod, 

While life yet throbs I raise my prayer, 

Though doom’d no more to quit the dead. 

To Thee I breathe my humble strain. 

Grateful for all thy mercies past, 

And hope, my God, to thee again 
This erring life may fly at last. 

29i/iDee.l80$. 


FRAGMENT. 

tWlien Lord Byron flrit went to Newetead on hia arrira] fhim Aber- 
d^n, ho pinnted a young oak in tome part of the grounds, andbtidan 
_ Idea ihat as « nouriehed, to thoukl Ae. Some tixorteTen year* after. 
1806 on revwitliig the tpot, he found hit oak choked up by weeds, and almost 
dealt oyrd. I’lj® following ojteuiog lines are a ^weimen of the poem hs 
wrote on the occasion 


THE PRAYER OP NATURE. 

Father of Light ! great God of Heaven ! 

Hear’st thou the accents of despair 7 
Can guilt like man’s be e’er forgiven ? 

Can vice atone for crimes by prayer ? 
Father oTLight, on thee I call ! 

Thou see’st my soul is dark within ; 
Thou who const mark tlie sparrow’s fall, 
Avert from me tlie deatli of sin. 

No shrine I seek to sects unknown; 

Oh point to mo tho path of truth ! 

Thy dread onmipotence I own ; 

Spare, yet amond, the faults of youth. 

Let bigots rear a gloomy fane, 

Lot superstition hail tho pile, 

Let priests, to spread their sable reign, 

With tales of mystic rites beguile. 

Shall man confine his Maker’s sway 
To Gothic domes of mouldering stone? 
Thy temple is the face of day ; 

Earth, ocean, heaven thy boundless throne. 
Shall man condemn his race to hell 
Unless they bond in pompous form ; 

Toll us that all, for one who fell, 

Must perish in the mingling storm ? 

Shall eat^ pretend to reach the skies, 

Yet doom his brother to expire. 

Whose soul a different hope supplies, 

Or doctrines less severe inspire ? 

Shall these, by creeds they can’t expound, 
Prepare a rancied bliss or wo ? 

Shall reptiles, groveling on the ground, 

Their great Creator’s purpose know ? 

Shall those, who live for self alone, 

Whose years float on in daily crime— 
Shall they by Faith for guilt atone, 

And live beyond the bounds of Time ? 
Father ! no prophet’s laws I seek, — 

laws in Nature’s works appear;— 

I own myself corrupt and weak, 

Yet will I pray, for thou wilt hear ! 

Thou, who const guide the wandering star 
Th^gh trackless realms cf ether’s space ; 
Who calm’st the elemental war. 

Whose hand from pole to pole I trace >- 
Thou, who in wisdom placed me here, 

W^, when thou wilt, can take me hence. 
Ah! wUlit I tread this earthly sphere. 
Extend to me thy wide defence. 

$K 


Young Oak, when I planted thee deep in the ground, 

I hoped tliat thy days would be longer tlian mine ; 
That thy dark-waving branches would flourish around. 
And ivy thy trunk with its mantle entwine. 

Such, such was my hope, when, in infancy’s years, 

On the land of my fathers I roar’d tliee with pride ; 
They are past, and I water thy stem with my tears,— 
Thy decay not the weeds, that surround thee, can hide. 

I left thee, my Oak, and, since tliat fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in tho hall of my sire, &c. Ac. 


ON REVISITING HARROW. 

{[Some jeara ago, when at Harrow, a rrlenc) of the author engraTod oft 
a particular 8}»ot tho iminea of both, with a few additional words, ae _ 
memorial. AfLerwiirrU, on receiving some real or imagined Injury, tha 
author deetroyed the frail lecord before he left Harrow. Ou rcrUiu^ 
the piace.in J8U7, he wrote under it the following elaiuaa.]] 

1. 

Here once engaged tho stranger’s view 
Young Friendship’s record 8imy>ly traced 
Pew were her words, — ^but yet though few, 
i Resentment’s hand the line defaced. 

2 . 

Deeply she cut— but, not erased, 

Tho characters were still so plain, 

That Friendship once return’d, and gazed,— 

Till Memory hail’d tlio words again. 

3 . 

Repentance placed them as before ; 

Forgiveness join’d her gentle name ; 

So fhir tho inscription seem’d once more. 

That Friendship thought it still the same. 

4 . 

Thus might the Record now have been ; 

But, all, in spite of Hope’s endeavour, 

Or Friendship’s tears, Pride rush’d between. 

And blotted out the line for ever ! 


L’AMITIE EST L’AMOUR SANS AILSS. 

1 . 

Why should my anxious breast repine, 

Because my youth is fled? 

Days of delict may still be mine ; 

I Affection IS not dead. 



hk tndng back thft ymn of 
One firm record, one iuting troth 
Celestial consolatUHi brings ; 

Bear it, ye breezes, to the seat, 

Where first my heart re^onsive beat,— < 
Friendship is Love without has wingil’* 

«. 

Through few, but deeply chequer’d years, 
What moments have been mine ! 

Now, half obscured by clouds ot tears, 

Now, bright in rays divine ; 

Howe’er my future doom be cast, 

My soul, enraptured with the pa^ 

To one idea fondly clings ; 

Friendship ! that tliought is all thine own, 
Worth worlds of bliss, that thought alone, 
Friendship is Love without his wings 

3. 

Where yonder yew-trees lightly wave 
Their branches on the gale, 

Unheeded heaves a simple grave, 

Which tells the common tale ; 

Round this unconscious schoolboys stray, 

Till the dull knell of childish play 
From yonder studious mansion rings ; 

But here whene’er my footsteps move, 

My silent tears too plainly prove 

Friendship is Love without his wings 1” 

4. 

Oh Love! before thy glowing shrine 
My early vows were paid ; 

My hopes, my dreams, my heart was thine, 
But these are now decay’d ; 

For thine are pinions like tlie wind, 

No trace of thee remains behind, 

Except, alas ! thy jealous stings. 

Away, away ! delusive power, 

Thou shalt not haunt my coming hour; 

Unless, indeed, without thy wings 1” 

5 . 

Seat of my youth ! thy distant spire 
Recalls each scene of joy ; 

My bosom glows with former fire,— 

In mind again a boy. 

Thy grove of elms, thy verdant hill, 

Thy every path delights me still, 

Each flower a double fragrance flings ; 
Again, as once, in conrerse gay, 

Each dear associate seems to say 
“ Friendship is Love without his wings I” 

6. 

My Lycos ! wherefore dost thou weep? 

Thy falling tears restrain ; 

Affection for a time may sleep, 

But, oh, ’t will wake again. 

Think, think, my friend, when next we meet, 
Our long-wish’d interview, how sweet! 

From this my hope of rapture springs ; 
Wliile youthful hearts thus fondly swell, 
Absence, my friend, can only teU, 

Friend^ip is Love without his wings!” 

7. 

In one, and one alone deceived, 

Did I my error mourn 7 
No— firom oppressive bonds relieved, 

1 leff the wretch to scorn. 

1 turn’d to those my childhood knew, 

With feelings warm, with bosoms true, 
Twined with my heart’s according strings ; 
And till those vital chords shall break, 

For none but these my breast shall wake, 

•* Friendship, the power deprived of wings !” 


6 . 

Ye few! my soul, my Itfeis yeum, 

My memory end my hope; 

Tour worth a lasting lore ensures, 

Unfetter’d in its scope ; 

From smooth deceit a^ teivor spnnig, 

With aspect fair end honey’d tongue, 

Let Adulation wait on kings. 

With joy elate, by snares beset. 

We, we, my friends, can ne’er forget 
” Frlend^ip is Love without his wings!” 

9 . 

Fictions and dreams inspire the bard ^ 

Who rolls the epic song ; 

Friendship and Truth be my reward, 

To me no bays belong ; 

If laurell’d Fame but dwells with lies, 

Me the enchantress ever flies, 

Whose heart and not whose fancy sings: 
Simple and young, 1 dare not feign, 

Mine be the rude yet heartfelt strain, 

” Friendship is Love without his wings !” 

DecembeTt 1806 * 


TO MY SON.” 

1 . 

Those flaxen locks, those eyes of blue, 
Bright as thy mother’s in their hue ; 
Those rosy lips, whose dimples play 
And smile to steal tho heart away. 
Recall a scene of former joy, 

And touch thy Father’s heart, my Boy! 

3 . 

And thou canst lisp a father’s name— 
Ah, William, were thine own the same, 
No self-reproach — but, let me cease— 
My care for thee shall purchase peace ; 
Thy mother’s shade shall smile in joy, 
And pardon all tho past, my Boy. 

3. 

Her lowly grave the turf has prest, 

And thou hast known a stranger’s breast. 
Derision sneers upon thy birth, 

And yields thee scarce a name on earth ; 
Yet shall not these one hope destroy,— 
A Father’s hoart is thine, my Boy! 

4. 

Why, lot the world unfeeling frown, 
Must 1 fond Nature’s claim disown 7 
Ah, no— though moralists reprove, 

I hail thee, dearest child of love, 

Fair cherub, pledge of youth and jov — 
A Fatlier guards ffiy birth, my Boy f 


** The only droumitance I know, that bean ereo remotely on the sub- 
ject of tills poem, Is the following. About a year or two before the tlate 
affixed to it, he wrote to ius mother, from Harrow, <as I base been told by 
a persoti, to whom Mrs. Byron berself communicated the circuiDstance,) 
to say , that he had lately had a'goQd,daal of uneasiness on account of a young 
woman, whom lie knew to ban been a favourite of his late frisod, Curzon, 
and who, finding herself after his death in a stale of progress towards 
maternity, had declared Lord Byron was the father of her child. Thu, 
he positively assured Ids mother was not itie case ; hut, heiieviinx, a* 
did firmly, that the child belonged to Curzon, It was bis wish that it 
should be brought up with all possible care, and he therefore ent^reated 
that his mother would have the Kindness to take charge of it. Though 
such a request might well (as my informant expresses it) hate discom- 
posed a temper more mild than Mrs. Byron’s, she nolwUlistautUng 
answered her sou in the kindest terms, saying that she would wUlingly 
receive the child as soon aa it was born, end bring it up Itt whatever 
mamier he desired. Happily, however, the infant died umut immedi- 
ately, and was that spurn the belai a tax on Uw fMMi joaian af apy 
body. ’’-Moore. 



fi.’ 

Oh| 't wiU fcft ill thee to Inuse 
Ere age has wrinkled o^er my face, 

Ere hdif my glass of Hib is run ^ 

At once a toother and a son ; 

And all my wane of years employ 
In justice done to thee, my Boy ! 

6 . 

Although so young thy heedless sire, 

Youth will not damp parental iiro ; 

And, wert thou still less dear to me, 

While Helen’s form revives in thee, 

The breast, which beat to former joy. 

Will ne’er desert its pledge, my Boy ! 

1807. 


EPITAPH ON JOHN ADAMS, OP 
SOUTHWELL, 

A CARRIER, WHO DIBD OF OBUNKBNNBSa. 

John Adams lies here, of tlie parish of Southwell, 
A Carrier f who carried his can to his mouth well ; 
He carried so mucli, and he carried so fast, 

Ho could carry no more>~so was carried at last ; 
For, the liquor he drank, being too much for one. 
He could not carry off, — so he ’s now carru-oru 

Sqd. 1807. 


FRAGMENT. 

tThe following llnai form ibe concluaion of a poem written by Lord 
Byron under the melancholy Impreaeion that be abould toon die.'] 

Forget Uiis world, my restless sprite, 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to heaven : 

^hero must thou soon direct thy flight, 

If errors arc forgiven. 

To bigots and to sects unknown, 

Bow down beneath th’ Almighty’s Throne 
To him address thy trembling prayer 
He, who is merciful and just, 

Will not reject a child of dust, 

Although his meanest care. 

Fatlier of Liglit ! to thee I call, 

My soul is dark within ; 

Thou, who canst mark the sparrow fall, 

Avert the deatii of sin. 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star. 

Who calm’st the ^emental war, 

Whose mantle is yon boundless sky, 

My thoughts, my words, my crimes forgive ; 

And, since I soon must cease to live, 

Instruct me how to die. 

1807. 

TO MBS. * * *, 

ON BlINO A8XBD MT RBABON FOB U,llxTTlN<» INQLANDSxN 
THB SFRXNO. 

When man, ezpell’d from Eden’s bowers, 

A moment linger’d near the gate, 

Each scene recc’d the vanish’d houxs. 

And bade him curse his future fate. 

But, wandering on through distant climes, 

He learnt to bear his 1 ^ of grief; 

Just gave a sigh to other times, 

Ai^ found in busier scenes relief. 


Thus, Mary, will it be with me, 

And X must view thy channs nomore : 

For, while I Unger near to thee, 

I sigh for all I knew before. 

In flight I shall bo surely wise, 

Escaping flem temptation’s snare • 

1 cannot view my paradise ' 

Without the wish of dwelUng there.* 

Z)«!.l,l808. 

A LOVE-SOm 

TO*#*##**, 

Remind me not, remind me not, 

Of those beloved, those vanish’d hours 
When all my soul was given to thee ; 

Hours that may never be forgot, 

Till lime unnerves our vital powers, 

And thou and I shall cease to be. 

Can I forget— canst thou forget. 

When playing with thy golden hair, 

How quick thy fluttering heart did move? 

Oh, by my soul, I see thee yet, 

With eyes so languid, bretust so fair, 

And lips, tliough silent, breathing love. 

When thus recUuing on my breast, 

Those eyes throw back a glance so sweet, 

As half reproach’d yet raised desire, 

And still we near and nearer prest, 

And still our glowing lips would meet, 

As if in kisses to expire. 

And then those pensive eyes would dose, 

And bid their lids each other seek, 

Veiling the azure orbs below ; 

While their long lashes darkening gloss 
Seem’d stealing o’er thy brilliant cheek, 

Like raven’s plumage smooth’d on snow. 

I dreamt last night our love return’d, 

And, 800 til to say, that very dream 
Was sweeter in its phantasy 

Than if for other hearts I bum’d. 

For eyes that ne’er like thine could beam 
In rapture’s wild reality. 

Then tell me not, remind me not, 

Of hours which, though for ever gone, 

Can still a pleasing dream restore, 

Till thou and I sliall be forgot, 

And senseless os tlie mouldering atono 
Which tells that we shall be no more. 


STANZAS 

TO ♦♦*****. 

There was a time, I need not name, 
Since it will ne’er forgotten be. 

When all our feelings were the same 
As still my soul hath been to thee. 

And from that hour when first thv tongue 
Canfoss’d a love which equall’d mine, 

Though many a grief my heart hath wrung. 
Unknown and thus unfelt by thine, 

None, none hath sunk so deep as this— 

To think how all that love hath flown ; 

Transient as every faithless kiss, 

But transient in thy breast alone. 


Tto poems wsrt tni pubUilMd fai BofatottM’s 


In the oriflnsl this line itsnds, ** Without s vieh to oalsr thiri.'* 
Tits rsodlitf §,fm sbofo is from a MS. corrsetion bjr taed Ugrnm. 



Aod yet nivhatrtioiiwiolace knew. Yet if blest to die utmoit tliat love ciii 

Wlm late 1 heard thy ^deckre, ShouB a rival bow <bwn to our idol hib^ 

la acoeats ooce trtie^ We are jealous !•— who ’s aot ?--*thou hast ao sudi ahoy ; 

Reoaembraoce of the days that were* For the more that enjoy theO) the more we enjoy* 

Yes ! my adored; yet most I Then the season of youth and its vanities part) 

Though thou wilt never love again) For refuge we fly to the goblet at last ; 

To me *t is doubly sweet to find There we find— do we not?— ^in the flow of the soul| 

Remembrance of that love remain. That truth, as of yore, is cmifined to the bowl. 


Yes ! *t is a glorious thought to me. When the box of Pandora was open’d on earth, 

Nor longer shall my soul repine, And Misery’s triumph commenced over Mirth, 

Whate’er thou art or e’er shall be, Hope was left, was she not ?— but the goblet we kiss. 

Thou hast been dearly, solely mine ! And care not for hope, who are certain of blisi^ 


Long life to the grqie ! for when summer is flown. 

The age of our nectar shall gladden our own : 

TO THE SAME. Wemustdie— who shall not?— May our sins bo forgiven, 

Awd wiU thou weep when I am low? I >>« “>1* « 

Sweet lady 1 speak tliose words again : 

Yet if they grieve thee, say not so— 

1 would not give tliat bosom pain. 


My heart is sad, my hopes are gone, 

My blood runs coldly through my breast ; 
And when I perish, thou alone 
Wilt -sigh above my place of rest 

And yet, methinks, a gleam of peace 
Doth through my cloud of anguish shine ; 
And for awhile my sorrows cease. 

To know thy heart hath felt for mine. 


STANZAS 

TO 1'* ON laAVlNO INSXJLND. 

*T IB done— and shivering in the gale 
The bark unfurls her snowy sail ; 

And whistling o’er the bending mast, 
Loud sings on high the fresh’ning blast ; 
And I must from this land be gone, 
Because I cannot love but one. 


Oh lady ! blessed be that tear— 

It fails for one who cannot weep ; 

Such precious drops are doubly dear 
To those whose eyes no tear may steep. 

Sweet lady ! once my heart was warm 
With every feeling soft as thine ; 

But beauty’s self hath ceased to charm 
A wretch created to repine. 

Yet wilt thou weep when 1 am low ? 

Sweet lady ! speak those words again; 
Yet if they grieve thee, say not so — 

1 would not give that bosom pain. 


SONG 

Fill the goblet again, for I never before 
Felt the glow which now gladdens my heart to its core ; 
Let us drink!— who would not? — since, through life’s 
varied round, 

In the goblet alone no deception is found. 

I have^ried in its turn all that life can supply ; 

1 have bask’d in the l>eam of a dark rolling eye ; 

1 have loved !— who has not ? — ^but what heart can declare 
That pleasure existed while passion was there ? 

In the days of my youth, when the heart ’s in its spring, 
And dreams that {Section can never take wing, 

1 had friends!— who has not?— but what tongue will 
avow, 

That iriends, rosy wine ! are so faithful as thou 1 


But could I be what I have been. 

And could I see what I have seen— 
Could I repose upon the breast 
Which once my warmest wishes bleit— 
1 should not seek another zone 
Because 1 cannot love but one. 

’T is long since 1 beheld that eye 
Which gave me bliss or misery ; 

And 1 have striven, but in vain, 

Never to think of it again ; 

For though I fly from Albion, 

I still can only love but one. 

As gome lone bird, without a mate, 

My weary heart is desolate ; 

I look around, and cannot trace 
One friendly smile or welcome face, 

And even in crowds am still alone t 
Because I cannot love but one. 

And I will cross the whitening foam. 
And I will seek a foreign home ; 

Till I forget a false fair face, 

I ne’er shall find a resting-place ; . 

My own dark thoughts 1 cannot shun, 
But ever love, rnd love but one. 

The poorest veriest wretch on earth 
Still finds some hospitable hearth, 

Whore friendship’s or love’s softer glow 
May smile in joy or sooth in wo ; 

But friend or leman I have none. 
Because 1 cannot love but one. 


The heart of a mistress some boy may estrange, 
Friendship shifts with the sun^am— thou never canst 
change; 

jjlho^^w’st old--^ho does not?— but on earth what 
like thine, still increase with its years t 


I go — ^but wheresoe’er I flee, 

There ’s not an eye will weep fin* me; 
There ’s not a kind congenirt heart, 
Where I can claim the meaneet part ; 
Nor thou, who hast my hopes untee. 
Wilt sigh, although 1 love but cna. 



of maty wAy leeiiai 
Of fAiai W6 «re, and what we ’ve beetii 
Would whelm some softer hearts with wo^ 
Bat miae, alas ! has stood the blow ; 

Yet still Wts on as it begun, 

And never truly loves but one. 

And who that dear loved one may be 
Is not for vulgar eyes to see, 

And why that early love was crost, 

Thou krow’st the best, 1 feel the most'; 

But few that dwell beneath the sun 
Have loved so long, and loved but one. 

« 

I ’ve tried another’s fetters too, 

With charms perchance as fair to view ; 
And 1 would fain have loved as well, 

But some unconquerable spell 
Forbade my bleeding breast to own 
A kindred care for aught but one. 

’T would sooth to take one lingering view, 
And bless thee in my last adieu ; 

Yet wish I not those eyes to weep 
For him that wanders o’er die deep ; 

His home, his hope, his youth are g<me. 

Yet still he loves, aj^ loves but one.*'' 


LINES TO MR. HODGSON. 

Falmouth Roada, June 80th, 1808. 

1 . 

HtrzzA ! Hodgson, we are going, 

Our embargo ’s off at last 
Favourable breezes blowing 
Bend the canvass o’er the mast 
From aloft the signal’s streaming, 

Hark! the fttrewell gun is fir^; 

Women screeching, tars blaspheming. 

Tell us that our time’s expired. 

Here ’s a rascal 
Come to task all. 

Plying from the custom-house 
Trunks unpacking, 

Cases cracking. 

Not a comer for a mouse 
’Scapes unsearch’d amid the racket. 

Ere we sail on board the Packet. 

S. 

Now our boatmen quit their mooring. 

And all hands must ply the oar; 

Baggage from the quay is lowering, 

We ’re impatient — ^push from shore. 

Have a care ! that case holds liquor — 

Stop the boat~-I ’m sick-Hih Lord !” 

** Sick, ma’am, damme, yo^ ’ll be sicker 
Ere you ’ve been an hour on board.” 

Thus are screaming 
Men and womcn^ 

Gemmen, ladies, servants, Jacks ; 

Here entangling, 

All are wrangling, 

Stuck together dose as wax.— 

Such the general noise and racket, 

Ere we reach the Lisbon Packet. 


* ThuuoormttdbyhlniMtf Ina copjoTthtlSlMellaiqMhstwolwi 
Him being, ortgUmllj, m foilove 
** ** TtuMgb wh«rMo*«r my berk mer nm, 

I kn balUietk Xlove bot 


s. 

Now we ’ve reach’d her, lo t die eaptahi, 
Gallant Kidd, commands the crew ; 
Passengers their berths are dapt in, 

Some to grumble, some to spew. 

Hey day! call you that a cabin? 

Why ’t is hardly three feet square ; 

Not enough to stow Ctueen Mab in— 

Who the deuce can harbour there f" 

“ Who, sir? plenty— 

Nobles twenty 

Did at once my vessel fill.”— 

” Did they ? Jesus, 

How you squeeze us ! 

Would to God they did so still : 

Then I ’d scape the heat and racket 
Of the good ship, Lisbon Packet.” 

I 4. 

Fletcher ! Murray ! Bob ! where are you ? 

Stretch’d along the deck like logs— 

Bear a hand, you jolly tar, you ! 

Here ’s a rope’s end for toe dogs. 
Hobhouse muttering fearful curses. 

As the hatchway down he rolls, 

Now his breakfast, now his verses. 

Vomits forth — and damns our souls 
“ Here *s a stanza 
On Braganza — 

Help !” — “ a couplet?”—** No, a cup 
Of warm water — ** 

** What ’s toe matter?” 

’* Zounds ! my liver ’s coming up; 

I shall not survive too racket 
Of this brutal Lisbon Packet.” 

6 . 

Now at length we *re off for Turkey, 

Lord knows when we shall come back! 
Breezes foul and tempests murky 
May unship us in a crack. 

But, since life at most a jest is, 

As philosophers allow, 

Still to laugh by far the best is, 

Then laugh on — as I do now. 

Lau^ at all things, 

Great and small things. 

Sick or well, at sea or shore ; 

While we ’re quaffing, 

Let ’s have laughing— 

Who the devil cares fbr more?— 

Some good wine ! and who would lade it| 
Even on board toe Lisbon Packet ? 


LINES IN THE TRAVELLERS* BOOK AT 
ORCHOMENUS. 

XM THIS BOOK A THAVBLLBB BAD WKITTIH 

** Fair Albion, smiling, sees her son depart 
To trace toe birth and nursery of art: 

Noble his object, glorious is his aim: 

He comes to Athw, and he writes his name.” 


BIBBATH WHICH LOBD BYBOH ZNSHBTBD THB VOXXOWIHO 
BBFLT 

Ths modest bard, like many a bard unknown, 
Rhymes on our names, but wisely hides his own ; 

I But yet whoe’er he be, to say no worse, 

Htt nixM wouH bring mofc credit than 



ON MOQBB’S LAST OPERATIC FARCE. 


4 iMJunou. muuM. 

Goal) pift^TM m loaroe, 
So Moore writes force: 


8epL 14| 1811. 


The poet’s fhme grows britllo*- 
We knew before 
That IMUe ’s Moore 
But now ’t is Moore that ’s UtUe 


EPISTLE TO MR. HODGSON, 
fit aMBwna to bomb linbb sxbobtiko him 

OffBBBFtTL Am TO BANISH OABB.** 


ON LORD THURLOirS POEMa 

IKDIOaTin TO tOk, BOOBM. 

IBIS. 

1 . 

WasN Thurlow this damn’d nonsense asnlr 
(1 hope I am not violent,} 

Nor men nor gods knew what he meant, 

S. 

And since not ev’n our Rogers* praise 
To common sense his thoughts could 
Why woidd they let him print his lays ? 

S. 

^ ^ ^ * 


Newstead Abbey, Oct. U, 1811 

Oh ! banish care”— such ever be 
The motto of thy revelry ! 

Perchance of mine, when wassail nights 
Renew those riotous delights, 

Wherewith the children of Despair 
Lull the lone heart, and banish care.” 

But not in morn’s reflecting hour, 

When present, past, and future lower, 

When all 1 lov^ is changed or gone, 

Mock with such taunts the woes of one, 
Whose every tliought— but let them pass— 
Thou know’st I am not what I was. 

But, abovo all, if thou wouldst hold 
Place in a heart that ne’er was cold, 

By all the powers that men revere. 

By all unto thy bosom dear, 

Thy Joys below, thy hopes above, 

Speak — spoak of any thing but love. 

’T were long to tell, and vain to hear, 

The tede of ono who scorns a tear; 

And there is little in that tale 
Wliich better bosoms would bewail. 

But mine heis suffer’d more than well 
’T would suit philosophy to tell. 

I’ve seen my bride another’s bride^ 

Have seen her seated by his side, — 

Have seen the infant, which she bore, 

Wear the sweet smile the mother wore, 

When she and 1 in youth have smiled 
As fond and faultless as her child ; — 

Have seen her eyes, in cold disdain. 

Ask if 1 felt no secret pain, 

And / have acted well my part, 

And made my cheek belie my heart, 

Return’d the freezing glance she gave, 

Yet felt the while t/wrf woman’s slave ;— 

Have kiss’d, as if without design, 

The babe which ought to have been mine, 

And sliow’d, alas! in each caress 
Time had not made me love the less. 

But let tliis pass— I ’ll whine no more. 

Nor seek again an eastern shore ; 

The worid befits a busy brain,— 

1 ’ll hie me to its haunts again. 

But if, in some succeeding year, 

When Britain’s “ May is in the sere,” 

Thou bear’st of one, whose deepening crimes 
Suit with the sahlest of the times, 

Of one, whom love nor pity sways, 

Nor hope of fame, nor good men’s praise, 

One, who in stem ambition’s pride, 

Perchance not blood dhaU turn aside, 

One rank’4m,fniii6 Foconling page 
With the age, 

Him pause, 

Nor witb fivget the CBiiM. 


4. 

♦ * 


5. 

To me, divine Apollo, grant — O ! 
Hermilda’s first and second canto, 

1 ’m fitting up a now portmanteau ; 

6. 

And thus to furnish decent lining, 

My own and others’ bays I ’m twining— 
So, gentle Thurlow, throw me thino in. 


TO LORD THURLOW. 

" I lay my branch of laurel dovrn, 

Then thue to form Apollo’e crown 
Let every other brine bis own.” 

Lord Thuriovt'B Lintt to Mr, Bogert. 

1 . 

“ I lay my branch of laurel tfotwi.” 

Utau “ lay thy branch of laurd down !” 

Why, what tliou ’st stole is not enow ; 

And, were it lawfully thine own, 

Does Rogers want it most, or tliou 
Keep to thyself thy wither’d bough, 

Or send it back to Doctor Donne— 

Were justice done to both, I trow, 

He ’d have but little, and thou— none. 

2 . 

“ Then thus to form ApoUde crown,** 

A crown! why, twist it how you will. 

Thy chaplet must be foolscap still. 

When next you visit Delphi’s town. 

Inquire among your fellow-lodgers, 

They ’ll tell you PhoBbus gave his crown, 

Some years before your birtli, to Rogers* 

S. 

“ Let every other bring Im own,** 

When coals to Newcastle are carried. 

And owls sen^to Athens as wonders, 

From his spouse when the Regent ’s unmarried, 
Or Liverpool weeps o’er his blunders; 

Wlien Tories and Whigs cease to quarrels, 
When Castlereagh’s wife has an heir, 

Then Rogers bhall ask us for laurel, 

And thou shall liave plenty to spare. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 

WBXTTBN THE BVBNXNO BBPORB HIS VISIT, IN COMPANY 
WITH LOSn BYRON, TO MR. LBIOB HUNT IN COLD BATH 
FIBLDB PRISON, MA.Y 19 , 1812 . 

Ob you, who in all names can tickle the town, ^ 
Anacreon, Tom Little, Tom Moore, or Tom Brown,— 



For hang me if I know of which jrou may moat brag^ 
Yoor Quarto two-ponndii or your Twqaeimy Poet Bag ; 

But now to my l©tter-H» your* *t is an answer — 
To-morrow be with me, as soon as you can, sir, 

All ready and dressed for {proceeding to spunge on 
(According to compact) the wit in the dungeon— 

Pray Phmbus at length our political malice 
May not get us lodgings within the same palace ! 

I suppose that to-ni^t you ’re engaged with some 

And for Solheby’s Blues have deserted Sam Rogers ; 
And 1, though with cold 1 have nearly my death got, 
Must pu^ on my breeches, and wait on the Heathcote. 
But to-morrow, at four, wo will both play the ScurrOf 
And you ’ll be Catullus, the Regent Mamurra. 


FRAGMENT OP AN EPISTLE TO THOMAS 
MOORE. 

Junef 1614. 

1 . 

“ What say not a syllable further in prose ; 

I ’m your man of all measures,” dear Tom,— so, here 
goes! 

Here goes, for a swim on the stream of old Time, 

On those buoyant supporters, the bladders of rhyme. 

If our weight breaks them down, and we si^ in the 
flood, 

We are smother’d, at least, in respectable mud, 

Whore the Divers of Bathos lie drown’d in a heap, 

And Southey’s last Psean has pillow’d his sleep 
That “ Felo de so” who, half drunk with his malmsey. 
Walk’d out of his depth and was lost in a calm sea, 
Singing “ Gloiy to God” in a spick and span stanza, 
The like (since Tom Stemhold was choked) never man 
• saw. 

2 . 

The papers have told you, no doubt, of the fusses, 

Tho fetes, and the gapings to get at these Russes,— 

Of his Majesty’s suite, up from coachman to Hetman,— 
And what dignity decks the flat face of the great man. 

I saw him, last week, at two balls and a party, — 

For a prince, his demeanour was rather too hearty. 

You know, we are used to quite diflferent graces, 

* * 3 ^ * * 4 ^ 


3. 

The Czar’s look, I own, was much brighter and brisker, 
But then he is sadly deficient in w'hisker; 

And wore but a starless blue coat, and in kersey- 
-mere breeches whisk’d round, in a waltz with the Jersey, 
Who, lovely as over, seem’d just as delighted 
With majesty’s presence as those she invited. 

* I(c Sc 


THE DEVIL’S pklVE. 

Ky tWsitwu^.wUd poem, which extends to ebout two hundred end 
fifty llnea, the only copy thft liord Bjrou, I believe, ever wrote, he 
preeented to Lord Holland. Though with a gowl deal of vigour and 
tmaguiniion, it u, for the moat pan, raUier clumalJy executed, wanting 
eondenaatiou of tboee clever veraea of Mr. Coleridge 
which Lord Hyroii, ^opUng a notion long prevalent, haa utUibiited to 
rroteaeor Poraon. There however, aome of the eianiAS of “ Tho 
Devil’. Drive*' weU worth preeerviug.J-Jtfoore. 


Th® Devil return’d to hell by two, 

And he staid at home till five ; 

^ When be dined on some homicides done ia ragouif 
And a rebel or so in an stew, 

„^^nd sausages made of a selfiilaui Jew, 

And botho^thiBM^what next to do, 


« And,” quoth ho, « I ’ll take a drive. 

I walk’d in the morning, I ’ll ride to-night ; 

In darkness my children take most delict. 

And 1 ’ll see how my fovourites thrive. 

2 . 

** And what shall 1 ride in ?” quoth Lucifor, then— 

“ If I follow’d my taste, indeed, 

1 should mount in a wagon of woimded men, 

And smile to see them bleed. 

But these will be furnish’d again and again, 

And at present my purpose is speed; 

To see my manor as much as 1 may, 

And wat<^ that no souls shall be poach’d away. 

3. 

' I have a state-coach at Carlton House, 

A chariot in Seymour^placo ; 

But tliey ’re lent to two friends, who make me amende 
By driving my favourite pace : 

And they handle their reins witli such a grace, 

1 have something for both at the end of their race. 

4 . 

“ So now for the earth to take my chance.” 

Then up to the earth sprung he ; 

And making a jump from Moscow to Franoe, 

He Stepp d across tlie sea, 

And rest^ his hoof on a turnpike road, 

No very great way from a bishop’s abode. 

5. 

But first as ho flew, I forgot to say, 

That he hover’d a moment upon his way 
To look upon Leipsic plain ; 

And so sweet to his eye was its sulphury glare 
And so soft to his ear was the cry of despair, 

That he perch’d on a mountain of slain ; 

And he gazed witii delight from its growing height 
Nor often on eartli had he seen such a sight, 

Nor his work done half as well : 

For tlie field ran so red with the blood of the dead, 
That it blushed like the waves of hell! 

Then loudly, and wildly, and long laugh’d he : 

“ Methinks they have hero little need of 7n« /” 

* % A ifc 4! a 

I 8. 

But tlie softest note that soothed his ear 
Was the sound of a widow sighing ; 

And the sweetest sight was the icy tear, 

Which horror froze in tho blue eye clear 
Of a maid by her lover lying — 

As round her fell her long fair hair : 

And she look’d to heaven with that frenzied air 
Which seem’d to ask if a God were there! 

And, stretch’d by the wall of a ruin’d hut, 

Witli its hollow cheek, and eyes half shut, 

A child of famine dying : 

And the carnage begun, when resistance is donSi 
And the fall of the vainly flying ! 

4 43 4i 43 43 a 

10 . 

But the Devil has reach’d our clifts so white. 

And what did ho there, I pray ? 

If his eyes were good, he but saw by ni^t 
What we see ©very day ; 

But he made a tour, and kept a journal 
Of all the wondrous sights nocturnal, 

And he sold it in shares to the iUen of the Rmo, 

Who bid pretty well— but they cheated him, though ! 

11 . 

Tho Devil first saw, as he thought, the Mail 
Its coachman and his coat ; 

So instead of a pistol he cock’d his tail. 

And seized him by the throat : 

“ Aha,” quotli he, what have we here? 

’T is a now barouche, and an ouokiil peer ! 



Bolieiithki oiiHsboicaj^y 
And bade bin bave no fiar, 

Bnt bo tnio to bio ckib, md otancli to bin rein, 

Hia brothel, and bis beer; 

Neit to teeing a lord at the council board, 

1 would rather tee him here.** 

o 0 0 e e e 

17. 

rhe Devil gat next to Westminster, 

And he tumM ** to the room” of the Commons ; 

But he heard, as he purposed to enter in there, 

That “ the Lords” h^ received a summons ; 

^nd he thought as a quondam aristocrat,” 

9e might peep at the peers, though to hear them were 
flat; 

And he walk’d up the house so like one of our own, 

That they say that he stood pretty near the throne. 

18. 

Ele saw the Lord Liverpool seemingly wise, 

The Lord Westmoreland certainly silly, 

And Johnny of Norfolk— a man of some size— 

And Chatham, so like his fliend Billy ; 

And he saw the tears in Lord Eldon’s eyes, 

Because the Catholics would wa rise, 

In spite of his prayers and his prophecies ; 

And he heard— which set Satan himself a staring— 

A certain chief justice say something like stoearmg-. 

And the Devil was shock’d — and quoth he, I must go, 
Por I find we have much better manners below. 

[f thus he harangues when he passes my border, 

[ iflioll hint to friend Moloch to call him to order.” 

December, 181S. 

WINDSOR POETICS. 

Ubm eompoMd on tlic oceaaion of BU Rorvl Hlghneu the Frinet Rogmt 
. •tandlng botwton tbt eofBm at Baury ViU. imd Charut 1 . 

in tiw r» 9 «l vault at Windoor. 

AforcA, 1 S 14 . 

Fahei) for contemptuous breach of sacred ties, 

By headless Charles see heartless Henry lies ; 
Between them stands another sceptred thmg— 

It moves, it reigns— in all but name, a king: 

Charles to his people, Henry to his wife, 

—In him the double t 3 rrant starts to life : 

Justice and death have mix’d tlieir dust in vain, 

Each royal vampire wakes to life a^in. 

Ah, what can tombs avail !— since these disgorge 
The blood and dust of both— to mould a G— ge. 

ADDITIONAL STANZAS, TO THE ODE TO 
NAPOLEON BONAPARTE. 

17. 

Thxrx: was a day — there was an hour, 

While earth was Qmil’s — Gaul thino— 

When that immeasurable power 
TTnsated to resign 
Had been an act of purer fame 
Than gathers round Marengo’s name 
And gilded thy decline, 

Through the long twilight of all time, 

Deqiite some passing clouds of crime. 

18. 

But thou flxsooth mustbe aking 
And don the purple vest, 

As if tibat foolish r^ could wring 
Remembrance from thy breast. 

Wlme is that faded garment ? where 

gewgaws thou wert fimd to wear, 

The star— the string— the crest 7 
Taiii,fi!«^aidchil4 of empire! say 
AieiMibMMi BMtoh’d awayt 


10 , 

Where may the wearied 
When gazing on flie great; 

Where neither guilty glciy ^ow«t 
Nor despicable state? 

Tea— one— the first — the last<-^ best^ 

The Cincinnatus of the West, 

Whom envy dared not hate. 

Bequeath’d the name of Wellington, 

To malm imm bhtth there wai but one ! 

3 

TO LADY CAROLINB LAMB. 

Abd say’st thou that I have not felt, * 
Whilst thou wert thus estranged from me * 
Nor know’st how dearly I have dwelt 
On one unbroken dream of thee ? 

But love like ours must never be, 

And I will learn to prize thee less ; 

As thou hast fled, so let me flee. 

And change the heart thou mayest not blei 

They ’ll tell thee, Clara ! I have seem’d. 

Of late, another’s charms to woo, 

Nor sigh’d, nor frown’d, as if I deem’d 
That thou wert banish’d from my view 
Clara ! this struggle — to undo 
What thou hast done too well, for me 
This mask before the babbling crew— 

V This treachery — ^was truth to thee ! 

I have not wept while thou wert gone. 

Nor worn csie look of sullen wo ; 

But sought, in many, all that one 
(Ah ! need I name her 7) could bestow. 

It is a duty which I owe 
To thine— to thee— to man— to Gh)d, 

To crush, to quench this guilty glow, 

Ere yet the path of crime be trod. 

But since my breast is not so pure, 

Since still the vulture tears my heart, 

Lot me this agony endure. 

Not thee— oh ! dearest as thou art ! 

In mercy, Clara ! let us part. 

And I will seek, yet know not how, 

To shun, in time, the threatening dart 
Guilt must not aim at such as thou. 

But thou must aid me in the task, 

And nobly thus exert thy power ; 

Then spurn me hence— *t is*all I aiA— 

Ere time mature a guiltier hour ; 

Ere wrath’s impending viols shower 
Remorse redoubled on my head ; 

Ere firesunquenchably devour 
A heart, whose h(^e has long been dead. 

Deceive no more thyself and me, 

Deceive not bftter hearts than mine ; 

Ah ! shoiddst thou, whither wouldst thou flee, 
From wo like oun— from shame like thine? 
And, if there be a wrath divine, 

A pang beyond this fleeting hmath, 

E’en now all future hope resign. 

Such thoughts are guilt— such guilt Isdeafli. 


STANZAS FOR MUSIC. 

1 . 

I sneax not, I trace not, I breathe not thy ntine, 

There is grief in the soimd, there is guilt in the Amet 
But the tear which now brnns on my cheek may napart^ 
The deep thoughts UuUdweB in that silsnoe of hewt. 



9 . 

Too brief Ibr ouf pCMl^^tooloiigferoiir 

Were thote hoiire--0«li ilieir joy or their bitterness cease 

We repent— we aljiire— we will break from our chain)' 

" We will part,— we will fly t(h— unite it again ! 

S. 

Oh! thine be the gladness, and mine be the guilt ! 
Forgive me, ador^ one I— forsake, if thou will ; — 

But the heart which is thine sliall expire itndebased, 
And ffion shall not break it— whatever mayst. 

4. 

And stem to the hapghty, but humble to thee. 

This soul, ifi its bitterest blackness, shall be ; 

And our days seem as swift, and our moments more s wee 
With thee by my side, tlian with worlds at our feet. 

5. 

One sigh of thy sorrow, one look of thy love, 

Shall turn me or fix, shall reward or reprove ; 

And the heartless may wonder at all I resign— 

Thy lip shall reply, not to them, but to miiie. 

Majj/f 1814 . 

ADDRESS INTENDED TO BE RECITED A 
THE CALEDONIAN MEETING. 

Who hath not glowM above the page where fame 
Hath fix’d high Caledon’s unconquer’d name ; 

The mountain-laiKl which spurn’d the Roman chain, 
And bafBed back the fiery-crested Dane, 

Whose briglit claymore and liardihood of hand 
No foe could tame — ^no tyrant could command ? 

That race is gone — but still their chiKJrcsn breathe, 

And glory crowns them with redoubled wreatli : 

O’er Gaol and Saxon mingling banners shine, 

And England ! add their stubliorn strength to tliino. 

The blood which flow’d with Wallace flows as free 
Bnt now ’t is only sbed for fame and thee ! 

Oh ! pass not by the northern veteran’s claim, 

But give support— the world hath given him fame ! 

Tlie humbler ranks, the lowly brave, who bled 
While choerly following where tlio mighty led 
Who sleep beneath the undistinguish’d sod 
Wiiere happier comra<les in their triumph trod, 

To us bequeath — ^*1 is all their fate allows — 

The sireless oflfspring and the lonely spouse ; 

^he on high Albyn’s dusk}^ hills may raise 
The tearful eye in melancholy gaze, 

> view, while shadowy auguries disclose 
The Highland seer’s anticipated woes, 

The bleeding phantom of each martial form 
Oim in the cloud, or darkling in the storm ; 

While sad, she chants the solitary song, 
file toil lament for him who tarries long — 

^or him, whose distant relics vainly crave 
fhe Coronach’s wild requiem to the brave . 
f is Heaven— not roan— must charm away the wo 
Which bursts when Nature’s feelings newly flow j 
fet tendem^s and time may rob the tear 
>f half its bitterness fr>r one so dear ; * 

nation’s gratitude perchance may spread 
1 thornless pillow for the widow’d head ; 

^ay lighten well her heart’s maternal care, 
wean from penury fhesoldier’s heir. 

' il%, 1814. 


i THE PRINCE REGENT’S RETURNING 
I the picture of SARAH, COUNTESS OF 
i ^^^EY, TO MRS. MEE. 

the vain triumph of the imperial lord, 
servile Rome obey’d, and yet abhorr’d 
; ^'jive 4e tfie vidgar gaae each glorious bust, 

^nat left a IflieiM of the tirave or just ; 

, 3L 


What most admired each scrutiniaihfl ^e 
Of all that deck’d that passing poifBwtry? 

What spread from face to face that wondering air ^ 
The thought of Brutus — ^for his was not there! 

That absence proved his worth,— that absence fix’d 
His memory on tlie longing mind, unmix’d ; 

And more decreed his glory to endure, 

Than all a gold Colossus could secure. 

If thus, fair Jersey, our desiring gaze 
Search fur thy form, iu vain and mute amaze, 

Amid those piclurud charms, whose loveliness, 

Bright though they be, thine own had render’d less , 

If he, that vain old man, whom truth admits 
Heir of his father’s throne and shatter’d wits, 

If his corrupted eye and wither’d heart 
Could with thy gentle image bear depart, 

That tasteless shame be /us, and ours tlie grief, 

To gaze, on Beauty’s band without its chief; 

Yet comfort still one solfisli thought imparts, 

We lose the portrait, but presorvo our hearts. 

What can his vaulted gallery now disclose? 

A garden with all flowers— exciopt the ro.so 
A fount that only wants its lin ing stream ; 

And night w itli every star, save Dian’s beam. 

Lost to our eyes the present Conns shall he, 

That turn from tracing them to dream of thee ; 

And more on that recall’d resemblance pause, 

Than all he shall not force on our ajjplati.^e. 

JjOiig may Ihy yet meridian lustre idiine, 

With all that Virtue asks of Homauc thin**: 

The symmetry of youth — the grace, of mien — 

The eye that gladdens — and the brow st'rcne *, 

The glossy darkness of that clustering hair, 

Wliicli shades, yet shows that f*)rchead more than fair 
Each g!anc(.‘ that wim us, and the life that tltruvvs 
A spell which will not lot our looks rcjiwsc, 

But turn to gaze again, and find anew 
Some charm that well reward.'? another view. 

These are not lessen’d, these are still as bright, 

Albeit too dazzling for a dotard’s sight ; 

And these must wait till every charm is gone 
To please the paltry heart that pleases none, 

That dull cold sensualist, whoso sickly eye 
’n envious dimness pass’d thy portrait by ; 

Who rack’d his little spirit to combine 
•ts hate of PreedomU loveliness, and Hdne. 

Jvkf, 1814 . 

TO BELSHAZZAR. 

1 . 

Belshazzar! from tlie banquet turn, 

Nor in thy sensual fulness fall : 

Behold ! while yet before thee burn 
The graven words, the glowing wall. 

Many a despot men miscall 

Crown’d and anointed from on high ; 

But Uiou, the weakest, worst of all — 

Is it not written, thou must die ? 

Qo ! dash the roses from thy brow— 

Gray hairs but poorly wreathe with them ; 
Youth’s garlands misbecome thee now, 

More than thy very diadem, 

Where thou hast tarnish’d every gem 
Then throw the worthless bauble by, 

Which, worn by thee, ev’n slaves contemn) 

And learn like better men to die 

S. 

Oh ! early in the balance weigh’d, 

And ever light of word and wo^, 

Whose soul expired ere youth decay’d. 

And left thee but. a mass of earth. 



iTo tee ili«e nvovei the toorner’a niirtb: 

But t««ia in Hope’e tverted eye 
iMAnttbftt even thou badet birth— 
Unfit to govern, live, or die. 


HEBREW MELODIES. 

fn the valley of waters we wept o’er the day 
iVhen the host of the stranger made Salem his prey ; 
Und our heads on our bosoms all droopingly lay, 

!Uid our hearts were so full of the land far away. 

The song (hey demanded in vain—* it lay still 
h our souls as the wind that hath died on the hill, 

They called for the harp, but our blood they shall spill, 
£re our right hands shall teach them one tone of their skill. 

At,ll stringlessly hung on the willow’s sad tree, 

^8 dead as her dead leaf those mute harps must be, 

3ur hands may be fettered, our tears still are free, 

Por our God and our glory, and Sion ! for thee. 

October f 1814. 


They say that Hope is happiness, 

But genuine Love must prize the past ; 

And Memory wakes the thoughts that bless*— 

They rose the first, they set the last. 

And all that Memory loves the most 
Was once our only hope to be ; 

And all that hope adored and lost 
Hath melted into memory. 

Alas ! it is delusion all, 

The future cheats us from afar, 

Nor can wc be what we recall, 

Nor dare we think on what we are. 

October f 1814, 


LINES INTENDED FOR THE OPENING OF 
« THE SIEGE OF CORINTH.” 

In the year since Jesus died for men, 

Eighteen hundred years and ten, 

We were a gallant company, 

Riding o’er land, and sailing o’er sea. 

Oh ! but w'o went merrily ! 

We forded the river and clomb the high hill, 

Never our steeds ibr a day stood still ; 

Whether we lay in the cave or the shed, 

Our sleep fell soft on the hardest bed ; 

Whether we couch’d in our rough capote, 

On the rougher plank of our gliding boat, 

Or stretch’d on fiie beach, or our sidles spread 
As a pillow beneath the resting head, 

Fresh we woke upon the morrow: 

All our thoughts and words bad scope, 

We had beJth, and we iiad hope, 

Toil and travel, but no sorrow. 

We were of aU tongues and creeds 
Some were those who counted beads, 

Some of mosque, and some of church, 

And some, or I mis-aay, of neither ; 

Yet through the wide world might ye search 
Nor fiial a motlier crew nor blither. 

But some are dead, and some are gone, 

And some are scatter’d and alone. 

And some are rebels on the hills * 

* Th« bft iWoM rietiiUy iMMrd of Dorriah (om of th« Amaouti wl 
IMIowmI im) aifttoHkmto b« in rerolt upon th* moontoins, at tha hm 
•r aomaaf ttatiaaSlaji^maiQo in that coumrj fntiniaaof troubie. 


That look along Epims’ valleys, 

Where freedom sUU at moments ralUet, 
And pays in blood oppression’s ills ; 

And some are in a far countree, 

And some all restlessly at home ; 

But never more, oh! never we 
Shall meet to revel and to roam. 

But those hardy days flew cheerily. 

And when they now fall drearily, 

My thoughts, like swallows, skim the main, 
And bear my spirit back again 
Over the earth, and throu^ the air, 

A wild bird, and a wanderer. 

’T is this that ever wakes my strain, 

And ofl, too oil, implores again 
The few who may endure my lay, 

To follow roe so far away. 

Stranger— wilt thou follow now, 

And sit with me on Acro-Corinth’s brow ? 

December, U 


EXTRACT FROM AN UNPUBLISHED PC 

Could I remount the river of my years, 

To the first fountain of our smiles and tears 
I would not trace again the stream of hours 
Between their outworn banks of wither’d floweni 
But bid it flow as now — until it glides 
Into the number of the nameless tides. 

4> 4: *tc 4= 

What is this death ? — a quiet of the heart ? 

The whole of that of which we are a part ? 

For life is but a vision— what I see 
Of all whicii lives alone is life to me, 

And being so— the absent are the dead, 

Who haunt us from tranquillity, and spread 
A dreary shroud around us, and invest 
With sad remembrancers our hours of rest. 

The absent ore the dead — for they are cold. 

And ne’er can be what once we did behold ; 

And they are changed, and cheerless,— or if yet 
The unforgotten do not all forget. 

Since thus divided— equal must it be 
If the deep barrier be of eartli, or sea ; 

It may be both — but one day end it must 
In the dark union of insensate dust. 

The under-earth inhabitants— are they 
But mingled millions decomposed to day 1 
The ashes of a thousand ages spread 
Wherever man has trodden or ^all tread ? 

Or do they in their silent cities dwell 
Each in his incommunicative cell ? 

Or have they Uieir own language ? and a sense 
Of breathless being ?— darken’d and intense 
As midnight in her solitude ?— Oh Earth ! 

Where are the past?— and wherefore had they birth ? 
The dead are thy inheritors — and we 
But bubbles on thy surface ; and the key 
Of thy profundity is in the grave, 

The eb<m poAal of thy peopled cave, 

Where I would walk in spirit, and behold 
Our elements resolved to things untold, 

And fathom hidden wonders, and explore 
The essence of great bosoms now no more. 

♦ 

October, 1818. 

TO AUGUSTA. 

I *• 

* Mr sister ! my sweet sister ! if a name ^ 

Dearer and purer wer^, it should be thine. 
Mountains and seas divide us, but I claim 
No tears, but tenderness to answer mine : 



Go wiiorol wItt, to me thou art the same — 

A loved regret which 1 would not resign. 

There yet are two things in my destiny, 

A world to roam throughi and a home witli thee, 

n. 

The first were nothin^had I still the last) 

It were the haven of my happiness ; 

But other claims and other ties thou hast, 

And mine is not the wish to make them less. 

A strange doom is thy father’s son’s, and past 
Recalling, as it lies beyond redress ; 

Reversed for him our grandsire’s*^ fate of yore, — 
lie had no rest at sea, nor 1 on shore. 

* Ml. 

If my inheritance of storms hath been 
In other elements, and on the rocks 
Of perils, overlook’d or unforeseen, 

I have sustain’d niy share of worldly shocks, 

'I'he fiiult was mine ; nor do I seek to screen 
My errors with defensive paradox ; 

1 have been cunning in mine overthrow. 

The careful pilot of iny proper wo. 

IV. 

Mine were my faults, and mine be their reward. 

My whole life was a contest, since the day 
That gave me being, gave me tliat which marr’d 
The gift, — a fate, or will, that walk’d astray ; 

And 1 at times have found the struggle liard, 

And thought of shaking off my bonds of clay : 

Rut now I fain would for a time survive. 

If but to see what next can well arrive. 

V. 

Kingdoms and empires in my little day 
1 have outlived, and yet I am not old ; ? 

And when 1 look on this the petty spray 
Of my own years of trouble, which have roll’d 
Lika a wild bay of breakers, melts away : 

Something — 1 know not what — does still uphold 
A spirit of slight patience ; — ^not in vain, 

Even for its own sake, do we purchase pain. 

VI. 

Perhaps the workings of defiance stir 
Within me, — or perhaps a cold despair, 

Brought on when ills habitually recur,— 

Pr'rhaps a kinder clime, or purer air, 

( h’or even to this may change of soul refcj:, 

And witli light armour we may learn to bear,) 

Have taught me a strange quiet, which was not 
riie chief companion of a calmer lot. 

VH. 

1 feel almost at times as I have felt 
In happy ciiildhoud ; trees, and flowers, and brooks, 
Which do remember me of where I dwelt 
Kre my young mind was sacrificed to books, 

Come as of yore upon me, and can melt 
My heart with recognition of their looks ; 

And even at moments 1 could think 1 see 
^onie living thing to love — ^but none like thee. 

vm. • 

Here are the Alpine landscjipes whicti create 
A fund for contemplation; — ^to admire 
Is a brief feeling of a trivial date ; 

But something worthier do such scenes iospire : 

Here to be lonely is not desolate. 

For much 1 view which 1 could most desire, 

And, above all, a lake I can behold 
lovelier, not dearer, than our own of old. 

* Admiral Byran ira* ramarirable for never making a voyage without a 
He wat known to the aaUore by the faeeUous name of ** Foul* 

But though it were tempefOtoat, 

Still hie bark could not be loat . ' * 

returncdl aalhiy from the wrack of the Wager, (in Aoeon'e voyage,) 
»d eubMquen^ oireiirooavifaud the workiklMny yearn i^er, aa com> 


Oh that thou wert but with me^— but I giow 
The fool of my own wishes, and forget 
The solitude which I have vaunted so 
Has lost its praise in this but one regret ; 

There may be others which I less may showt— 

1 am not of the plaintive mood, and yet 
1 feel an ebb in my philosophy, 

And the tide rising in my alter’d eye. 

X. 

I did remind thee of our own dear lake,^ 

By the old hall which may be mine no more. 
Leman’s is fair ; but think not 1 forsake 
The sweet remembrance of a dearer shore : 

Sad havoc Time must with my memory make 
Ere that or thou can fade tiiese eyes before ; 

Thoufdi) like all things which 1 have loved, they are 
Resign’d forever, or divided far. 

XI. 

The world is ail before me ; 1 but ask 
Of Nature that with whicli she will comply— 

It is but in her summer’s sun to bask, 

To mingle with the quiet of her sky, 

To see her gentle face without a mask, 

And never gaze on it witli apathy. 

Siie was my early friend, and now shall be 
My sister — till I look again on thee. 

XII. 

I can reduce all feelings but this one : 

And that 1 would not ; — ^for at length I see 
Such scenes as those wherein my life begun. 

The earliest— even the only paths for me — 

Had I but sooner learnt the crowd to shun, 

I had been better than I now can be ; 

The pa.ssions which have tom me would have slept , 
I had not suffer’d, and thou hadst not wept. 

xm. 

With false ambiti(»i what had I to do ? 

Little with love, and least of ail with fame ; 

And yet they came unsought, and with me grew, 
And made me all which they can make— a name. 
Yet this was not the end I did pursue ; 

Surely I once behold a nobler aim. 

But all is over — am one the more 
To baffled millions which have gone before. 

XIV. 

And for the future, this world’s future may 
From me demand but little of my care ; 

I have outlived myself by many a day ; 

Having survived so many things that were ; 

My years have been no slumber, but the prey 
Of ceaseless vigils ; for I had the share 
Of life which might have fill’d a century, 

Before its fourth in time had pass’d me by. 

xv. 

And for the remnant which may be to come 
I am content ; and for the past 1 feel 
Not tliankless, — ^for within the crowded sum 
Of strug^es, happiness at times would steal, 

And for flie present I would not benumb 
My feelings farther. — Nor shall I conceal 
That with all this 1 still can look around 
And worship nature with a thought profound. 

XVI. 

For thee, my own sweet sister, in thy heart 
I know myself secure, as thou in mine ; 

We were and are — I am, even as tliou art— 

Beings who ne’er each other can resign ; 

It is ihe same, togefoar or apart, 

From life’s commencement to its slow decline 
We are entwined— let death come slow or fast, 

The tie which bound the first endures the last! 

*aeto6r, 1816. 

* The lake orKewatmd Abb«v^ 



ON THE BUST OF HELEN BY CANOVA. 

Ik tbii beloved maiHo view, 

Above the works end thoughts of man, 

What Nature but wotSd not^ do, 
w^Kd beauty and Canova can / 

Beyond imagination’s power, 

Beyond the bard’A defeated art, 

With immortality her dower, 

Behold the Hften of the heart ! 

Ntwemhefy 1816 . 


FRAGMENT OF A POEM ON HEARING 
THAT LADY BYRON WAS ILL.— 1816. 

Akd thou wert sad— yet was I not with thee ; 

And thou wert sick—and yet I was not near. 
Methought that jf)y and health alone could be 
Where I was not, and pain and sorrow hero. 
And is it thus ? — It is as I foretold, 

And shall he more so:— &c. &c. 


TO THOMAS MOORE. 

1 . 

My boat is on the shore, 

And my bark is on the sea. ; 

But, before I go, Tom Moore, 

Here ’s a double health to thee ! 

2 . 

Here ’s a sigh to those who love me, 

And a smile in those who hate ; 

And, whatever sky ’s above me, 

>Jere 's n lieart for every fate. 

8 . 

Tlwugh the ocean roar around me, 

Yet it still shtdl bear me on; 

Though a desert should surround me. 

It hath Mpriugs that may be won. 

4. 

Were *t the last drop in the w ell, 

As I gasp’d upon the brink, 

Ere my fainting spirit fell, 

’T is to thee tiiat I would drink. 

6 . 

With that water as this wine, 

The libation I would pour 

Should be — peace with thine and mine. 

And a healtli to thee, Tom Moore, 

JtUy, 1817. 

STANZAS TO THE RIVER PO. 

1 . 

River, that rdlest by the ancient walls, 

Where dwells the lady of my love, when she 

Walks by thy brink, and tliere perchance recaUs 
A faint and fleeting raemoiy of me ; 

2 . 

What if thy deep and ample stream should be 
A mirror of iny heart, where she may read 

The thousand thoughts 1 now betray to thee, 

Wild as thy wave, and headlong as thy speed ! 

3. 

What do I say — a mirror of my heart ? 

Are not thy W4.l6r8 sweeping, dark, and strong? 

Such as my fee^ngs were and are, thou art; 

And such as thou art were ray passions long. 


4* 

Time may have somewhat tamed them,— not for evei 
Thou overflow’s! thy baiAs, and not for aye 
Thy bosom overboils, congenial river! 

Thy floods subside, and mine have sunk away, 

6 . 

But left long wrecks behind, and now again, 

Borne in our old unchanged career, we move ; 

Thou tendcfit wildly onwards to the main, 

And I — to loving one I should not love. 

6 . 

Tho current I behold will sweep beneath 
*Hcr native walls and murmur at her feet ; 

Her eyes will look on thee, when she shall b^athe 
The twiligiu air, uitharm’d by summer’s heat. 

7. 

Siie will look on thee, — I have look’d on thee, 

Full of that thought; and, from that moment, ne’er 
I Thy waterH could I dream of, name, or see, 

Without the inseparable sigh for her ! 

8 . 

Her brigl)t eyes will be imaged in ihy stream, — 

V<5b! they will meet tho wave I gaze on now: 

Mine cannot witness, even in a dream, 

That happy wave ropass me in its flow ! 

. P. 

The wave tliat bears rny tears returns no more ; 

Will she return by whom that wave shall sweep ?— 
Both tread thy hanks, both wander on thy shore, 

1 by thy source, she by the dark-blue deep. 

^ which keepeth us apart is not 

ce, nor depth of wave, nor space of earth, 
lisiraction of a various lot, 
ions as tho climates of our birth. 

11 . 

A stranger loves the lady of the land, 

Born far beyond tho mountains, but his blood 
Is all meridian, as if never fann’d 
By the bleak wind that chills tlie polar flood. 

12 . 

My blood is all meridian; wore it not, 

1 had not left iny clinio, nor should I be, 

In spite of tortures ne’er to be forgot, 

A slave again of love, — ^at lea.st of lltee. 

13. 

’T is vain to stniggle — let me perish young— 

Live as 1 lived, and love as 1 have loved ; 

To dust if I return, from dust I sprung, 

And then, at least, my heart can ne’er be moved. 

Jum^ 181 

SONNET TO GEORGE THE FOURTH, 

ON THE REPEAL OF LORD EDWARD FITZOERALP’s 
FOREEITURB. 

I To be the father of the fatherless. 

To stretch the hand from the threme’s height, and raise 
Hi» offspring, Svho expired in other days 
To make thy sire’s sway by a kingdom less,— 

Thia is to be a monarch, and repress 
Envy into unutterable praise. 

Dismiss thy guard, and trust thee to suck traits, 

For who would lift a hand, except to bless ? 

Were it not easy, sire ? and is ’t not swieet 
To make thyself beloved ? wid to be 
Omnipotent by mercy’s means ? for thus 
Thy sovereignty would grow but more complete, 

A despot thou, and yet thy people free, 

And by the heart, not hand, enslaving lu. 

Augnat, 1819 . 
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FRANGSSOA OF 

TBAHtliATIOir BBOW THB IITPBBBO OF BAITTB, 
CABTO FIFTH. 

« Thb Uxid where I was bom sits the seas, 

Upon that shore to which the Po descends, 

With all his followers, in search of peace. 

Love, which the gentle heart soon apprehends, 

Seised hiBi for the fitir person whi^ was^ta’en 
From me, and me even yet the mode offedds. 

Love, who to none beloved to love again 
Remits, seized me with wish to please, so strong, 
That, as thou seest, yet, yet it doth remain. 

Love to one death conducted us along, 

But Caina waits for him our life who ended 
These were the accents utter’d by her tongue.— 

Since hrst I listen’d to these souls oflTended, 

I bow’d my visage and so kept it till — 

ithm >y 

What think’st thou ?” said the bard ; ( when ) 
unbended. 

And recommenced : Alas ! unto such ill 
How many sweet thoughts, what strong ecstasies 
Led these their evil fortune to fulfil !” 

And then I turn’d unto their side my eyes, 

And said, “ Francesca, thy sad destinies 
Have made me sorrow till the tears arise. 

But tell me, in the season of sweet siglis, 

By what and how thy love to passion rose, 

So as his dim desires to recogriiso V* 

Then she to me : The greatest of all woes 


i recall to mind ^ 
la to ( 


remind us of f our happy days 
( thifi i 

In misery, and c that ' thy teacher knows. 

But if to learn our passion’s first ro(»t preys 
Upon tliy spirit with such sympathy, 
i relate ? 

1 will ( do* even ) as he who weeps and says.' 

We read one day for pastime, seated nigh. 

Of Lancilot, how love enchain’d him loo. 

Wc were oJone, quite unsuspiciously. 

Bui oft our eyes met, and our cheeks in hue 
All o’er discolour’d by that reading were ; 

t (wertkrew > 

But one point only wliolly ( us o’erthrew ; ) 

< desired ? 

When we read the t long-sighed for > smile of her, 


( a fenmi \ 
i devoted 5 


lover, 


To be thus kiss’d by such }. devoted 
He who from me can bo divided ne’er 
Kiss’d my moutli, trembling in tlie act all over. 

Accursed was the and he who wrote ! 

That day no further leaf we did uncover.- 
While thus one spirit told us of their lot, 

The other wept, so that with pity’s thralls 
I swoon’d as if by death I had been smote, 

And fell down even as a dead body falls.” 

AforcA, 1820, 


THE IRISH AVATAR.t 
1, 

Ere the daughter of Brunswick is cold in her grave, 
And her allies still float to their home o’er the tide, 

Lo ! George the triumphant speeds over the wave, 

To the long-cherish’d isle which he loved like his— 
bride. i 


True, the great of her bright and brief era iie 
The rainbow-like epoch where Freedom € 0 i& p 
For the few little years, out of centurieswoD, 

Which betray’d not, or crush’d not, or smpt not her 
cause. 


True, the chains of the Catholic clank o’er bis rags, 
The castle still stands, and the senate ’s more, 
And the famine which dwelt on her freedomless crags 
Is extending its steps to her desolate shore. 

4. 

,To her desolate shore-^where the emigrant stands 
B’or a moment to gaze ere ho flies from his hearth, 
Tears fall on his chain, though it drops from his handle 
For the dungeon he quits is the place of his birth. 

5. 

But he comes! the Messiah of royalty comes ! 

Like a goodly Leviathan roll’d from the waves ! 
Then receive him as best such an advent becomes, 
With a legion of cooks and an army of slaves ! 

6 . 

He comes in the promise and bloom of threescore, 

To perform in the pageant the sovereign’s part— 

But long live die shamrock which shadows him o’er ! 
Could the green in his hat be transferr’d to hisAeort.' 


" 4 : 


Could that long-wither’d spot but be verdant again, 

And a new spring of noble affections arise— 

Then might freedom forgive thee this dance in thy chain, 
And tliis shout of thy slavery which saddens the skies. 


8 . 


Is it madness or meanness which clings to thee now ! 

Were ho God- — as he is but the commonest clay, 
With scarce fewer wrinkles than sins c« his bron 
Such servile devotion might sliame him away. 

9. 

Ay, roar in his train! let thine orators lash 
Their fanciful spirits to pamper his pride— 

Not thus did thy Grattan indignantly flash 
His soul o’er the freedom implored and denied. 

10 . 

Ever glorious Grattan ! the best of the good ! 

So simple in heaurt, so sublime in the rest ! 

With all which Demostliones wanted endued, 

And his rival or victor in all he possess’d. 

I n. 

Ere Tully arose in the zenith of Rome, 

Though unequall’d, preceded, the task was begun— 
But Grattan sprung up like a God from the tomb 
Of ages, tlie first, last, the saviour, the one ! 

12 . 

With the skill of an Orpheus to soflen the brute ; 

With the fire of Prometheus to kindle mankind ; 

Even Tyranny listening sate melted or mute, [mind. 
And Corruption shrunk scorch’d from the glance of his 

13. 

But back to our theme ! Back to despots and slaves ! 

Feasts furnish’d by Famine ! rejoicings by Pain ! 
True Freedom but weleonm, while slavery still ravet, 
When a week’s saturnalia hath loosen’d her chain. 

14. 


Let the poor squalid splendour thy wreck can aflbrd 
(As the bankrupt’s profusion his min would hide) 

• ftt aofM of th« ediUom. It !• “ in othero “ bro *n emeoUnl rajij » TTrm thv iLnt ♦ 

(itfEwiMwe bftwMA and “ doinf," which I know iiol bow to pRlace. LO« Erin, my . 

dMidio. Ask Foscolo. Ths A-d odHiono drtw mo mod. Kiss hts foot with thy blessms for tdecstnfft denied, 

t On tb* Kiac*s risk to Irotand in ttSl. ^ e ^ 



u. 

Or if fi^odom pMt iiope be eitorted at last, 
the idol of biaaa find hie feet are of clay, 

Muit what terror or policy wring forth be clanM 
With what monarcha ne’er give, but as wolvea yield 
their prey? 

16. 

Each brute hath ita nature, a king’s is to reign,-* 

To reign f in that word see, ye ages, comprised 

The cause of the curses all antials contain, 

Prom Oeaar the dreaded to George the despised 

17. 

Wear, Fingal, thy trappings \ O’Connell, proclaim 
' His accomplist^nts! His HI and thy country con- 
vince 

Half an age’s contempt was an error of fame, 

And that ‘*Hal is the raacaliest, sweetest young 
prince ! 

18. 

Will thy yard of blue riband, poor Fingal, recall 
The fetters from millions of Catholic limbs? 

Or, has it not bound thee the fastest of all 

The slaves, who now hail their betrayer with hymns ? 

19. 

Ay ! “ build him a dwelling !” let each give his mite ! 
Till, like Babel, the new royal dome hath arisen ! 

Let thy beggars and helots their pittance unite — 

And a palace bestow for a poor-house and prison ! 


U. 

Yes, I loved thee atid thine, though thou art siotinyliiid, 
1 have known noble hearts and great souls in thy sons, 
And 1 wept with the world o’er the patriot band 
Who are gone, but 1 weep them no longer as oitge. 

29. 

For happy are they now reposing afar,— 

Thy GratUm, thy Curran, thy Sheridan, ^ 

Who, for ydars, were the chiefs in the eloquent war, 
And redeem’d, if they have not retarded, thy fell. 

SO. 

Yes, happy are they in tlieir cold English graves ! 

Their shades cannot start to thy shouts of U^day, — 
Nor the steps of enslavers and chain-kissing slaves 
Be stamp’d in the turf o’er their fetterless clay. 

31. 

Till now I had envied thy sons and their shore, 

Though their virtues were hunted, their liberties fled 
There was something so warm and sublime in the core 
Of an Irishman’s heart, that I envy — thy dead, 

32. 

Or, if aught in my bosom can quench for an hour 
My contempt for a nation so servile, though sore, 
Which though trod like the worm will not turn iqion 
power, 

’T is the glory of Grattan, and genius of Moore. 

September 16tk, 1821. 


20 . 

Spread— spread, for Vitellius, the royal repast, 

Till the gluttonous despot be stufTd to the gorge ! 

And the roar of his drunkards proclaims him at last 
The Fourth of the fools and oppressors call’d ^ ‘ George !”. 

21 . 

Let the tables be loaded with feasts till they groan! 

Till they groan like thy people, through ages of wo! 

Let the wine flow around ^e old Bacchanal’s throne, 

Like their blood which has flow’d, and which yet has 
to flow. , 

But let not Us name be thine idol alone— 

On his right hand behold a Sejanus appears ! 

Thine own Gastlereagh ! let him still be thine own ! 

A wretch, never named but witli curses and jeers, | 

23. 

Till now, when the isle which should blush for his birth, 
Deep, deep as the gore which he shed on her soil, 
Seems proud of the reptile which crawl’d from her earth, 
And for murder repays him with shouts and a smile ! 

24. 1 
Without one single ray of her genius, without 

The fancy, tlie manhood, the fire of her race— 

The miscreant who well might plunge Erin in doubt 
If she ever gave birth to a being so base. 

25. 

If she did — ^let her long-boasted proverb bo hush’d, 
Which proclaims that from Erin no reptile can spring— 
See the cold-blooded serpent, with venom full fluk’d, 

Still warming its folds in the breast of a king ! 

26. 1 
Shout, drink, feast, and flatter ! On ! Erin, how low 

Wert thou sunk by misfortune and tyranny, till 
Thy welcome of tyrants hath plunged thee below 
11)0 depth of thy deep in a deeper gulf still. 

27. 

My voice, though but humble, was raised for thy riglit, 
My 1^, as a freeman’s, still voted thee free, 

This Wi, feoagh»but feeUe, would arm, in thy fight, 
And this hmt, though outworn, had a thr^ still for 


'litB 


STANZAS. 


:h who best can understand them. 


it so ! we part for ever ! 

Let the past as nothing be ;— 

Had I only loved thoe, never 
Hadst thou been thus dear to me. 

Had I loved and thus been slighted, 

That 1 better could have borne ; 

Love is quelled, when unrequited, 

By the rising pulse of scorn. 

Pride may cool what passion heated, 

Time will tame the wayward will ; 

But the heart in friendship cheated 

Throbs with wo’s most maddening thrill. 

Had I loved, I now might hate thee, 

In that hatred solace seek, 

Might exult to execrate thee, 

And, in words, my vengeance wreak. 

But there is a silent sorrow, 

Which can find no vent in speech, 

Which disdains relief to borrow 
From tlie heights that song can reach. 

Like a clanklesa chain enthralling,— 

Like the sleepless dreams that mock,— 

Like the frigid ice-drops faliing 
From the surf-surrounded r^. 

Such the cold and sickening fediing 
Thou hast caused this heart to know, 

Stabbed the deeper by concealing 
From the world its bitter wo. 

Once it fondly, proudly, deemed thee 
All that fancy’s self could paint, 

Once it honours and esteemed thee, 

As its idol and its saint ! 



4 . 

7Ve chiefly 1 iQilgbt thee, ifterv (nlv I 
Her glance wai the beat of the reye thit iiirroiiiid ^ee; 
When it sparided o’er au^t that waa bright in my fUnyf 
I ( knew it was love» and t felt it waa glory. 


More than woman tfahuwaat tome; 

Not aa man 1 looked on thee 
Why like woman then undo me ! 

Why “ heap man’a worst curse on me.** 

Waat thou but a fiend, assuming 
Friendship’s smile, and woman’s art, 
And, in borrow’d beauty blooming, 

Trifling with a trusted heart ! 

By that eye which once could glisten 
With opposing glance to me ; 

By that ear which once could listen 
^0 each tale I told to thee 

By that lip, its smile bestowing, 

Which could soflen sorrow’s gush 
By that cheek, once brightly glowing 
With pure friendship’s well-feigned blush; 


IMPROMPTU. 

ON LADT BLBB8XN0T0N aXPRESBINO HIB INTSNTXOM 0 
TARINO THB VILLA OALLBO **IL PARAUmO,** 
NBAR OSNOA. 

Beneath Blessington’s eyes 
The reclaim’d Paradise 
Should be free as the former from evil ; 

But if the new Eve 
For an apple should grieve, 

What mortid would not play the Devil 1* 

April, 18S8. 


By all those false charms united, — 
Thou hast wrought thy wanton will, 

And, without compunction, blighted 
What thou wouldst not kindly kill.” 

Yet I curse thee not in sadness. 

Still, I feel how dear thou wert ; 

Oh ! 1 could not — e’en in madness*— 
Doom thee to thy just desert! 

Live ! and when my life is over, 

Should thine own be lengthened long, 

Thou may’st then, too late, discover 
By thy feelings, all my wrong. 

When thy beauties all are faded,— 
When thy flatterers fawn no more, — 

Ere the solemn shroud hath shaded 
Some regardless reptile’s store,— 

Ere that hour, false syren, hear me ! 
Thou may’st feel what I do now, 

While my spirit, hovering near thee, 
Whispers friendship’s broken vow. 

But — ’tis useless to upbraid thee 
With thy past or present state ; 

What thou wast, my fancy made thee, 
What thou art, I know too late. 



TO THE COUNTESS OP BLESSINGTON. 

1. 

You have ask’d for a verse i— the request 
In a rhymer ’t were strange to deny ; 

But my Hippocrene was but my breast^ 

And my feelings (its fountain) are dry. 

2 . 

Were I now as 1 was, I had sung 
What Lawrence has painted so well ; 

But the strain would expire on my tongue, 

And the theme is too soft for my shell. 

S. 

I am ashes where once 1 was fire, 

And the bard in my bosom is dead ; 

What I loved I now merely admire, 

And my heart is as gray as my head. 

4. 

My life is not dated by years— 

There are mmenu which act as a plough, 

And there is not a furrow appears 
But is deep in my soul as my brow. 

5. 

Let the young and the brilliant aspire 
To sing what I gaze on in vain ; 

For sorrow has tom firom my lyre 
The string which was worthy the strain. 

AprU, 182 S. 


STANZAS 

WRITTEN ON TKR ROAD BETWEEN FLORENCE AND PISA. 
December, 1821. 

1. 

Oh, talk not to me of a name great in stoiy ; 

The d^ of our youth are the days of our glory ; 

And the myrtle and ivy of sweet two-and-twenty 
Are worth all your laurels, though ever so plenty. 

2. 

What are garlands and crowns to the brow that is 
wrinkled? 

*T is but as a dead fiower with May-dew besprinkled. 
Then away with all such from the head that is hoary ! 
What care I for the wreaths that can onfy give glory? 

S. 

0h Fame! if I e’er took delight in thy praises, 

’T was less for the sake of thy high-sounding phrases, 
Than to see the bright eyes of the dear one discover 
She thought that I was not unworthy to love her. 


ON THIS DAY I COMPLETE MY THIRTY- 
SIXTH YEAR. 

MiMolongfai, J«A. 2B, IBM. 

1 . 

’T IB time this heart ahould be unmoved, 

Since others it hath ceased to move ! 

Yet, though 1 cannot be beloved, 

Still let me love! 

2 . 

My days are in the yellow leaf; 

The flowers and ^its of love are gone'; 

The worm, the canker, and the griot 
Are mine alone ! 

The Genoese irlti htd elretdy tppBed Ihie threedhtre tatl to Um 
eelf. Tnkinf It into their heeds tbet tUe eUk Aw) hcen Bsm on (hr hi# 
own reeidenee, they eeid, *' U DleTolo e enoore entreto hi Pmdleo.'' 

Afoers. 



s. 

IV ^ cm Ikimwi prejr^ 

It lone if iOttke Tolcinie lele ; 

No torch if kindled nt iu bltze— 
Afhnemlpiiet 

4. 

The bopO) the fear, the jealout care, 

The exalted portion A the pain 
And power of lofe, I eaimot ehare. 

But wear the chain. 

But *t ii not t/dit— and U it not here— 

Such thoughts should shake my soul, nor now, 
Where glory decks the hero's bier, 

Or binds his brow. 


The sword, the banner, and the held, 
Glory and Greece around me see ! 
The Spartan, borne upon his shield, 
Wee not more free. 


7. 

Awake! (not Greece-^ehets awake!) 

Awake, my spirit ! Think through wkoiii 
Thy life4>lood tracks its parent lake. 

And then strike home ! 

Tread those reviving passions down, 
Unworthy manho^ !— unto thee 
Indifferent should the smile or frown 
Of beauty be. 

9. 

If thou regret'st thy youtli, why live : ^ 

The land of honourable death 
Is here up to the field, and give 

Away thy breath ! 

10 . 

Seek out— less oflen sought than found— 

A soldiei^s grave, for thee the best ; 

Then look around, and choose thy ground, 
And take thy rest. 


rHE FOLLOWING POEMS FROM MANUSC|K|'S COLLECTED AFTER THE DEi 
OF LORD BYRON WERE FIRST P^ISHED IN LONDON IN 1833. 


ro A LADY WHO PRESENTED THE AU- 
THOR WITH THE VELVET BAND WHICH 
BOUND HER TRESSES. 

This Band, which bound thy yellow hair, 

Is mine, sweet girl ! thy pledge of love ; 

It claims roy warmest, dearest care, 

Like relics led of saints above. 

Oh ! 1 will wear it next my heart , 

'Twill bind my soul in bonds to thee ; 

From me again 't will ne'er depart. 

But mingle in the grave with me. 

The dew I gather from thy lip 
Is not so dear to me as this ; 

ThtU 1 but for a moment sip, 

And banquet on a transient bliss : 

Thie will recall each youthful scene, 

E'en when our lives are on the wane ; 

The leaves of Love will still be green 
When Memory bids them bud again. 

Oh ! little lock of golden hue, 

In gently waving ringlet curl'd, 

By the dear head on which you grew, 

I would notlose you for a world. 

Not though a tliousand more adorn 
The polish’d brow where once you shone. 

Like rays which gild a cloudless mom, 

Beneath Cdhinbta's fervid n>ne. 

190 $. 


REMEMBRANCE. 

'T is done ! — I saw it in my dreams : 

No more with Hope the future beams ; 

My days of happiness are few : 

Chill'd by misfortune's wintry blast, 

My dawn of life is overcast ; 

Love, Hope, and Joy, alike adieu 
Would I could add Remembrance too. 

1806. 


THE ADIEU. 

WRITTSSr 17NDER THE IMPRESSION THAT THE 
THOR WOULD SOON DIE. 

Adieu, thou Hill !* where early joy 
Spread roses o’er my brow ; 

Where Science seeks each loitering boy 
With knowledge to endow. ** 

Adieu my youthful friends or foes, 

Partners of former bliss or woes ; 

No more through Ida's paths we stray ; 
Soon must I share the gloomy cell, 

Whose ever slumbering inmates dwell 
Unconscious of the day. 

Adieu, ye hoary Regsl Fanes, 

Ye spires of Qrania’s vale, 

Where Learning robed in sable reigns, 

And Melancholy pale. 



Ye comrades of the jovial hour, 

Ye tenaats of the classic bower, 

On Gama’s verdant margin placed, 

Adieu ! while memory sfill is mine, 

For, offerings on Oblivion’s shrine, 

These scenes must be effaced. 

Adieu, ye mountains of the clime 
Where grow my youthful years ; 

Where Loch na Garr in snows sublime 
His giant summit rears. 

Why did my childhood wander forth 
From you, ye*regions of the North, 

With sons of pride to roam? 

Why did I quit my Highland cave, 

Marr’s dusky heath, and Dee’s clear wave, 

To seek a Sotheron home? 

Hall of my Sires !* a long farewell-— 

Yet why to thee adieu ? j 

Thy vaults will echo back my knell, j 

Thy towers my tomb will view : | 

The faltering tongue which sung thy fall, ! 

And former glories of thy Hall 
Forgets its wonted simple nolo — 

But yet the Lyre retains the strings, 

And sometimes on JKolian wings, 

In dying strains may float. 

Fields, which surround yon rustic cot. 

While yet 1 linger here, 

Adieu ! you arc not now forgot, 

To retrospection dear. 

Streamlet if along whose rippling surge, 

My youthful limbs were wont to urge 
At noontide heat their pliant course ; 

Plunging with ardour from the shore, 

*Thy springs will lave tlujse limbs no more. 
Deprived of active force. 

And shall 1 here forget the scene, 

Still nearest to my breast ? 

Rocks rise, and rivers roll between 
The spot which passion blest ; 

Yet, MarVjJ all thy beauties seem 
Fresh as in Love’s bewitching dream, 

To me in smiles display’d ; 

Till slow disease resigns his prey 
To Death, the parent of decay, 

Thine image cannot fade. 

And thou, my Friend '!§ whoso gentle love I 
Yet thrills my bosom’s chords, 

How much thy friendship was above 
Description’s power of words ! 

Still near my breast thy gift 1 wear, 

Which sparkled once with Peeling’s tear, 

Of Love the pure, the sacred gem ; 

Our souls were equal, and our lot 
In that dear moment quite forgot,^ 

Let pride alone condemn! 

All, ail, is dark and cheerless now ! 

No smile of Love’s deceit, 

Can warm my veins with wonted glow, 

Can bid Life’s pulses beat : 

Not e’en the hope of future fame 
Can wake my faint, exhausted frame, 

Or crown with fancied wreatiis ray head. 

Mine is a short inglorious race,— 


• Newitead. 

t The river <3i»t*. 
i Mary Duff. 

I Eddleetone. 


To himible in the , dust ttiy 
And mingle with the dead. 

Oh Fame ! thou goddess of my heart ; 

On him who gains thy praise, 

Pointless must fall the Spectre’s dart, 
Consumed in Glory’s blaze ; 

But me she beckons from the earth, 

My name obscure, unmark’d my birth, 

My life a short and vulgar dream : 

Lost in the dull, ignoble crowd, 

My hopes recline within a shroud, 

My fate is Lethe’s stream. 

When I repose beneath the sod, 

Unheeded in the clay, 

Where once my playful footsteps trod, 
WJiere now my head must lay ; 

The meed of Pity will be shed 
In dew-drops o’er my narrow bed. 

By nightly skies and storms alone : 

No mortal eye will deign to steep 
With tears Uio dark sepulchral deep 
Which hides a name unknown. 

Forget this world, my restless sprite, 

Turn, turn thy thoughts to Heaven : 
There must thou soon direct thy flight, 

If errors are forgiven. 

To bigots and to sects unknown, 

Bow down beneath the Almighty’s Throne 
To Him address thy trembling prayer 
He, who is merciful and just. 

Will not reject a child of dust, 

Allitough his meanest care. 

Father of Light ! to Thee I call,* 

My soul is dark within : 

Thou, who canst mark the sparrow’s Kan, 
Avert the death of sin. 

Thou, who canst guide the wandering star, 
Who calm’st the elemental war, 

Whose mantle is yon boundless sky, 

My tlioughts, my words, my crimes forgive 
And, since I soon must cease to live. 
Instruct me how to die 

1807. 


TO A VAIN LADY. 

Ah, heedless girl ! why thus disclose 
What ne’er was meant for other ears ? 

Why thus destroy thine own repose 
And dig tiio source of future tears ; 

Oh, thou wilt weep, imprudent maid, 
While lurking envious foes will smile, 

For all the follies thou hast said 
Of those who spoke but to beguile. 

Vain girl ! thy ling’ring woes are nigh, 
If Uiou beliov’st what striplings say : 

Oh, from the deep temptation fly. 

Nor fall the specious spoiler’s prey. 

Dost thou repeat, in childish boast, 

The words man utters to deceive ? 

Thy peace, thy hope, thy all is lost, 

If thou canst venture to believe. 


3M 


Bm Ptsjw of Nature, pife f». 



While now amoni^t thy female peers 
Thou again the soothiii^ tale 

Oaaat thou not mark the rising sneers 
Duplicity in vain would veil ? 

These tales in secret silence hush, 

Nor make thyself the public gaze: 

What modest maid without a blush 

Hecounto a flattering coxcomb’s praise ? 

Will not the laughing boy despise 
Her who relates each fond conceit— 

Who, thinking Heaven is in her eyes 
Yet cannot see the slight deceit ? 

For she who takes a soft delight 
These amorous nothings in revealing, 

Must credit all we say or write, 

While vanity prevents conceding. 

Cease, if you prize your beauty’s reign ! 
No jealousy bids me reprove : 

One, who is thus from nature vain, 

I pity, but I cannot love. 

January 15, 1807. 


TO ANNE. 

)h, Anne ! your offences to me have been grievous ; 

1 thought from my wrath no atonement could save 
you ; 

hit woman is made to command and deceive us— 

I look’d in your face, and 1 almost forgave you. 

vowed 1 could ne’er for a moment respect you, 

Yet thought that a day’s separation was long : 

Yhen we met, I determined again to suspect you— 
Your smile soon convinced me suspicion was wrong. 

swore, in a transport of young indignation. 

With fervent contempt evermore to disdain you : 
saw you — my anger became admiration ; 

And now, all my wish, ail my hopo,*8 to regain you. 

STith beauty like yours, oh, how vain the contention ! 
Thus lowly I sue for forgiveness before you ; — 
it once to conclude such a fruitless dissension, 

Be false, my sweet Anno, when I cease to adore 
you ! 

January 16, 1807. j 


TO THE SAME. 

)H say not, sweet Anno, that the Fates have decreed 
The heart which adores you should wish to dissever ; 
uch Fates weie to me must unkind ones indeed,— 1 
To bear me from love and from beauty for ever. 

''our frowns, lovely girl, are the Fates which alone 
Could bid me from fond admiration refrain ; 
ly these, every hope, every wish were o’erihrown, 

Till smiles should restore me to rapture again. 

Ls the ivy and oak, in the forest entwined, 

The rage of the tempest united must weather, 
dy love and my life ^ero by nature design’d 
To flourish alike, or to perish togctlicr. 


Then say not, sweet Atme, that the Fates have de- 
creed, 

Your lover should bid you a lasting adieu ; 

Till Fate can ordain that this bosom shall bleed 
His soul, his existence, are centred in you. 

18(77. 


TO THE AUTHOR OF A SONNET BEGIPJNINO, 

“ ‘ SAD XS MY VBRSE,’ YOU SAY, ‘ AND YBT NO TBA&.’ ” 

Thy verse is “ sad” enough, no doubt ; ^ 

A devilish deal mure sad tiian witty! 

Why we should weep I can ’t find out. 

Unless for we weep in pity. 

Yet there is one I pity more *, 

And much, alas ! 1 think he needs it : 

For he, I ’m sure, will suffer sore, 

Who, to his own misfortune, reads it. 

Thy rhymes, without the aid of magic, 

May 07*ce be read — but never after ; 

Yet their effect ’s by no means tragic, 

Although by far too dull for laughter. 

But would you make our bosoms bleed, 

And of no common pang complain— 

If you would make us wettp indeed, 

Tell us, you ’ll read them o’er again. 

ilfarrA 8, 1807. 


ON FINDING A FAN. 

In one who felt as once he felt, 

This might, perhai)s, have limn’d the Hame ; 

But now his heart no more will melt, 

B<!cause that heart is not the same. 

As when t.lio ebbing llanies are low, 

The aid whicli once improved their light 

And bade them burn willi fiercer glow, 

Now quenches all tlieir blaze in night, 

Thus lias it been with passion’s fi 
As many a boy and girl rernernberB — 

While every hope of love expires, 

Extinguish’d with Uie dying embers. 

The^r«t though not a spark survive, 

Some careful hand may teach to burn ; 

The /asr, alas ! can ne’er survive ; 

No touch can bid its warmtli return. 

Or, if it chance to wake again, 

Not always doomed its heat to smother, 

It slieds (so wayward fates ordain) 

Its former warmtli around another. 

1807. 


FAREWELL TO THE MUSE. 

Thou Power ! who hast ruled mo through infancy’s 
days, ^ 

Young offspring of Fancy, ’t is time we should part ; 
Then rise on the gale tiiis the last of my lays, 

The coldest effusion which springs from my heart. 



This bosom, responsive to rapture no more, 

Shail hush thy wild n^es, nor implore thee to sing ; 
The feelings of childhood, wliich taught thee to soar, 
Are wailed fiu* distant on Apathy’s wing. 


Ah, droop not, my Oak ! lift thy head for a while ; 

Ere twice round yon Glory this planet shall run, 
The hand of thy Master will teach thee to smile, 
When Infancy’s years of probation ore done. 


Though simple the themes of my rude flowing Lyre, 
Yet even tlieso themes are departed for over ; 

S'o more beam the eyes which my dream could inspire, 
My vilions are flown, to return, — alas, never I 

IVhen drain’d is the nectar which gladdens the bowl, 
How vain is the effort delight to prolong ! 
fcVhen colj is the beauty which dwelt in my soul, 

What magic of Fancy can lengthen my song ? 

^an the lips sing of Love in the desert alone. 

Of kisses and smiles which they now must resign '/ 

> dwell with delight on the hours that are flown ? 

Ah, no ! for those hours can no longer be mine. 

'?,!? speak of the friends that 1 lived but to love ? 

Ah, surely affection ennobles the strain ! 

3ut how con my numbers in sympathy move, 

When I scarcely can hope to behold them again ? 

Han I sing of the deeds which my Fathers have done, 
And raise my loud harp to the fame of my Sires ? 

■i’or glories like theirs, oh, how faint is my tone ! 

For Heroes’ exploits how unequal niy fires ! 

Jntouch’d tlien, my Lyre shall reply to the blast — 

’T is hush’d ; and my feeble endeavours are o’er ; 
^nd those who have lieurd it will pardon the past. 

When they know that its murmurs shall vibrate no 
more. 

\nt^soon sliall its wild erring notes be forgot, 

Since early afi'ection and love is o’crcast ; 

Dh ! blest had my fate been, and happy my lot. 

Had the first strain of love been the dearest, the last, 
^’’arewcll, my young Muse! since we now can ne’er 
meet ; 

If our songs have been languid, they surely are few : 
^et us hope that the present at least will bo sweet — 
The present— which seals our eternal Adieu. 

1807. 


TO AN OAK AT NEWSTEAD.*^ 

fotmo Oak ! when I planted dice deep in the ground, 
I hoped that thy days would be longer than mine ; 
That thy dark-waving branches would flourish around. 
And ivy thy trunk witli its mantle entwine. 

Such, such was my ho\)C, when, in infancy’s years, 

On the land of my fathers I reared thee with pride , 
They are past, and I water thy stem with my tears, — 
Thy decay not the weeds that surround thee can hide. 

left thee, my Oak, and since that fatal hour, 

A stranger has dwelt in the hall of my sire ; 

Till manh^ shall crown me, not mine is the power, 

But his whose neglect may have made thee expire, 

« 

Oh! hardy thou wert — even now little care 
Might revive thy young head, and thy wounds gently* 
^ heal ; 

But thou wert not fated affection to share— 

For who could suppose that a Stranger would feel ? < 


Oh, live then, my Oak ! tow’r aloft from the weeds, 
That clog thy young growth, and assist thy decay, 
For still in thy bosom arc life’s early seeds, 

And still may thy branches their beauty disfdty. 

Oh ! yet, if maturity’s years may be thine, 

Though I shall lie low in the cavern of death, 

On thy leaves yet the day-beam of ages may shine, 
Uninjured by time, or the rude winter’s breath. 

For centuries still may thy boughs lightly wave 
O’er the corse of thy lord in thy canopy laid ; 

While the branches thus gratefully shelter his grave, 
The chief who survives may recline in thy shade. 

And as ho witli his boys shall revisit this spot, 

H« will tell thorn in whispers more softly to tread. 

Oh ! surely, by theso I shall ne’er be fi>rgot : 
Romenibranco still hallows the dust of the dead. 

And here, will they say, when in life’s glowing prime. 

Perhaps he has poured forth his young simple lay, 
And here must he sleep, till the moments of time 
Are lost in the hours of Eternity’s day. 

1807. 


LINES. 

I 

ON HEARING THAT LADY BVRON WAS Itt.* 

And thou wert sad — yet I was not with thee ; 

And thou wert sick, and y(?t 1 was not near ; 
Metiiought that joy and health alone could bo 
Where I was not — and pain and sorrow here ! 

And is it thus? — it is as I foretold, 

And shall be more so ; for the mind recoils 
[upon itself, and the wreck’d heart lies cold, 

While heaviness collects the shatter’d spoils* 

It is not in the storm nor in the strife 
Wc feel beminib’d and wish to bo no more, 

But in the after-silence on the shore, 

When all is lost, except a little life. 

I am too well avenged ! — but ’t was my right ; 

Whate’er my sins might be, theu wert not sent 
To bo the Nemesis who should requite— 

Nor did Heaven choose so near an instrument. 

Mercy is for the merciful !— If thou 
Hast been of such, ’t wilt be accorded now. 

Thy nights are banish’d from the realms of sleep !— 

Yes ! they may flatter thoc, but thou sludt feel 
A hollow agony which will not heal, 

For thou art pillow’d on a curse too deep ; 

Thou hast sown in my sorrow, and must reap 
The bitter harvest in a woe as real ! 

I have had many foes, but none like thee ; 

For ’gainst the rest myself I could defend, 

And be avenged, or turn them into friend ; 

But thou in safe implacability 

Hadst nought to dread — in thy own weakness shielded, 
And in my love, which hath but too much yielded. 


* 9oe Fragment, pafi; 473. 


See Fragmenl, pege 484. 



On that waeo pot, and op things tJiAi Wt^ 


The moral Oljrtemna&tm of thy lord, 

And hawVI down, with «n uwmapected aword, 
Fama^paaca, and hope-— «iid all the better life 
MHiiehy but for this cold treason of thy heart, 

Mr ^ ‘ 

1 found a nobler duty than to parL 
But of thy virtues didst thou make a vice, 

Trafficking with them in a purpose cold, 

For present aneer, and for future gold«- 
And buying others grief at any price. 

And thus once enterd Into crooked ways, 

The early truth, which was thy proper praise. 

Did not still walk beside thee^ut at times, 

And with a breast unknowing its own crimes, 
Deceit, averments incompatible, 

Equivocations, and the thoughts which dwell 
In JanusHipirits— the significant eye 
Which learns to lie with silence^the pretext 
Of Prudence, with advantages annex’d-* 

The acquiescence in all things which tend, 

No matter how, to the desir^ end— 

All found a place in thy philosophy. 

The means were worthy, and the end is won— 

I would not do by thee as thou hast done ! 

September, 1816 


Obseam bk glory, 
Despot no more, be 
Such territory 
Quits with di^km* 

Still, still advancing, 

With banners glancing, 

His power enhancing, 

He must move on— 
Repose but cloys him, 
Retreat destroys him, 

Love brooks not a degraded throne. 


Wait not, fond lover; 

Till years are over, 

And then recover, 

As from a dream. 

While each bewailing 
The other’s failing, 

With wrath and railing 
All hideous seem — 

While first decreasing, 

Yet not quite ceasing. 

Wait not till teasing 
All passion blight : 

If once diminish’d 
Love’s reign is finish’d— 

Then part in friendship,— and bid good-night. 

V, 


STANZAS. 

* COULD LOVE FOK EVER.” 


Could Love for ever 
Run like a river. 

And Time’s endeavour 
Be tried in vain— 

No other pleasure 
With this could measure ; 
And like a treasure 
We ’d hug the chain* 

But since our sighing 
Ends not in dying. 

And, form’d for flying, 

Love plumes his wing ; 
Then for this reason 
Let ’s love a season ; 

But let that season be only Spring. 


When lovers parted 
Feel broken-hearted 
And all hopes thwarted, 

Expect to die ; 

A few years older, 

Ah ! how much c^er 
They might behold her 
For whom they sigh ! 

When link’d together, 

In every weather, 

They pluck Love’s foather 
From out bis wing— 

He’ll stay for ever. 

But sadly shiver 

Without his plumage, when past the Spring* 

Like Ghiefe of Faction, 

Ws life is acti' 


So shall Aflection, 

To recollection 
The dear connection ; 

Bring back with joy : 

You had not waited ^ 

Till, tired or hated. 

Your passions sated 
Began to cloy. 

Your last embraces 
Leave no cold traces— 

The same fond faces 
As through the past ; 

And eyes, die mirrors 
Of your sweet errors 

Reflect but rapture— not least though last. 


True, separations 
Ask more than patience ; 

What desperations 
From such have risen ! 

But yet remaining, 

What is ’t but chaining 
Hearts which, once waning, 

Beat ’gainst their prison 7 
Time can but cloy love, 

And use destroy love : 

The* winged boy. Love, 

Is but for boys— 

You ’ll find it torture 
Though sharper, shorter, 

To wean, and not wear out your Joys. 


STANZAS: 

TO A HINDOO AIR 

j Oh !— my lonely— lonely — ^lonely— Pillow ! 

I Where is my lover 7 where is my lover ? 

Is it his bark which my dreary dreams discover 7 
Far— for away I and alone along the billow 7 



Oh! my lonely-4onely---lonely--Pillow! 

Why must my head ache where his gentle brow lay? 
How the long night flags lovelessly and slowly, 

And my head droops over thee like the willow. — 


1 . 

Oh never talk again to me 
or northern climes and British ladies ; 

It has not been your lot to see, 

Like me, the lovely girl of Cadiz. 

Although her eyes be not of blue, 

Nor fair her locks, like English lasses, 

How far its own expressive hue 
The languid azure eye surpasses ! 

2 . 

Promotheus-liko, from heaven she stole 
The Bre, that through those silken lashes : 

In darkest glances seems to roll, 

From eyes that cannot hide their flashes : 

^ And as along her bosom steal 

In lengtlicnM flow her raven tresses, 

You M swear each clustering lock could feel, 
And curlM to give her neck caresses. 


Our English maids are long to woo, 

And frigid even in possession ; 

And if their charms be fair to view. 

Their lips are slow at Love’s confession : 


But bom beneath a brighter sun, 

For love ordain’d the Spanish maid is, 
And who,— when fondly, fairly won,— 
Encliantsyou like the girl of Cadiz? 


The Spanish maid is no coquette, 

Nor joys to see a lover tremble, 

And if she love, or if she hate, 

Alike she knows not to dissemble. 

Her heart can ne’er be bought or sold— 
Howe’er it beats, it beats sincerely ; 

And, though it will not bend to gold, 

’T will love you long and lovo you dearly. 

6 . 

The Spanish girl that meets your love 
Ne’er taunts you with a mock denial. 

For every thought is bent to prove 
Her passion in the hour of trial. 

When tlvronging foemen menace Spain, 

She dares the deed and shares the danger ; 
And should her lover press the plain, 

Sho hurls the spear, her love’s avenger. 

6 . 

And when, beneath the evening star, 

She mingles in the gay Bolero, 

Or sings to her attuned guitar 
Of Christian knight, or Moorish hero, 

Or counts her beads witli fairy hand 
Beneath the twinkling rays of Hesper, 

Or joins devotion’s choral band, 

To chaunt tlio sweet and hallow’d vesper. 

7 . 

In each her charms the heart must move 
Of all who venture to behold her ; 

Then let not maids less fair reprove 
Because her bosom is not colder : 

Through many a dime ’t is mine to roam 
Where many a soft and molting maid is, 
But none abroad, and few at home, 

May match the dark-eyed girl of Cadiz. 


Oh ! thou, my sad and solitary Pillow ! 

Send me kind dreams to keep my heart from breaking. 
In return for the tears I shed upon thee waking: 

Let me not die till he comes back o’er the billow.— 

Then if thou will — ^no more ray lonely Pillow, 

In one embrace let these arms again enfold him, 

And then expire of the joy — but to behold him ! 

Oh ! my tone bosom!— oh ! my lonely Pillow! 


In tlie original manuscript of the first Canto of Childe 
Harold’s Pilgrimage were the following lines, for which 
those to Inez, page 10, wore substituted : 




DON JUAN. 


Difficile eel proprle commuula dicere. 

HOR. EpUt. ad» Piton. 


Doet thou think, because thou art ▼irluous, there ahall be no more 
Cakee and Ale b/ St. Anne : and blinder itiallbe hot i* the 

mouth, too.— Tioelfth Night / or What pou— Will^ 

SHAKSP£AR£. 


CANTO I. 


I. 

I WANT a hero : — an uncommon want, 

When every year and month sends fortli a new one, 
Till, after cloying the gazettes witli cant, 

The age discovers ho is not the true one ; 

Of such as those I should nut care to vaunt, 

I ’ll therefore take our ancient friend Don Juan ; 

Wc all have seen him in tlie panlomimo 
Sent to tlte devil somewhat ere his time. 

Vernon, llie butcher Gumberland, Wolfo, Hawke, 

Prince Ferdinand, Granby, Hurg(jyiie,Kcpf»el, Howe, 
Evil and good, have had their lithe of talk, 

And fill’d tlieir sign-posts tlien, like Wellesley now ; 
Each in their turn like Raiifjuo’s nionardis stalk, 
Followers of fume, “nine furrow” of that sow; 

France, tot), had Buonapart<5 and Duraourier, 

Recorded in the Munitour and Courier. 

ni. 

Barnavo, Brissot, Condorcot, MirabcaUj 
Petion, Clootz, Dantou, Marat, La Fayette, 

Were French, and famous peojjle, as wo know ; 

And there were others, scarce forgotten yet, 

Joubort, Hoche, Marceau, Lannes, Dessaix, Moreau, 
With many of tlje military set, 

Exceedingly remarkable at times, 

But not at all adapted to my rhymes. 

IV. 

Nelson was pnee Britannia’s god of war, 

And still should bo so, but the tide is tium’d ; 

There ’s no more to be said of Trafalgar, 

’T is with our hero quietly inura’d; 

Because the array ’s grown more popular, 

At which the naval people are concern’d ; 

Besides, the prince is all for tlie land-sorvicc, 

Forgetting Duncan, Nelson, Howe, and Jervis. 

V. 

Brave men were living before Agamemnon, ’ 

And since, exceeding valorous and sago, 

A good deal like him too, though quite the same none, 
But then they shone not on the poet’s pogo, 
ilflhd 80 have been forgotten 1 condemn none, 

But can’t find any in the present age 
Pit for my poem, (that is, for my new one ;) 

So, as 1 said, 1 ’ll take my friend Don Juan. 


Most epic poets plunge in medias res,** 

(Horace makes this the heroic turnpike road,) 

And then your hero tells, whene’er you pleaiSi 
What went before — by way of episode, 

While seated after dinner at his ease, 

Beside his mistress in some soft ab^e, 

Palace or garden, paradise or cavern, 

Wliich serves tlie happy couple for a tavern. 

VII. 

That is the usual method, but not min<^ 

My way is to begin with tlie beginning ; 

The regulm*ity of my design 
Forbids all wandering as tlio worst of sinning, 

I And therefore I shall open with a line, 

(Although it cost me half an hour in spinning,} 
Narrating somewhat of Don Juan’s father, 

And also of his mother, if you ’d rather. 

vrii. 

In Seville was ho born, a pleasant city. 

Famous for oranges and women— he 
Wlio lias not seen it will be much to pity, 

So says the proverb— and I quite agree ; 

Of ail the Spanish towns is none more pretty, 

Cadiz ])erhaps, but that you soon may see 
Don Juan’s parents lived beside the river, 

A noble stream, and call’d the Guadalquivir. 

IX. 

His father’s name was Jose— Don, of course 
A true Hidalgo, free from every stain 
Of Moor or Hebrew blood, he traced his source 
Through tlie most Gothic gentlemen of Spain ; 

A better cavalier ne’er mounted horse, 

Or, being mounted, e’er got down again. 

Than Jose, who begot our hero, who 
Begot— but that ’s to come — Well, to renew: 

X. 

His mother was a learned lady, famed 
For every branch of every science known— 

In every Chri.Htian language ever named, 

With virtues equalled by her wit alone, 

She made tlie cleverest people quite ashamed. 

And oven tlie good with inward envy groan, 
Finding themscives so very much exceeded 
in tlioir own way by all the things that she did. 

XI. 

Her memory was a mine : she knew by heart 
All Calderon and greater part of Iiopd, 

So that if any actor miss’d his part, 

She could have served him for the prompter’s copy; 
For her Feinagle’s were an useless art, 

And he himself obliged to shut up be 
Could never make a memory so fine as 
That which adorn’d the brain of Donna Inez. 



ll^lmNirhe floicDce was the matheiaatical, 
noblest virtue was her magnanimity, 
ipar wit (she sometimes tried at wit) was Attic all, 
Her serious sayings darken'd to sublimity ; 
idmrt, in all things she was fairly what 1 call 
A prodigy— -her morning dress was dimity, 
r evening sUk, or, in the summer, muslin, 
i other stuiTs, with which I won’t stay puzzling. 


Now Donna Inez had, with ah her merit, 

A great opinion of her own good quahties | 
Neglect, indeed, requires a saint to bear it, 

And such indeed she was in her moralities ; 
But then she had a devil of a spirit, 

And sometinitiss mist’d up fancies with realities. 
And let few opportunities escape 
Of gelling her liege lord into a scrape. 


xm. 

knew the Latin— that is, “ the I-iord’s prayer,** 
j And Greek, tlio alphabet, I ’m nearly sure ; 

^^e read some French romancfjs here and tliere, 

^ Although her mode of speaking was not pure : 

Ipor native Spanish site had no great care, 

At least her conversation was obscure ; 
thoughts were theorems, her words a problem, 
if she deem’d that mystery would ermoblc ’em. 

XIV. 

liked the English and the Hebrew tongue, 

And said there was analogy between ’em ; 

:Bho proved it somehow out of sacred song, 

*<( But I must leave the proofs to thtwe who ’vo seen ’em ; 
vftut tliis I *ve heard her say, and can’t be wiong, 
j ' And ail may think which way tlieir judgments loan ’em, 
♦V’Tis strange — ^tlie Hebrew noun which means ‘ I am,* 

: The English always use to gsvern d— 

XV. 

^me women use their tongues — she looh*^ a lecture, 
Each eye a sermon, and her brow a homily, 

An all-in-all sufficient self-director, 

, Like the lamented late Sir Samuel Romlily, 

The Law's expounder, and the State’s corrector, 

> Whose suicide was almost an anomaly — 

'JOno sod example more, that All is vanity,”*— 

^The jury brought their verdict in “ Insanity.”) 

XVI. 

fn short, she was a walking calculation, 

Mias Edgeworth’s'liWO^tmqTp i ng’from their covers, 

' Or Mrs. Trimmer’s books on education, 

Or “ Cmleb’s Wife” set out inquest of lovers, 
Merality’s prim personiiication, 

In which not Envy’s self a flaw discovers ; 

To others’ share let “ female errors fall,” 

For site liad not even one— the worst of all. 


XXI. 

This was an easy matter with a man 
Oft in die wrong, and never on bis guard ; 

And even the wisest, do tho best they can, ^ 
Have moments, hours, and days, so unprepared, 
That you might'* brain tliem with their lady’s fan 
And sometimes ladies hit exceeding bard, 

And fans turn iqto falchioas in fair hands. 

And why and wherefore no one understands. 

XXII. 

*T is pity learned virgms ever wed 
With persons of no sort of education, 

Or gentlemen who, though well-born and bred, 
Grow tired of scientific conversation : 

I do n’t chfxjse to say much upon this head, 

1 ’m a plain man, and in a single station, 
But^h! ye lords ofladiesjntellectual,,^ 
fidb'rm us truly, have they hot hen-peck’d you all ? 

XXITI. 

Don Jose and his lady quarrcU’d— 

Not any of the many could divine, 

Tliough several thousand people chose to try, 

’T was surely no concern of tlneirs nor mine; 

I loathe that low vice curiosity ; 

But if tliere ’s any thing in which I shine, 

*T is in arranging all my friend’s affairs, 

Not having, of my own, domestic cares. 

XXIV. 

And so I interforocl, and with the best 
Intentions, but their treatment was not kind; 

I think tlic foolish people were possess’d, 

Ff»r neither of them could I ever find, 

Althougli their porter afterwards confess’d — 

Bui tiiat ’h no matter, and the worst ’s behind. 
For little Juan o’er me throw, down stairs, 

A pail of housemaid’s water unawares. 


XVII. 

Oh ! slio was perfect past all parallel — 

Of any modem female saint’s comparison; 

So far above Uie cunning powers of hell, 

Her guardian angel had given uj) his garrison; 
Even her minutest motions went as well 

As tlioae of tlic best timopiece made by Harrison 
jEn virtues nothing earthly could surpass her, 

Save tliino “ incomparable oil,” Macassar ! * 

^ XVIII, 

Perfect slie was, but as perfection is 
Insipid in t his naug hty world of ours. 

^ Whem ourlirst parents never loatti’cl to kiss 
Till they were exiled from their earlier bowers, 
Where all was peace, and innocence, and bliss, 

(I wrnidcr how tliciy got through tlie twelve hours,) 
Otm Jose, like a lineal son of Eve, 

Went plucking various fniit without her leave. 

xrx. 

He was a mortal of the carei(;tss kind, 

With no great love for learning, ortho leam’d, 
Who choeo to go where’er ho had a mind. 

And never droam’d hie lady was concern’d ; 

The world, os usual, widcedly inclined 
To see a kingdom or ( i house o’ertum’d, 
fW^hisper’d he had a lObtress, some eaid too, 
a3iit ffirh ^moBlic qut^els one will do. 


XXV. 

A little curly-headcd,gQod-forrnoft|ing, 

And mischit'f-making monkey from his birth ; 

His [jarents ne’er agreed except in doting 
Upon tlic most unquiet imp on earth ; 

Instead of quarrolUng, had they been but both in 
Their senses, they ’d have sent young master fi»rth 
To school, or hod him soundly whipp’d at home, 

To teach him manners for the time to come. 

XXVI. 

Don Jose and the Donna Inez led 
For some time an unhappy sort of life, 

Wishing each other, ml divorced, Init dead ; 

I’lioy lived respectably as man and wife, 

Their conduct was exceedingly well-bred, 

And gave no outward signs of inward strife, 

Until at length tJie smother’d fire broke out, 

And put tine business past ail kind of doubt. 

XXVII.- 

For Inez call’d some dniggists and physicians, 

And tried to }>rove her loving lord was mod, 

But as he had some lucid intermissions, 

She next decided he was only bad ; 

Yet when tliey ask’d her for her de^xisitions, 

No sort of explanation could be had, 

I Save that her duty both to man and Ghid 
I Re(j[uircd tliis conduct — whidi seem’d very odd. 



^ xxrni* 

She ke^ « journal, whore his &i]hs wore noted, 

And openM certain tnndcs of boolcs and letters, 

All which might, if occasion served, be quoted ; 

And then i^o had all Seville for abettors. 

Besides her good old grandmotlier, (who doted ;) 

The hearers of her case became repeaters. 

Then advocates, inquisitors, and judges, 

Some for amusement, others for old grudges. 

3EZIX. 

And then this best and meekest woman bore 
With such serenity her husband’s woes, 

Just as the Spartan ladies did of yore, 

Who saMi their spouses killM, and nobly chose 
Never to say a word about them more— 

Calmly she heard each calumny that rose, 

And saw hU agonies with such sublimity, 

That all the world exclaim’d, What magnanimity !” 

XXX. 

No doubt, this patience, when the world is damning us, 
Is philosophic in our former friends ; 

*T i»*also pleasant to be deemed ntSignunimouB, 

The more so in obtaining our own ends ; 

And what the lawyers call a “ mains animus,” 

Conduct like tins by no means comprehends ; 

Revenge in person ’s certainly no virtue, 

But then ’t is not fault if others hurt you. 

XXXI. 

And if our quarrels should rip up old stories. 

And help them witli a lie or two additional, 

/ ’m not to blame, as you well know, no more is 
Any one els^ffiey were^wjome traditional ; 
Besides, thfiif SidS bur glories 

By contrast, which is what we just were wishing all ; 
And science profits by this resurrection— 

Dead scandals form good subjects for dissection. 

• XXXII. 

Their friends had tried at reconciliation, 

Then their relations, who made matters worse ; 

(’T were hard to tell upon a like occasion 
To whom it may be best to have recourse— 

I can’t say much for friend or yet relation :) 

The lawyers did their utmost for divorce. 

Blit scarce a fee was paid on either side 
Before, unluckily, Don Jose died. 

XXXIJT. 

He died ; and most unluckily, because, 

According to all hints I could collect 
Prom counsel learned in those kinds of laws, 

(Although tlieir talk ’s obscure and circumspect,) 

His death contrived to spoil a charming cause ; 

A thousand pities also with respect 
To public feeling, which on this occasion 
Was manifested in a great sensation. 

XXXIT. 

But ah ! he died ; and buried with him lay 
The public feeling and the lawyers’ fees : 

His house was sold, his servants sent away, 

A Jew took one of his two mistresses, 

A priest tlie other— at least so they say : 

I ask’d the doctors after his disease— 

Ho died of the slow fever called the tertian,. 

And left his widow to her own aversion. 

xxxv. 

Yet Jose was an honourable man, 

That I must say, who knew him very well 
Therefore his frailties 1 ’ll no further scan, 

Indeed there were not many more to tell ; 

Arid if his passions now and then outran 
DiscretxiD) and were not so peaceable 
As Numa’s, (who was also named Pompiliua,) 

He had been ill brought up, and was bom bilious. 

3 N 


xxxn. 

Whate’er might be his worthle«RieM or wodhi 
Poor fellow ! ho had many thingi to woond 
Let ’s own, since it can do no good on eordi ; 

It was a trying moment that which (bund hinit 
Standing alone ^sside his desolate hearth, 

Where all his household gods lay shiver’d io0Bd hini j 
No choice was left his feelings or his pride 
Save death or Doctors’ Commons— so he died. 

xxxvii. 

Dying intestate, Juan was sole heir 
To a diancery-suit, and messuages, and IaiidS| 
Which, with a long minority and care, 

Promised to turn out well in proper bands: 

Inez became sole guardian, which was fair, 

And answer’d but to nature’s just demai^ ; 

lOjQijttuiir • 

Is brought up. much mQro.yvisely th^ 

XXXVXXI. 

Sagest of women, even of widows, she 
Resolved lliat Juan should be quite a psragoii, 

And worthy of the noblest pedigree, 

(His sire was of Castile, his dam from AmfOB:) 
Then for accomplishments of chivaliy, 

In case our lord the king should go to war agaia. 

He loam’d the arts of riding, fencing, gunneiy, 

And how to scale a fortress — or a nunnery. 

xxxxx. 

But that which Donna Inez most desired, ; 

And saw into herself each day before all 
The learned tutors whom for him she hired, 

Was that his breeding should be strictly moral ; 

Much into all his studios she inquired, 

And so they were submitted first to her, all. 

Arts, sciences, no branch was made a mystery 
To Juan’s eyes, excepting natural histoxy. 

XL. 

The languages, especially tlie dead, 

The sciences, and most of all the abstruse, 

The arts, at least all such as could be said 
To be the most remote from common OM, 
h all these ho was much and deeply read ; 

But not a page of any thing that ’s loose, 

Or hints continuation of the species, 

Was ever suffered, lest he should grow vicious. 

XLX. 

His classic studies made a little puzde^ 

Because of filj^Joves.of. g^^^and 

iVhd in the earlier ages raised a busue, * 

But never put on pantaloons or boddices; 

His reverend tutors had at times a tussle, 

And for their ASneids, Iliads, and Odysseys, 
tVerc forced to make an odd sort of apology, 

’’or Donna Inez dreaded the mythok)^. 

XLIl. 

Md ’s a rake, as half his verses show him ; 

Anacreon’s morals arc a still worse sample ; 
atuUus scarcely has a decent poem ; 

I do n’t think Sappho’s Ode a good example, 

Although ^ Longinus tells us there is no hyrnu 
Where the sublime soars forth on wings more ample ; 
)ut Virgil’s songs are pure, except that horrid one 
Seginning with ” JFlnwotum paior Corydm^* 

XLIZX. 

Lucretius’ irreligion is too strong 
For early stomachs, to prove wholeMme (bod, 
can’t help thinking Juvenal was wrong. 

Although no doubt his real intent waa good, 

'or speaking out so plainly in his song. 

So mud) indeed as to be downright rude ; 

!lnd then what proper peraon can b^rtial 
'o all those nauseous epigrams of Martial ? 





m 



aCLTT. 

t^nm MlliebMt edition, 
f by learned men, who place, 
y, firom out the •ehoolboy’s vision, 
The greMinr parts ; hot, iharibl to deface 
Too anucli their modest bard by this omission, 
And pityfasg sore bis mutilated case, 

They only am them all in an appendix,* 
Which sayes, in iaot, the trouble of an index ; 


xtv. 

For there we have them aU “ at one fell swoop,” 
Instead ef being seatterM through the pages ; 
They stand forth marshaled in a handsome troop 
To meet the ingenuous youth of future ages, 

Tin some leas rigid editor shall stoop 
To call diem back into their separate cages, 
Instead of standing staring altogether, 

Like garden gods-^-and not so decent, either. 

XLVI. 

The Miseal too (it was the family Missal) 

Was Ornamented in a sort of way 
Which ancient mass-books often are, and this all 
Kinds of grotesques illumined ; and how they 
Who saw th^ ftguros on the margin kiss all, 

Gould turn their optics to the text and pray 
Is more than 1 know— but Don Juan’s mother 
Blept this herself, and gave her son another. 

XL VII. 

Sermons he read, and lectures he endured, 

And homilies, and lives of all the saints ; 

To Jerome and to Chrysostom inured, 

He did not take such studies for restraints ; 

But how faith is acquired, and then insured, 

Bo well not One of the aforesaid paints 
As Saint AugiHrfine, in his fine Confessions, 

Which make the reader envy his transgressions. 

XLVMI. 

This, too, was a seal’d book to little Juan— 

I esn’t but say that his mamma was right, 

If such an education was the true one. 

She scarcely trusted him from out her sight ; 

Her maids wore old, and if she took a new ono 
You might be sure she was a perfect fright ; 

She did this during even her husband’s life — 

I recommend as much to every wife. 

XLIX. 

Young Juan wax’d in goodliness and grace ; 

At 8)^ a ebamw aiujl at eleven 
With all the prqmise^of ae. fine a . face 
" ^ e’w tomany Mturer ww givfn; 

H<r studied steadily imd'^cw apace, 

And seem’d, at leant, in tlic right road to heaven ; 
Pot half his days were pass’d at church, the other 
Between his tutors, coitfessor, and mother. 

^L. 

At six, I said be was a charming child, 

At twelve, he was a fine, but quiet boy ; 

Although in in&ncy a little wild, 

They tamed him down among them : to destroy 
Hts natural spirit not in vain they toil’d, 

At least it seem’d so; and his motlier’s joy 
Was to declare how sage, and still, and steady, 

Her young philosopher was grown already. 

LX. 

I had my doubts, perhaps I have them still, 

But what t say is neither here not there ; 

I knew hii^^Uher well, and have some skill 
In efiaracter— but it would not be fair 
From sire to son to au^ good or ill ; 

He and his wi^ were an itt-sortq^pmr— 

'But scandal *aiBy^|Aersioo— I pr<mK ’ 

; Ag^im aU evit'ifiaakiiig, even in 


XJI. 

For my part I say notliiiig— nothing— but 
This I will 8a3^-Hny reasons are my own— 

That if I had an only son to put 
To school (as Qod be praised that I have none) 

’T is not with Donna Inez I would shut ’’’ 

Him up to learn his catechism alone ; 

No— no— I *d send him out betimes to college, 

For tliere it was I pick’d up my own knowl^ge. 

LtlX. 

For there one learns — ’t is not for me to boast, 
Though 1 acquired— but 1 pass over tkatf 
As well as all tlie Greek 1 since have lost : 

I say that there ’s the place — but Fcriw-ji sol.” 

1 think 1 pick’d up, too, as well as most, 

Knowledge of matters— but, no matter whai^ 

I never marricdrrbutj.^ink^ l know, 

Th'at sons should not be ^ucated so. 

LIV. 

Young Juan now was sixteen years of age, 

TaU, ^ndspme^ slender/ but welTTcmt ; he seem’d 
Active, tJiough hot so^spri^fty; as^ page ; 

And every body but his mother deem’d 
Him almost man ; but she Hew in a rage, 

And bit her lips (for else she might have scream’d) 
If any said so, for to be precocious 
Was in her eyes a thing the most atrocious. 

LV. 

Among her numerous acquaintance, all 
Selected for discretion and devotion, 

There was the Doqqgi Julia, w hom to call 
Pretty were 6m to gTve IKmeble notion 
Of many cliarms, in her as natural 
As sweetness to the flower, or salt to ocean. 

Her zone to Venus, or his bow to Cupid, 

(But this last simile is trite and stupid.) 

LVI. 

The darkness of her oriental eye 
Accorded witli her Moorish origin : 

(Her blocnl was not all Spanish, by the by ; 

In Spain, you know, this is a sort of sin.) 

When proud Grenada fell, and, forced to fly, 

Boabdil wept, of Donna Julia’s kin 
Some went to Africa, some stay’d in Spain, 

Her great-great-graudmamma chose to remain. 

Lvn. 

She married (I forget the pedigree) 

With an Hidalgo, who transmitted down 
His blood less noble than such blood should be : 

At such alliances his sires would frown, 

In that point so precise in each degree 

That they bred in and in, as might be shown, 
Marrying their cousins — nay, Uieir aunts and nieces, 
Which always spoils the breed, if it increases. 

LVIII. 

This heathenish cross restored the breed again, 
Ruin’d its blood, but much improved its flesh ; 

For, from a root, ugliest in Old Spain, 

Sprung up a br&nch as beautiful as fresh ; 

The sons no more were short, the daughters plain : 

But tliere *s a rumour which I fain would hush— 
’T is said that Donna Julia’s grandmamma 
Produced her Don more heirs at love than law. 


LXX. 

However this might be, the race went on 
Improving still through every generation, 

Until it center’d in an only sem, 

Who left an only daughter; my narration 
May have suggest^ that this single one 
Could be but Julia, (whom on this occasion 
I shall have much to speak about,) im j 
Waa miarried, chaste, and^enty-thno. 



JUA.* 

Her eye (1 ’m very £iiid of handsome eyes) 

Was large and dark, suppressing half its fire 
Until she spoke, then through its s^ disguise 
FlashM an eipreasion more of pride than ire, 

And love than either ; and there would arise 
A something in them whicli was not desire, 

But would have been, perhaps, but for the soul 
Whid) struggled through and chasten’d down the whole. 

LXI. 

Her glossy hair was cluster’d o’er a brow 
Bright with intelligence, and fair and smooth ; 

Her eyebrow’s shape was like tlie aerial bow, 

Her clistek all purple with the beam of youth. 
Mounting at times to a transparent glow, 

As if her veins ran lightning ; she, in sooth, 

Possess’d an air and grace by no moans common : 

Her stature taU>--l hate a dumpy woman. 

LXII. 

Wedded she was some years, and to a man 
Of fifty, and such husbands are in plenty ; 

Al^ yet, 1 think, instead of such a onk, 

’T wore better to have two of five-and-twenty, 
Especially in countries near the sun : 

And now I think on ’t, “ mi vien in mente,” 

Ladies, even of tlie most uneasy virtue, 

Prefer a spouse whose age is short of thirty. 

LXIII. 

’T is a sad thing, I cannot choose but say, 

And all tlie fault of that indecent sun 
Who cannot leave alone our helpless clay, 

But will keep baking, broiling, burning on, 

That, howsoever people fast and pray, 

The fiesh is frail, and so the soul undone : 

What men call gallantry, and gods adultery, 

Is much more common where the climate ’s sultry. 

• LXIV. 

Happy the nations of the moral north ! 

Where all is virtue, and tlie winter season 
Bends sin without a rag on, shivering forth, 

(’T was snow tliat brought St. Antliony to reason ;) 
Where juries cast up what a wife is worth, 

By laying whate’er sura, in mulct, they please on 
The lover, who must pay a handsome price, 

Because it is a marketable vice. 

LXV. 

Alfonso was the name of 
A man well looking for his years, and who 
Was neither much beloved nor yet abhorr’d : 

They lived together as most people do, 

Buffering each otliers’ foibles by accord. 

And not exactly either one or im ; 

Yet he was jeedous, though he did not show it, 

For jealousy dislikes the world to know it. 

I.XVI. 

Julia was — ^yet I never could see why— 

With Donna Inez quite a favourite friend ; 

Between their tastes tiieir was small sympathy, 

For not a line had Julia ever penli’d : 

Some people whisper (but no doubt they lie, 

For malice still imputes some private end) 

That Inez bad, ere Don Alfonso’s marriage, 

Forgot with him her very prudent carriage ; 

I.XVII. 

And that, still keeping up the old connexion, 

Which time had lately render’d much more chaste, 
She took his lady also in affection, 

And certainly this course was much the best : 

•She Batter’d Julia with her sage protection, 

And complimented Don Alfonso’s taste ; 

And if she could not (who can ?) silence scandal, 

At least she left it a more slender handle. 


txnn, 

I canU tell whethor Julia saw Ihe afiair 
With other peo|>le‘’8 eyes, or if her own 
Discoveries made, but none could be aware 
Of this, at least no symptom e’er was ahovni $ 
Perhaps she did not know, or did not care, 

Indiifferont from the first or callous growai 
I *m really puzzled what to think or say^ 

She kept her counsel in so close a way. 

LXIX. 

Juan she saw, and, as a pretty child, 

Caress’d him often, such a thing might be 
Gluite innocently done, and liarmless styled 
When she had twenty years, and thirteen j^ 

ButT am hot BO sure I should Kave smiled 

These few short years make wondrous aUeratkNM , 
Particulai ly among sun-burnt nations. 

LXX. 

Whate’er the cause might be, they had become 
Changed ; for the dame grew distant, the youth thy, 
Their looks cast down, their greetings dmost dumb, 
And much eml)arrassment in either eye ; 

There surely will be little doubt with some 
Tliat Donna Julia knew the reason why. 

But as for Juan, ho had no more notion 
Than he wlio never saw the sea of ocean. 

LXXI. 

Yet Julia’s very coldness still was kind. 

And tremulously gentle her small hand 
Witlidrew itself from his, but left behind 
A little pressure, thrilling, and so bland 
And slight, so very slight, that to the mind 
T’ was but a doubt ; but ne’er magician’s wand 
Wrought change with oil Armida’s fiery art 
Like what this light touch left on Juan’s heart. 

LXXII. 

And if she met him, though she smiled no more. 

She look’d a sadness sweeter than her smile. 

As if her heart had deeper thoughts in store 
She must not own, but cherish’d more the while, 

For that compression in its burning core ; 

Even innocence itself has many a wile, 

And will not dare to trust itself with truth, 

And love is taught hypocrisy from youth. 

LXXIII. 

But passion most dissembles, yet betrays 
Even by its darkness ; as the blackest sky 
Foretells the heaviest tempest, it displays 
Its workings through tlie vainly-guarded eye, 

And in whatever aspect it arrays 
Itself, ’t is still the same hypocrisy ; 

Coldness or anger, even disdain or hate, 

Arc masks it often wears, and still too l^. 

LXXIV. 

Then there were sighs, tlie deeper for suppreMiOfl^ 

And stolen glances, sweeter for the theft, 

And burning blushes, though for no transgreMioii, 
Tremblings when mot, and restlessness when left: 

All these are little preludes to possession, 

Of which young passion cannot be bereft, 

And merely tend to show how greatly love is 
Embarrass’d at first starting with a novice* 

LXXV. 

Poor Julia’s heart was in an awkward state 
She felt it going, arnl resolved to make 
The noblest efforts for herself and mate, 

For honour’s, pride’s, religion’s, virtue’s sake: 

Her resolutions were most truly great. 

And almost might have made a Tarqiiin quake— • 

She pray’d the Virjgin Mary for Imr grace, 

As being the best judge of a lady’s case. 
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Lxxvn. 

She now determined dmt a virtuous woman 

rather £ioe and overcome temptation \ 

Hiat wae base and dastardly, and no naan 
ever give her heart the least sensation, 

!l!%ait ii to say a thought, beyond the common 
Prefeienoe that we must feel upon occasion 
For peoj^ who are pleasanter than others, 

Blit then thiy only seem so many brothers. 

LXXYUI. 

And even if by chance— and who can tell? 

devil ’s so very sly'—she should discover 
That di widiin was not so veiy well, 

And if) still free, that such or such a lover 
Might please perhapeif a virtuous wife can quell 
Such tlmightSf and be the better when they *re over, 
And, if the man should ask, ’t is but denial; 

1 recommend young ladies to make trial. 

LXXIX. 

And then there are such things as love divine, 

Bright and immaculate, unroix'd and pure, 

Buch as the angels think so very fine, 

And matrons, who would be no less secure, 

Platonic, perfect, just such love as mine 
Thus Mia said — and thought so, to ho sure, 

And so 1 ’d have her think, were 1 the man 
On whom her reveries celestial ran. 

LXXX. 

Bach love is innocent, and may exist 
Between young persons without any danger ; 

A hand may first, and then a lip be kiss’d ; 

For my part, to such doings 1 ’m a stranger, 

Bnt fmr these fireedoms for &e utmost list 
Of an o’er which such love may be a ranger : 

If people go beyond, *t is quite a crime, 

But not my iaul^I tell fiiem all in time. 

LXXXl* 

Love, then, but love within its proper limits, 

Was Mia's innocent determination 
In young Don Juan’s favour, and to him its 
Ejcertion might be usefiil on occasion ; 

Andflijfj^ted at too pure a shrine to dim its 
Etherial lustre, with what sweet persuasion 
Ho might be taught, by love and her together— 

1 reallyido n’t know what, nor Julia either. 

LXXXII. 

PVaught with this fine intention, and well fenced 
In mail of proof— her purity soul, 

She, ibr the foture, of her strength convinced, 

And that her honour was a r(^, or mole, 

Exceeding eagely firom that hour dispensed 
Withal^ kind of troublesome control. 

But whether Julia to the task was equal 
It that which must be mention’d in the sequel. 

z.xxxni. 

Her plan she deem'd both innocent and feasible, 

A^, surefy, with a stripling of sixteen 
Kot scandal's fangs could fix on much that ’s seizable ; 

Or, if th^ did so, satisfied to mean 
Keddag but what was good, her breast was peaceable— 
A eCMicience miAei so serene ! 

Christians have butiic)it ,f^ ether, quite persuaded 
That til the aposUas wqipd have done as they did. 


And if, in the meat! thnty her 
But heaven ibriiid that aiich a Ihoi^ri^ 

Her brain, «hoU|^ in a dream, (and &an she sigh'd 
Never could ahe aiirvive thatcomiBfitt loss ; 

But just suppose that momeat ahould betide, 

1 1 only say suppose it— tntw not 
(This shoidd be entre nom, for Mia thought 
In PVench, but then the rhyme would go fer naught) 

I LXXXY. 

I only say suppose this supposition t 
Juan, being then grown up to man's estate, 

Would fully suit a widow of condition ; 

Even seven years hence it would not be too late ; 
And in tlie interim (to pursue this vision) 

The mischief, afler all, could not be great, 

For he would learn the rudiments of love, 

I mean the seraph way of those above. 

I Lxxxri. 

So much for Julia. Now we *11 turn to Juan. 

Poor little fellow ! he had no idea 
Of his own case, and never hit the true one ; 

In feelings quick as Ovid’s Miss Medea, 

He puzzled over what he found a new one, 

But not as yet imagined it could be a 
Thing quite in course, and not at all alarming. 
Which, with a little patience, might grow charming. 

LXXXVII. 

Silent and pensive, idle, restless, slow, 

His home deserted for tlie lonely wo(^, 

Tormented with a wound he could not know, 

His, like all deep grief, plunged in solitude. 

I ’m fond myself of solitude or so. 

But then I beg it may be understood 
By solitude I mean a sultan’s, not 
A hermit’s, with a harem for a grot. 

LXXXTIir. , 

Oh love ! in such a wilderness as this, 

Where transport and security entwine, 

Here is the empire of thy perfect bliss, 

And here thou art a god indeed divine.” 

The bard I quote from does not sing amiss,* 

With the exception of the second line. 

For that same twining “ transport and security” 

Are twisted to a phrase of some obscurity. 

LXXXIX. 

The poet meant, no doubt, and thus appeals 
To the good sense and senses of miuikind, 

The very thing which every body feels, 

As all have feutid on trial, or may find, 

That no one likes to be disturbed at meals 
Or love ; — I won't say more about “entwined” 

Or transport,” as we know all that befere, 

But beg “ security” will bolt the door. 

xc. 

Young Juan wander’d by the glassy brooks, 

Thinking unutterable things : he threw 
Himself at length widiiu the leafy nooks 
Where the wild branch of the cork forest grew ; 
There poets find materials for their bodks, 

And every now and then we read them through, 

So that their plan and prosody are eligible, 

Unless, like Wordsworth, they prove unintelligible. 

xci. 

He, Juan, (and not Wordsworth,) so pursued 
His self-communion with his own high sotd, 

Until his mighty heart, in its great mood, 

Had mitigaW part,, though not the whole 
Of its disease ; he did the l^st he could 
With things not veiy subject to control, 

And turn’d, without perceiving his condition, 

Like Coleridge, into a metaphysician. 
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xcn. 

He thought About himself, and the whole earth, 

0( man the wcmderful, and of tiie stars, 

And how the deuce they ever could liave birth ; 

And then ho thought of earthquakes and of wars, 
How many miles the moon might have in girth, 

Of air-balloons, and of the many bars 
To perfect knowledge of the boundless skies ; 

And then he tliought of Donna Julia’s eyes. 

XCIII. 

In thoughts like these true wisdom may discern 
Longings Bublinic, and aspirations high, 

Which Boniw'are boVn vith, but the most part learn 
To plSgue themsclve^^ithal, tliey know not why : 

*T was strange that one so young should thus concern 
His brain about the action of the sky ; 

If you think ’twas philosophy that tliis did, 

1 can*t help thinking puberty assisted. 

xciv. 

He pored upon the leaves, and on the flowers, 

And heard a voice in all the winds ^ and then 
He thought of wood-nymphs and immortal bowers, 

And how the goddesses came down to men : 

Ho miss’d tho pathway, he forg(^t th«' lunirs, 

And, when he looked upon his waleii again, 

He found how much old 'rime had l)e* n a winner-— 

Ho also found that he had lost his dinner. 

xcv. 

Sometimes he turn’d to gaze upon his book, 

Boscan, or Garcilasso ; — ^l>y tho wind 
Even as the page is rustled while we IiH)k, 

So by the poesy of his own mind 
Over tho mystic leaf Ids soul was shook, 

As if ’twere one whereon magicians bind 
Their spells, and give them to tlic passing gale. 
According to some good old woman’s tale. 

» xcvi. 

Thus would he while his lonely hours away 
Dissatisfied, nor knowing what he wtujted ; 

Nor glowing reverie, nor poet’s lay, 

Could yield his spirit that for whitdi it panted,— 

A bosom whereon he his head might lay, 

And hear the heart beat with the love it granted, 
With— s JVoraJ other things, which 1 forget, 

Or which, at least, 1 need not mention yet. 

XCVII. 

Those lonely walks and lengthening reveries 
Could not escape the gentle Julia’s eyes ; 

She saw that Juan was not at his ease ; 

But that which chiefly may and must surprise, 

Is, dial die Donna Inez did not tease 
Her only son witJi question or surmise ; 

Whether it was she did not see, or w« luld not, 

Or, like all very clever people, could not. 

XCVIII. 

This may seem strange, but yet ’t is very common ; 

For iuslance — ^gentlemen, whose ladies take 
Leave to o’erstep the writtiui rights of woman, 

And break tho— which commarnfftient is ’t they break? 
(I have forgot tho number, and think no man 
Should rashly quote, for fear of a inistakij.) 

1 say, when these same gentlemen are jealous, 

They make some blunder, which their ladies tell us. 

xcix. 

A real husband always is suspicious, 

But still no less suspoOts in the wrong place, 

Jealous of some one who fligd no such wisiies, 

Or pandering blindly to uis ow n disgrace, 

^y harbouring some -doaririend extremely vicious ; 

The last indeed ’s in^ibly the case : 

And when Ae spotgir^d friend are gone off wholly, 

He wooden at vice, and not his folly. 


c. 

Thus parents also are at times shortsighted ; 

Though watchful as the lynx, they ne’er discover, 

The while the wicked world beholds, delighted, 

Young Hopeful’s mistress, or Miss Fanny’s lover, 

Till some confounded escapade has blighted 
The- plan of twenty years, and all is over ; 

And then the mother cries, the fatlu’r swears, 

And wondiTS why the devil ho got heirs. 

ri. 

But Inez w'as so anxious, and so clear 
Of sight, that 1 must think on this occasion, 

She had some otlier motive much more near 
For leaving Juan to this new temptation; 

But wliat that motive was, I sliaii’t say here ; 

Perhaps to linish Juan’s education, 

Perhaps to open Don Alfonso’s eves, 

In case ho thought his wife, too groat a prize. 

CII. 

It was upon a day, a summer’s day ; 

»!>umiiier ’s indeed a very dangerous season, 

And so i.s spring about the end of May; 

The sun, no clonht, is llu' prevailing reason ; 

But whais<»e*cr the cause is, oin‘ may .say, 

And stand convicted of more inith than treason, 

That there are months which nature grow's more mcriy in- 
March has its hares, and May must have its heroine. 

cm. 

Twas on a summer’s day — the sixth of Juno : 

I like to h(‘ particular in dal<‘s, 

Not only of the age, and year, hut moon ; 

They are a sort ofiyosthouse, wlu‘re tho I^atcs 
Change horses, making history change its time, 

Tlum spur away o’er empire, s and o’c'r states, 

Leaving at last not much hi'sifles chronology, 

Excepting the post-obits of theology, 

CIT. 

’Twas on tho sixtli of Jiint', about the hour 
Of half-past six — perhaps still nearer seven, 

When Julia sate witliin as ]»reltv a bower 
As ere held honri in that heallu'ni.sh heaven 
Described by Mahome», and Anacre(,)n Mwrc, 

To whom the )yr(^ and laur'ds have bfM.*n given, 

With all the troj>hies of Irinrnphanl song — 

He won them well, and may he w'l'ar them long. 

cv. 

She sate, but not alone ; T know nr>t well 
ITow this same interview had taken place, 

Anti even if 1 knew, I sliould not tell— 

People should hold their tongues in any case 
No matter how or wlty the thing l»t‘fell, 

But there wert! she ami Juan fare to face — 

When two stich laces arc h would be wise, 

But very difficult, to shut their eyes. 

rvi. 

How beautiful she looked ! her conscious heart 
(.flow’d in Jier cheek, and yet she f;lt no wrong : ' . 

>h love ! how' perfect is thy my.slic art, 

Strtuiidhening the weak ai»d trampling on the strong, 
low sel(-deceilful is the sagesi, part 
Of mortals whom thy lure hath led along: 

Tlic prenijuee she stood on was immense— 

30 was her creed in her own iuuocc'nco. 

evil. 

3hc thought of her own strength, and Juan’s youth, 

And of the foWy of all prudish fears, 

Victorious virtue, and domestic truth, 

And then of Don Alfonso’s fifty years: 
wish those last had not occurr’d, in sooth, 

Because that numher rarely much endears, 

And through all climes, the snow^'ind the sunny, 

Sounds ill in love, whato’er it may in money. 



Tg^w Tj. V\a\^ vj\\\cih wisAotn might reprove . 

And whiVc »Vie ponder'd this, besides much more, 
One hand on Juan's carelessly was thrown, 

Quite by mist&ke--^he thou^U it was her own ; 


cx. 

Unconsciously she lean’d upon the otb«, 

Which play’d within the tangles of her hair ; 

And to contend with thoughts she could not smother, 
She seem’d, by the distraction of her air 
*T was surely very wrong in Juan’s mother 
To leave together this imprudent pair, 

She who for many years had watch’d her son so— 

I ’m vei7 certain mine would not have done so. 

CXI. 

The hand which still held Jimn^s, by degrees 
Oenlly, but palpiihty, cou/irm’d its grasp, 

As if it said detain me, if you phase;** 

Yet there *s no doubt slie only meant to clasp 
Sis fingers with a pure Platcmic squeeze : 

She would have shrunk as from a toad or asp, 

Had she imagined such a thing could rouse 
a, feeling dangerous to a prudent spouse. 


^The team were guying ftwn ^ 

I wish, indeed, they had notMd occasion; 

I But who, alas ! can love, and men be wiie 1 
I Not tliat remorse did not oppose temptation, 

A little still she strove, and much repented, 

And whispering “ I will ne’er consent,”— consented. 

I CXVXII, 

*Tis said that Xerxes offered a reward 
To those who could invent him a new pleasure ; 
Metliinks the requisition ’s rather hard, 

, And must have cost his majesty a treasure : 

For my part, I ’m a moderate-minded bard, 

Fond of a little love, (which I call leisure ;) 

.. care not for n(*w pleasures, as the old 
Are quite enough for me, so they but hold. 

' CXIX. 

oh Pleasure ! you ’re indeed a pleasant thing, 
Although one must be damn’d for you, no doubt; 
make a resolution every spring 
Of reformation ore the year run out. 

But, somehow, this my vestal vow takes wing, 

Yet still, I trust, it may bo kept throughout : 

’m vtsry sorry, very much ashamed, 

And mean, next winter, to be quite reclaim’d. 


CXII. 

t cannot know what Juan thought of this, 

But what ho did is much what you would do; 

His young lip thank’d it with a grateful kiss, 

And then, abash’d at his own joy, withdrew 
n deep despair, lest he had done amiss, 

Love is so very timid when ’i is new : 

She blush’d and frown’d not, but she strove to speak 
And hold her tongue, her voice was grown so weak. 

CXIII. 

The sun set, and up rose the yellow moon . 

The devil 's in the moon for mischief ; tliey 
Who call’d her chaste, niethinks, began loo soon 
Their nomenclature ; tlierc is not a day, 

The longest, not the twenty-first of June, 

Sees half the basiness in a wicked way 
On which three single hours of moonshine smile — 
And then she looks so modest all the while. 


Here my chaste muse a liberty must take— 

Start not ! still chaster reatler, — she ’ll be nice hence- 
Forward, and there is no great cause to quake ; 

This liberty is a poetic license 
Which some irregularity may make 
In Uic design, and as 1 have a high sense 
Of Aristotle and die Rules, ’tis fit 
To beg bis pardon when I err a bit, 

CXXI, 

This license is to hope the reader wdll 
Suppose from June tlie sixth, (the fatal day, 

Without whoso epoch my poetic skill, 

For want of facts, would all be thrown away,) 

But keeping Julia and Don Juan still 
In sight, that several month’s have pass’d ; we ’ll iay 
’T was in November, but I ’in not so sure 
About the day — tlie era 's more obscure. 


CXIV. 

There is a dangerous silence in that hour, 

A stillness which leaves room for the full soul 
To open all itself, without the power 
Of calling wholly back its self-control ; 

The silver light which, hallowing tree and tower, 
Sheds beauty and deep softness o’er the whole, 
Breathes also to the heart, and o’er it tlirows 
A loving languor, which is not repose. 

cxv. 

And Julia sate with Juan, half embraced. 

And half retiring from the glowing arm, 

Which trembled like the bosom where ’t was placed ; 

Yet still she must liave thought there was no harm, 
Or else ’t were easy to witlidraw her waist ; 

( But then the situation hod its cliarm, 

And then— God knows what next — I can’t go on ; 
sorry th«u I e’er begun. 


CXXII. 

We ’ll talk of that anon. — ’T is .sweet to hear, 

At midnight on the blue and moonlit deep, 

The song and oar of Adria’s gondolier. 

By distance mcllov'’d, o’er the waters sweep ; 

*T is sweet to see tlic evening star appear ; 

’T is sweet to listen as the night-winds creep 
From leaf to leaf ; ’t is sweet to view on high 
The rainbow, based on ocean, span the sky ; 

exxin. 

’T is sweet to hear the watch-dog’s honest bark 
Bay doep-Diouth’d welcome • !s we draw near home ; 
’T is sweet to know there is » 4 eye will marie 
Our coming, and look brigi ter when we come; 

’T is sweet to be awaken’d b/ the lark, i. 

Or lull’d by falling waters ; rweet the hum 
Of bees, tlie voice of girls, the 'ong of birds, 

The lisp of children, and their eat. 'egl words. 
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cxxr. 

Sweet is a legacy ; and passing sweet 
The unexpM^^death of some old lady 
Or gendemair of sevSi;^^ years complete, 

Who ^e made “ us yc^th ** wait too — too tong already 
For an estate, or cash, or country-seat, 

Still breaking, but with stamina so steady, 

That all the Israelites are fit to mob its 
Next owner, for their double-damn’d post-obits. 

oxxri. 

*T is sweet to win, no matter how, one’s laurels 
By blood or ink ; ’t is sweet to put an end 
To strife ; *t is sometimes sweet to have our quarrels, 
Particularly with a tiresome friend ; 

Sweet is old wine in bottles, ale in barrels ; 

Dear is the helpless creature we defend 
Against the world ; and de«ir the schoolboy spot 
Wo ne'er forget, tliough there we are forgot. 

cxxvir. 

But sweeter still than this, than tlicso, than all, 

[s first and passionate^ love — it stands alone, 

Like Adam’s recollection of his fall ; 

The tree of knowledge has been pluck’d — all ’s known — 
And life yields nothing farther to recall 
Worthy of this ambrosial sin so shown, 

No doubt in fable, as the untorgiven 

Fire which Prometheus filch’d for us from heaven. 

• cxxvnr, 

Man ’s a strange animal, and makes strange use 
Of his own nature and the various arts, 

And likes particularly to produce 
Some new experiment to show his parts : 

This is die age of oddities let loose, 

Where different talents find their different marts; 

You ’d best begin with truth, and when you ’vc tost your 
Labour, there ’s a sure market for imposture. 

cxxix. 

What opposite discoveries wo have soon ! 

(Signs of true genius, and of empty pockets :) 

One makes new noses, one a guillotine, 

One breaks your bones, one sets them in their sockets ; 
But vaccination certainly has been 
A kind antithesis to Congreve’s rockets, 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 
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Are safely entiled for in the mode he meatieiis 
Timbootoo travels, voyages to the Polos 
Are waye to benefit mankind, as true, 

Perhafis, as shooting tliem at Waterloo. 

CXXXIII. 

Man’s a phenomenon, one knows not what, 

And wonderful beyond all wondrous measure ; , / 

’T is pity though, in this sublime world, tliat 
^ ^.Pleasure ’s a sin, and sometimes sin ’s a pleasure ; 
Few mortals know what end they would be at. 

But whether glory, power, or love, or treasure, 

The path is through perplexing ways, and when 
The goal is gain’d, wc die, you know— and tbcih-'« 

cxxxiv. 

What then 7 — I do not know, no more do you — 

And so good night. — Return we to our story: 

’T was in Novemlier, when fine days are few, 

And the far mountains wax a little hoary, 

And clap a white ca|>c on their mantles blue ; 

And the st^a dashes round the promontory. 

And the loud breaker boils against the rock. 

And sober suns must set at five o’clock. 

cxxxv. 

’T was, as the watchmen saw a cloudy night , 

No moon, no stars, tin* wind was low or loud 
By gusts, and many a sj)arkliog heartli was bright 
With the piled w<k)(1. round which the family crowd; 
There ’s something cheerful in tliat sort of light, 

Kvon as a summer sky ’s without n cloud : 

1 ’m fond of fire, and crickets, and all that, 

A lobster salad, and champagne, and chat. 

cxxxvi. 

’T was midnight — ^Donna Julia was in bed, 

Sleeping, most probably,— when at her door 
Arose a clatter might awake the dead. 

If they had never been awoke before— 

And that they havt) been so we all have read, 

And are to so, at the least, once more — 

The door was fasten’d, but, witli voice and fist, 

First knocks were licard, tlicn “ Madam — Madam— hist : 

CXXXVII. 

For God’s sake, Madam, — Madam — ^hore ’s my master 
With more than half the city at his back — 

V^’as ever heard of such a cursed disaster? 

’T is not iny fault — I kept good watch — Alack ! 

Do, pray, iiiulo the bolt a little faster — 

They ’re on the stair just now, and in a crack 
Will all be licre; perhaps ho yet may fly— 

Surely the window ’s not so very high 1” 


exxx. 

Bread has been made (indifferent) from potatoes, 

And galvanism has set some corpses grinning, 

But has not answer’d like the apparatus 
Of the Humane Society’s begimiing, 

By which men are unsuffocated gratis ; — 

What wondrous new machines have late been spinning 

4i Hn * 
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cxxxvirr. 

By this time Don Alfonso was arrived, 

With torches, friends, and servants in great number, 
The major part of them had long been wived, 

And therefore paused not to disturb the slumber 
Of any wicked woman, who contrived 

By stealth her husband’s temples to enctmibcr : 
Ixamplcs of this kind are so contagioas, 

Were me not punished, all would bo outrageous. 
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CXXXIX. 

can’t tell how, or why, or what suspicion 
Could enter into Don Alfonso’s head, 

But for a cavalier of his condition 
It surely was exceedingly ill-bred, 

Without a word previous admonition, 

To hold a levee round his lolly’s bed, 

And summon lackeys, arm’d agith fire and sword, 
To prove himself tlie thing he most abhorr’d. 



S04 


aa.. 

Poor Doom Juli # ! storting as from sleep, 
(Miod-tlat I do not oa/sbe had not slept,) 
■ B( oace to screaiB) and pm, and weep; 

Het mid Aitok, who was m adept 
Contrirad to fling the bedclothes in a heap, 

As if she had just now from out them crept: 

I can’t tell why she tdiould take all this trouble 
To prove her mistrcBS had boon sleeping double, 

CXLI. 

But Julia mistress, and Antonia maid, 

Appear’d like two poor harmless women, who 
Of goblins, but still more of men, afraid, 

Had thought one man might be deterred by two, 
And therefore side by side were gently laid, 

Until the hours of absence should run through, 
And truant husband should return, and say, 

**My dear, I was tlie first who came away.** 


extyxix. 

« Was it for this that no Cortejo ere 


Jls it. for this I seme wm ao/ whera, 

! Except to bull-^ghts, mm, pky, rout, and wrel 1 
Is it for tliis, whate’er my suitors were, 

1 favour’d none — nay, was almost oncml7 
Is it fo^^piat General Count O’Heiily, 

Who toHMIgiers, declares I used him vilely?* 


CXLIX* 

’^Did not the Italian Musico Cazzani 
Sing at niy heart six months at le ast in vain? 
Did not hifi countryman. Count 
Call me tlic only virtuous wi^in Spain ? • 

Wore llierr not also Russians, English, many? 

The Counl Strongstroganoff I put in pain, 

Ind Lord Mount Coffeeliouse, the Irish peer, 
i/Vho kill’d himself for love (with wine) last year. 


CXLII. 

Now Julia found at length a voice, and cried, 

“ In Heaven’s name, Don Alfonso, what d’ ye mean? 
Has madness seized you ? would that I had died 
Kre such a monster’s victim 1 had been 1 
What may tliis midnight violence betide, 

A sudden fit of drunkenness or spleen ? 

Dare you suspect me, wliotii the tlioiight would kill ? 
Search, then, the room !” — Alfonso said, “ I will.” 


CL. 

Have I not had two bishops at my feet, 

The Duke of Ichar, and Don Feman Nunez ? 

And is it thus a faithful wife you treat? 

I wonder in what quarter now the moon is : 
praise your vast forbearance not to beat 
Me also, since tiie time so opportune is«- 
Oh, valiant man ! with sword drawn and cock’d trigger, 
Now, tell rno, do n’t you cut a pretty figure? 


cxLin. 

Me search’d, th^ st arch’d, and rumaged every where 
Closet and clolhes’-press, chest and window-scat, 
And found'nuich linen, lace, and several pair 
Of stockings, slippers, brushes, combs, complete, 
With other articles of ladies fair, 

To keep them b<ia\Hiful, or leave them neat : 

Arras they prick’d anil curlains with their swords, 
And wounded several shutters, and some boards. 


CLI. 

‘ Was it for tliis you took your sudden journey, 
Under pretence of business indispensable, 

With that sublime of rascals your attorney, 

Wliom I sec standing there, and looking sensible 
Of having ploy’d tlio fool ? though both I spurn, he 
Deserves the worst, his conduct ’s less defensible, 
Because, no doubt, ’t was for his dirty fee, 

And not for any love to you or me. 


CXLIV. 

Under the bed they searcli’d, and there they found— 

No matter what — it was not that they sought, 

They ojicn’d windows, gazing if the ground 
Had signs or foot-marks, but tlie inirfh said naught: 
And then tliey stared each other’s faces round ; 

’T is odd, not one of all these secki^rs thought, 

And seems to me almost a sort of blimder, 

Of looking in the bed as well as under. 

CXLV. 

During this inquisition Julia’s tongue 

Was nut aslee|» — Yes, search and search,” she cried, 
** Insult on insult heap, and wrong on wrong! 

It was for this tliat I became a bride! 

For tins in silence I have suffer’d long 
A husband like Alfonso at rny side ; 

But now I’ll bear no more, nor here remain, 

If tliere be law, or lawyers, in all Spain. 

CXLVI. 

“ Yes, Don Alfonso, husbjind now no more, 

If ever you indeed deserved the name, 

Is ’t worthy of your years ? — you have tlirecscore, 

Fifty, or sixty — it is all the samt)— • 

Is’t wise or fitting causeless to explore 

For facta against a virtuous woman’s fame ? 
Ungrateful, perjured, barlmrous Don AHbnso! 

How dare you Ihii^ your lady would go on so ? 

CXLVII, 

“ Is it for this I have disdain’d to hold 
The common privileges of my sex ? 

That I have clKMmn a confessor so old 
And deaf, that any otlrcr it would vex, 

And never once had cause to scold, 

But found mmrf iiwocence perplex 
So much, he afAf dotted I was married — 

How sorry yoQ^Ni^ be mien I *ve miscarried ! 


CLII. 

If he comes here to take a deposition, 

By all means let the gentleman proceed; 

You ’ve made the apartment in a fit condition ; 

There ’s pen and ink for you, sir, when you need— 
ict eviiry thing be noted with precision, 

1 would not you for nothing should be foe’d — 

But, as my maid ’s undress’d, pray turn your spies out.” 
Oh!” sobb’d Antonia, “ 1 could tear their eyes out.” 

CLIII. 

There is the closet, tliore the toilet, there 
The antechamber — search tliom under, over; 

There is the sofa, there tlie groat arm-chair, 

The chimney — ^which would really hold a lover. 

I wish to sleej), and beg you will take care 
And make no fiirther noise till you discover 
The s<‘cret cavern of this lurking treasure-— 

And, when ’t is found, lot me, too, have that pleasure. 

CLIV. 

‘ And now, Hidalgo ! now that you have thrown 
Doubt u|M>n me, confusion over all, 

Pray have llio courtesy to make it known 

IVfut is the man you search for? how d* ye call 
Him? what ’s his lineage ? let him but be i^own— 

I hope he ’s young and handsome— is he tall ? 

Tell me — and be assured, that since you stain 
My honour thus, it shall not be in vain. 

CLV. 

At least, perhaps, he has not sixty years — 

At that age he would be too oVt for slaughter, 

Or for so young a husband’s jeaj^^us fears,— 

(Antonia ! let me have a gla(s of water.) 

I am ashamed of having shed tlivse tears, 

They are unworthy of my fathVs dau^ler ; 

My mother drcain’d not in my natal l our 
That 1 should fall into a monster’s poWt/ 



Canto I. 


)D0N JUAN. 


CLTI. 

«« Perhflips *t is of Antonia you are jealous, 

You saw that she was sleeping by my side 
When you broke in upon us with your fellows : 

Look where you please— we Ve nothing, sir, to hide 
Only another time, I trust, you ^11 tell us, 

Or for the sake of decency abide ^ 

A moment at the door, that we may be 
Dress’d to receive so much good company. 


cLvn. 

“ And now, sir, I have done, and say no more ; 

The little f >’iVw -«»aid may serve to show 
The guil^leSs heart in silence may grieve o’er 
The wrongs to whose exposure it is slow : — 

I leave you to your conscience as before, 

’T will one day ask you why you used me so ? 
God grant you feel not tlien the bitterest grief!-— 
Antonia ! whore ’s my pocket-handkerchief?” 


CI.XIV. 

With him retir’d his *^pom 
The attorney last, who linger’d near the dooff 
Reluctantly, still tarrying there as late sa 
Antonia let him— not a little sore 
At this most strange and imexplain’d “ hmetts” 

In Don Alfonso’s facts, which just now wora 
An awkward look ; as he revolved tlie case, 

The door was fasten’d in his legal face. 

CLXV. 

No sooner was it bolted, tlian — Oh shame ! 

Oh sin ! oh sorrow ! and oh womankind ! 

How can you do such things and keep your fame. 
Unless this world, and t’ other too, be blind ? 
Nothing so dear as an unfik;h’d good name ! 

But to proceed — for tliore is more behind : 

With much heart- felt reluctance be it said, 

Young Juan slipp’d, half-sinother’d, from the bed. 


CLVIII. 

She ceased, and turri’d upon her pillow ; pale 
She lay, her dark eyes flashing through their tears, 
Like skies that rain and lighten ; as a veil 
Waved and o’ershading her wan check, appears 
Her streaming hair ; the black curls strive, but fail, 
To hide the glossy shoulder which uprears 
Its snow through all ; — her soft lips lie apart, 

And louder tlian her breathing beats her heart. 

CLIX. 

The Senhor Don Alfonso stood confused ; 

Antonia bustled round the ransack’d room, 

And, turning up her nose, with looks abused 
Her master, and his myrmidons, of whom 
Not one, except tlie attorney, was amused ; 

He, like Achates, faitliful to the tomb, 

So there were quarrels, cared not for the cause 
Knowing tliey must be settled by the laws. 

* CLX. 

With prying snub-nose, and small eyes, he stood, 
Following Antonia’s motions here and there, 

With much suspicion in his attitude ; 

For reputation he had little care : 

So that a suit or action were made goal. 

Small pity had he for the young and fair, 

And ne’er believ'd in negatives, till these 
Were proved by competent false witnesses. 


CLXVI. 

He had been hid— I do n’t protend to say 
How, nor can I indeed describe the where— 
Young, slender, and pack’d easily, he lay, 

No doubt, in little compass, round or square; 
Bui pity him I neither must nor may 
His sufftx’ation by that pretty pair ; 

Twere better, sure, to die so, than be shut, 

With maudlin Clarence, in his Malmsey butt. 

CLXVIl. 

And, secondly, I pity not, because 
Ho had no business to commit a sin, 

^^orbid by heavenly, fined by human laws,— 

At least ’t was rather early to begin ; 

But at sixteen the conscience rarely gnaws 
So much as when wo call our old debts in 
At sixty years, and draw the accounts of evil, 

And find a deuced balance witli tho devil. 

cLXvin. 

Of his position I can give no notion : 

’T is written in the Hebrew Chronicle, 

How the physicians, leaving pill and potion, 
Prescribed, by way of blister, a young beUe, 
kYhen old King David’s blood grow dull in motion, 
And dial the medicine answer’d very well ; 
^erhaps ’t was in a diifcrcnt way applied, 

<’or David lived, but Juan nearly died. 


CLXI. 

But Don Alfonso stood with downcast looks, 

And, truth to say, he made a foolish figure ; 
When, after searching in five hundred nooks, 

And treating a young wife with so much rigour, 
He gain’d no point, except some self rebukes, 
Added to those his lady with such vigour 
Had pour’d upon him for the last half hour, 
Cluick, Uiick, and heavy — as a thunder-shower. 


CLXIX. 

lYhat ’s to bo done ? AHbnso will bo back 
Th<5 inoinont he ha.s sent his fools away. 
Inionia’s skill was put ufKin the rack, 

But no device could be brought into play— 
Vnd how to parry the renew’d attack ? 

Beside.s, it wanted hut few hours of day ; 
\ntonia puzzled ; Julia did not speak, 

~iut press’d her bloodless lip to Juan's cheek. 


CLXII. 

At first he tried to hammer an excuse, 

To which the sole reply were tears and sobs, 
And indications of hysterics, whose 

Prologue is always certain throes and throl». 
Gasps, and whatever else the owners choose 
Alfonso saw his wife, and thought of Job’s ; 
He saw, too, in perspective, her relations, 

And then he tried to muster all his patience. 


CLXX, 

le turn’d his lip to hors, and with his hand 
Call’d back the tangles of her wandering hair ; 
iivcn then their love they could not all command, 
And half forgot their danger and despair : 

Antonia’s patience now was at a stand— 

“ Come, corno, ’t is no time now for fooling there,” 
>he whisper’d in great wrath — “ I must deposit 
This pretty gentleman witliin the closet ; 


cLXiir. 

He stood in act to spedk, or rather stammer, 

But sage Antonia cui^him short before 
The anvil of his speech ’ocoived the hammer, 

With “ Pray, sir, leav^, the room, and say no more, 
Or madam dies.”— Alfi oso mutter’d “ D — n her ” 
But nothing else, ttitS" time of words was o’er ; 

He cast a ru^ul 1 :t>k or two, and did, 

He knew noWnerefore, that which he was bid. 

3 O 


CLXXI. 

Pray keep your nonsense for some luckier night— 
fVho can have put my master in Uiis mood ? 

Vliat will become on ’t?— I ’m in such a fright .’ 
The devil ’s in the urchin, and no good— 
this a time for giggling ? tliis a plight ? 

Wliy, don’t you know that it may end in blood? 
ou *11 lose your life, and 1 shaiUose my place, 

'1y mistress all, for that half-girmh foce. 



DOK JUAN. 
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CLXXIl. 

Hail it but been Ibr a stout cavalier 
Of tweiitjr«five or thirty— (come, make haste) 

But ibr a child, what piece of work is here ! 

I really, madam, wonder at your taste— 

(Come, sir, get in}— my master must be near. 

There, for the present at the least be ’s fast, 

And, if we can but till the morning keep 
Our counsel— (Juan, mind you must not sleep. V’ 

CLXXin. 

Now, Don Alfonso entering, but alone, 

Closed the oration of the trusty maid : 

She loiter’d, and be told her to ho gone, 

An order somewhat sullenly obey’d ; 

However, present remedy was none, 

And no great good seem'd answer’d if she stay’d: 
Regarding l>oth with slow and sidelong view, 

She snuff’d the candle, curtsied, and withdrew. 

CLXxrv. 

Alfonso paused a minute — then begun 
Some strange excuses for his late proceeding ; 

He would not justify what he had done, 

To say the best, it was extreme ill-breeding: 

But there wore ample reasons for it, none 
Of which he spocihod in this his pleading: 

His speech was a fine sample, on the whole, 

Of rhetoric, which the learn’d call “ rigmarde}^ 

CLXXV. 

Julia said naught ; though all tlie while there rose 
A ready answer, which at once enables 
A matron, who her husband’s foible knows, 

By a few timely words to turn I he tables, 

Which, if it does not silence, still must pose, 

Even if it should comprise a pack of fables ; 

’T is to retort with firmness, and when he 
Suspects witli one, do you reproach with three. 

CLXXvr. 

Julia, in fact, had tolerable grounds, 

Alfonso’s loves w'ith Inez were well known ; 

But whether ’t was that ()ne’s own guilt confounds — 
But that can’t be, as has been often shown ; 

A lady with apologies abounds : 

It miglit be that her silence sprang alone 
From delicacy to Don Juan’s car. 

To whom sl)e knew his mother’s fame was dear. 

cnxxvii. 

There might be one more motive, which makes two ; 

Alfonso ne’er to 3uari had alluded, ^ 

Mention’d his jealousy, but never who 
Had been the happy lover, he concluded, 

Conceal’d among his premises ; ’t is true, 

His mind the more o’er this its mystery brooded ; 
To speak of Inez now wore, one may say, 

Like throwing Juan in Alfonso’s way. 

CLXXVtll. 

A hint, in tender cases, is enough ; 

Silence is best, besides there is a tact 
(That modem phrase appears to me sad stuff, 

But it will serve to keep my verse compact) 

Whicli keeps, when push’d by questions rather rough, 
A lady always distant from the fact — 

The charming creatures lie with such a grace. 

There *s nothing so becoming to the face. 

CLXxrx. 

They blush, and we believe them ; at least J 
Have always done so ; ’t is of no great use, 

In any case, attempting a reply, 

For then tlieir eloquence grows quite profuse ; 

And when at length they *ro out of breath, they sigh, 
And cast their languid eyes down, and let loose 
A tear or two, and the|^e make it up ; 

And then — and then — Sid then — sit down and sup. 


Alfonso closed his speech, and begg’d her pardon, 
Which Julia half withheld, and then half granted, 
And laid conditions, he thou^t, very hard on, 
Denying several little things he wanted : 

He Bto^,Tike Adam, lingenng near his garden, 
With u^ toss penitence perplex’d and haunted, 
Beseecrf^lPhe no further would refuse, 

When lo ! he stumbled o’er a pair of shoes. 

. CLXXXZ. 

A pair of shoes !— what then ? not much, if they 
‘ Are such as fit witli lady’s feet, but these 
(No one can tell how much I grieve to say)*’^ 

Were masculine : to sec th^ and to seize * 
Was but a moment’s act. — ^Ah ! woll-a-day ! 

I My teeth begin to chatter, my veins freeze— 
Alfonso first examined well their fashion, 

And then fiew out into another passion. 

CLXXXII. 

He left the room for his relinquish’d sword, 

And Julia instant to the closet flew ; 

^ Fly, Juan, fly ! for Heaven’s salco — ^not a word— 
Tiio door is open — ^you may yet slip through 
The passage you so often have explored — 

Here is the garden-key — fly — fly — adieu ! 

Haste — haste ! — I hoar Alfonso’s hurrying feet— 
Day has not broke — ^there ’s no one in tlic street.” 

CLXXXIII. 

None can say that this was not good advice, 

Tht5 only mischief was, it came too late ; 

■)f all experience ’t is the usual price, 

A sort of income-tax laid on by fate : 

Juan bad reach’d the roc»m-door in a trice, 

And might have done so by the garden-gate, 

Jut met Alfonso in his dressing-gown, 

Who threaten’d death — so Juan knock’d him down. 

CLXXXIV. 

[lire was tlic scuffle, and out went the light, 

Antonia cried out ‘^Rape!” and Julia Fire!” 
But, not a servant stirr’d to aid the fight. 

AlCiiiso, pommell’d to his heart’s desire, 

3 wore lustily he ’d bo r<3vengcd this night ; 

And Juan, loo, blasphemed an octave higher ; 
lis blood was up ; though young, he was a Tartar, 
And not at all disi>o9ed to prove a martyr. 

CLXXXV. 

Alfonso’s sword had dropp’d ere he could draw it, 
And they continued battling hand to hand, 

'or Juan very luckily ne’er saw it ; 

His temper not being under great command, 
f at that moment he had chanced to claw it, 

Alfonso’s days had not been in the land 
Much longer. — Think of husbands’, lovers’ lives, 

‘ nd how you may bo doubly widows — wives ! 

CLXXXVI. 

Alfonso grappled to detain tlio foe. 

And Juan throttled him to get away, 

\nd blood (’t was from the nose) began to flow ; 

At last, as they more faintly wrestling lay, 

'uan contrived to give an awkward blow, 

And then his only garment quite gave way ; 

He fled, like Joseph, leaving it — but there, 

” doubt, all likeness ends between the pair. 

CLXXXVII. 

lights came at length, and men ^d maids, who found 
An awkward spectacle their wes before ; 

Antonia in hysterics, Julia sw^i’d, 

Alfonso leaning, breatlilcss, W the door; 

Some halfttoni drapery scatter’^on the ground, 

Some blood, and several foots^s, but no more ; 
hian the gate gain’d, turn’d the keyltt^t. 

And, liking not the inside, lock’d the outV 





OLXZXTin. 

Here ends this caiito.*~Need 1 sing or say, 

How Juan, naked, favour’d by the night, 

(Who favours what she should not,) found his way, 
And reach’d bis home in an unseemly plight ? 

The pleasant scandal which arose next day, 

The nine days’ wonder which was brought to light. 
And how Alfonso sued for a divorce, 

Were in the English newspapers, of course. 

Ojlxxxix. 

If you would like to see the whole proceedings, 

The depositions, and the cause at full, 

The name^f all the witnesses, the pleadings 
Of counsel to nonsuit or to annul, 

There *s more than one edition, and the readings 
Are various, but they none of them are dull, 

The best is that in shorthand, ta’en by Gurney, 

Who to Madrid on purpose made a journey. 

cxc. 

But Donna Inez, to divert the train 
Of one of the most circulating scandals 
That had for centuries been known in Spain, 

At least since tlie retirement of the Vandals, 

First vow’d (and never had she vow’d in vain) 

To Virgin Mary several pounds of candles ; 

And tlion, by tlic advice of some old ladies, 

She sent her son to be shipp’d off from Cadiz. 

cxci. 

She had resolved that he should travel through 
All European climes by land or sea, 

To mend his former morals, and get new, 

Especially in France and Italy, 

(At least this is the thing most people do.) 

Julia was sent into a convent ; she 
Grieved, hut perhaps, her feelings may be better 
Shown in the following copy of her letter: 

• cxcii. 

‘‘ They tell me ’t is decided, you depart : 

*T is wise — ’t is well, but not the less a pain : 

I have no further claim on your young heart, 

Mine is tlie victim, and would he again; 

To love too much has been tlie only art 
I used ; — 1 write in haste, and if a stain 
Be on this sheet, ’t is not what it appears — 

My eyeballs burn and tlirob, but have no tears. 

cxciii. 

‘ I loved, I love you ; for this love have lost 
State, station, heaven, mankind’s, my own esteem, 
find yet cannot regret what it hath cost, 

So dear is still the memory of that dream ; 

Tet, if 1 name my guilt, ’tis not to boast, — 

None can deem harshlier of me than 1 deem : 

; trace this scrawl because I cannot rest — 

Ve nothing to reproach or to request. 

cxciv. ■■ 

Man’s love is of man’s life a thing apart, 

*T is woman’s whole existence ; man may range 
The court, camp, church, the vessel, and the mart; 

Sword, gown, gain, glory, offer !n exclionge 
Mdo, fame, ambition, to fill up his heart. 

And few there are whom these cannot estrange ; 
lien have all tlieso resources, we but one— 
fo love again, and he again undone. 

CXCT. 

'You win proceed in pleasure and in pride, 

Beloved and loving many ; all is o’er 
•’or me on eartli, except' some years to hide 
My shame and sorrow deep in my heart’s core : 
These I could bear, but cannot cast aside 
The passion, whichi,«jtill rages as before, 
knd so farewell — forgive me, love me— No, 

That word wjdle now— but let it go. 


exen. 

‘ My breast has been all weakness, M so yet; 

But still, I tliiidc, I can cofiect roy mind; 

My blood still rashes where my spirit ’s set, 

As roll the waves before the se&ed wind ; 

My heart is feminine, nor con forget— 

! To all, except one image, madly blind : 

So shakes the needle, and so stands the pole^ 

As vibrates my (bnd heart to my fix’d soul. 

exevn. 

“I have no more to say, but linger still, 

And dare not set my seal upon this sheet, 

And yet I may as well tlie task fulfil, 

My misery can scarce be more complete ; 

I had not lived till now, could sorrow kill ; 

Death shuns the wretch who fain the blow would meet. 
And I must even survive this last adieu. 

And bear with life, to love and pray for you !” 

CXCVIII. 

This note was written upon gilt-edged paper, 

With a neat little crow-quill, slight and new ; 

Her small wliite liand could hartily reach the taper, 

It trembled as magnetic needles do, 

And yet she did not lot one tear escape her; 

The seal a sunflower ; EUe vous suit partoutf* 

The motto cut upon a white cornelian. 

The wax was superfine, its hue vermilion. 

cxrix. 

This was Don Juan’s earliest scrape ; but whether 
I shall proceed witlt his adventure is 
!)opcndcnt on the public altogether : 

"We ’ll see, however, what they say to this, 

Their favour in an author’s cap ’s a feather, 

And no great mischief ’s done by tlieir caprice ;) 

And, if tlieir approbation we experience, 

’orha[)s tliey ’ll liave some more about a year hence. 

rc. 

My poem’s epic, and is meant to be 
Divided in twelve books ; each hook containing, 

With love, and war, a heavy gale at sea, 

A list of ships, and captains, and kings reigning, 

Slew cliaructers ; the episodes are three; 

A panorama view of hell ’s in training, 

(Vftor the style of Virgil and of Homer, 

So that my name of epic ’s no misnomer. 

cci. 

\11 these things will be specified in time. 

With strict regard to Aristotle’s Rules, 

'he vouk rnecum of the true .sublime, 

Which makes so many pools and some fools ; 

^rose poets like hlarik-verse — I ’m fond of rhyme--* 

Good workmen never (juarrel with their tools ; 

’ve got new mythological machinery, 
llind very liandsoirio supernatural scenery. 

ccii. 

'here ’s only one slight difference between 
Me and my epic hretliren gone before, 

^nd here the advantage is my own, I ween, 

(Not tiiat I liave not several merits more ;) 

!ut this will more peculiarly he seen ; 

They so cmbellisli, that ’t is quite a bora 
?'heir labyrintli of fables to thread through, 

Vheroas this story ’s actually true. 


CCIII. 

any person doubt it, 1 appeal » 

To history, tradition, and to facts, 

'o newspapers, whose truth all know and feel. 
To plays in five, and operas in three acts ; 
Ml these confirm my statement a gotxl deal, 
But that which more completely faith exacts 
that myself, and several now in Seville, 
law Juan’s last elopement wit h me deviL 
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ectr. 

If 0 mr I fhottM oondeneend to prose, 

write poetical oommandmentB, which 
Shall supersede beyond all doubt all those 
That went before ; in these I shall enrich 
My text with many things that no one knows, 

And carry precept to the highest pitch : 

I MI call the work ** Longinus o’er a Bottle, 

Or, Every Poet his awn Aristotle.” 

ccv. 

Thou shall beliere in Milton, Dryden, Pope: 

Thou shall not set up Wordsworth, Coleridge, Southey 
Because the first is crazed beyond ail hope, 

The second drunk, the third so quaint and mouthey : 
With Crabbe it may be difficult to co|>e, 

And Campbell’s Hippocrene is somewhat drouthy : 
Thou shall not steal from Samuel Rogers, nor 
Commit*— flirtation with the muse of Moore. 

" ccvi. 

Thou shall not covet Mr. Sotlieby’s Muse, 

His Pegasus, nor any thing that ’s his : 

Thou shall not bear false witness, like the Blues,” 
(There ’s one, at least, is very fond of this :) 

Thou shalt not write, in short, but what I choose : 

This is true criticism, and you may kiss — 

Exactly as you please, or not — the rod, 

But if you don’t, I ’ll lay it on, by G-— d ! 

CCVI I. 

If any person should presume to assert 
The slory is not moral, first, I pray 
That they will not cry out before they ’re hurt ; 

Then flint they *11 read it o’er again, and say 
(But, doubtless, nobody will be so pert) 

That this is not a moral tale, though gay ; 

Besides, in canto twelfth, I mean to show 
The very place where wicked people go. 

CCVIII. 

If, after all, there should be some so blind 
To their own good this warning to despise. 

Led by some tortuosity of mind. 

Not to believe my verse and their own eyes. 

And cry that they “ the moral cannot find,” 

I tell him, if a clergyman, he lies— 

Should captains flie remark, or critics, make, 

They also lie too— under a mistake. 

ccix. 

The public approbation I expect, 

And beg they ’ll take my word about the moral, 
Which I with their amusement will connect, 

(So children cutting teeth receive a coral ;) 
Meantime, they ’ll doubtless please to recollect 
My epical pretensions to flie laurel : 

For fear some prudish reader should grow skittish, 

I*ve bribed my grandmother’s review — flie British. 

ccx. 

t sent it in a letter to the editor, 

Who thank’d me duly by return of post— 

I ’m for a handsome article his creditor ; 

Yet, if my gentle Muse he please to roast, 

And break a promise after having made it her. 

Denying the receipt of what it cost, 

And smear his page with gall instead of honey. 

All 1 can say is — that he had flie money. 

ccxi. 

I think that with this holy new alliance 
I may insure the public, and defy 
AH other magazines of art or science. 

Daily, or monthly, or throe>month1y ; I 
Have not essay’d to multiply their clients, 

Because flm tell me ’twere in vain to try, 

And that the l£|tnburgh Review and Quarterly 
Tfeat a dissenting autl^ very martyrly. 


oozn, 

Nm ego hoefisfrem caUdajtttmta 
Consuk Plonco,” Horace said, and so 
Say I, by which quotation there is meant a 
Hint tliat some six or seven good years ago, 

(Long ere I dreamt of dating from tl^ Brenta,) 

1 was most ready to return a blow, 

And would not brook at ail this sort of thing 

In my hot youth— when George the Third was King, 

CCXIII. 

But now, at thirty years, my hair is gray, — 

(I wonder what it will be like at forty ? 

I fliought of a peruke the other day,) , 

My heart is not much greener; and, in shorty I 
Have squander’d my whole suifimer while *t was May, 
And feel no more the spirit to retort ; I 
Have spent my life, both interest and principal, 

And deem not, what 1 deem’d, my soul invincible, 
ccxiv. 

No more — no more — Oh ! never more on me 
The freshness of the heart can fall like dew, 

Which out of all the lovely things wo see 
Extracts emotions beautiful and new. 

Hived in our bosoms like the bag o* the bee : 

Think’st thou the honey with those objects grew 
Alas ! ’t was not in them, but in thy power, 

To double even the sweetness of a flower. 

eexv. 

No more — ^no more— Oh ! never more, my heart, 

Canst thou be my sole world, my universe ! 

Once all in all, but now a thing apart, 

Thou canst not bo my blessing or my curse : 

The illusion ’s gone for ever, and thou art 
Insensible, I trust, but none the worse ; 

And in thy stead 1 ’vo got a deal of judgment, 

Though Heaven knows how it ever found a lodgment. 

eexvi. * 

My days of love are over — me no more ’ 

The charms of maid, wife, and still loss of widow, 
Can make the fool of which they made beforo— 

In short, I must not lead the life 1 did do : 

The credulous hope of mutual minds is o’er ; 

The copious use of claret is forbid, too ; 

So, for a good old gentlemanly vice, 

I think 1 must take up with avarice. 

CCXVII. 

Ambition was my idol, which was broken 

Before the shrines of Sorrow and of Pleasure ; 

And the two last have left roe many a token 
O’er which reflection may be made at leisure : 

Now, like Friar Bacon’s brazen head, I ’ve spoken, 
Time is, time was, time ’s past,” a chymic treasure 
Is glittering youth, which I liave spent betimes — 

My heart in passion, and my head on rhymes. 

CCXVIII. 

What is the end of fame? *t is but to fill 
A certain portion of uncertain paper ; 

Some liken it to climbing up a hill, 

Whose summit, liktf all hills, is lost in vapour, 

For fliis men write, speak, preach, and heroes kill ; 

And bards bum wliat they call their “ midnight taper,” 
To have, when the original is dust, 

A name, a wretched picture, and worse bust. 

cxxxx. 

What are the hopes of man ? old Egypt’s king, 

Cheops, erect^ the first pyramid 
And largest, thinking it was just the thing 
To keep his memory whole, and mummy hid ; 

But somebody or other, rummaging, 

Burglariouriy broke his coffin^^^ ; 

Let not a monument give you or me hopes. 

Since not a pinch of dust remains of Cheq^. 
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ocxx. 

But I) being fond of true philosophy, 

Say very often to myself, “ Alas ! 

All things that have been bom were bom to die, 

And fesh (which deafti mows down to hay) is grass ; 
You Ve passM your youth not so unpleasantly, 

And if you had it o’er again— ’t would pass— 

So thank your stare that matters are no worse, A 
And read your Bible, sir, and mind your purse.’f 

ccxxi. 

But for the present, gentle reader! and 
Still gentler purchaser ! the bard— that’s I— 

Must, with permission, shake you by the hand, 

Awfso your humble servant, and good bye ! 

We meet again, if we Should understand 
Each other ; and if not, I shall not try 
Your patience further than by this short sample— 

*T were well if others follow’d my example. 

CCXXJI. 

“ Go, little book, from this my solitude ! 

I cast thee on the waters, go tljy ways ! 

And if, as I believe, thy vein be good, 

The world will find thee after many days.” 

When Southey ’s read, and Wordswortli understood, 

I can’t help putting in my claim to praise— 

The four first rhymes arc Southey’s, every line: 

For God’s sake, reader ! take them not for mine. 


CANTO II. 


• I. 

Oh ye ! who teach the ingenuous youth of nations, 
Holland, Prance, England, Germany, or Spain, 
I pray ye flog them upon all occasions, 

It mends their morals 5 never mind the pain : 
The best of mothers and of educations. 

In Juan’s case, were but employ’d in vain. 

Since in a way, that ’s rather of die oddest, he 
Became divested of his native modesty. 

II. 

Had he but been placed at a public school, 

In the third form, or even in the fluirth, 

His daily task had kept his fancy cool. 

At least had ho been nurtured in the north ; 

Spain may prove an exception to the rule. 

But then exceptions always prove its wortlv— 

A lad of sixteen causing a divorce 
Puzzled his tutors very much, of course. 

irr. 

I can’t say that it puzzles me at all. 

If all things be consider’d ; first, there wai 
His lady mother, mathematical, 

A , never mind ; his tutflr, an old ass ; 

A pretty woman, — (that ’s quite natural, 

Or else the thing had hardly come to pass ;) 

A husband rather old, not much in unity 
With his young wife — a time, and opportunity. 

IV. 

Well— well, the world must turn upon its axis, 

And all mankind turn with it, heads or tails, 

And live and die, make love, and pay our taxes. 
And as die veering wind shifts, shift our sails ; 
The king commands us, and the doctor quacks us, 
The priest instructs, and so our life exhales. 

A little breath, love, wine, ambition, fame, 
Fighting, devotion, dust— perhaps a name. 


m' 

T. 

I said, that Juan had been sent to Cadis— 

A pretty town, I recollect it well — 

’T is there the mart of the colonial trade is, 

(Or was, before Peru leam’d to rebel ;) ^ 

And such sweet girls— I mean such graceful ladies, 
Their very walk would moke your bosom swell 4 
I can’t describe it, though so much it strike, 

Nor liken it — I never saw the like ; 

vi. 

An Arab horse, a stately stag, a barb 
New broke, a cameleopard, a gazelle. 

No— none of these will do ; — and then their garb ! 

Their veil and petticoat — Alas! to dwell 
Upon such tilings would very near absorb 
A canto— then their feet and ancles! — well, 

Thank Heaven I ’vc got no metaphor quite ready, 

(And so, my sober Muse — come let ’s bo steady— 

vii. 

Chaste Muse ! — well, if you must, you must) — the veil 
1' brown back a moment with die glancing band, 

While the o’er|X)weriiig eye, that turns you pale, 

Flashes into the heart : — all sunny land 
Of love ! when I forgot you, may I fail 

To say my prayers — but never was there planned 

A dress through vvhicli the eyes give such a volley 
Excepting tiio Venetian FazziuU. 

VIII. 

But to our talc : tho Donna Inez sent 
Her son to Cadiz only to embark ; 

To slay there had not answer’d her intent, 

But why ? — we leave tho reader in the daik— 

’T w as for a voyage that the young man was meant, 

As if a Spanish ship were Noah’s ark, 

To wean him from the wickedness of earth, 

And send him like a dove of promise forth. 

IX. 

Don Juan bade his valet pack his things 
According to direction, then received 
A lecture and some money : for four springs 
He was to travel ; and, though Inez grieved, 

(As every kind of parting has its stings,) 

She hoped ho would improve— perhaps believed • 

A letter, too, .slie gave (he never read it) 

Of good advice — and two or three of credit. 

X. 

In the mean time, to pass her hours away, 

Brave Inez now set up a Sunday-school 
For naughty children, wdio would ratlier play 
(Like truant rogue.s) the devil or the fool ; 

Infants of three years old were taught that day. 

Dunces were whipp’d or set upon a stool : 

The great success of Juan’s education 
Spurr’d lier to teach another generation. 

xi. 

Juan embark’d — tlie ship got under weigh, 

The wind was fair, the water passing rough ; 

A devil of a sea rolls in that bay. 

As I, who ’vo cross’d it oft, know well enou^ : 

And, standing upon deck, thc^ dashing spray 
Flie.s in one’s face, and makes it weaiher-tough ; 

And there he stood to take, and take again, 

His first — ^{jerhaps his last— farewell of Spain. 

XII. 

I can’t but say it is an awkward siglit 
To see one’s native land receding through 
Tho growing waters — it unmans one quite ; 

Especially when life is rather new ; 

I recollect Great Britain’s coast looks white, 

But almost every other country’s blue, 

When, gazing on them, inyst^ed by distance, 

Wo enter on our nautical exii^ce. 





xm. 

Bq Joan stood bewildor’d on the deck ; 

The wind sung, cordage strain’d, and sailors swore, 
And the diip creakM, the town became a speck, 

From which away so fair and fast they bore. 

The best of remedies is a beef>steak 
Against seasickness ; try it, sir, before t 

Ton sneer, and I assure you this is true, 

"For I have found it answer— so may you. 

aciv. 

Don JTuan stood, and, gazing from the stem, 

Beheld his native Spain receding far : 

First partings form a lesson hard to learn, 

Even nations feel this when tliey go to war ; 

There is a sort of unexpress’d concern, / 

A kind of shock that sets one’s heart ajar :: w 
At leaving even the most unpleasant people 
And places, one keeps looking at die steoplo. 

XV. 

But Juan had got many things to leave — 

His mother, and a mistress, and no wife, 

Bo that he had much better cause to grieve 
Than many persons more advanced in life ; 

And, if we now and then a sigh must heave 
At quitting even those we quit in strife, 

No doubt we weep for those die heart endears— 

That is, till deeper griefs congeal our tears. 

XVI. 

So Juan wept, as wept the captive Jevvs 
By Babel’s waters, still remembering Sion : 

1 *d weep, but mine is not a weeping muse, 

And such light griefs are not a thing to die on ; 
Toung men sliould travel, if but to amuse 

Themselves ; and the next time their servants tie on 
, Behind their carriages dieir new portmanteau, 

Perhaps it may be lined with this my canto. 

XVII. 

And Juan wept, and much he sigh’d, and thought, 
While his salt tears dropt into the salt sea, 

Sweets to the sweet (I like so much to quote : 

You must excuse this extract, ’t is where she, 

The Queen of Denmark, for Ophelia brought 
Flowers to the grave,) and sobbing often, ho 
! Heftoctod on his present situation, 

And seriously resolved on reformation. 

xvin. 

. ** Farewell, my Spain! a long farewell !” he cried,.. 

“ Perhaps I may revisit thee no more, 

I But die, as many an exiled heart hath died, 

Of its own thirst to see again diy shore : 

Farewell, where Guadalquivir’s waters glide ! 

Farewell, my mother ! and, since all is o’er, 
Farewell, too, dearest Julia!” — (here he drew 
Her letter out again, ami read it through.) 

XIX. 

And oh! if e’er I should forget, I swear— 

But that ’s impossible, and cannot be — 

Sooner shall this blue ocean molt to air, ^ 

Sooner shall earth resolve itself to sea, 

; Than I resign thine imago, oli ! my fair ! 

Or diink of any diing, excepting thee ; 

A mind diseased no remedy can physic” — 

(Here the ship gave a lurch, and he grew seasick.) 

XX. 

** Sooner shall heaven kiss earth— (here ho fell sicker) 
Oh, Julia ! what is every other wo! — 

(For God’s sake, let me have a glass of liquor— 

Pedro ! Battista ! help me down bulow.) 

Julia, my love! — (you rascal, Pedro, quicker) 

Oh, Julia!— (this cursed vessel pitches so) — 
Beloved Julia! hear me stiU beseeching” — 

‘ (Here he grew inarticulat^with retching.) 


XXI. 

He felt that chilling heaviness of heart. 

Or rather stomach, which, alas ! attendsi 
Beyond the best apothecary’s art, 

The loss of love, the treachery of friends, 

Pr death of those we doat on, when a part 
Of us dies with them, as each fond hope ends; 

No doubt he would have been much more pathetic, 
But tlie sea acted as a strong emetic. 

XXII, ' 

Love ’s a capricious power ; 1 ’ve known it hold 
Out through a fever caused by its own heat, 

But be much puzzled by a cough and cold, 

And find a quiusy very hard to treat; • 

Against all noble maladies he ’s bold, 

But vulgar illnesses do n’t like to meet, 

Nor that a sneeze should interrupt his sigh ; 

Nor inflammations redden his blind eye. 

XXllI. 

But worst of all is nausea, or a pain 
About the- lower region of the bowels ; 

Love, who heroically i)reathe8 a vein, 

Shrinks from the application of hot towels, 

And purgatives arc dangerous to his reign, 

Seasickness death : his love was perfect, how else 
Jould Juan’s passion, while the billows roar, 

Resist his stomach, ne’er at sea before ? 

XXIV. 

The ship, called the most holy “ Trinidada,” 

Was steering duly for the port Leghorn ; 

’or there the Spanish family Moncada 
Were setth'd long cr(5 Juan’s sire was bom : 

They were relations, and for them he had a 
l.etter of introduction, which the mom 
Of his departure had been sent him by 
His Spanish friends for those in Italy. 

XXV. 

His suite consisted of tlirec servants and 
A tutor, the licentmte PedrilJo, 

Who several languages did understand, 

But now lay sick and speechless on his pillow, 

And, rocking in liis liummock, long’d for land, 

His headach being increased by every billow ; 

And the waves oozing tiirough the port-hole made 
iis hirtli a little damp, and him afraid. 

XXVI. 

'T was not witliout some reason, for the wind 
Increased at night, until it blew a gale ; 

And though ’t was not much to a naval mind. 

Some landsmen would have look’d a little pale, 

^or sailors are, in fact, a different kind ; 

At sunset they began to take in sail, 

For the sky show’d it would come on to blow 
And carry away, perhaps, a mast or so. 

XXVIl. 

Atone o’clock, the wind with sudden shift 

Threw the ship right into the trough of the sea. 
Which struck her aft, and made an awkward rift, 
Started the stern-i^ost, ‘also shatter’d the 
kVhole of her stern-frame, and, ere she could lift 
Herself from out her present jeopardy, 

The rudder tore away ; ’t was time to sound 
The pum{)8, and tliore were fi)ur feet water found. 

XXVIII. 

Jne gang of people instantly was put 
Upon tlie pumps, and the remainder sot 
To get up pari of the cargo, and what not, 

But they could not come at the leak as yet; 

At last they did get at it really, but 
Still their salvalion was an oven bet : 

The water rush’d through in a way quit© puzzling, 
While tliey thrust sheets, sliirts, jackets, bales of muslin, 
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Into the opening ; but all such ingredients 
Would have been vain, and they must have gone down. 
Despite of all their efforts and expedients, 

But for the pumps : I ’m glad to make them known 
To all the brother-tars who may have need honce, 

For fifty tons of water were upthrown 
By them per hour, and they had all been undone 
But for the maker, Mr. Mann, of London. 

XXX. 

As day advanced, the weather seem’d to abate, 

And* then the leak they reckon’d to reduce, 

And ke^ithe ship afloat, though three feet yet 
Kept two hand and onp chain pump still in use. 

The wind blew fresh again : as it grew late 
A squall came on, and, while some guns broke loose, 

A gust — which all descriptive power transcends — 

Laid witli one blast the ship on her beam-ends. 

XXXI. 

There she lay motionless, and seem’d upset : 

The water left the hold, and wash’d the decks, 

And made a scene men do not soon forget ; 

For they remember battles, fires, and wrecks, 

Or any other tiling tliat brings regret, 

Or breaks their hopes, or hearts, or heads, or necks : 
Thus drownnings arc much talk’d of by the divers 
And swimmers who may diance to be survivors. 

XXXII. 

Immediately the masts wore cut away, 

Both main and niizen ; first the inizen went, 

The main-mast follow’d : but the ship still lay 
Like a mere log, and baffled our intent. 

Foremast and bowsprit were cut down, and they 
Eased her at last, (although we never meant 
To part with all till every hope w'as blighted,) 

And then with violence the old ship righted. 

• 

XXXITX. 

It may be easily supf>osj‘/d, while this 
Wa.s going on, some people were unquiet; 

That passengijrs would find it much amiss 
To lose their lives, as w'cll jis sjKiil their diet ; 

That oven the able seamen, deeniing his 
Days nearly o’er, might be disposed to riot, 

As u|ion such occasions tars will ask 

For grog, and sometimes drink rum from the cask, 

XXXIV. 

There ’s naught, no doubt, so much the spirit calms 
As rum and true religion ; thus it was, 

Some plunder’d, some drank spirits, some sung psalms, 
The high wind made the treble, and as bass 
The hoarse harsh weaves kept time ; fright cured the qualms 
Of all the luckless landsmen’s seasick maws : 

Strange sounds of wailing, blasphemy, devotion, 
Clamour’d in chorus to the roaring ocean. 

XXXV. 

Perhaps more mischief had been done, but fur 
Our Juan, who, with sense beyond his years, 

Got to the spirit<-room, and stooi^bofore 
It with a pair of pistols ; and their fears, 

As if Death were more dreadful by his door 
Of fire than water, spite of oaths and tears, 

Kept still aloof the crew, who, ere they sunk. 

Thought it would be becoming to die drunk. 

XXXVI. 

“ Give us more grog,” they cried, “ for it will be 
All one an hour hence.” Juan answer’d, ** No ! 

T is true that deafli awaits both you and me. 

But let us die like men, not sink below 
Like brutes:” — and thus his dangerous post kept he, 

And none liked to anticipate the blow ; 

And even Pedrillo, his most reverend tutor, 

Was for some rum a disap^iointod suitor. 


xxzvii. 

The good old gentleman was quite aghast, 

And made a loud and pious lamentation; 

Repented all his sins, and made a last 
Irrevocable vow of reformation ; 

Nothing should tempt him more (this peril post) 

To quit his academic cKicupatitm, 

In cloisters of the classic Salamanca, 

To follow Juan’s wake like Sancho Ponca. 

XXXVIII. 

But now there came a flash of hope once more ; 

Day broke, and the wind lull’d : the masts wore gone, 
I’he leak increased ; shoals round her, but no shore, 

The vessel swam, yet still she held her own. 

They tried the pumps again, and though before 
Their desperate efforts seem’d all useless grown, 

A glimpse of sunshine set some hands to bale— 

Tile stronger pump’d, the weaker tlirumm’d a sail. 

XXXIX. 

Under the vessel’s keel the sail was pass’d, 

And for ihc moment it had some effect ; 

But with a leak, and not a slick of mast 
Nor rag of canvass, what could they expect? 

But still ’t is best to struggle to tlie last, 

’T is never too late to be wholly wreck’d: 

And though *t is true that man cun only die once, 

T is not so pleasant in the Gulf of Lyons. 

XI.. 

There winds and waves had hurl’d fliem, and from thence 
Witlioul their will, they carried them away ; 

For they were forced witli steering to dis{>ense, 

And never had as yet a <piicl day 
On which they might ropf>se, or even commence 
A jury-mast or rudder, or could say 
The ship would swim an hour, which, by good luck. 

Still swam — though not exactly like a duck. 

XLI. 

I’he wind, in fact, perhaps was rather loss. 

But the shij) labour’d so, they .scarce could hope 
To weather out much longfjr ; the distress 
Was also great with which they had to cope 
^or want of water, and their solid mess 
Was scant enough; in vain the telescojjo 
fVa,s used — nor sail nor shore appear’d in sight, 

Naught but tlie heavy sea, and coming night. 

XLII. 

Again the weather threaten’d, — again blow 
A gale, and in the fore and after hold 
Water appear’d ; yet, though the people knew 
All this, the most were patient, and some bold, 

Until the chains and leatliers were worn through 
Of all our pum[>s : — a wreck complete she roll’d, 

At mercy of the waves, whoso mercies are 
like human beings during civil war. 

xmii. 

Then come Uie carpenter, at last, with tears 
In his rough eyes, and told the captain he 
vould do no more ; he was a man in years. 

And long hod voyaged through many a stormy sea, 
And if he wept at length, they were not fears 
That made his eyelids as a woman’s be. 

But ho, poor fellow, had a wife and children, 

'wo things for dying people quite bewildering. 

XLIV. 

The ship was evidently settling now 
Fast by the head ; and, all distincticai gone, 

Some wont to prayers again, and made a vow 
Of candles to their saints — but there were none 
To pay them with ; and some look’d o’er the bow 
Some hoisted out the boats : and there was one 
7hat begg’d Pedrillo for an absolution, 

Vho told him to be damn’d — A his confumon. 
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XLr, 

Some lash'd them in their hatnmooks, some put on 
Their best clothes as if going to a fair ; 

Some cursed the day on which they saw the sun. 

And gnash’d their teeth, and, howling, tore their hair ; 
And others went on, as they had begun, 

Getting the boats out, being well aware 
That a tight boat will live in a rough sea, 

Unless with breakers close beneath her lee. 

XLVI. 

The worst of all was, that in their condition. 

Having been several days in great distress, 

*T was difficult to get out such provision 
As now might render their long sudering less : 

Men, even when dying, dislike inanition ; 

Their stock was damaged by the weather’s stress : 
Two casks of biscuit and a keg of butter 
Were all that could bo thrown into the cutter. 

XLTII. 

But in the long-boat they contrived to stow 
Some pounds of bread, though injured by the wet ; 
Water, a twenty-gallon cask or so; 

Six dasks of wine ; and lliey contrived to get 
A portion of their beef up from below, 

And with a piece of pork, moreover, met, 

But scarce enough to serve them for a luncheon ; 

Then there was rum, eight gallons in a puncheon. 

XLVUI. 

The other boats, the yawl and pinnace, had 
Been stove in the loginning of the gale ; 

And the long-boat’s condition was but bad, 

As there were but two blankets for a sail, 

And one oar for a mast, which a young lad 
Threw in hy gcKKi luck over the ship’s rail ; 

And two boats could not hold, far loss be stored, 

To save one half the people then on board. 

XLIX. 

’T wa.s twilight, for the sunless day went down 
Over the waste of waters; like a veil, 

Which, if withdrawn, would but disclose the frown 
Of one who.se hate is masked but to assail ; 

Thus to their hopeless eyes the night was shown, 

And grimly darklcfl o’er their faces pale 
And the dim desolate deep— twelve days had Fear 
Been tlieir familiar, and now Death was here. 

L. 

Some trial had been making at a raft, 

With little hope in such a rolling sea, 

A sort of thing at which one would have laugh’d, 

If any laughter atsiich times could Iw, 

; Unless with people who too much have quaff’d, 

( And have a kind of wild and horrid glee 
! Hall* epileptical, and half hysterical : 

[ Their preservation would have been a miracle. 

; LI. 

; At half>past eight o’clock, booms, hen-coops, spars, 
And all things, for a chance, had been cast loose, 
Thet still could keep afloat tlie struggling tars, 
r For yet they strove, although of no great use : 

There was no light in heaven but a few stars ; 

The boats pul off overcrowded witli tiioir crews ; 

She gave a heel, and then a lurch to fKirt, 

And, going down head-foremost — ^sunk, in short. 

; LIT. 

Then rose from sea to sky the wild farewell \ 

Then shriek’d the timid, and stood still the bravo ; 
Then some leap’d overbtvard with dreadful yell, 

I As eager to anticipate their grave ; 
j And Uie sea yawn’d around her like a hell, 
s| And down she suck’d with her the whirling wave, 

I Like one who grapples with his enemy, 

-j And stiivos to strangle hnn before he die. 


LIII. 

And first one universal shriek there rush’d, 

Louder than the loud ocean, like a crash ^ 
Of echoing thunder ; and then all was hush’d, 

Save the wild wind and the remorseless dash 
Of billows; but at intervals there gush’d, 
Accompanied with a convulsive splash, 

A solitary shriek— the bubbling cry 
Jf some strong swimmer in his ogony. 

Lir. 

The boats, as stated, had got off* before, 

And in tliem crowded several of the crew ; 

.nd yet tlieir present hope was hardly more rw 
Than what it had been, for ao strong it blew, 
'licro was slight chance of reaching any shore , 
And then they were too many, though so few—* 
Mine in the cutter, thirty in the boat, 
kVere counted in thorn when they got afloat. 

LV. 

All the rest perish’d ; near two hundred souls 
Had left their bodies ; and, what ’s worse, alas I 
Nhm over Catholics the ocean rolls. 

They must wait several weeks, before a moss 
Takes oft* one peck of purgatorial coals, 

Because, till people know what ’s come to pass, 
They won’t lay out their money on the dead— 

It costs three francs for every mass that ’s said. 

I.VI. 

Juan got into the long-l>oat, and there 
Contrived to help Pcdrillo to a place ; 

It seem’d as if they had exchanged their care, 

For Juan wore the magisterial face 
Which courage give.s, while poor PodriUo’s pair 
Of eyes were crying for their owner’s case ; 
Battista (though a name call’d shortly Tita) 

Was lost by getting at some aqua-vita. 

LVII. 

Pedro, his valet, too, he tried to save ; 

But the same cause, conducive to his loss, 

Left him so drunk, he jump’d into llie wave, 

As o’er the cutter’s edge he tried to cross, 

And so ho fliund a wine-and-watery grave : 

They could not rescue him, although so close, 
Because the sea ran higher every minute, 

,And for the boat— the crow kept crowding in it. 

I.VIII. 

A small old spanitd, — ^which had been Don Jose’s, 
His father’s, whom ho loved, as ye may think, 
For on such things tho memory reposes 

With tenderness, — stood howling on the brink, 
Knowing, (dogs have such intellectual noses !) 

No doubt the vessel was about to sink ; 

And Juan caught him up, and, ere he stepp’d 
Oft* threw him in, then after him he leap’d. 

LIX. 

Ho also stuff’d his money where he could 
About his person, and Pedrillo’s too, 

Who let him do, in fact*, whate’er he would, 

Not knowing what himself to say or do, 

As every rising wave bis dread renew’d ; 

But Juan, trusting they might still get through, 
And deeming there were remedies for any ill, 
Thus re-eml^rk’d his tutor and his spaniel. 

I.X, 

’T was a rough night, and blew so stiffly yet, 

That the sail was becalm’d between the seas, 
Though on the wave’s high top too much to set, 
They dared not take it in for all the breeze ; 
Each sea curl’d o’er the stem, and kept them wet, 
And made them bale without a moment’s ease. 
So that themselves as well as hopes were damp’d, 
And the poor little cutter quiddy swamp’d. 
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LXI, 

Kine souk more went in her: the long-boat still 
Kept above water, with an oar for mast, 

Two blankets stitdi’d together, answering ill 
Instead of sail, were to the oar made fast; 

Though every wave K>U*d menacing to fill, 

And present peril all before surpass’d, 

They griev’d for those who perish’d with tlxe cutter. 
And also for tlie biscuit-casks and butter. 

X.XII. 

The sun rose red and fiery, a sure sign 
Of the continuance of the gale : to run 
Before the sea, until it should grow fine, 

Was all t!\at for the present could be done : 

A few tea-spoonfuls of their rum and wine 
Was serv’d out to the people, who begun 
To faint, and damaged bread wet through the bags, 
And most of tliem had little clothes but rags. 

LXIII. 

They counted thirty, crowded in a space 
Which left scarce room for motion or exertion: 

They did their best to modify their case, 

One half sate up, though numb’d with the immersion, 
While t’ other half were laid down in their place, 

At watch and watch ; thus, shivering like the tertian 
Ague in its cold fit, they fill’d their boat, 

With noticing but the sky for a great-coat. 

I-XJV. 

’T is very certain the desire of lifo 
Prolongs it ; this is obvious to physicians, 

When patients, neither plagued with friends nor wife, 
Survive through very desj»eratc conditions, 

Because tliey still can liope, nor sliines the knifo 
Nor shears of Atropos befort! their visions: 

I)ospair of uli recovery spoils longevity, 

And makes men’s miseries of alarming brevity. 

LXV. 

’T IS said that persons living on annuities 
Arc longer lived than others,— God knows why, 
Unless to plague tlie grantors. — yet so true it is 
That some, 1 really think, Oo never dio 
Of any creditors the worst a Jew it is, 

And Oiat ’s their mode t)f furnishing supply : 

In my young days they lent me ('asli that way, 

Which I found very troublesome to pay. 

JLXvr. 

’T is thus with peoples in an open boat, 

They live upon llio love of lifo, and hear 
More than can be believed, or even thought, 

And stand, like rocks, the tem|)osl’.s wear and tear; 
And hardships still has l»een the .sailor’s lot, 

Since Noah’s ark went cruising here and there— 

She had a curious crew as wh; 11 as cargo, 

Like the first old Greek privateer, the Argo. 

jLXvir. 

Bur man is a carnivorous production, 

And must have meals, at least one meal a day; 

He cannot live, like vvoo(le(M:kR, upon suction, 

But, like the shark and tiger, mvipt have prey : 
Although his anatomical construction 
Bears vegetables in a grumbling way, 

Your labouring people think, beyond all question, 

Beef, veal, and mutton, better for digestion. 

i4xviri. 

And thus it was with this our ha})lcss crew ; 

For on the third day there came on a calm, 

And though at first their strength it might renew, 

And, lying on their weariness like balm, 

CiUU’d them like turtles sleeping on the blue 
Of ocean, when they woke they felt a qualm 
And fell all ravenously on their provision, 

Instead of hording it with due precision. 
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LXIX. 

The consequence was easily foresoeiiH— 

They ate up all they had, and drank their winOi 
In spite of all remonstrances, and then 
On what, in fact, next day were they to dine? 

They hoped the w’ind would rise, these foolish men J 
And carry them to shore ; these hopes were fine. 

But, as they had but one oar, and that brittle, 

It would have been more wise to save tlioir victual. 

LXX. 

The fourth day came, but not a breath of air, 

And <jceati slumber’d like an unwean’d child : 

The fifth day, and their boat lay floating there, 

The sea and sky were blue, and clear, and mild— 
With their one oar (I wish they had had a pair) 

What could they do? and hunger’s rage grew wild: 
So Juan’s spaniel, spile of his entrealiug. 

Was kill’d and portion’d out for present eating. 

T.XXI. 

On the sixth day tliey fed uiioti his hide, 

And Juan, who had still refused, because 
The creature was his father’s dog that died, 

Now feeling all the vulture in his jaws, 

VV^'illi some remorse received, (though first denied,) 

As a great lavour, one of tJie ft>re-paws, 

Which lie divided vvitli PetJrillo, who 
I )cvour’d it, longing for tlie other too. 

i.xxtr. 

The seventh day, and no wind — iho burning sun 
Blister’d and srorcli’il ; and stagnant on the sea, 

J'he}’ kiy like carcasses ; Jind hop»: was none, 

Save in tlio br(^e/o that came not; savagely 
Tln'V g'ared upon each other — all was done, 

Wut(‘r, at«l wine, and food, — and you might sen 
'Die longings of tlie cannibal arise 
( AUIuHigh they spoke not) in ihoir wolfish eyes. 

LXXllI. 

At length one whisper’d his companion, w'ho 
Whisper’d ariotlicr, and thus it went round, 

And tlu 11 into a hoars<‘r murmur grew, 

An ominous, and w'ikl, ami liesperate sound ; 

And vvlien his comrail('’s thoughts each sufferer know 
'r was but his own, sui)pn;ss’«l till now, ho found: 
Anil out flicy spoke of lots for flesh and blood, 

And wlio should die to be his fellows’ food. 

Lxxrv. 

But ere they catne to tliis, they that day shared 
Some leathern caps, and what niinain’d of shoes; 

And thenthiiy look’d arouml them, and de.sjiair’d, 

And none lobe the sacrifice would choose; 

At length tlic lots w(*re torn np and prepared, 

But of materials that must sho<;k the muse— 

Having no jiaper, for the want of better, 

Tliey took by force from Juan Julia’s letter. 

I.XXV. 

Tlie lots w'cre made, and mark’d, and mix’d, and handed 
In silent horror, and tludr distribution 
Lull’ll even tlio savage hunger which demanded, 

Like the Promethean vulture, this pollution ; 

None in part icular had sought or planu’d it, 

*T was nature gnaw’d tlicm to this resolution, 

By whicli none were |vermitted to he neuter— 

And the lot fell on Juan’s luckless tutor. 

I. XXVI, 

He but requested to bo bled to death : 

The surgeon had his instruments and bled 
Pcdrillo, and so gently ebb’d his breath, 

You hardly could perceive when be was dead. 

He died ds born, a Catliolic in faith, 

Like most in tlie belief in which they’re bred, 

And first a little crucifix he kiss’d, 

And then hold out his jugular and jyrist. 
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LXXVIL 

The surgeon, as there was no other fee, 

Had his finit choice of morsels for his pains ; 

But being thirstiest at the moment, be 
Preferrd a draught from the fast*flowing veins: 

Part was divided, part thrown in the sea, 

And such things aa the entrails and tlie brains 
Regaled two shairtcB, who foliowM o’er the billow^ 

The sailors ate the rest of poor Pcdrillo. 

nxxviii. 

The sailors ate him, all save three or four, 

Who were not quite s<jfond of animal food 
To these was added Juan, who, before 
Refusing his own spaniel, hardly could 
Peel now his appetite increased much more ; 

’T was not to be expected that he should, 

^Even in extremity of tlicir disaster, 

Dine with them on his pastor and his master. 

LXXIX. 

•T was better that he did not ; for, in fact, 

The consequence was awful in the extreme ; 

For tliey, who were most ravenous in the act, 

Went raging mad — Lord ! how tliey did blaspheme ! 
And foam and roll, wuth strange convulsions rack’d, 
Drinking salt water like a mountain-stream, 

Tearing, and grinning, howling, screeching, swearing, 
And, with hyama laughter, died despairing. 

I.XXX. 

Their numbers were much tliinn’d by this infliction, 
And all the rest were thin enough, heaven knows; 
And some of tliem had lost tlieir recollection, 

Happier than they who still perceived their woes; 
But others ponder’d on a new dissection, 

As if not warn’d sufficiently by those 
Who had already perish’d, suffi^ring madly, 

For having used their ap[»olitcs so sadly. 

LXXXI. 

And next tliey thought upon the master’s mate, 

As fattest ; but he saved himself, because, 

Besides being much averse from such a flife, 

There were sf»mo other reasons : the first was, 

He had been rather indisposed of late, 

And tliat which chiefly proved his saving clause, 

Was a small present made to him at Cadiz, 

By general subscription of the ladies. 

LXXXII. 

Of poor Pcdrillo something still remain’d, 

But it was used sparingly,— -some were afraid, 

And others still Uieir appetites constrain’d, 

Or but at times a little supper made ; 

All except Juan, who ffiroughout abstain’d, 

Chewing a piece of hanilwo, and some lead : 

At length they caught two boobies and a nixldy 
And then they left otf eating the dead body. 

Lxxxni. 

And if Pedrillo’s fate should shocking be, 

Remember Ugolino condescends 
To eat the head of his arch-enemy 
The moment after he (lolitely ends 
His tale ; if foes be food in lioll, at sea 
’T is surely fair to dine upon our friends, 

Wnhen shipwreck’s short allowance grow's too scanty. 
Without being much more horrible tlian Dante. 

LXXXIV. ^ ' 

And ffic same night there fell a shower of rain, 

For which tlieir mouths gaped, like the cracks ofeartli 
When dried to summer dust; till taught by pain, 

Men really know not what good w ater ’s worth ; 

If you had been in Turkey or in S[>ain, 

Or with a famish’d hoat’s-crew had your birth, 

Or in the desert heard the camel’s bell, 

You'd wish yourself ^lere Truth is — in a well. 


txxxr. 

It pourM down torrents, but they were no richer. 

Until they found a ragged piece of sheet, ^ 
Which served them as a sort of spongy pitcher, 

And when they deem’d its moisture was complete, 
They wTung it out, and, though a thirsty ditcher 
Might not have thought the scanty draught so sweet 
As a full pot of porter, to their thinking 
They ne’er till now had known the joys of drinking. 

LXXXVl. 

And their baked lips, wdth many a bloody crack, 

Burk’d in tlie moistiiro, which like nectar stream’d; 
Their throats w^ere ovens, 1 heir swoln tongues were black, 
As tlic rich man’s in hell, who vainly scream’d, 

To h(ig the beggar, who could not, rain back 
A drop of dew, when every drop had seem’d 
To taste of heaven — if this be true, indeed, 

Some Christians have a comfortable creed. 


LXXXVII. 

There W’cre two fathers in this ghastly crew, 

And with them their two sons, of whom the wie 
Was more robust and hardy to the view, 

But he died early ; and whc?n he was gone, 

His nearest messmate told his sire, who threw 
One glance on him, and said, “ Heaven’s will be done 
I can do nothing !” and h(‘ saw him thrown 
Fnlo the deep, without a tear or groan. 

LXXXVIII. 

The other father had a weaklier child, 

Of a soft cheek, and aspect delicate ; 

But the hoy boro tip long, and with a mild 
And patiemt spirit, held akwfhis fate; 

Little he said, and now and thru 1 k> smiled, 

As if to win a jiart from ofi'the weight 
Ho saw increasing on his fathe-r’s heart, 

With the deep deadly ihotight, tlialthey must part. 

LXXXIX. 

And o'er him b<‘nt his sirt^, and never raised 
His eyes from ofl‘ his face, but wiped the foam 
Prom his pale lips, and ever on him gazetl ; 

And wlien the wish’d-lor shower at length was come, 
And the boy’s eves, wliieh the dull film half glazed, 
Brighten’d, and for a moment seem’d to roam, 

Tie s()uce7ed from out a rag some drops of rain 
Into his dying child’s mouth — but in vain. 

xc. 

The hoy expired — tlic father held the clay. 

And look’d upon it long, and when at last 
Death left, no doubt, an<l the dead burden lay 
Stiff on his heart, and pulse and hojio were past, 
lie watched it wistfully, until away 

’T was borne by the rudo wave wherein ’t was cast; 
Then he himself sunk down, all dumb and shivering, 
And gave no signs of life, save his limbs quivering. 

xci. 

Now over-head a rainbow, bursting through 

The scattering clouds, shone, spanning the dark sea, 
Resting its bright base on tlie quivering blue : 

And all within its p.rch appear’d to bo 
Clearer than that without, and its wide huo 
Wax’d broad and waving like a banner free, 

Then clianged like to a bow that ’s bent, and then 
Forsook tlie dim eyes of tliesc shipwreck’d men. 

xcii. 

It changed, of course ; a heavenly chameleon, 

'I’he airy child of vai>our and the sun, 

Brought fortli in purple, cradled in vermilion, 

Baptized in molten gold, and swathed in dun, 
flittering like crescents o’er a Turk’s pavilion, * 

And hleiKling every colour into one, 

Just like a black eye in a recent scuffle, 

(For sometimes we must box without the muffle.) 
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xctn. 

Our shipwreck’d seeunon thought it a good omen— 

It is as well to think so, now and then ; 
was an old custom of the Greek and Homan, 

And may become of great advantage when 
Folks are discouraged ; and most surely no men 
Had greater need to nerve themselves again 
Than these, and so this rainbow loolw’d like hope— 
Q,uite a celestial kaleidoscope. 

xciv. 

About this time, a beautiful white bird, 

Webfooted, not unlike a dove in size 
And plumage, (probably it might have err’d 
Upon ift course,) jjass’d ofi b<"f<)re their ej’os, 

And tried to perch, although it saw and heard 
The men within the boat, and in Ibis guise 
It came and wont, arul flutter’d round them till 
Night fell : — this seem’d a better omen still. 

xcv. 

But in this case I also must remark, 

’T was well this bird of promise did not perch, 
Because the tackle of our shatter’d bark 
Was not so sale for roosting as a cliurch; 

And had it been the dove from Noah’s ark, 

Returning there from her successful search, 

Which in their way that rnoriu nt chanced to fall, 

They would have eat her, olive-branch and all. 

xcvi. 

With twilight it again came on to blow. 

But not with viohmee ; the stars shone out, 

The boat made way ; yet now they wcr(' so lf)w, 

Tiiey knew not where nt>r what they were about ; 
Some fancied they saw land, and some said “ No!” 

The freciuent fog-bauks gave thesn cause to doubt— 
Some swore that they hoard breakers, others guns, 

And all mistook about the latt('r once. 

• XCVII. 

As morning broke, the light wind died away, 

When he who had the watch sung out, and swore 
If’t was not land that ro.se with the sun’s ray 
He wish’d that land he never might see more : 

And the rest rubh’d their eyes, and saw a bay, 

Or thought they saw, and shaped their course for shore 
For shore it was, and gradually grtjw 
Distinct and high, and palpable to view. 

XCVIII. 

And then of these some part burst into tears. 

And others, looking with a stui)itl stare, 

Could not yet separate their ho[)esfrom fears, 

And seem’d as if they had no further care ; 

Whik) a few pray’d — (the first time for som«i years) — 
And at the boltom of the bc'at three were 
Asleep ; they shook tiuan by the hand and head, 

And tried to awaken them, but found tliera dead. 

xcix. 

The day before, fast sleeping on the water, 

They found a turtle of the hawks-bill kind, 

And by good fortune, gliding softly, caught her, 

Which yielded a day’s life, and% their mind 
Proved even still a more nutritious matter. 

Because it left encouragement behind : 

They thought that in such perils, more than chance 
Had sent them tliis for their deliverance. 

c. 

The land appear'd, a high and rocky coast. 

And higher grew the mountains as tliey drew, 

Set by a current, toward it : tliey were lost 
^ In various conjectures, for none knew 
To what part of tlie earth they hrul been loss’d, 

So changeable had been the winds that blew ; 

Some thought it was Mount i^Stna, some the highlands 
Of Candia, Cyprus, Rhodes, or other islands. 
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at. 

Meantime the current, with a rising gale, 

Still set them onwai^ to the welcome shore, 

Like Charon’s bark of spectres, dull and pale; 

Their living freight was now reduced to four ; 

And three de^, whom tlieir strcngtli could not avail 
To heave into the deep with those before. 

Though the two sharks still follow’d them, and dash’d 
The spray into their faces as they splash’d. 

cn. 

Famine, despair, cold, thirst, and heat ha<l dona 
Their work on them by turns, and thinn’d them to 
Such things, a mother had not known her son 
Amidst the skeletons of that gaunt crew ; 

By night chill’d, by day scorch’d, thus one by one 
They perish’d, until wither’d to these few, 

But chielly by a species of self-slaughter. 

In washing down Pedrillo with salt water. 

cm. 

As tliey drew nigh the land, which now was seen, 
Unequal in its aspect here and there, 

They felt tlie freshness of its growing green, 

That waved in forest lops, and smootli’d the air, 

And fell upon their glazed eyes as a screen 
From glistening waves, and skies so hot and bare— 
I.ovely seem’d any object that should sweep 
Away the vast, salt, dread, eternal deep. 

nv. 

The shore look’d wild, witliout the trace of man, 

And girl by formidable waves ; but they 
Were mad for land, and llius their course they ran, 

Though right ahead the roaring breakers lay; 

A reef be! ween them also now began 
To show ils boiling surf and hounding spray, 

Jut, finding no place for their landing better, 

They ran tJic boat for shore, and overset her. 

CT. 

>ut in his native stream, i he Guadalquivir, 

Juan to Irive his youthful limbs was wont; 

And, having learn’d to swim in that sweet river, 

Had often turn’d the art to some account. 

A heller swimmer you could scarce sec over, 

He could, perhaps, have pass’d the Hellespont, 

As onco, (u feat on which ourselves we prided,) 

.eander, Mr. Kkenhcad, and 1 did. 

rvi. 

^o, here, though faint, emaciated, and stark, 

He buoy’d his boyLsli limbs, and strove to ply 
Aitli the quick wave, and gain, ere it was dark 
The beach which lay before him, high and dry: 

Th(‘ greatest danger hero was from a shark. 

That carried off Ids neighbour by the thigh ; 

As for ih<i other two, they could not swim, 

^o nobody arrived on shore but him. 

c:vil. 

N'or yet had he arrived hut fir the oar, 

Which, providentially for him, was wash’d 
ust as his feeble arms could strike no more. 

And the hard wave ci’erwhelm’d him as *t was dadb’d 
iVithin his grasp; he citing to it, and sore 
The waters beat while he thereto was lash’d ; 

.t last, with swimming, wading, scrambling, he 
toll’d on tlie beach, haif senseless, from the sea ; 

cvin. 

'hero, breathless, with his digging nails he clung 
Fast to Uie sand, lest the returning wave, 
rom whose reluctant roar his life he wrung 
Should suck him back to her insatiate grave : 
nd there he lay, full-length, where he was flung, 

Before the entrance of a cliff-worn cave, 

With just enough of life to f««d its pain, 
nd deem that it was saved, perhaps in vain. 
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OIX* 

With sbw and staggering effort he arose, 

But sunk again upon his bleeding knee 
And quivering hand ; and then he lookM for those 
Who long had been his mates upon the sea, 

But none of them appear’d to share his woes, 

Save one, a corpse from out the furnish’d three, 

Who died two^days before, and now had found 
An unknown barren beadi for burial ground. 

cx. 

And, as he gazed, his dizzy brain spun fast. 

And down he sunk, and, as he sunk, the sand 
Swam round and round, and all his senses pass’d: 

He fell upon his side, arid his stretch’d hand 
Droop’d dripping on the oar, (their jury-mast,) 

And, like a wither’d lily, on the land 
His slender frame and pallid aspect lay, 

As fair a thing as e’er was form’d of clay. 

CXI. 

How long in his damp trance young Juan lay 
He knew not, for the earth was gone f.>r him, 

And time had nothing more of niglit nor day 
For his congealing blood, and senses <lim : 

And how this heavy faintness pass’d away 
He knew not, till each painful pulse aiul limb, 

And tingling vein, seem’d fhrobbuig back to life, 

For Death, though vanquish’d, still retir’d witli strife. 

/ cxir. 

' His eyes he open’d, shut, again unclosed, 

For all was doubt and dizziness : he thought 
He still was in the Imt, and had biit dozed, 

And felt again with his despair o’erwrought, 

And wish’d it death in tvhieh he had reposed ; 

And tlien once more his feelings hack were brought, 
And slowly hy his swimming eyes was seen 
A lovely female face of seventeen. 

CXIII. 

’T was bending close o’er his, and the small moutli 
Seem’d almost prying into his for breath ; 

And cliafing bin), the soft warm hand of youth 
Recall’d his answering spirits back from deatli: 
And, bathing his chill temples, tried to sooth 
Each pulse to animation, till beneulh 
Its gentle touch and trembling care, a sigh 
To tlicsc kind efforts made, a low reply. 

CXIV, 

Then w'as the cordial pour’d, and mantle flung 
Around bis scarce-clad limbs ; and the fair arm 
Rais’d higher the faint heat) which o’er it hung; . 

And her transparent cheek, all pure and warm, 
Pillow’d his death-like forehead ; then she wnmg 
His dewy curls, long drench’d hy every stomi; 

And watch’d with eagerness each tiiroh that drew 
A sigh from his heaved bosom — and hers too. 

cxv. 

And lifting him with care into the cave, 

The gentle girl, and her attendant,— one 
Toung yet her elder, and of brow less grave, 

And more robust of figure, — then begun 
To kindle fire, and as the new flames gave 
Light to the rocks that roof’d them, which the sun 
Had never seen, the maid, or whatso’er 
She was, appear’d distinct, and tall, and fair. 

ox VI. 

Her brow was overhung witli coins of gold, 

That sparkled o’er the auburn of her hair, 

Her clustering hair, whose longer locks were roll’d 
In braids behind, and, though her stature were 
Even of the highest for a female mould, 

They nearly reach’d her heel ; and in her air 
There was a something .which bespoke command, 

Ai one who was a lady^n Ute land. 


cxvn. 

Her hair, I said, was auburn ; but her eyes 

Were black as death, their lashes the same hue. 
Of downcast length, in whose silk sliadow lies 
Deepest attraction, for when to tlie view ^ 
Forth from its raven fringe the full glance flies. 

Ne’er with such force the swiftest arrow flew; 

T is as the snake, late coil’d, who pours his length, 
And hurls at once his venom and his strength. 

CXVIII. 

Her brow was white and low, her cheeks’ pure dye 
Like twilight rosy still with the set sun ; 

Short upper Iqv— sw'cet lips ! that make us sigh 
Ever to have seen such ; for she W’as one ** 

Fil for the model of a statuary,* 

(A race of mere irn]>ostors, when all ’s done 
I’ve seen much finer women, ripe and real, 

Than all the nonsense of their stone ideal.) 

cxix. 

I ’ll tell you wliy I .say so, for ’t is just 
One should not rail wirhout a decent cause : 

Tliere was an Irish lady, to whose bust 
1 ne’er saw justice done, and yet she was 
A fre(|iient model ; and if e’er she must 

Yield to stern Time and Naturcj’s wrinkling laws, 
They will destroy a face which m(>rtal thought 
Ne’er compass’d, nor less mortal chisel wrought. 

rxx. 

And stub was she, the lady of the cave: 

Her dress was very ditlerent from tlic Spanish, 
Simpler, and yet of colours not so grave ; 

P'or, as yon knt>vv, the Spanish women banish 
Bright hues when out of doors, and yet, wljile wave 
Around them (what I hope will never vanish) 

The basquina and th(‘ mantilla, they 
Seem at the same time mystical and gay. 

eXXT. 

But with our damsel this was not the case: 

Her dress was rnany-colour’d, finely spun ; 

Her locks curl’d negligently round her face, 

But through them gold and gems profusely shone; 
Her girdle sparkled, and tlio richest lace 

Flow’d in her veil, and many a precious stone 
Flaslfd on her little hand ; but, what was shocking. 
Her small snow feet had slippers, but no stocking. 

cxxii. 

The other female’s dress was not unlike, 

But of inferior materials; she 
Had not so many ornaments to strike : 

Her hair had silver only, bound to be 
Her dowry ; and her veil, in form alike, 

Was coarser ; and her air, though firm, less free ; 
Her hair was thicker, but less long ; her eyes 
As black, but quicker, and of smaller size. 

CXXIII. 

And these two tended him, and cheer’d him both 
With food and raiment, and those soft attentiona, 
Which arc (as I must own) of female growth, 

And have ten thousrflid delicate inventions ; 

They made a most superior mess of broth, 

A thing which poesy hut seldom mentions, 

But the best dish that e’er was cook’d since Homer’s 
Achilles order’d dinner for now comers. 

cxxiv. 

I ’ll tell you who they were, tliis female pair, 

Lest they should seem princesses in disguise ; 
Besides I hate all mystery, and that air 
Of clap-trap, which your recent poets prize ; 

And so, in short, the girls they really were 
They shall appear before your curious eyes, 
Mistress and maid ; the first was only dau^tor 
Of an old man who lived upcm flto water. 
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cxxv, 

A fisherman he had boon in his youth, 

And still a sort of fisherman \vas ho ; 

But otlier speculations were, in sooth, 

Added to his connexion with tins sea, 

Perhaps, not so respeclable, in truth : 

A little smuggling, and some piracy, 

Left him, at last, the sole of many masters 
Of an iJl-gotten million of piastres. 

exxvi. 

A fisher, therefore, was ho — though of men, 

Like Peter the Apostle. — and ho fish’d 
For wandering merchant vessels, now and then, 

And Sometimes cauglit as many as he wish’d ; 

The cargoes ho confisoafed, and gain 
He sought in the slave-market too, and dish’d 
Full many a morsel for that Turkish trade, 

By which, no doubt, a good deal may be made. 

CXXVTl. 

He was a Greek, and on his isle had built 
(One of the wild and smaller (!Jydadcs) 

A very handsome house from out his guilt, 

And there ho lived exceedingly at case ; 

Heaven knows what cash ho got, or blood he spilt, 

A sad old fellow was he, if you please, 

But this I know, it was a spacious building, 

Full of barbaric curving, paint, and gilding. 

CXXVIII. 

He had an only daughter call’d Haidcc, 

The greatest lieire.ss of the Eastern isles; 

Besides .so very beautiful was she, 

Her dowry was as nolhing to her smiles: 

Still in her teens, and like a lovely tree 

She grew to womanhood, and between whiles 
Rejected several suitors, just to learn 
How to accept a better in his turn. 

* CXXTX. 

And walking out upon the beach below 

The cliff*, towards sunset, on that day she found, 
Insensible, — not dead, but, nearly so, — 

Don Juan, almost famish’d, and half drown’d ; 

But, being nailed, she was shock’d, you know, 

Yet deem’d herself in common pity bound. 

As far as in her lav, “ to take liirn in, 

A stranger,” dying, with so white a skin. 

exxx. 

But taking him into her father’s house 
Was not exactly the best way to save, 

But like conveying to the cat the mouse, 

Or people in a trance into their grave ; 

Because the good old man had so much “ vowf,” 
Unlike the honest Arab tliicvos so brave. 

He would have ho.spitably cured the stranger, 

And sold him instantly when out of danger. 

cxxxi. 

And therefore, with her maid, she thought it best 
(A virgin alw^ays on her maid relics) 

To place him in the cave for present rest : 

And when, at last, he oj)cn’<f his black eyes, 

Their charity increased about their guest : 

And their compassion grew to sucli a size. 

It open’d half the turn))ike gates to heaven — 

(Saint Paul says ’t is the toll which must be given.) 

cxxxii. 

They made a fire, but such a fire as they 
Upon tho moment could contrive with such 
Materials as were cast up round the bay, 

Some brdken planks and oars, that to tho touch 
Were nearly tinder, since so long Uiey lay, 

A mast was almost crumbled to a crutch ; 

But, by God’s grace, here wrecks were in such plenty. 
That there was fuel to have furnish’d twenty. 


cxxxtn. / 

He had a bed of furs and a pelisse, 

For Haidee stripp’d her sables off to make 
His couch ; and thu! ho might bo more at ea.so. 

And warm, in case by chance he should awake 
They also gave a petticoat apiece, 

She and hex maid, and promis’d by daybreak 
To pay him a fresh visit, with a dish, 

For breakfast, of eggs, coflee, bread, and fish, 

CXXXIV 

And thus they left him to bis lono repose 
Juan slop! like a top, or like tho dead, 

Who sleep at last, perhaps, (God only knows,) 

Just fijr tlie present, and in his lull’d head 
Not even a vision of his former woes 

Throbb’d in accurse'd dreams, which sometimes spread 
Unwelcome visions of our fi)rrner years, 

Till tlie eye, cheated, opens thick willi tears. 

cxxxv. 

Young Juan slept all dreamless : — ^but the maid 
Who smooth’d his pillow, as she left the den. 

Look’d back upon him, and a moment stay’d, 

And turn’d, believing that he call’d again, 
lie slumber’d ; ye.t she ilioughl, at least she said, 

(The heart will slip <wen as the tongue and pen,) 

He had pronounced her uatno — but she forgot 
That at this moment Juan knew it not. 

cxxxvi. 

And })ensivc to her father’s house she went, 

Enjoining aiUnice strict to Zoe, who 
Belter lliau she ktusw what, in fact, she meant, 

She being wiser by a year or two: 

A year or two ’s an age wlicn rightly spent. 

And Zot’ spent hers as most women do, 

In gaining all that useful sort ofknowlodge 
Which is acquired in nature’s gocnl old college. 

oxxxvrr. 

The mom broke, and found Juan .slumbering still 
Fast in his cavo, and nothing clash’d upon 
Ills rest ; the rushing (»f the neighbouring rill. 

And the young beams of the excluded sun, 

Trouble<i him not, and he might sleep his fill ; 

And necti he had of .slumber yet, for none 
Had suffer’d im>re — his hardships were comparative 
To Uvose related in my grand-dad’s narrative. 

CXXXVJII. 

Not so Haidee ; sIkj sa<lly toss’d and tumbled. 

And started from her sleep, and, turning o’er, 

Dream’d of a thousand wrecks, o’er which she stumbledi 
And handsome corpses strew’d upon the shore ; 

And woke her maid so early that she grumbled. 

And call’d her father’s old slaves up, who swore 
In several oaths — Armenian, Turk, and Greek,— 

They knew not what to think of such a freak. 

CXXXIX. 

But up she got, and up slici made them get, 

Witli sonic fireterice about the sun, that makes 
Sweet skies just when he, rises, or is set ; 

And ’t is, no doubt, a sight to sec when breaks 
Bright Phoebus, while iho mountains still are wet 
With mist, and every bird with him awakes, 

And night is flung off* like a mourning suit 
VV orn for a husband, or some otlier brute. , , 

exu 

say, the sun is a most glorioas sight, 

I ’vci seen him rise full oft, indeed of late 
have set U(i on purpose all the night, 

Which hastens, as physicians say, one’s fate ; 

And so all ye, who would be in the right ^ 

In health and purse, begin your day to date 
From day«break, and when coffin’d at foarscorei 
Engrave Upon the plate, you rose at four. 









CXLI, 

And Haidee met the morning face to 6ice ; 

Her own wsus freidiefit, though a feverish flush 
Had dyed it with the headlong blood, whose race 
From heart to cheek is curb’d into a blush. 

Like to a torrent which a mountain’s base, 

• That overpowers some Alpine river’s rush, 

Checks to a lake, whose waves in circles spread, 

Or the Red Sea — but tike sea is not red. 

CXLII. 

And down the cliff the island virgin came, 

And near the cave her quick light footsteps drew. 
While the sun smiled on her with his first (lame, 

And young Aurora kiss’d her lips with dew, 

Taking her for a sister ; jiist the same 
Mistake you would have made on seeing the tw*o, 
Although like mortal, quite as fresh and fair, 

Had all the advantage too of not being air. 

CXLTII. 

And when into the cavern Haidee stepp’d, 

All timidly, yet rapidly, she saw 
That like an infant Juan sweetly slept: 

And then she stopp’d, an(lstoo<l as if in awe, 

(For sleep is awful,) and on tiptoe crept 
And wrapp’d him closer, lest the air, U)o raw, 

Should reach his blood ; then o’er him, still as death, 
Bent with hush’d lips that drank his scarce-drawn breath. 

CXLIV. 

And thus, like to an angel o’er the dying 

Who die in rightcousnesB, she loan’d ; and there 
All tranquilly the shipwreck’fl boy was lying, 

As o’er him lay the calm and stirless air: 

But Zo6 tlio meantime some eggs was frying, 

Since, after all, no doubt the youtliful pair 
Must breakfast, and betimes — lest they should ask if, 
She drew outlier provision from the basket, .j 


CXLIX. 

He woke and gazed, and would have slept again, 
But tlie fair face wliich met his eyes, forb^e 
Those eyes to close, tJiough weariness and pain 
Had further sleep a further pleasure made ; 
For woman’s face was never form’d in vain 
For Juan, so that even when he pray’d, 

He turn’d from grisly saints, and martyrs hairy, 
To the sweet porirails of the V irgin Mary. 

CL, 

And thus upon his elbow he arose, 

And look’d upon the lady in whose check 
The pahs contended with the purple rose, 

As willi an efiort she began to speak ; 

Her eyes were el(«juent, her wortls would pose, 
j^lliiough she told him in good modern Greek 
With an Ionian accent, low and sweet, 

That he was faint, and must not talk, but oat. 

CLI. 

Now Juan could not understand a word, 

Being no Grecian; blithe had an ear, 

And lit*r voice was the warble of a bird, 

So soft, so sweet, so delicately clear, 

Thai finer, simpler music ne’er was heard ; 

The sort of sound w^e echo with a tear, 
Without knowing why — an overpowering tone, 
Whencii melody descends, as from a throne. 

CLII. 

wAnd Jiian gazed, as one who is awoke 
By a distant organ, doubling if be be 
Not yet a dreamer, till the spell is broke 
By the watchman, or some such reality, 

Or by one’s early valet’s cursed knock ; 

At least it is a Inuivy sound to me, 

Who like a morning slunihcr — for the night 
Shows stars and wmiien in a better light. 


CXLV. 

She knew that the host feelings must have victual, 

And tliat a shipwreck’d youth would hungry be ; 
Besides, being leas in love, she yawn’d a little, 

And felt her veins chill’d by the neighbouring sea ; 
And so, she cook’d their breakfast to a tiulo ; 

I can’t say that she gave them any lea, 

But there wore eggs, fruit, coffee, bread, fish, honey, 
With Scio wine,— and all for love, not money. 

cxLvr. 

And Zo6, when the eggs were ready, and 

The coffee made, would fain have waki'uM Juan ; 
But Haidee stopp’d her with her (juick small hand. 
And without word, a sign her finger drew on 
Her lip, which Zoc needs must nniicrstan<l ; 

And, the first breakfast spoil’tl, prej)aifd a new one, 
Because her mistress would not hit her break 
That sleep which seem’d as it would ne’er awake. 


CLIII. 

And Juan, too, was help’d out from his dream, 

Or sleep, or whatsoe’er it was, by feeling 
A most jinwligious appetite : the steam 
, Of Zee’s cookery no doubt was stealing 
Upon Ills senses, and the kindling beam 

Of the new' fire whieh Zoe ki'pt up, kneeling 
To stir her viands, made him quite awake 
And long for food, hut chiefly a beef-steak,^ 

CMV. 

But beef is rare williin th«.*se oxlcss isles; 

Cioats’ flesh there is, no doubt, and kid, and mutton, 
And when a holiday upon them smiles, 

A joint upon iheir barbarous spits they pul on : 

But tliis oficurs but seldom, between whiles. 

For some of these are. rocks with scarce a hut on, 
Others arc fair and fertile, among which, 

This, though not large, was one of the most rich. 


CXLVII. 

For still he lay, and on his thin worn <^ok, 

A purple hectic play’d, like dying day 
On the snow tops of distant hills ; die streak 
Of sufferance yet upon his forehead lay, 

Where the blue veins look’d shadowy, shrunk, and weak 
And his black curls were dewy with the spray. 

Which w'eigh’d upon them yet. all tlanip and salt, 
Mix’d w'lth the stony vapours of the vault. 

cxr.viii. 

And she bent o’er him, and he lay beneath, 

Huih’d as the babe upon its mother’s breast, 

Droop’d as the willow when no winds can breathe, 
Lull’d like tlie depth of ocean wdien at rest, 

Fair as the crowning rose of tlic whole wreath, 

Soft as the callow in its nest ; 

In short, he wa* a very pretty fellow, 

Although his woes hod turn’d him rather yellow. 


CLV. 

I say that beef is rare, and can’t help tliinking 
'J'liat the old fable of the Minotaur— 

From which our modern morals, rightly slirinking, 
(yoruh.^mn the royal lad'^'s taste wlio wore 
A cow’s shape for a mask— was only (sinking 
The ullcgtM v) a mere typo, no more. 

That Pusiphad promoted breeding cattle, 

To make the Cretans bloodier in battle, 

CLVI. 

For we all know that English pcojJe are 
Fed ujion beef — 1 won’t say much of beer, 
Because ’t is liquor only, and being far 

From this my subject, has no business here:—* 
We know, ti>o, they are very fond of war, 

A pleasure — like all pleasures— rather dear ; 

So were the Cretans — from which I infer 
That beef and battles both were owing to her. 



CLVU. 

But to resume. The languid Juan raised 
Hts head upon his elbow, and he saw 
A sight on which he had not lately gazed, 

As all his latter meals had been quite raw, 

Three or four things for which the Lord he praised, 
And, feeling still the famish’d vulture gnaw, 

He fell upon whate’er was offer’d, like 
A priest, a shark, an alderman, or pike. 

CLVIII. 

He ate, and ho was well Ksuf»plied ; and she, 

Who watch’d him lilce a mother, would have fed 
Him past all bounds, because she smiled to see 
Such^L^jpetite in one slie had deem’d dead : 

But Zoc, being older tht^n Haidee, 

Knew (by tradition, for she ne’er had read) 

That famish’d peojdo must be slowly imrsed, 

And fed by spoonfuls, else tlusy always burst. 

CLIX. 

And so she took the liberty to state, 

Rather by deeds than words, because the case 
Was urgent, that the gentleman, whose file 
Had made her mistress (put her bed to trace 
The seashore at this hour, must leave his plate, 
Unless he wish’d to die upon the place— 

She snatch’d it, and refused another morsel, 

Saying, he had gorged enough to make a horse ill. 

ci.x. 

Next they — ^lie being naked, save a tatter’d 
Pair of scarce decent trousers— went to work. 
And in the fire his recent rags they seatter’cl, 

And dress’d him, for the present, like, a Turk, 

Or Greek— that is, although it not much matter d, 
Omitting turban, s!ip))ers, pistols, dirk, 

They furnish’d him, entire except some stitches, 
WitJi a clean shirt, and very spacious breeches. 

, cr-xi. 

And then fair Haidee tried her tongue at speaking, 
But not a word could Juan comprehend, 

Although he listen’d so llial the young Greek in 
Her earnestness would ne’cT have marie an end ; 
And, as he interrupted not, wont eking 
Her speech out to her protege and friend, 

Till, pausing at the last her breath to take, 

She saw he did not understand Romaic. 

C LXII, 

And then she had recourse to nods, and signs, 

And smiles, and sparkles of the speaking eye, 
And read (the only bwk she could) tlie lines 
Of his fair face, and ft»und, by sympathy. 

The answer eloquent, where, the soul shines 
And darta in one quick glance a long rt-ply ; 

And thus in every look she saw express’d 
A world of words, and things at which see guess d. 

CLXIII. 

And now, by dint of fingers and (jf eyes, 

And words reiieated after her, ho took 
A lesson in her tongue ; but by surmise, 

No doubt, less of her langug^je than her look : 

As he who studies fervently the skies 

Turns oftener to the stars than to his book, 

Thus Juan learn’d his alpha beta better 
From Haidee’s glance than any graven letter. 

CI.XIV. 

»T is pleasing to be school’d in a strange tongue^ 
By female lips and eyes — tliat is, I mean, s 
Wlien both the teacher and the taught are young,, 
As was the case, at least where I have been ; ^ 
They smile so when one ’s right, and when one TVv 
They smils still more, and then tliere intervene 
Pressure of hands, perhaps even a diaste kiss 
I leam’d the littlo that I know by this ; 


CI.XT. 

That is, some words of Spanish, Turk, or Greeks 
Italian not at all, having no tcacliers, 

Much English 1 cannot pretend to speak, 

Learning tliat language chiefly from its {ireachem, 
Barrow, South, Tillotson, whom every week 
I study, also Blair, the highest reachers 

I Of eloquence in piety and ])rose — 

I I hate your poets, so read none of those. 

ctxvi. 

As fijr the ladies, I liave naught to say, 

A wanderer from the British world of fashion, 
Where T, like other “ dogs, have had my day,” 

I. ike other men, too, may have had my pa8sion«— 
But that, like other things, has pass’d away: 

And all her fools whom 1 could lay the lash on, 
Foes, friends, men, women, now are naught to ms 
But dreams of what has been, no more to be. 

CLXVII. 

Return we to Don Juan. He begun 
To hear new words, and to repeat them ; but 
Some foeliugs, universal as the sun, 

Were sucfi as could not in his breast be shut 
More tlmn vvitliin the bosom of a mm: 

Ho was in love — jis you would bo, no doubt, 

With Ji young hem' fact r(ss, — so was she 
Just in the way we very ofien see. 

(‘LVVIIT. 

And every day by < lay break — rather early 
For Juan, wlio was somewhat forul of rest— 

She carno into the r'ave, but it wils merely 
To sec lier bird reposing in his nest; 

Ami she would softly stir his locks so curly, 

Without disturl)ing her y('t slumbering guest, 
Breathing all gt'ntly o’er his cheek and mouth, 

As o’er a bed of rosea tlie aweet south. 


1 


CLXTX. 

And every morn his colour freshlier camo, 

And every day lielp’d on bis convalescence, 
‘Twas well, because health in the human frame 
la pleasant, besides being true love’s e.ssenco, 
For health ami idleness to passion’s flamo 

Arc; oil and gunpowder ; and some good lessons 
Are also learnt from Ceres and from Bacchus, 
Witliout whom Venus will not long attack us. 


CLXX. 

^^lilc Vemis fills the heart, (without heart really 
Love, though good always, is not quite so good,) 
Ceres presents a plate of vermic«*lli, 

For love must l)e sustain’d like flesh and blood.— 
While Bacchus i)ours out wine, or hands a jelly : 

Eggs, oysters to<), are amatory food; 

But who is their pur\n5y()r from above 

Ilf.averi knows.— it may he Neptune, Pan, or Jov«, 


, CLXXI. 

When Jail woljgJie fotind some good things ready, 
A hath,- a breapst, and the finest eyes 
Thai ever made a youthful heart less steady, 
Bc'sides her maid’s, as pretty for their size; 

But I have spoken of all this already— 

And repetition ’s tiresome and unwise, — 

Well— Juan, aflcr bathing in the soa, 

Came always back to coffee and Haideo. 

' CLXXII. 

Both were so young, and one so innocent, 

That bathing pass’d for nothing ; Juan seem’d 
To her, as ’twere the kind of being sent, 

Of whom these two years she had nightly dream’d, 
A sonietliiiig to bo li»ved, a creature meant ^ 

To be her happiness, and whom she deem d 
I To render happy ; all wito joy would win ^ 

1 Must share it,— happiness was bom a twin. 



ci.xxni* 

It was sudi pleasure to behold him, sudt 
Enlargement of existence to partake 
N’ature with him, to thrill bcneatli his touch, 

To watch him slumbering, and to see him wake. 

To live with him for ever were loo much ; ' 

. But then the thought of parting made her quake ; 

Be was her own, her ocean treasure, cast 
Like a rich wreck— ^her first love and her last. 

CLxxir. 

And thus a moon roll’d on, and fair Haideo 
Paid daily visits to her boy, and took 
Such plentiful precautions, that still he 
Remain’d unknown witliin his craggy nook: 

At last her father’s prows put out to sea, 

For certain mercliantmen upon the look, 

Not as of yore to carry off an lo, 

But three Ragusan vessels, bound for Scio. 

CLXXV. 

Then come her freedom, for she had no mother, 

So tliat, her father being at sea, she was 
Free as a married woman, or such other 
Female, as where she likes may freely pass, 
Witliout oven the encumbrance of a brother, 

The freest she that ever gazed ou glass : 

1 speak of Christian lands in this comparison, 

Wher e wives, at Iciist^ are seldom kept in gjyrison. 

CLXXVI. 

Now she prolong’d her visits and her talk, 

(For they must talk,) and he had learnt to say 
So much as to propose to take a walk, — 

For little had he wander’d since the day 
On which, like a young flower snapp’d from the stalk, 
Drooping and dewy on the beach he lay,— . 

And thus they walk’d out in the afternoon, 

Arid saw llie sun set opposite the moon. 


CI.XXXX. 

The coast— 1 think it was the coast tliat I 
Was just describing— Yes, it was the coast— 

Lay at this period quiet as the sky, 

The sands unlumbled, the blue waves untossM^ 

And all was stillness, save the aea-bird’s cry, 

And dolphin’s leap, and littlo billow cross’d 
By some low rock or shelve that made it fret 
Against the boundary it scarcely wet. 

cLXXxn. 

And forth they wander’d, her sire being gone, 

As I have said, upon an expedition; 

And mother, brother, guardian, she had none, 

Save Zoe, who, although widi due prcci8ion< ^ 

She waited on her lady wiih the sun, 

Though daily service was her only mission, 
Bringing warm water, wreathing her long tresses, 
And asking now and then for cast-off dresses. 

OLxxxiri, 

tt was the cooling hour, just when the rounded 
Red sun sinks down behind the azure hill, 

Wliich then seems as if the whole earth it bounded, 
Circling all nature, hush’d, and dim, and still. 
With the far mountain-erescont, half surrounded 
On one side, and the deep sea calm and chill 
Upon the other, and the rosy sky, 

With one star sparkling through it like an eye. 

CLXXXIV. 

And thus they wander’d f )rlh, and hand in hand. 

Over the sljining pebbles and the shells, 

Glided along the smootli and harden’d sand, 

And in the worn and wild receptacles 
Work’d by the storms, yet work’d as it were plann’d, 
In hollow halls, with sparry roofs ainl cells, 

They turn’d lorest; and, each clasped by an arm, 
Yielded to the deep twilight’s purple charm. 


cnxxvn. 

It was a wild and breaker-beaten coast, 

With cliffs above, and a broad sandy shore, 
Guarded by shoals and rocks as by a host, 

Witli here and there a creek, whose aspect wore 
A better welcome to the teiupcst-toss’d ; 

And rarely ceased the haughty billows’ roar, 

Save on the dead long summer days, which mako 
The outstretch’d ocean glitter like a lake. 

CLXXVIIl. 

And the small ripple spilt tipon the beach 

Scarcely o’erpass’d tlie cream of your cliampagn^ 
When o’er the brim the sparkling bumpers reach. 
That springdew of the spirit! the heart’s rain! 

Few things surpass old wine ; and they may preach 
Who please, — the more because they jjroach in vain,- 
Lot us have wine and women, mirth and laughter. 
Sermons and soda-water the day after. 


CLXXXV. 

They look’d uj) to the sky, whoso floating glow 
Spread like a rosy ocean, vast and bright; 

They gjized upon tiio gliltering sea below, 

L Wlicnee the broad moon rose circling into sight ; 
Phiey heard the waves splash, and the win<l so low, 
And saw each other’s dark eyes darting light 


I 


Such kisses as belong to early days, 

Where heart, and soul, and sense, in concert move, 
And the blood’s lava, and the pulse a blaze, 

Each kiss a heart-quake, — ^for a kiss’s strength, 

I think it must be reckon’d by its length. 


CLxy.ix. 

Mon, being reasonable, must get d 
The best of life is but intoxicatiohij^ 

Glory, tlm grape, love, gold, in these are sunk[ 

The hopes of all men, and of every nation ; * 
Without their sap, how brancliless were the trunk 
Of life’s strange tree, so fruitful on occasion 
But lo return, — get very drunk ; and when 
You walce with headach, you shall see what then.^z 


cnxxxvii. 

By length I mean duration; theirs endured 
Heaven knows how long— no doubt they never reckon’d , 
And if they had, they could not have secured 
The sum of their sensations to a second: 

They had not spoken ; bifL they felt allured, 

As if their souls and lips each other beckon’d, 

Which, being join’d, like swarming bees they clung— 
Their hearts tlie flowers from whence the honey sprung. 


CLXXX, 

Ring for your valet — ^bid him quickly bring 
Some hock and soda-water, tlien you ’ll know 
A pleasure worthy Xerxes tlie great king ; 

For not tlio blusl sherbet, sublimed with snow 
Nor the first sparkle of the desert-spring, 

Nor Burgundy iu all its sunset glow 
Alter long travel, euiiui, love, or slaughter, 

Vie with that draught of hock and soda-water. 


CLXXXTIII. 

Tb^Utere alone, yet not alone as they 
wIto, shut in chambers, think it loneliness ; 
The silent ocean, and the starlight bay, 

The twilight glow, which momently grow leas. 
The ifcieless sands, and dropping caves, that lay 
Around them, made them to each oflier press, 
As if there were no life beneath the sky 
1 Save theirs, and that their life could never die. 



/ cxjhKm. 

•tibfff fiMurM BO «|!«t'aior ««» on Ihtt iono beach, 

Th^ lUt no teriM IrdlA the night, they were 
/All in all to each other; Utoitgfa their epeech 
Wai brokaa worda, theg^ thimghi a language therer-^ 
And at the bumiiti^ tongoai ^ 

Found in one ai^the heel liDterpfeter 
Of nature ’a oraOle~4irBt 1cwe,«*-«that all 
Which Eve hu left her dau^tera ainoe her fall. 

<?*c. 

Haidee spoke not of ocnipleB, ask’d no vows, 

Nor offer’d any ; the had never heard 
Of plight and jiromises to be a spouse, 

Or perils^hy a loving maid incun^d ; 

She was all which pure ignofhnee allows, 

And flew to her young mate like a young bird ; 

And, never having dreamt of falsehood, she 
Had not one word to say of constancy. 

cxci. 

She loved, and was beloved— abc adored, 

And she was worshipp’d ; after nature’s fashion, 
Their intense souls, into each other p(XirM, 

If souls could die, bad perish’d in that passion,— 

But by degrees their senses were restored, 

Again to be o’ercome, again to dasli on ; 

And, beating ’gainst his b^tn, Haidee’s heart 
Felt as if never more to beat apart. 

cxcn. 

Alas ! they were so young, so beautiful, 

So lonely, loving, helpless, and the hour 
Was that in which the heart is always full, 

And, having o’er itself no further po^ver. 

Prompts deeds eternity cannot aimiil, 

But pa 3 rs off moments in an endless shower 
Of heJl-fire— all prqiared for peojilo giving 
Pleasure or pain to one another living. 

CXCIII. 

Alfis ! for Juan and Haidee I they were 
So loving and so lov ly— till then never, 

Excepting our flrst parents, such a pair 
Had run the risk of being damn’d for ever ; 

And Haidee, being devout as well as fair, 

Had, doubtless, heard about the Stygian river, 

And hell and purgatory — but forgot 
Just in the very crisis she should not 

cxciv. 

They look uptm each other, and tlieir eyes 
Gleam in the moonlight; and her white arm clas^is 
Round Juan’s head, and his around hers lies 
Half buried in the tresses which it grasps; 

She sits upon his knee, and drinks his si^is, 

He hers until they end in broken gasps ; 

And thus they form a group that ’s quite antique, 

Half naked, loving, natural, and Greek. 

cxcv. 

And when those deep and burning moments pass’d, 

And Juan sunk to sleep within her arms, 

She slept not, but all tenderly, tliough fast, 

Sustain’d bis head upon her bosom’^ charms. 

And now and then her eye to heaven is cast, 

And then on the pak cheek her breast now warms, 
Pillow’d on her o’erflowing heart, which pants 
With all it granted, and with all it grams. 

cxcvi. 

An infant when it gazes on a light, 

A child the moment when it drains the breast, 

A devotee when soars the host in sight, 

An Arab with a str^er for agu^ 

A sailor, when the prize has struck in ft^t, 

A miser fillh^ his meat boarded chest, 

Feel rapture; Imt not aucih trim joy aiw lespiM 
As they who watch o’er what they love addle itee^ng. 

8 a 


^ CXtfVU. 

For there it lies so Knquih 00 bebaed, 

AU that it hath eff lilb with mil living { 

So gentle, stirless, he^leas, and unnioved, 

And all uaconieiouB of joy H kgiviiig, 

AH it hath felt, inflieted, pass'^ and prqved, 

Hush’d into depths beyond the wntcfaer^i divisf ; 

I There lies the thing we love with all its eirove, 

I And ah its charms, like death witliout its terrois. 

cxcvni. 

The lady watch’d her lover — and that hour 
Of Love’s, and Night’s, and Ocean’s solitude, 
O’erflow’d her soul with their united power ; 

Amidst the barren sand and rocks so rude 
She and her wave*wom love had made their bower, 
Where naught upon their passion could intrude, 
And all the stars that crowded the blue space 
Saw nothing happier than her glowing face 

cxcix. 

Alas ! the love of women ! it is known 
To bo a lovely and a fearful thing; 

For all of theirs upon that die is thrown, 

And if ’t is lost, life hath no more to bring 
To them but mockfnies of the past al(me, 

And their revenge is as the tiger’s spring, 

Deadly, and quick, and crushing ; yet as real 
Torture is theirs — what tlicy inflict they feel. 

cc. 

They ’re right ; for man, to man so ofl unjust, 

Is always so to women ; one sole bond 
Awaits them, treachery is all their trust ; 

Taught to conceal, their bursting hearts despond 
Over tlieir idol, till some wealthier lust 

Buys them in marriage— and what rests beyond 
A thankless husband, next a faithless lover, 

Then dressing, nursing, praying, and all ’s over. 

001 . 

Some take a lover, some take drains or prayers, 

Some mind their household, otiiers dissipation, 
Som^ run away, and but exchange their cmvs, 
Losing the advantage of a virtuous station ; 

Few changes e’er can better their affairs, 

Theirs being an unnatural situation, 

From the dull palace to the dirty hovel : 

Some ^y the devil, and tlien write a novel. 

coil. 

Haidee was nature’s bride, and knew not this ; 

Haidee was passion’s child, bom where the sun 
Showers triple light, and scorches even the kiss 
OThis gazelle-'eyed daughters ; she was one 
Made but to love, to feet that she was his 
Who was her chosen : what was said or done 
Elsewhere was notliing— She had naught to fear, 
Hope, care, nor love beyond, her heart beat here, 

coin* 

And oh ! that quickening #^the heart, that beat ! 

How much it costs us, yet each rising throb 
Is in its cause as its effect so sweet, 

That wisdom, ever on the watch torch 
Joy of its alchymy, and to repeat 
Fine truths ; even conscience, too, has a tough job 
To make us understand eadi go^ old maxim, ( 

So good— 1 wonder Oosilereagh do n’t tax ’em. 

cciv. 

now ’t was done— on the lone shore were plighted 
Their hearts ; the stars, their nuptial torches, shed’ 
Beau^ upon the beautiful th^ lifted : 

Oeeaii their witness, and the cave their bed, 

By their own feeli^ haUow’d and united, 

! Their priest was sditude, and they were wed : 

And they were h«|^, tbr U> their yomg eye§ 

Each was an angel, and earth panulise^ 




Ok love \ of wboQi gfeet OieMfo* toRw 
T itoe the meeteri Aoteiqr Ike olive, 

Horoce, Oitulkii, ockehue, OvidkilQr, 

Sapfiho the oage falue-Mcklng, in whooa grove 
All fbooe may leap who rather woold be neuter— 
(LeucaWo rock otUl everMio the wave)*— 

Oh Love ! thou art the very god of evil, 

For, after all, we cannot calf thee devil* 

ccvi. 

Thou makeot the cfaaate connubial state precarious, 
And jestest with the brows of mustiest men : 
Coesar and Pompey, Mahomet, BeUsarius, 

Have much employed the muse of histoiy’s pen ; 
Their lives and fortunes were extremely various,— 
Such worthies time will never see again 
Yet to these four in three things the same luck holds, 
They all were heroes, conquerers, and cuckolds. 

ccvii. 

Thou makest philosophers : there *a Epicurus 
And Aristippus, a material crew ! 

Who to immoral courses would allure us 
By theories, quite practicable too ; 

If only from the devil tliey would insure us 
How pleasant were the maxim, (not quite new,) 

“ Eat, drink, and love, what can the rest avail us /** 
So said the royal sage, Sardanapalus. 

CCVIII. 

But Juan ! had he quite forgotten Julia? 

And should he have forgotten her so soon ? 

I can’t but say it seems to me most truly a 
Perplexing question ; but, no doubt, the moon 
Does these things for us, and whenever newly a 
Palpitation rises, ’t is her boon, 

Else how die devil is it that fresh features 
Have such a charm for us poor human creatures? 


ccoeui* 

Yet H is a paMd ft^Uog, 

For surely if we idways ecidd iiflr^^ 

In the same ot^ct graces quite ee kikaig 
As when she rose upon ue iike an Eve, 

^ would eave us many a heait^ach, aguiy a ahUUui^ 
(For we must get them way how, or grieve,) 
Whereas, if one sole la4y pleaied Ibr ever, 

How pleasant fi>r the heek, as well ai liver i 
coxiv. 

The heart is like the sky, a part of heaven, 

But changes night and day too, like the eky ; 

Kow o’er it clouds and thunder must be driven, 

And darkness and destruction as on high j « > 

But when it hath been scorch’d, and pier<^, and riven, 
Its storms expire in water-drops ; the eye 
Pours forth at last the heart’s blood turn’d to tears, 
Which make tlte English climate of our years* 

ccxv, , 

The liver is the lazaret of bile, 

But very rarely executes its (Unction, 

For the first passion stays there such a while 
That all the rest creep in and form a junction. 

Like knots of vipers on a dunghill’s soil, 

Rage, fear, hate, jealousy, revenge, compunction, 

So that all mischiefs spring up from this entrail, 

~.ike earthquakes from the hidden fire call’d ** centraL” 

eexvi. 

In the mean time, without proceeding more 
In this anatomy, I *ve finish’d now 
Two hundred and odd stanzas as before, 

That being about the number I ’ll allow 
Each canto of the twelve, or twenty-four; 

And, laying down my pen, I make my bow, 

Leaving l^n Juan and Haidoe, to plead 
For them and theirs with all who deign to read. 


ccix. 

I hate inconstancy— 1 loathe, detest, 

Abhor, condemn, abjure Hie mortal made 
Of such quicksilver clay that in his breast 
No permanent foundation can be laid ; 

Love, constant love, has been my cemstant guest, 

And yet last night, being at a masquerade, 

I saw the prettiest creature, fresh from Milan, 

Which gave mo some sensations like a villain. 

cox. 

But soon philosophy came to my aid, 

And whisper’d “ think of every sacred tic!” 

** I will, my dear philosophy !” I said, 

** But then her teeth, and tlien, oh heaven! her eye ! 
I ’ll just inquire if slie bo wife or maid, 

Or neither— out of curiosity.” 

** Stop !” cried philosophy, with air so Grecian 
(Though she was mask’d then as a fair Venetian)— 

eexx. 

** Stop !” so I stopp’d.— But to return; that which 
Men call inconstancy is nothing more 
Than admiration due where nature ’a rich 
Profiision with young beauty covers o’er 
Some favour’d object ; and as in the niche 
A lovely statue wo almost adore, 

This sort of admiration of tlie red 
Is but a heightening of the beau ideal.” 

ccxii. 

’T is the perception of tlm beautiful, | 

A fine extension of the faculties, 

Platonic, universal, wonderful, 

Drawn from the ataxs, and filter’d throi]|^ the ddaa, 
Without which life would^ extremely duU; 

In Aoetf it is the own 

With one or two added, just 

To hint that flesh ia1S|i||a fiery dust. 


CANTO ni. 


Hatl, Muse ! et catera, — We left Juan sleeping, 
Pillow’d upon a fair and happy hreast, 

And watch’d by eyes that never yet knew weeping, 
And loved by a young heart too deeply bless’d 
To feel the poison through her spirit creeping, 

Or know who rested there ; a foe to rest 
Had soil’d the current of her sinless years, 

And turn’d her pure heart’s purest blood to tears. 

ii. 

Oh, iovb ! what is it in this world of ours 
Which makes it fatal to be loved ? Ah, why 
With cypress branches hast thou wreathed thy bowers, 
And n^e thy bfst interpreter a sigh ? 

Am those who dost on odours pluck the flowers, 

And place them on their breast— but place to die— ‘ 
Thus the frail beings we would fondly i^erish 
Are laid within our bosoms but to perish. 

HI. 

In her first passion woman loves her lover, 

In all the others all she loves is love, 

Whi<^ grows a habit ahe can ne’er get over, 

& her loosely — ^lifce an easy {^ove, 

As you may find whene’er yon like to prove her : 

One man alone at first her heart can move; 

She then prefers him in the plural ttmabot. 

Sot findt^ HmX the ad^tions mudi encumber. 





I know not If ttiilfitxiiit nwn’t or Hieirt ; 

Bttione tMlkg ^ifir^ttlre; mwomBn plaiited, 
(UalMi «t onee lihe plon^ for lifo in prayani,) . 

Affor ftileeaiit time imiat be mllnnted ; 

Althooi^t no doubt, her font of We elfoira 
le ifait to whioh her heart ia wholly granted ; 

Yet there are aome, they say, who have had none, 

But those who have ne’er end with only one. 

V. 

*T is melancholy, and a fearful aign 
Of human frailty, folly, also crime, 

That love^aad marriage rarely can combine, 

Ahhougii they both are com in the same clime ; 
Marriage from love, like vinegar from wine-~ 

A sad, sour, sober beverage^y time 
is sharpen’d from its high celestid flavour 
Down to a very homely household savour. 

VI, 

There ’s something of antipathy, as *t were, 

Between their present and their future state ; 

A kind of flattery that *s hardly fair 
Is used, until die truth arrives too late — 

Yet what can people do, except despair ? 

The same things change their names at such a rate ; 
For instance — passion in a lover *s glorious, 

But in a husband is pronounced uxorious. 

VII. 

Men grow ashamed of being so very fond ; 

They sometimes also get a little tired, 

(But tliat, of course, is rare,) and then despond : 

The same things cannot always be admired, 

Yet *t is “ so nominated in the liond,’* 

That both are tied till one shall have expired. 

Sad thought! to lose the spouse that %vas adorning 
Our days, and put one*s servants into mourning. 

• VIII. 

There ’s doubtless something in domestic doings 
Which forms, in fact, true lover’s antithesis ; 
Romances paint at full length people’s wooings, 

But only give a bust of marriages ; 

For no one cares for matrimonial cooings, 

There ’s nothing wrong in a connubial kiss : 

Think you, if Laura had been Petrarch’s wife, 

He would have written sonnets all his life ? 

IX. 

All tragedies arc (iiiish’d by a death, 

All comedies are ended by a marriage •, 

The future states of both are left to faith, 

For atithors fear description might disparage 
The worlds to come of botli, or fell beneatli, 

And then both worlds would punish their miscarriage, 
So leaving each their priest and prayer-book ready, 

They say no more of Death or of the Lady. 

X. 

The only iwo tliat in my recollection 
Have sung of heaven and bell, or marriage, are 
Dante and Milton, and of both the affection 
Was hapless in their nuptials, ftfr some bar 
Of fault or temper ruin’d the connexion,— 

(Such things, in fact, it do n’t ask much to mar ;) 

But Dante’s Beatrice and Milton’s Eve 
Were not drawn from their spouses, you conceive. 

XI. 

Some persons say that Dante meant theology 
By Beatrice, and not a mistr^ — I 
Although my opinion may require apdogy, 

Deem this a commentator’s phantasy, 

Unless indeed it was from his own knowledge he 
Decided thus, and ahow’d good reason why ; 

! think that Dante’s more abstruse ecstatiea 
Meant to personify the mathematics. 


atit, 

[Haidee and loan were not marridd» bat 
The fault was theirs, not mine: it is not &k, 
Chaste reader, then, in any way to pot 
The blame on me, unless you wish they were ; 
Then, if you ’d ^ve them wedded, please to shut 
The book which treats of this erroneous pair, 
Before the consequences grow too awflil— 

I ’T is dangerous to read of loves unlawful. 

xm. 

Yet they were happy,— happy in the illicit 
Indulgence of their iimooont desires ; 

But, more imprudent grown with every visit, 

Haidee forgot the island was her sire’s ; 

When we have what we like, ’t is hard to miss it 
At least in tlie beginning, ere one tires ; 

Thus she came ofh-.p . not a moment losing. 

Whilst her piratical papa was cruising. 

XIV. 

Let not his mode of raising cash seem strange, 
Although he fleeced the flags of every nation, 

For into a prime minister but change 
His title, and ’t is notliing but taxation 
Bui he, more modest, took an humbler range 
Of life, and in an horiester vocation 
Pursued o’er the high seas his watery journey, 

And merely practised as a sea-attorney. 

XV. 

The good old gentleman had been detain’d 
By winds and waves, and some important captures; 
And, in llie hope of more, at sea remain’d, 

Although a s(]uall or two had damped his raptures 
By swam[)ing one of tlie prizes ; he had chain’d 
His prisoners, dividing thorn like cliapters, 

In number’d lots ; tliey all had cuffs and collars, 

And averaged each from ten to a hundred dollars. 

xvr. 

Some he disposed of off Gape Matapan, 

Among his friends the Mainots ; some he sold 
To his Tunis itiorn^spontlents, save oiio man 
Toss’d overboard unsaleable, (being old ;) 

The rest — save here and there some richer one, 
Reservotl for future ran.som in the hold,— 

Were link’d alike; as for tlie <>‘ommon people, ho 
Had a large order from the Dey of Tripoli. 

XVII. 

The merchandise was served in the some way, 

Pieced out for different mai'ts in the Levant, 

Except some certain portions of the prey, 

Light classic articles of female want, 

French stuffs, lace, tweezers, tooUipicks, teapot tray. 
Guitars and castanets from Alicant, 

AU which selected from the spoil he gathers, 

Robb'd for his daughter by the best of fathers. 

XVHI. 

A monkey, a Dutch mastiflT, a raackaw, 

Two parrots, with a Persian cat and kittens, 

Ho chose from several animals he saw — 

A terrier too, which once had been a Briton’s, 

Who dying on the coast of Ithaca, 

The peasants gave the poor dumb thing a pittance ; 
Those to secure in this strong blowing weather, 

He cagfxl in one huge hamper altogether. 

I XIX, 

Then having settled his marine affairs, 

Despatching single cruisers here and there. 

His vessel having need of some repairs, 

He shaped his course to where his daughter fair 
Continued still her hospitable cares ; 

But that part of the coast being shoal and hare, 

And rough with reofo which ran out many a mile, 

His port lay on the other side o’ th<\isle. 
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«xu 

And ba 

Haidng IP» iHiitom^ioiita nr quaisiitaie 
To ask him aw^cwird quesUoiHi oa^ way 
About ^tlmeiaiiil plnea ndiora he had been; 

He left his ship to he Imve dovni neat day, 

With oidets to the |ieople to careen ; 

So that all hands were bosy beyond measure, 

In getting out goods, ballast, guns, and treasure. 

XJKl. 

Arriving at the sumisffli' a hill 
Whidi overlook’d the white walls of bis home, 

He 8 topp’d.*««What singular emotions fill 
Their bosoms who have been induced to roam! 

With fluttering doubts if all be well or ill— 

With love for many, and with fears for some ; 

All feelings which o’erleap the Years long lost. 

And bring our hearts badt to dmir fitarting*pQBt. 

XX1|. 

The approach of home to husbands and to sires. 

After long travelling by land or water, 

Most naturally some small doubt inspires — 

A female fkmily ’s a serious matter ; 

(None trusts the sex more, or so much admires 
But they hate flattery, so 1 never.flatter;) 

Wives in their husbands’ absences prow subtler, 

And daughters sometimes nm ofl* with the butler. 

xxin. 

An honest gentleman at his return 
May not have the good fortune of Ulysses : 

Not all lone matrons for their husbands mourn, 

Or show the same dislike to suitors' kisses ; 

The odds sre that he finds a handsome um 
To his memory, and two or three young misses 
Bom to some friend, who holds his wife and riches, 
And that his argus bites him by — the breedies. 

XXIV. 

If single, probaUy his plighted fair 
Has in lus absence wedded some ricli miser; 

But all the better, for the happy pair 
May quarrel, and tho lady growing wiser, 

He may resume his amatory care 
As cavalier servente, or despise her ; 

And, tliat his sorrow may not bo a dumb one, 

Write odes on the inconstancy of woman. 

XXV. 

And oh! ye gentlemen who have already 
Some chaste Itoison of the kind—* I mean 
An honest friendship with a married lady^^ 

The only thing of this sort over seen 
To last>^»of all connexions the most steady 
And the true Hymen, (the first ’s but a screen)- 
Yet for all that keep not too long away ; 

I ’ve known the absent wrong’d four times a^day. 

XXVI. 

Lambro, our 8 ea*solicltor, who had 
Much less experience of dry land than ocean, 

On seeing his own chimney smoke, felt glad ; 

But ru>t knowing metaphysics, had no noticm <, 3 ^ 

Of the true reason of his not being sad. 

Or that of say other strong emotion ; 

He loved bis child, and would have Wjspt the low of her, 
But knew the cause no nuire than a philosopher. 


XXTIIl. 

AikI as toe spot yidlmre 

Surprised at toesemiwoptisi ' 

He hears-<-alas ! no music of toe ttherwi 
But an unhaUow’d, earthly totmu offiddHnf ! 

A melody which maib him doitot his ears, 

The cause beiogpast his guessing or uuidtoinig; 

A pipe too and a mum, and, shortly afler, 

A most unoriental roar of laughtor. 

xxxx. 

And still more nearly to toe place advancing, 
Descending rather quickly toe declivity, 

Thro* toe waved branches, o’er the greensward glancing, 
’Midst other indications of festivity 
Seeing a troop of bis domestics dancing 
Like dervises, who turn as on a pivot, he 
Perceived it was the Pyrrhic dance so martial, 

To which the Levantines are very partial. 

XXX. 

And further on a group of Grecian girls, 

The first and tallest her white kwtoiof waving, 

Were strung togetlier like a row of pearls ; 

lank d hand in hand, and dancing ; each too having 
Down her white neck long floating auburn curls~- 
(The k^ast of wtoich would set ten poets raving,) 

Their leader sang>->and hounded to her song, 

With coral step and voice, the virgin throng. 

XXXI. 

And here, assembled cross-legg’d roimd tlieir trays. 
Small social parties just begun to dine ; 

Pilaus and meats of all sorts met tho gaze, 

And flasks of Samian and of Chian wine. 

And sherbet coding in toe porous vase ; 

Al>ove them their desert grew on its vine, 

The orange and pomegranate, nodding o’er, 

Dropp’d in their laps, scarce pluck’d, their mellow store. 

xxxn. 

A band of children, round a snow-white ram, 

There wreathe his venerable lioms wito flowers ; 
While peaceful as if still an un wean’d lamb. 

The patriarch of the flock all gently cowers 
His sober head majestically tamo. 

Or eats from out the palm, or playful lowers 
His brow os if in act to butt, and then, 

Yielding to their small hands, draws back again. 

XXXIII. 

Their classical profiles, and glittering dresses, 

Their large black eyes, and sofi. seraphic cheeks, 
Irimson as cleft pomegranates, their long tresses, 

The gesture which endiants, the eye that speaks, 

The innocence which lia]q)y childhood blesses, 

Made quite a picture of these little Greeks ; 

So that the philosophical beholder 

Sigh’d for their sakes — that they should e’er grow older 

XXXIV. 

Afar, a dwarf buffoon stood telling toles 
To a sedate gray circle of old smdlcers, 

Of secret treasures fbiuid in hidden vales, 

Of wwiderful replhs from Arab jokers, 

Of charms to make good gold and cure bad aib, 

Of rocks bewitched that open to toe knockers, 

Of magic ladies, who, by one sole act, 

Transfcvm’d their lords to beasts, (but that *t a fact.) 


xxvii. 

He saw his white walls shining in toe sun, 

His garden trees all shadowy and green ; 

He heard his rivulet’s light bubbling run, 

The distant dog-bark ; and perceived between 
The umbrage of toe wood, so cool and dun, , 
Tho moving figures and the sparkling toesn ‘i* 
Of arms, (i% toe East >11 ar<a,) and varioM dyes 
(XMkllM lIrbs MWigluasbatterflies. 


XXXV 

Here was no lack of innocent diversion 
For the imagination or the senses, 

Song, dance, wine, music, stories from toe Persian, 
All pretty pastime in which no oflence is ; 

But Lambro saw all these totngs wito aversion, 
Perceiving W his absence such expenses, 
Dreading that climax of aH human iib, 

The inflammation of his weekly bilb. 





Ah1 whfttif men? 

The hf^^fptem fboftib tmn$A» dkum^ 

A day of g^d (ram eiiii an age of iron 
la alt iiint^li&all6«r« the hxidneit ainaer ; 
Pleasure (whenever aho akiga, at leant) *a a auen, 
That lur^ to Hay aiiee the young beginner; 
Lambro’s reception at his people’s banquet 
Was such a« fire acooids to a wet Uanket. 


XLMV. 

These raacak^ baini new 

Th^ thus addroa^d-HUid hmiMn 
And o’er hie eye a m oinentary f^pein 
Pass’d, but he strove quite oomteoiia^ to 
|*The expression, and, endeavouring to aemma 
His smUe, loquestod one of them to tolt 
The name and quality of his new patrcai. 

Who seem’d to liave tam’d Haideo into a mnkiom 


xxzrii. 

He— being a man who seldom used a word 
Too much, and wishing gladly to surprise 
(In general be surprised men with the swoid) 

His dadg^tcoftr-had not sent before to advise 
Of his arrival, so that no tme stirr’d ; 

And long be paused to reassure his eyes, 

In fact mt^ more astonish’d than delighted 
I'o find so much good company invited. 

XXXVIII. 

He did not know— (alas ! how men will lie)— 
That a report— (especially the Greeks)— 
Avouch’d his death, (such people never die,) 

And put his house in mourning several weeks. 
But now their eyes and also lips were diy ; 

Tike bloom too had retiun’d to Haidee’s cheeks ; 
Her tears too being return’d into their fount, 

She now kept house upon her own account. 


XL1 

“ I know not,” quoth ^ fetionippMl Iio or what 
He is, nor whence he came— aad little care ; 

But this I know, that this roast capon ’s fill, 

And that good wine ne’er wash’d down better fare 
And if you are not satisfied with that, 

Direct your questions to my neighbour there ; 

Ho ’ll answer all for better or tor worse, 

For none likes more to hear himself converse.” ’ 

XXVI. 

1 said that Lombro was a man of patience, 

And certainly he show’d the best of breeding, 
Which scarce even France, the paragon of nationa 
E’er saw her most polite of sons exceeding; 

He bore these sneers against his near relations, 

His own anxiety, his heart too bleeding, 

The insults too of every servile glutton, 

Who all the time were eating up his mutton. 


xxxrx. 

Hence all this rice, meat, dancing, wine, and fiddling, 
Which turn’d the isle into a place of pleasure; 

The servants all were getting drunk or idling, 

A life which made them happy beyond measure. 
Her father’s hospitality seem’d middling, 

Compared with what Haideo did with his treasure ; 
*'r was wonderful how tilings went on iin|noving, 
While she had not one hour to spare from loving. 

• XL. 

Perhaps you think, in stumbling on this feast 
He flew into a passion, and in fact 
There was no mighty reason to be pleased ; 

Perhaps you prophesy some sudden act, 

The whip, the rock, or dungeon at the least, 

To teach his people to bo more exact, 

And that, proceeding at a very high rate, 

He show’d the royal penchantn of a pirate. 


XXVII. 

Now in a person used to much command— 

To bid men come, and go, and come again— 
To see his orders done too out of hand— 

Whether the word was death, or but the chain— 
X may seem strange to find his manneni bland ; 

Yet such things are, which I cannot explain, 
Though doubtless he who can command himself 
s good to govern — almost as a Guelf. 

xxvni. 

Not that he was not sometimes rash or so, 

But never in his real and serious mood ; 

Then calm, concentrated, and still, and slow, 

He lay coil’d like the boa in the wood ; 

With him it never was a word and blow. 

His angry word once o’er, he ^ed no blood, 

But in his silence there was much to rue. 

And his one blow left little work for two. 


XLI. 

You ’re wrong, — He was the mildest manner’dman 
That over scuttled ship or cut a throat ; 

With such true breeding of a gentleman, 

You never eouki divine his real thought ; 

No courtier oooW, and scarcely woman can 
Gird more deceit within a petticoat ; 

Pity he loved adventurous life’s variety, 

He was so great a loss to good society. 


XXIX. 

He ask’d no further questions, and proceeded 
On to the house, but by a private way, 

So that the few who met him hardly be^ed, 

So little they expected him that day ; 

[f love paternal in his bosom pleaded 
For Haidee’s sake, is more than 1 can say, 
But certainly to one, deem’d dead, returning. 
This revel seem’d a curious mode of mouming. 


XXII. 

Advancing to the nearest dinner-tray. 

Tapping the shoulder of the nighest guest, 

With a peculiar smile, whidi, by the way, 

Boded no good, whatever it eiprdss’d. 

He ask’d the meaning of tliis holiday? 

The vinous. Greek to whom he had address’d 
His question, muoh too merry to divine 
The questioner* fiUM Up a glass of wine, 
xuii. 

And, without turning hit faoetiQUB head, 

Over his shoulder, with a Bacchant air, 

Presented tlie o’erfiowtng cup, and said, 

, “ Talking ’s dry work, I have no time to spare.” 

A second hiecup’d, Our old master ’s de^ 

You ’d better ask our mtstrem, who ’s fais heir.” 

Our mistretor-«qtiotoa third: ”Owmite|)Otol*--foeli 
You mean one nmstor-riiot the old, but new*’ 


X. 

If all the dead could now return to Ufo, 

(Which God forbid 1) or some, or a gnat nuy; 
For instance, if a husband or his wifo, 

(Nto>tial examples are as good as any,) 

No doubt whate’er might be their former stiifi», 

The present weather would be much more ratoy^ 
'ears shed into the grave of the connexion 
Would share most probably its resurrection. 

XI, 

He enter’d in the house, no soore hts home, 

A thing to human feelings the most trying, 

And harder for the heart to overcome 
Perhaps, than even the mental pangs of dying ; 

To find our hearthstone turn’d into a tomb. 

And round its once warm precin^ pole^ lying 
i The ashes of our hopes, is a deep grief, 

3eyond a single genttonmn’e belief ^ 





Lit* 

He miter’d in the iienie^li lueme no more, 

For wUhout Heorte diere ii no lidnie---ftiid feh 
The solitude of peeiing hk o«m door 
Without n nptdeonie ; Ihtre be long bed dwiAt, 
There bit few peeeefel d&yt Time bed swept o’er, 
There bis worn bosom m keen ^ would melt 
Over the innoceiiee of tbnt sweet chUd, 

His onk durine of feekm undefiled. 

Jim. . 

He was a man ofa smPi temperament, 

Of mild demeanour thou^ of savage mood, 
Moderate in all his habits, and content 
With temperance in pleasure as in feod, 

Cluick to perceive, and strong to bear, and meant 
For something better, if not wholly good ; 

His country’s wrongs and his despair to save her 
Had stung him feom a slave to an enslaver., 

LIV. 

The love of power, and rapid gain of gold, 

The hardness by long habitude produced, 

The dangerous life in which he had grown old. 

The mercy he had granted oft abused, 

The sights he was aoctistom’d to behold, 

The wild seas snd wild men with whom be cruised, 
Had cost.his enemies a long repentance, 

And made him a good ftiend, but bad acquaintance. /: 

LV. 

But sometliing of the spirit of old Greece 
Plash’d o’er his soul a few heroic rays, 

Such as lit onward to the gdden fleece 
His predecessors in the Colchian days: 

’T is true he had no ardent love for peace ; 

Alas ! his country show’d no path to praise : 

Hate to the world and war with every nation 
He wag’d, in vengeance of her degradation. 

tvi. 

Still o’er his mind the influence oftlie clime 
Shed its Ionian elegance, which show’d 
Its power unconsciously full many a time,-- 
A taste seen in the choice of his abode, 

A love of music and of scenes sublime, 

A pleasure in tlie gentle stream that flow'd 
Past him in crystals, and a joy in flowers, 

Bedew’d his spirit in his calmer hours. 

LVII. 

But whatso’er he had of love, reposed 
On that beloved daughter ; she had been 
The only thing which kept his heart unclosed 
Amidst the savage de^s he had done and seen, 

A lonely pure affection unopposed : 

There wanted but the loss of this to wean 
His feelings from all milk of human kindness, 

And turn him, like the^Oydops, mad with blindness. 

LVin. 

The cubless tigress in her jungle raging 
Is dreadfei to the shepherd and the flock ; 

The ocean when its yeasty war is waging 
Is awfrd to the ves^ near the rock; 

But violent things will sooner bear assuaging^ 
Their fury being spent by its own shock,*— 

Than the stem, si^le, deep, and wdrdlesa ire 
Of a strong human heart, and in a sire. 

Ux, 

It is a hard, although a comrnou case, 

To find our ehildimi nmning restive— they 
In whom our brightest we would vetrsae. 

Our little selves referm’d in finer day ; 

Just as old age ip creeping on apace, 

And obtads ooase o’er the sunset of mtr day, 

They kindly leave us, though not t]hite abne, 

But in good oompaay— 4he goiit and stone. 


x»«. 

Tel a fine family is a (bm thing, 

(Provided th^ don't mm in after d»Mr;) 

’T k beautifel to see a nMlm biittg 
Her children up, (if BWiiiiglliem do n’t thin her*,) 
Like chendM found an eitar*|^eeetl^ 

To the fireside, (a si^t to touch asiimer.) 

A lady with her daughter or her nkees 
Shine like a guinea and eeven sinUiiig pieces. 

LXI, 

Old Lambro pass’d unseen a firivato galS| 

And stood within kk hall stevendde; 

Meantime the lady and her fever sale 
At wassail in their beauty and their pride : 

An ivory inlaid table spread with stmts 
Before them, and fair slaves on every si^ ; 

Gems, gold, and silver, form’d die service mostly, 
Mother-of-pearl and coral the less oosdy. 

Lxn. 

The dinner made about a hundred dkhes ; 

Lamb and pistachio-nuts— in short, all swats, 

And saffron soups, and sweetbreads ; and the fishes 
Were of the ^est that e’er flounc^ in nets, 

Dress’d to a Sybarite’s most pamper’d wishes ; 

The beverage was various sheibeta 
Of raisin, orange, and pomegranate juice, 

Squeezed through the rind, which makes it best for use. 

Lxnr. 

These were ranged round, each in its crystal ewer, 

And fruits and date-bread loaves closed the repast, 
And Mocha’s berry, from Arabia pure. 

In small fine China cups came in at last— 

Gold cups of filigree, made to secure 
The hand from burning, underneath them placed ; 
Cloves, cinnamon, and saffron too, were boil’d 
Up with the coffee, which (I think) they spoil’d. 

LXIV. 

The hangings of the room were tapostiy, made 
Of velvet panels, each of different hue, 

And thick with damask flowers of silk inlaid; 

And round them ran a yellow border too ; 

The upper border, richly wrought, display’d, 
Embroider’d delicately o’er with blue, 

Soft Persian sentences, in lilac letters, 

From poets, or the moralists their betters. 

LXV. 

These oriental writings on the wall, 

Cluite common in those countries, are a kind 
Of monitors, adapted to recall, 

Like skulls at Memphian banquets, to the mind 
The words which shotA Belshazzar in hk hall, 

And took bis kingdom from him.— You will find, 
Though sages may pour out their wisdom’s treasure, 
There is no sterner moralist than pleasure. 

LXVI. 

A beauty at the season’s close grown hectic, 

A genius who has drunk himself to death, 

A rake turn’d methodistic or eclectic— 

(For that’s the nafee they like to pray beneath)— 
But most, an alderman etruck apoplectic, 

Are things that reaUy take away the breath, 

And show that late hours, wine, and love, are able 
To do not much less damage thui the table. 

LXVtf. 

Haidee and Juan carpeted their feet 
On crimson satin, border’d with pale blue ; 

Their sofa occupied three parts comf^ 

Of the apartment— and near’d quite new ; 

The velvet cushions— (for a fiirone more meet) — 

Were sesofet, from whom glewiag centre gmw 
A son embom’d i» gold, whose rays of tSmue, 
Meridifindike, were seen all tight to i 



OiyiCai vui plato awl poroelaiii, 

Had dine their iw«rii af iqileQdoiir, In^ 

And Peniiiicarpeta> the heart bled to eCain, 

Om the ileofa neto apread ; 4^Uee ^ 

And dwarft and Uaalea, and attoh liito tU^ 

_ Their bread aa miiuatoia and iaveiiritea— (that ’a 
To aay, by degradation)--Hniii^led there 
Aa plentiful aa in a court or fau*. 

hxix. 

There was no want of kdfy nurrom, and 
The tablesi mdiarofnhony iidaid 
With nother^f*pml or ivory, atood at band, 

Or word of tortotae-aheU or rare wooda made, 
Fretted with gold or aUver: by command, 

The greater part of theae were ready apread 
With vianda, andaherbeta in ice, and wine— 

Kept for all oomera, at lU houra to dine. 

LZZ. 

Of all the dreaaea I aelect Haidee’a : 

She wore two jelicke— one was of pale yellow ; 

Of azure, pink, and white, waa her chemiae— 

’Neath which her breaat heaved like a little billow ; 
With buttona form’d of pearia aa large aa peaa, 

All gold and crimson shone her jolick’s fellow, 

And the striped white gauze baracan that bound her, 
Like fleecy clouds about the moon, flow’d round her. 

LXXI. 

One large g<dd bracelet clasp’d each lovely arm, 
Lockleas — so pliable from the pure gold 
That the hand stretch’d and shut it without harm, 

The limb which it adorn’d its only mould ; 

So beautiful— its ^ 

And clinging as if^loth to lose its hold, 

The purest ore inclosed the whitest skin 
That e’er by precious metal was held in.* 

• Lxxn. 

Around, as princeas of her father’s land, 

A like gold bar, above her instep roll’d,* 

Announc^ her rank ; twelve rings were on her hand ; 

Her hair waa atarr’d with gems ; her veil’s fine fold 
Below her breaat waa ^en’d with a band 
Of lavish pearls, whose worth could scarce be told ; 
Her orange silk full Turkish trowaera furl’d 
About the prettiest ankle in the world. 

I.XXIXX. 

Her hair’s long auburn waves down to her heel 
Flow’d like ah Alpine torrent which tlio sun 
Dyes with his morning light,— and would conceal 
Her person^ if allow’d at large to run ; 

And st^ they seem resentfully to feel 
The silken hllet’s curb, and aou^t to shun 
Their bonds whene’er some zephyr caught began 
To offer his young pinion aa her fim. 

LXXIV. 

Roimd her she made an atmosphere of life, 

The very air seem’d lifter from her eyes, 

They were ao toft and b^utiful, and rife 
With all we can imagine of the ikiea. 

And pure aa Piyche ere she grew a wifls— 

Too pure even for the purest human ties ; 

Her overpowering preaence made you feel 
It would not be idoiatiy to kneel. 

LXXT. 

Her eyelashes, though dark as night, were tinged, 

(It is the country^ ouatom,) but In vain ; 

For thow> largo black eyes were 80 falacUy fHaged, 

, The glomy rebels mock’d the jetty atain, 

And in their native beauty stood avei^ged : 

Her nails were touch’d with henna ; but again 

for 

Tbay ooiiU act hxik mom roiy than W 


i.xxv<. 

The henna ahould be deeply dyed to make 
The akin relieved appear inom faiiiy 
She had no need of thia— day ne’er will hieak 

On inountain tops more heavaidy white than her : 
The eye might doubt if it were well awake« 

She waa ao like a vision ; I might err, 

But Shakspeare also says H is very silly 
To gild refined gold, or paint die lily.” 

LXXT] 

Juan had on a shawl i^black 
But a white baracan»and ao traoaparent, 

The sparkling gems beneath you might behold. 

Like small stars through the milky way apparent ; 
His turban, furl’d in many a graceful fou. 

An emerald aigrette with Haidee’a hair in *t 
Surmounted as its clasp — a glowing crescent. 

Whose rays shone ever trembling, but incessant. , 

LXXVXII. 

And now they were diverted by tlieir suite, 

Dwarfii, dancing girls, black eunuchs, and a poet, 
Which made their new establishment complete 
The last was of great fame, and liked to show it : 

His verses rarely wanted their due feet— 

And for his theme — he seldom sung below it. 

He being paid to satirize or flatter, 

As the psalm says, '' inditing a go^ matter.” 

LXXIX. 

He praised the present and abused the past, 

Reversing the good custom of old days. 

An eastern anti-jacobin at last 
He turn’d, prrferring pudding to no praise— 

For some few years his lot had been o’orcaat 
By his seeming independent in his lays. 

But now he sung the Sultan and the Pacha, 

With truth like Southey, and with verse like Crtsliaw. 

LXXX. 

He waa a man who had seen many obangea, 

And alwa3r8 changed as true as any needle, 

Hia polar star being one which radier ranges, 

And not the fix’d — he knew the way to wheedle : 

So vile he ’scaped the doom which ott avenges ; 

And being fluent, (save indeed when feo’d ill,) 

He lied with such a fervour of intention— 

There waa no doubt he oam’d his laureate pension. 

LXXXI. 

But he had genius — ^when a turncoat has it 
The vales irritabilis” takes care 
That without notice few full moons shall pass it ; 

Even good men like to make the public stare 
But to my subject— let me see — what was it? 

Oh ! — the third canto— and the pretty pair— 

Their loves, and feasts, and bouse, and dress, and mode 
Of living in their insular abode. 

LXXXII. 

Their poet, a sad trimmer, but no less 
In company a veiy pleasant feOow, 

Had been the favourite of full many a mess 
Of men, and made them speeches when half mellow ; 
And though his meaning they could rarely guess, 

Yet still they deign’d to hiccup or to bdll^ 

The gbrious meed of popular a{^use, 

Of which the first ne’er Imows the seco^ cause. 

LXXXXH. 

But now being lifted into high sodwty, 

And having pick’d up several odds and end 
Of free thoughts in his travels, for varied, 

He deem’d, beiim in a lone iile among friends, 

That without any cunger of a riot, he 
Might for long lying moke bimselT aim^ I 
And, singing as he 

Agree to a mort ermisBite with trufhr 



ijcktirr. 


HiUtrBNV4'^MW<iwjkal*>TMi,aiid Viuim, 
And k&avr 
Aai, 

Hiid i fliiift it igi^idly upon aiMit ooemumm-^ 

Which got biamihw M«Hi oniMBie Unaks. 

He Ttficd MOildh hte adi^ 

To ** do at Eonio ii lltHttiBi dOf** € piece 
Of eondoot ivos mikk^hb vhttned in Greece. 


Tfaiiei omfipi ’whenyiiiHi tek^d to ekig, 

He gate thedlitoeiitnatiaiie national ; 

’T waa all the lame to htiiH-" God eate 3hs King,’* 
Or ** aoooiiding to the toahion all ; 

Hie mine made inoremeiit of any thing, 

From the hi^ lyrical to the km rational : 

If Pindar rang Waeracei, what ahould hinder 
Himeelf fiem being aa plid^le aa Pindar? 

LXTXVU 

In France, ibr instance, he would write a chanson ; 

In England, a eix-canto quarto tale ; 

In Spain, he ’d make a ballad or romance on 
The lain war--much the same in Portugal ; 

Ih Germany, the Pegasus he M prance on 
Would be ok) Goethe’s— (see what says de Stael ;) 
In Italy, he ’d ape the “ Trecentisti 
In Greece, he M sing some sort of hymn like this t’ ye. 

The isles of Greece ! the isles of Greece I 
Where burning Sappho loved and sung, — 
Where grew the arts of war and peace,— 
Where Delos rose and Phmbus sprung ! 
Eternal summer gilds them yet, 

But all, except their sun, is set 

The ScUn and the Tqian muse, 

The hero’s harp, the lover’s lute, 

Have found the &me your shores refuse; 

Their place of birth alone is mute 
To sounds which echo forther west 
Than your sires’ ** IslandB of the Bless’d.” 

The mountains look on Marathon— 

And Marathon looks on the sea; 

And musing there an hour alone, 

1 dream’d that Greece might still be free; 

For, standing on the Persians’ grave, 

I cmild not deem myself a slave. 

A king sate on the rocky brow 
Which looks o’er sea-bom Salamis ; 

And ships, by thousands, lay below. 

And men in nations all were his ! 

He counted them at break of day— 

And Isbell the sun set, where were they 7 

And where are they? and where art thou, 

My country? On thy voiceless shore 
The heroic lay is tuneless now — 

The heroic bosom beats no more I 
And must thy lyre, so long divine, 

Degenerate into hands like mine? 

’Tis sooMthhig, in the dearth of fome, 

Thou|^ liidc’d among afetter’d race, 

To foel at least a patriot’s shame, 

Even as I sing, sufruse my face ; 

For what is left the poet here? 

For Greeks al9)mA»-«for Greece a tear. 


Moat 10S but weep o’er days mere bbWd? 
' Must iwbto blush?— Our fothera bled. 

^ oqt % 

•. W the dime hundred grant but three, 

‘ s m ne^Themiopyhs. 


What, sileiit stHl? wMdmi aH ? 

Ahl 

Sound •te'ttdlrtani'.toif^ ^ 

And answer, **Let sM lwi^g hsidi . 

But cm ariM,— wm oome, sm nonm 1*^ . 

’T w bmtfae livmg whuam dmib. 

In vain— in slr^dtdit^ dhiM; ^ 

Fin high die ct^ wi^ dfamiah Fhie!' 

Leave battles to foe Turida^ hordes^, 
duad shed the blood of Scio’s vine t 
Hark ! rising to foe ignoble call— 

How answers each b^ bacchanal ! 

You have foe Pyrrhic daneO as yet, 

Where is foe Pyrrhic {foalanz gone ? * 

Of two such lessons, why forget 
The nobler and foe nmiilier one? 

You hare foe letters Cadmus gave— 

Think ye he meant them for a slave ? 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ! 

We will not think of themes like these! 

It made Anacreon’s song divine : 

He served — ^but served Polycratee— 

A tyrant ; but our masters then 
Were still, at least, our countrymen. 

The tyrant or the Chersonese 
Was freedom’s best and bravest friend ; 

That tyrant was Miltiades ! 

Oh ! that the present hour would lend 
Another despot of the kind ! 

Such chains as his were sure to bind. 

Fill high the bowl with Samian wine ’ 

On Suli’s rock, and Parga’s shore, 

Exists foe remnant of a line 
Such as the Doric mothers bore ; 

And there, perhaps, some seed is sown. 

The Horacleidan blood might own. 

Trust not for freedom to foe Franks — 

They have a king who bttys and sells. 

In native swords, and native ranks, 

The only hope of courage dwells ; 

But Turkifo force, and I.atin fraud, 

Would break your shield, however broad. 

Fill high foe bowl with Samian wine ! 

Our virgins dance beneath foe shade — 

I see their glorious black eyes shine ; 

But, gazing on each glowing maid, 

My own foe burning tear-drop laves, 

To think such breasts must suckle slaves. 

Place me on Sunium’a marbled steep — 

Where nothing, save foe waves and I, 

May hear our mutual murmurs sweep ; 

There, swan-liko, let me sing and die : 

A land of alaves s^^ali ne’er be mine— 

Dash down yon cup of Samian wine ! 

JLXXXVU. 

Thus sung, or would, or could, or should have sung, 
The m^em Greek, in tolerable verse ; 

If not like Orpheus quite, when Greece was young, 
Yet in these times he might have done much wome 
His strain display’d somo ming— right or wrong ; 

And feeling, in a poet, is foe source 
Of others’ feeUng ; but they are such liars, 

And take all colours— like the hands of dyers. 

Lxxxvni. 

But words are fotngs, and q small drop of ink 
Falling like dew upon a foought, produces 
That wmch makes thousands, perhaps mEioiis, think 
’T is strange, foe riiortest letter which mah uses, 
Instead of ifmerii, may forfo a lasting link 
Of ages; to what stmts did Time reduces 
Frail man, when papetw-evcih a rag like this, 
Survives himself, his tomb, am all Stat *■ hli 



Lxnax, 

And whon his hones tre dost, bis ^ve a blank, 

His station, generation, even bis nation, 

Become a thing, or ncithing, save to razik 
In chronological commemoration, 

Some dull MS. oblivlori long Has sank, 

Or graven stone found in a barrack’s station, 

In digging the foundation of a closet, 

May turn his name up as a rare deposit. 

xc. 

And glory long has made the sages smile ; 

’T is something, nothing, words, illusion, wind— 
Dependiiij^ore upon the historian’s style 
Than on the name a person leaves behind : 

Troy owes to Homer what* whist owes to Hoyle ; 

The present century was growing blind 
7'o the great Marlborough’s skill in giving knocks, 
Until his late Life by Archdeacon Coxe. 

xci. 

Milton’s the prince (^f poets — ^so we say ; 

A little lioavy, but no less divine ; 

An independent being in his day — 

Learn’d, piotis, temperate in love and wine ; 

But his life falling into Johnson’s way, 

We ’re told this great high priest of all the Nine 
Was whipl at college — a harsh sire — odd spouse, 

For the hrst Mrs. Milton left his house. 

xerr. 

•All these are, errors, onteriaining facts, 

Like Shakspi'are’s stealing d(;cr, Lord Bacon’s bribes 
Like Titus’ youth, and Cjiisar’s earliest acts ; 

Like Burns, (whom Doctor Currie well describes :) 
Like (’roinwell’s pranks hut although truth e.\acts 
These amiable clescri[>tion.s from ti»e scribes, 

As most essential to their hero’s story, 

They do not much contribute to his glory, 

* xcirr. 

All are not moralist.'? like 8oiU!iey, wht-n 
Ho firated to t)ie world of “ I’urUisocracy 
Or Wordswortli uucxcised, unliircd, w)k) then 
Season’d hi.s [>c(ilar poems with dentocrucy ; 

Or Coleridge, long Ix^bro his flighty pen 
Let to the Morning Post its aristocracy ; 

When he and Southey, following tlie same path, 
Espoused two partner.^, (milliners of Bath.) 

xciv. 

Such names at present cm a convict figure, 

The ver}^ Botany Bay in moral geography; 

Their loyal treason, renegado vigour, 

Are good manure for tlieir more bare biography. 
Wordsworth’s last quarto, by the way, is bigger 
7’han any .since llie birthday of typography ; 

A clumsy frowzy poem, call’d the Excursion ” 

Writ in a manner which is rny aver.sion. 

xcv. 

He there builds up a formidable dyko 
Between his owm and others’ intellect ; 

But Wordsworth’s poem, and hi.s followers, like 
Joanna Southcote’s Shiloh and her sect. 

Are things which in this century do n’t strike 
The public mind, so few are the elect ; 

And the new births of both their stale virginities 
Have proved but drqisies taken for divinities. 

xcvi. 

But lot me to my story: I must own, 

If 1 have any fault, it is digression ; 

Leaving my people to proceed alone, 

* White 1 solilo<iuii!e beyond expression ; 

But these are roy addres.ses from the tfirone, 

Which pot ofli’ business to the ensuing sessicn : 
Forgetting each omission is a loss to 
The world, not quite so great as Ariosto. 

3 R 


xmit, 

1 know that vdtaA our «till 

(We ’ve not so good a wardi but bi»« foil mtg 
In that complete porfedtioii whiidkimstirea 
All epic l^b Soutbey every iqiru^)^ 

Form not the true temptation whi^ allttret 
The reader ; but ’t wottld not be hard to bring 
Some fine examples of the dpqpde, 

To prove its grand ingredient is ennui. 

, xeynu^l 

We learn from Horace, Homer sometimes sleeps 
Wo feel without bimf Wordsworth sometimes waheSy 
To show with what cornplacioncy he crcejis, 

With his dear “ around his lakes; 

He wish(*.s fir “ a boat” to sail the deeps— 

Of ocean ?— no, of air ; and tlien ho makes 
Another outcry for ” a little boat,” 

And drivels seas to set it wtdl afloat. 

XCIX. 

If lie must fain sweep o’er the ethereal plain, 

And Pegasus runs restive in his wagon,” 

Could he not beg tlie loan of Charles’s wain? 

Or pray Mt*dea for a single dragon ? 

Or if, too classic for his vulgar brain, 

Ho fear’d his neck to venture such a nag on, 

And he must needs mount nearer tc> the moon, 

Could not the blockhead ask for a balkKin? 

c. 

“ Pedlars,” and “ boats,” and “ ^vagon.s!” Oh ! ye shades 
Of Pope anti Drvflen, are we corno to this? 

That trash of sucli sort not alone evades 
Contempt, but bum the bathos’ vast abyss 
Floats scurn-like uppermost, and these Jack Cades 
Of sense and .song above your graves may hiss— 

7’he “ little luxituiaii” and his “ Peter Bell” 

Can sneer at him who drew ” Achitophel !” 

Cl. 

7” our t»!c. — 7’l:o f iist wns over, IIjc slaves gone, 

7’he dwaids and dancing girls had all retired; 

The Arab lore and jto' t’s song were* done, 

And every sound of rov(‘bT expired; 

7’ja* la<ly and her lover, lefr aloniJ, 

7’l)e rosy flood of twilight sky admired 
Av« Maria! oVr tlic oarfb and sea, 

That lioavenliest Imur of Heaven is worthiest thee! 

Cll. 

Avc Maria! blessed bo tht‘ hour! 

77uj tinu5, the clime, the spot, where I so oil 
lave, fell that moment in its fullest power 
Sink o’er the earth so beautiful and soft, 

While .sw'ung tlie deep bell in iho distant tower, 

Or tlio faint dying day-hymn str>lo aloft, 

And not a breath crept through tin; rosy air, 

And yet the fore.'^t leave'? seem stirr’d with prayer. 

cm. 

Avc Maria! ’lis the hour of prayer! 

Avo Maria ! ’t is tlie hour of love ! 

Ave Maria ! may our spirits dare 
Look up to tliine and to thy Son’s above ! 

Avo Maria! oh that face so fair ! 

Tho.?o tlowncast eyes beneath the almighty dovo— 
Wliat though ’t. i.s but a pictured image strike — 

7’hat painting is no idol, ’tis too like, 

CIV. 

Some kinder casuists are pleased to say, 

In nameless print — that I have no devotion ; 

But set those persons down with me to pray, 

And you shall see who has the propeirest notiim 
Of getting into heaven the shortest way ; 

My altars are the mountains and the ocean, 

Eartli, air, stars, — all that springs from the great whafoy 
Who hath produced, and will rccoife the soul. 



rf Hi, 

lUraw^’f inaBwoKitj ^wd, 
Eootedwbm oQw ^ Adttw wave flow’d < 


wbish Boccaccio’, low 
AM Dtydetfs lay ittade haimted ground to me, 
Ho'w Vmve X lovM the twilight hour and thee! 


CTI. • 

The ghriU cicalaB, peof^ of the pine, 

Making their Bummer lives oof ceaseless song, 
Were the sole echoes, save my steed’s and mine, 
And vesper-bell’s that rose the boughs along; 

The spectre huntsman of Onesti’s line, 

His hell-dogs, and their chase, and the fair throng, 
Which learn’d from this example not to fly 
From a true lover, shadow’d my mind’s eye. 


evil. 

Oh Hesperus thou bringest all good things — 
Home to the weary, to the hungry cheer, 

To the young bird the parent’s brooding wings. 
The welcome stall to the o’erlabour’d steer ; 
Whate’er of peace about our hearthstone clings, 
Whate’er our household gods protect of dear, 

Are gather’d round us by thy look of rest ; 

Thou bring’st the cliild, too, to the mother’s breast. 


CVIII. 

S<rfl hour ! ® which wakes the wish and melts the heart 
Of those who sail the seas, on the first day 
When they from their sweet friends arc torn apart ; 

Or fills with love the pilgrim on his way, 

As the far bell of vesper makes him start, 

Seeming to weep the dying day’s decay ; 

Is this a fancy which our reason scorns ? 

Ah ! surely nothing dies but something mourns ! 


cix. 

When Nero perish’d by the justest doom 
Which ever the destroyer yet destroy’d 
Amid the roar of liberated Rome, 

Of nations freed, and the world overjoy’d, 

Some hands unseen strew’d flowers upon his tomb 
Perhaps the weakness of a heart not void 
Of feeling for some kindness done, when power 
Had left the wretch an uncorrupted hour- 


ex. 

But 1 ’m digressing : what on earth has Nero, 

Or any such like sovereign buffoons, 

To do with the transactions of my hero, 

More than such madmen’s fellow-man — the moon’s 1 
Sure my invention must be down at zero, 

And I grown one of many wooden spoons” 

Of verse, (the name with which we Cantabs please 
To dub the last of honours in degrees.) 

CXI. 

I feel this tediousness will never do— 

’T is being too epic, and 1 must cut down 
(In copying) this long canto into two : 

They ’ll never find it out, unless I own 
The fact, excepting some experienced few ; 

And then as an improvement *t will bo shown : 

I *11 prove that such the opinion of the critic is, 

From Aristotle possiTfi.— ^ee Qoivnsvp. 


♦♦♦♦♦♦ 


CANTO IV. 


1. 

Nothing so difficult as a beginning 
In poesy, unless perhaps the end : 

For oflentimes wheii Pegasus seems winning 
The race, he sprains a wing, and down wdtend, 
Like Lucifer when hurl’d from heaven for sinning ; 

Our sin the same, and hard as his to mend, 
Being pride, which leads the mind to soar too far, 
Till our own weakness shows us what we are. 


II. 

But time, which brings all beings to their level, 

And sharp adversity, will teach at last 
Man, — and, as we would hope, — ^perhaps the devil, 
That neither of their intellects are vast: 

While youth’s hot wishes in our red veins revel, 

We know not tliis — the blood flows on loo fast ; 
But as tlie torrent widens towards the ocean, 

We pander deeply on each past emotion. 

III. 

As boy, I thought myself a clover fellow, 

And wish’d that others held the same opinion : 
They t(X)k it up when rny days grew more mellow, 
And other minds acknowledged my dominion : 
Now iny sere fancy “ falls into the yellow 
l.eaf,” and imagination droops her pinion, 

And the sad truth which hovers o’er my desk 
Turns what was once romantic to burlesque. 

IV. 

And if I laugh at any mortal thing, 

’T is that I may not weep ; and if T weep, 

’T is that our nature cannot always bring 
Itself to apathy, whicli we must steep 
First in the icy depths of Lethe’s spring, 

Plro what we least wish to behold will sleep ; 
Thetis baptized her mortal son in Htyx ; 

A mortal mother would on Lethe fix. 


V. 

Some have accused me of a strange design 
Against the creed and morals of the land, 

And trace it in this poem every line : 

I do n’t protend fhat I quite understand 
My own meaning when I would be very fine ; 

But the fact is that 1 have nothing plann’d, 

Unless it was to be a moment merry, 

A novel word in my vocabulary. 

VI, 

To the kind reader of our sober clime 
This way of writing will appear exotic; 

Pulci was sire of tlio half-serious rhyme, 

Who sung when clAvalry was more Ctuixotic, 

And revell’d in tlie fancies of the time, 

True knights, chaste domes, huge giants, kingsdespodc 
But all these, save the last, being obsolete, 

1 chose a modem subject as more meet. 

TII. 

How I have treated it, 1 do not }mow— 

Perhaps no better than they have treated me 
Who have imputed such designs as show, 

Not what they saw, but what they wish’d to see ; 

But if it gives tliom pleasure, be it so, — 

This is a liberal age, and thoughts are fees: 
Meantime Apollo pluc^ me by ue ear, 

And tells me to resume my story here. 



Cahto XV, 


wax hfilf; 


rm. 

Young Juan axiil hi8lady*lovo were left 
To their own heart’s most sweet society ; 

Even Time the pitiless in sorrow cleft 
With his rude scythe such gentle bosoms ; he 
Sigh’d to behold them of their hours bereft, 

Though foe to love ; and yet they could not be 
I Meant to grow old, but die in happy spring, 

XBefore one charm or hope had taken wing. 

* IX. 

Their faces were not made for wrinkles, their 
Pure blood to stagnate, their great hearts to fail; 
The blank {g*ay was not made to blast their hair, 

But, like the climes that know nor snow nor hail, 
They were all summer ; lightning might assail 
And shiver them to ashes, but to trail 
A long and snako-like life of dull decay 
Was not for them — they had too little clay. 

X. 

They were alone once more ; for them to be 
Thus was another Eden ; tliey were never 
Weary, unless when separate : the tree 
C^ut from its forest r(K)t of years — the river 
DanimVi from its fountain — tho child from the knee 
breast maternal wean’d at once for ever. 

Would wither less than those two torn apart; 

Alas ! there is no instinct like liie heart — 

XT. 

The heart — which may be broken : happy they ! 

Tliriee fortunate ! who, of that fragile mould, 

The precious porcelain of human clay, 

Break with the (irst fall : they can ne’er behold 
The long year link’d with heavy day on day, 

And all which must be borne, and never told ; 

Wliile life’s strange principle will often lie 
Deepest in those who long tho most to die, 

■ 

xir. 

“ Whom the gods love die young,” was said of yore,* 
And many deaths do they escape by this: 

The death of friends, and, that which slays even more — 
The death of frienship, love, youth, all that is, 
Except mere breath ; and siner; the silent shore 
Awaits at. last even those whom longest miss 
Th(i old archer’s shafts, perha[)s th«i early grave 
Vv hich men weep over may he meant to save. 

XIIT. 

Haidee and Juan thought not of the dead ; 

The heavens, and earth, and air, seem’d made for them 
They found no fault with time, save that he lied ; 

They saw not in themselves aught to condemn: 

Each was the other’s mirror, and but read 
Joy sparkling in their dark eyes like a gem, 

And knew such brightness was but the reflection 
Of tlieir exchanging glances of uflbetion. 

XIV. 

The gentle pressure, and the thrilling touch, 

The least glance better understood tlian words, 

Which still said all, and ne’er could say too much ; 

A language, too, but like to that of birds, 

Known but to them, at least apjjearing such 
As but to lovers a true sense affords ; 

^weet playful phrases, which would seem absurd 
To those who have ceased to hear such, or ne’er heard : 


• xvt. 

Moons dianglng had roll’d on, and changelaw ftmiMl 
Those their bright rise had lighted to aoch joyi 
As rarely they beheld throughout their round : 

And these were not of the vain kind whid) doyt; 
For theirs were buoyant spirits, never bound 
By flic more senses ; and that which destroy! 

Most love, possession, unto them appear’d 
A thing which each endearment more endear’d. 

• XVII. 

Oh beautiful ! and rare as beautiful ! 

But theirs was love in Vhich the mind delight! 

To lose itself, when the whole world grows dull, 

And wc are sick of its hack sounds and sighti, 
Intrigues, adventures of flio common school, 

Its (letty passions, marriages, and flights, 

Where Hymen’s torch but brands one strumpet mon. 
Whose husband only knoivs her not a wb— re. 

XVIIT. 

lard words : harsh truth ; a truth which many know. 

Enough.— The faithful and the fairy pair. 

Who never found a single hour too slow, 

What was it made tliem thus exempt from care? 
Young innate feelings all have felt below, 

Which perish in tlie rest, but in fliorn were 
nherent ; what we mortals call romantic. 

And always envy, thfiugh wc deem it frantic. 

XIX. 

This is in others a factitious state, 

An opium dream of too much youth and reading, 

But was in them their nature or their fate ; 

No novels e’er had set their young hearts bleeding, 
For Haidt'c’s knowledge was by no means great, 

And Juan was a boy of saintly breeding, 

50 that there was no reason for their loves, 
dore flian for those of nightingales or doves 

XX. 

’hey gazed upon llic sunset ; ’t is an hour 
Dear unlo all, but dearest to their eyes, 

■t’or it had made them what tlicy were : the power 
Of love had first o’crvvhelrn’d them from such skies, 
AThen happiness had been ihoir only dower, 

And twilight saw fliem link’d in passion’s ties ; 
iharm’d with eacli other, all tiiingH charm’d fliat brought 
i’he past still welcome a.s the present thought. 

XXJ. 

know not why, but in that hour to-night, 

Even as they gazed, a sudden tremor came, 

Vnd swept, as ’t were, across their hearts’ delight, 

Like flje wind o’er a liorfi-string, or a flame, 

Vhen one is shook in sound, and one in sight; 

Aud thus some boding flash’d flirough either frame, 
md call’d from Juan’s breast a faint low sigh, 

Vhile one new tear arose in Haidee’s eye. 

XXII. 

'hat large black prophet eye seem’d to dilate 
And follow far the disappearing sun, 

.s if their last day of a happy date 
With his broad, bright, and dropping orb were gone > 
uan gazed on her as to ask his fate— 

He felt a grief, but knowing cause for none, 
is glance inquired of hers for some excuse 
'or feelings c.auscloss, or at least abstruse. 


XV. 

All these were theirs, for they were children still, 
And children still they should have ever been; 
They were not made in the real world to fill 
"^A busy character in the dull scene ; 

But like two beings born from out a rill, 

A nymph and her beloved, all unseen 
To pass their lives in fountains and on fiowers, 
kAnd never know the weight of human hours. 


XXIII. 

he turn’d to him, and smiled, but in that sort 
Which makes not others smile ; then turn’d asido 
Vhatever feeling shook her, it seem’d short, 

And master’d by her wisdom or her pride ; 

Vhen Juan spoke, too— it might be in sport— 

Of this their mutual feeling, she replied — 

If it should be so, — ^but — it cannot be- 
)r I at least .shall not survive to see.’l 







XXIV, 

Juan would farther, but she press’d 

Hi« lips to hers, and silenced him with thiS} 

And then dismiss’d the omen from her breast, 

Defying augury with tliat fond kiss ; 

And no doubt of all methods ’t is the best: 

Some people prefer wine — is not amiss : 

I have tried both ; so those who would a part talie 
May choose between the head-acli and the heart-ach. 

XXV. ^ 

One of tlic two, according lo your choice, 

Women or wine, you ’ll have*to undergo ; 

Both maladies are taxes on our joys : 

But which to choose I really hardly know ; 

And if I had to give a casting voice, 

For both sides I could many reasons show, 

And then decide, without great wrong to either, 

It were much better lo have both than neitlier. 

XXVI. 

Juan and Haldce gazed upon each oilier, 

With swimming looks of speechless lenderness, 
Which mix’d all feelingis, friend, child, lover, brotJnjr, 
All that the best can mingle and express, 

When two pure hearts ar-j ijour’cl in one. anotlier, 

And love too much, and yet can not love less; 

But almost sanctify the sweel excess 
By the immortal wish and power to bless. 

XXVTT. 

Mix’d in each otlicr’s arms, and heart in heart, 

Why did they not then die 7 — tlicy had lived too long 
Should an hour como to bid them hreafhe apart ; 

Years could not bring tliern cruel things or wrong, 
The world was not for them, nor the world’s art 
For beings passionate as Sappho's song ; 

Tmvo was born wHh them, in tiieni, so intense, 

It was their V(‘ry sjiirlt — not a sense. 

XXVIII. 

They should have lived together deep in woods, 

Unseen as sings tlie nightingale ; they were 
Unfit to mix in these thick solitudes 
Call’d social, where all vice and liatred are: 

How lonely every freeborn creature broods ! 

The sweetest song-birds nestle in a pair ; 

The eagle soars alone. ; the gull and crow 
Flock o’er their cairion, just as mortals do. 

XXIX, 

Now pillow’d, chock to cheek, in loving sleep, 

Haidee and Juan their siesta took, 

A gentle slumber, but it was not deep, 

For ever and anon a something shook 
Juan, and shuddering o’er his frame would creep ; 

And Haidee’s sweet lips murmur’d like a brook 
A wordless music, and her face so fair 
Stirr’d with her dream as rose-leaves with the air: 

XXX. 

Or as the stirring of a deep clear stream 
Within an Alpine hollow, when the wind 
Walks over it, was she shaken by the dream, 

The mystical tisurper of the mind — 

O’erpowering us to be whate’or may seem 
Good to the soul which we no more can bind ; 
Strange state of being ! (for ’t is still to be) 

Senseless to feel, and wiUi seal’d eyes to see. 

XXXI. 

She dream’d of being alone on the seashore, 

Chain’d to a rock ; she knew not how, but stir 
She could not from the spot, and the loud roar 
Grew, and each wave rose roughly, threatening her ; 
And o’er her upper Up they seem’d to pour, 

Until ahe solm’d for breath, and soon they were 
Foaming e’er Hbr lone bead, so fierce and high 
Each broke to drown her, yet she could not die. 


xxxiu 

Anon-Hshe was released, and then she etray’d 
O’er the sharp shingles with her bleeding feet, 

And stumbled almost every step she made ; 

And something roll’d before her in a sheet, 

Which she must still pursue howe’er afraid ; 

*T was white and indistinct, nor stopp’d lo meet 
Her glance nor grasp, for stHl she gaz^ and grasp’d, 
And ran, but it escaped her as §hc clasp’d. 

XXXIII. 

The dream changed : in a cave she Blood, its walls 
Were hung with marble icicles ; the work 
Of ages on its water-fvetted halls, [lurk 

Where waves might wash, and seals migfft breed an* 
"’or hair w as drif>ping, and tin*, very balls 
Of her black <iyes seem’d turn’d to tears, and murk 
The shaqi rw.ks look’d below each drop they cau^t, 
Which fio'/.e to marble as it fell, she thought. 

XXXIV. 

And w'et. and cold, and lifeless at her feel. 

Pule as t.he i<)ani that frolh’d on Ins dead brow, 
Wliieh she e'-hBv’d in vain to clear, (how^ sweet 
Were once her cares, how idle seem’d they now!) 

I, ay Juan, nor could aught renew the beat 

( if his quench’d ht art ; and the sea-dirgos low 
Rang in her sad ears like a mermaid’s song, 

And that brief dream appear’d a life too long. 

XXXV. 

And gazing on tiic tlcad, she thought his face 
Faded, or ullcr’d into something new — 

Lilo* to her father’s features, till each fraco 

More lik<j anrl Him to Tijunbro’s a^spect grew— • 

With all his keen worn look and Grecian grace ; 

And Hfarting, awoke, and what to view ! 

Oh ! Powers id’ Heaven ! what dark eye meets she there 
’T is — ’t is her father’ — fix’d U[»on the pair ! 

XXXV T. ' 

Then shrieking, she arose, and shrieking fell. 

With joy and sorrow, hojM* and fear, to see 
Him whom shod(‘(*mM a iuihiiaul whore dwell 
The ocean-burie<l, risen from death, to bo 
Perchance I ho death of one she loved loo well ; 

Dear as her falhcr had hecn lo Haidee, 

It was a moment of dial awful kind 

I have seen such — but must not call to mind. 

XXX vu. 

Up Juan sprung to ITaidoe’s bitter shriek, 

And caught her Hiliing, and from off’ tlie w'all 
Snatch’d down hi.‘; sabre, in hot Iwiste to wreak 
Vengeance on him who was the causo of all: 

Then Lambro, who till now forbore to speak, 

Smiled scornfully, and sj^d, “ Within my call 
A tliousand scimitars await the word : 

Put up, young man, put up your silly sword.” 

XXXVIII. 

And Haidee clung around him ; “ Juan, ’t is — 

’T is Lambro— ’t is my father ! Kneel with me— 

He will forgive us — yes — it must be — ^yes. 

Oh ! dearest fathtr, in this agony 
Of pleasure and of pain — even while I kiss 
Thy garment’s hem with transport, can it be 
That doubt should mingle witli iny filial joy 1 
Deal with me as thou wilt, but spare this boy,” 

xxxxx. 

High and inscrutable the old man stood, 

Calm in his voice, and calm within his eye— 

Not always signs with him of calmest mood : 

He look’d upon her, but gave no reply ; 

Then turn’d to Juan, in whose cheek the blood 
Oft came and went, as there resolved to die ; 

In arms, at least, he stood, in act to spring 
On the first foe whom Lambro’s call might bring. 







«« Young man, your irword bo X4unbn> once more said 
Juan rapliod, “ Not while this arm is free,’* 

The old man’s cheek grew pale, but not with dread, 

And drawing from his belt a pistol, he 
Replied, Your blood be then on your own head.*’ 
Then look’d close at the flint, as if to see 
’T was fresh—Zor he had lately used the lock— > 

And next proceeded quietly to cock. 

XJ.I. 

It has a strange quick jar upon the ear, 

That cocking of a pistol, when you know 
A moment more will bring the sight to bear 
U})on y<^r person, twelve yards off, or so ; 

A gentlemanly distance, not too near, 

If you have got a former friend for foe ; 

But after being fired at once or twice, 

The ear becomes more Irish, and less nice. 

XLII. 

Lambro presented, and one instant more 
Had slopp’d this canto, and Don Juan’s breath, 

When Haidee threw herself her boy before, 

Stem as her sire : “ On me,” she cried, “ let death 
Descend — the fault is mine ; this fatal shore 
lie found — but sought not. I have pledged my faitli ; 
I love him — I will die with him : I knew 
Your nature’s firmness — know your daughter’s too.” 

XLIII. 

• A minute f>ast, and she had been all tearN, 

And tenderness, and infancy: but now 
She stood as one who champion’d human fears — 

Pale, statue-like, and stern, she woo’d the blow; 

And tall beyond her sex and their compeers, 

She drew up to her height, as if to show 
A fairer mark ; and with a fix’d eye scaun’d 
Her father’s face — but never stopp’d his hand. 

XLIV. 

Ho gazed on her, and she on him ; ’t was strange 
How like they look’d ! the expression was the t 
Serenely savage, with a little change 
In the large dark eye’s mutual-darted fiamo ; 

For she too was as one who could avenge, 

If cause should be— a lioness, though tame ; 

Her father’s blood before her father’s face 
Boil’d up, and proved her truly of his race. 

XLV. 

1 said they were alike, their features and 
Their stature differing hut in sex and years; 

Even to the delicacy of their hands 
There was resemblance, such as true blood wears ; 
And now to see them, thus divided, stand 
in fix’d ferocity, wlien joyous tears, 

And sweet sensations, should have welcomed botli, 

Show what the passions are in their full growth, 

XLVI. 

The father paused a moment, then withdrew 
His weapon, and replaced it ; but stood still, 

And looking cn her, as to lodt her through, 

“ Not ho said, ‘‘ have sought this stranger’s ill; 
Not / have made this desolation: few 
Would bear such outrage, and forbear to kill ; 

But 1 must do my duty— how thou hast 
Done thine, the present vouches for file past. 

XLVII. 

Let him disarm ; or, by my father’s head, 

His own shall roll before you like a ball !” 

He raised his whistle, os the word he said, 

* And blew ; another answer’d to the call, 

And rushing in disorderly, though led, 

And arm’d from boot to turban, one and all, 

Some twenty of hki train came, rank on rank; 

^ He gave the word, ** Arrest or slay the Frank.” 


Then, with a sudden movement, he withdrew 
His daughter; while compressU whhin his fraipt 
*T wixt her and Juan interposed the crew ; 

In vain slie struggled in her father's grasp,*— 

His arms were like a serpent’s coil : then flew 
Upon their prey, as darts an angry asp, 

The file of pirates ; save the ibremost, who 
Had fallen, with his right slioulder half oat through* 

XLIX. 

The second had his ch^ek laid open ; but 
’J'he fiiird, a wary, cool old sworder,took 
The blows upon his cutlass, and then put 
His own well in; so well, ere you could look, 

His man was fioor’d, and helpless at his foot, 

Witli the blood running like a little brook 
From two smart sabre gashes, deep and red— 

One on fiio arm, the other on the head. 

L. 

And then tliey bound him where he fell, and bore 
Juan from the apartment : with a sign 
Old Lambro bade them talce him to the shore, 

Where lay some ships whicli were to sail at nine. 
They laid him in a boat, and plied the oar 
Lliitii they reach’d some galliots, placed in lino; 
On board of one of tJiosc, and under hatches, 

They slow’d him, with strict orders to the watches. 

i.i. 

The world is full of strange vicissitudes, 

And here was one exceedingly unpleasant; 

A gcnlJeman so rich in the world’s goods, 

Handsome and young, enjoying all the present, 
Just at the very time when ho least broods 
On such a tiung, is suddenly to sea sent, 

Wounded and chain’d, bo that, he cannot move, 

And all because a lady fell in love, 

i.u. 

Here I must leave him, for 1 grow pathetic, 

Moved by the Chinese nymph of tears, ^eo tea! 
Than whom Cassandra wa^ not more prophetic ; 

For if my pure libations exceed three, 

I feel my heart become so sympathetic, 

That 1 must have recourse to black Bohea; 

*Tis pity wine should be so deleterious, 

For tea and cofiee leave us much more serious* 

Lni. 

Unless when qualified with ihec, Cognac! 

Sweet Naitid of the I^hlegcthontic rill! 

Ah ! why the liver will thou thus attack, 

And make, like other nymphs, thy lovers ill ? 

I would take refuge in weak punch, but rock, 

(In each sense of the word,) whene’er I fill 
My mild and midnight beakers to the brim» 

Wakes mo next morning with its synonym. 

L7V, 

I leave Don Juan for the present safe— 

Not sound, poor fellow, but severely wounded ; 

Yet could his corporal pangs amount to half 
Of those with which his Haidee’s bosom bounded? 
She was not one to weep, and rave, and chafe) 

And then give way, subdued because surrounded ; 
Her mother was a Moorish maid, from Fez, 

Where all is Eden, or a wilderness. 

LV. 

There the large dive rains its amber store 
In marble fonts ; there grain, and flower, and fruit, 
Gush from the earth until the land runs o’er ; 

But there too many a poison-tree has root, 

And midnight listens to the lion’s roar, 

And long, long deserts scorch the earners foot. 

Or heaving whetoi the helpless caravan, 

And as the soil is, so the heart of man. 



A&lc if all wad aa bar eardi 

Her human elajr la kiiuiled: lUtt of povrer 
For good or evil, huming from ita hlrdi» 

The Mooriah hlood partakes the planet’a hour, 

And like the aoil beneath U will hring forth t 
Beauty and love were Haldee^a mother's dower: 

But her large dark eye showed deep pasaicm's force, 
Thon^ sleepingdike a lion near a source. 

Lvn, 

Her dau^ter, lemperM with a milder ray, 
liiko Bummer clpods oil silvery^ smooth, and fair, 

TiW slowly charged with thunder they display 
Terror to earQ\, and tempest to the air, 

Had held till now her soft and milky way ; 

But, overwrought with passion and despair, 

The fire burst forth from her Numidtau veins, 

Even as the simoom sweeps the blasted plains. 

Lvin. 

The last sight which she saw was Juan’s gore, 

And he himself o’ermastcr’d and cut down ; 

His blood was running on the very floor 
Where late he trod, her beautiful, her own: 

Thus much slie view’d an instant and no more,— 

Her struggles ceased with one convulsive groan ; 

On her sire’s arm, which until now scarce held 
Her writhing, fell she like a cedar fell’d. 

nx. 

A vein had burst,® and her sweet lips’ pure dyes 
Were dabbled with the deep blood which ran o’er ; 
And her head droop’d as when the lily lies 
O’ercharged with rain : her summon’d handmaids bore 
Their lady to her couch with gushing eyes ; 

Of herbs and cordials they produced their store, 

But she defied all moans they could employ, 

Like one life could not hold, nor death destroy. 

LX. 

Days lay she in that state unchanged, though chill 
With nothing livid, still her lips were red ; 

She had no pulse, but death seem’d absent still ; 

No hideous sign proclaim’d her surely dead ; 
Corruption came not in each mind too kill 
All hope ; to look upon her sweet face bred 
New thoughts of life, for it seem’d full of soul, 

She had so much, earth could not claim the whole. 

LXI. 

The ruling passion, such as marble shows 
When exquisitely chisell’d, still lay tliere 
But fix’d as marble’s unchanged aspect tlirows 
O’er the fair Venus, but for ever fair ; 

O’er the Laocoon’s all eternal throes, 

And ever-dying Gladiator’s air, 

Their energy like life forms all their fame, 

Yet looks not life, for they are still the same. 

LXII. 

She woke at length, but not as sleepers wake, 

Rather the dead, for life seem’d something new, 

A strange sensation which she must partake 
Perforce, since whatsoever met her view 
Struck not on memory, though a heavy ache 
Lay at her heart, whose earliest beat still true 
Brought back the sense of pain without the cause, 

For, for a while, the furies made a pause. 

Lxni. 

She look’d on many a face with vacant eye, 

On many a token without knowing what ; 

She saw them watch her without asking why, 

And reck’d not who around her pillow sat ; 

Not speechless, though she spoke not : not a sigh 
Reveal’d her thoo^ts ; didl silence and quick chat 
Were tried in vain by fliose who served ; she gave 
No sign, save breath, having left the grave. 


Her hondmaida tended, bat she heeded not; 

Her father watch’d, she turn’d her eyes tmy ; 

She recognised no being, and no spot, 

However dear or cherish’d in their day ; 

They changed from room to room, but all forgot, 
Gentle, but without memory, she lay; 

And yet those eyes, which they would fkin be weaning 
Back to old thoughts, seem’d full or fearful meaning. 

LXV. 

At last a slave bethought her of a harp ; 

The harper came, and tuned his instrument ; 

At the first notes, irregular and sharp, . 

On him her flashing eyes a moment bent. 

Then to the wall she turn’d, a’s if to warp 
Her thoughts from sorrow through her heart re-sent, 
And he began a long low island song 
Of ancient days, ere tyranny grew strong. 

LXVI. 

Anon her thin wan fingers beat the wall 
In time to his old tune ; he changed the theme, 

And sung of love — ^the fierce name struck through all 
Her recollection ; on her flash’d the dream 
Of what she was, and is, if ye could call 
To be so being; in a gushing stream 
The tears rush’d fortli from her o’erclouded brain, 
Like mountain mists at length dissolved in rain. 

i.XVII. 

Short solace, vain relief! — thought came too quick. 
And whirl’d her brain to madness ; she arose 
As one who ne’er had dwelt among the sick, 

And flow at all sl)C met, as on her foes ; 

But no one ever heard her speak or shriek, 

Although her paroxysm drew towards its close : 

Hers was a frenzy which disdain’d to rave, 

Even when they smote her, in the hope to save. 

i.xviri. 

Yet she betray’d at times a gleam of sense; 

Nothing could make her meet her father’s face. 
Though on all other things with looks intense 
She gazed, but none she ever could retrace; 

FockI she refused, and raiment ; no pretence 
Avail’d for either ; neither change of place, 

Nor time, nor skill, nor remedy, could give her 
Senses to sleej)— the power seem’d gone for ever. 

LXIX. 

Twelve days and nights she wither’d thus ; at last, 
Without a groan, or sigh, or glance, to show 
A parting pang, the spirit from her pass’d : 

And they who watch’d her nearest could not know 
The very instant, till the change that cast 
Her sweet face into shadow, dull and slow, 

Glazed o’er her eyes — the beautiflil, the black— 

Oh ! to posses such lustre— and then lack ! 

LXXII. 

She died, but not alone ; she held within 
A seex)nd principle of life, which might 
Have dawn’d a fair an^d sinless child of sin ; 

But closed its little oeing without light, 

And went down to the grave unborn, wherein 
Blossom and bough lie wither’d with one blight ; 

In vain the dews of heaven descend above 
The bleeding flower and blasted fruit of love. 

LXXI. 

Thus lived— thus died she ; never more on her, 

Shall sorrow li^t or shame. She was not 
Through years or moons the inner weight to bear, 
Which colder hearts endure till they are laid 
By age in earth ; her days and pleasures were 
Brief, but delightful— such as had not stay’d 
Long with her destiny ; bi:^ she sleeps 
By the seashore whereon she loved to ^eil. 





LXXII* 

That isle is now all ikMKdate and bare, 

Its dweiliags down, its tenants pass’d away ; 

None but her own and fatber^s grave is there, 

And nothing outward tells of human clay : 

Te could not know where lies a thing so fair. 

No stone is there to show, no tongue to say 
What was ; no dirge, except the hoUow sea’s, 

Mourns o’er the beauty of the Cyclades. 

LXXtXZ. 

But manya Greek maid in a loving song 
Sighs o’er her name, and many an islander 
With her sire’s story inakos the night less long; 

Valour ^as his, and beauty dwelt with her ; 

If she loved rashly, her lifer paid for wrong— 

A heavy price must all pay who thus err, 

In some shape ; let none diink to dy the danger, 

For soon or late Love is his own avenger. - 

LXXIV. 

But let me change this theme, which grows too sad, 
And lay this sheet of sorrow on the shelf; 

I do n’t much like describing people mad, 

For fear of seeming rather touch’d myself— 
Besides, I ’v© no more on this head to odd: 

And as my Muse is a capricious elf, 

We ’ll put about and try another tack 
With Juan, led half-kiil’d some stanzas back. 

nxicv. 

^ Wounded and fetter’d, “ cabin’d, cribb’d, confined,” 
Some days and nights elapsed before tliat he 
Could altogether call the past to mind ; 

A»id when tic did, he found himself at sea, 

Sailing six knots an hour belbre the wind ; 

The shores of Ilion lay beneath tlieir leo— 

Another time he might have liked to see ’em, 

But now was not much pleased with Cape Sigmum. 

, nxxvi. 

There, on the green and villago-cotted hill, is 
(Flank’d by the Hellespont and by the sea) 
Entomb’d tlie bravest of the brave, Achilles : 

They say so— (Bryant says the contrary :) 

And liirther downward, tali and towering, still is 
I’he tumulus -of whom ? Heaven knows ; ’t may be 
Patroclus, Ajax, or Prolesilaus, — 

All heroes, who if living still would slay us. 

Lxxvrj. 

High barrows, without marble or a name, 

A vast, untill’d, and mountain skirted plain, 

And Ida in tlie distance, still the same, 

And old Scamander (if ’t is he) remain ; 

The situation seems still form’d for fame— 

A hundred thousand men might fight again 
With ease ; but wliore I sought for Ilion’s walls, 

The quiet sheep feeds, and the tortoise crawls ; 

i.xxvin. 

Troops of untended horses ; here and there 
Some little hamlets, witli new names uncouth ; 

Some shepherds, (unlike Paris,) led to stare 
A moment at tlie European youths 
Wliom to the spot their schoolboy feelings boar ; 

A Turk, with beads in hand and pipe in mouth, 
Extremely taken with his own religion, 

Are what I found there— but tlie devil a Phrygian. 

LXXIX. 

Don Juan, here permitted to emerge 
Prom his dull cabin, found himself a alave ; 

Forlorn, and gazing on the deep blue surge, 
0*ershadow’d there by many a hero’s grave : 

. Weak still with loss of blood, he scarce could urge 
brief questions ; and the answers gave 
No very satisfactory information 
About bis past or present situation. 


He saw some fellow<«eaptitea, who «p|>ettr^d 
To be ltaUanft«-«s they werej in fact; 

From tliom, at least, iheir destiny he heard, 

Which was an odd one ; a troop gmng to not 
In Sicily— all singers, duly rear’d 
In their vocation, <--^d not been attack’d, 

In sailing from Livorno, by the pirate, 

But sold by the impresario at no high rate.* 

« LXXXI. 

By one of these, the buffo of tlie party, 

Juan was told about their curious case; 

For, although destined to the Turkish mart, he 
Still kept his spirits up— at least his face ; 

The little fellow really look’d quite hearty, 

And bore him with some gayety and grace, 
Showing a much more reconciled demeanour 
Than did die prima donna and the tenor. 

Lxxxn. 

In a few words he told their hapless stoiy. 

Saying, “ Our Machiavelian impresario, 

Making a signal off some promontory, 

Hail’d a strange brig ; Corpo di Caio Mario! 

We were transferr’d on board her in a hurry, 

Witliout a single scudo of salario ; 

But, if the sultan has a taste for song, 

We will revive our fortunes before long. 

Lxxxiir. 

“ The prima donna, though a little old, 

And haggard with a dissipated life, 

And subject, when the house is thin, to cold, 

Has some goot^nofes ; and then the tenor’s wife, 
With no great voice, is pleasing to behold ; 

I^ast carnival slie made a deal of strife, 

By <5arrying off Count Ctesaro Cicogna, 

From an old Roman princess at Bologna. 

LXXXIV. 

And then tliero are the dancers ; there *s the Ninii 
With more than one profession, gains by all ; 

Then there ’s that laughing slut, the Pellegrini, 

8he too was fortunate last carnival, 

And made at least 6ve hundred good zecchini, 

But spends so fast, she has not now a paul ; 

And then there ’s tlie Grotesca — such a dancer ! 

Where men have souls or bodies, she must answer. 

LXXXV. 

■‘As for the figurant i, they are like 
I'he rest of all that trihe ; with here and there 
A pretty person, which perhaps may strike, 

The rest are hardly fitted for a fair ; 

There ’s one, though tall, and stiffer than a pike, 

Yet has a sentimental kind of air, 

Whicli might, go far, but. she do n’t dance with vigour ; 
The more ’s the pity, with her face and figure. 

LXXXVI. 

“ As for tile men, they are a middling set ; 

The Musico is but a crack’d old basin, 

But, being qualified in one way yet, 

May the seraglio do to set his face in, 

And as a servant some preferment get; 

His singing I no further trust can place in: 

From all the pope * makes yearly, ’t would perplex 
To find three perfect pipes of tlte third sex. 

LXXXVII. 

“ The tenor’s voice is spoilt by affectation, 

And for the bass, the beast can only bellow 
In fact, he had no singing education, 

An ignorant, noteless, timeless, tuneless fellow, 

But being the prime donna’s near relation, 

Who swore his voice was very rich and mellow, 
They hired him, though to bear him you ’d believe 
An ass was practising recitative. ^ 



mM niBt l li w i w vfm 

My own umkt^ iiaai thM^ yoo^^ wm, itr— you 
Hove got a tnyi^ iSr, wmh dhoani you oem 
To whom ttwwpm it by no meant new: 

You ’ve heatld of EaiDo6ii^t& % Ibo mtoi ; 

The time may eome when, may hear me too ; 
You was not left year at the fair of Lugo, 

But next, when 1 ^ engaged to ting there-^o go. 


xnxxfx. I 

« Our barytone 1 htinott had forgot, 

A |»retty lad, hut bursting wiS conceit 
With gra^ful action, science not a jot, 

A voice of no great compass, and not sweet, 
He always is complaining of his lot, 

Forsooth, scarce fit for ballads in the street ; 
In lovers* parts, his passion more to breathe, 
Having no hedirt to show, he shows his teeth.** 


Ko matter; wesheiMnd^lo6ih^ 

But fhowiitiu 
And firmer lyth tm ht^ 

We will omit tfw prodfii, save one or twn. 

*T is said im oim inlumd Can hold 
By thought 6f frosty Cahcaiint,** hiirt Ihw 
I really thinie ; yet Joan’s then Meal 
Was more irmpiphant, and not mochlsss real. 

XCVII. 

Here 1 might enter on a Chaste descdption, 
Having Withstood temptation in my yoiith, 

But hear that several people take exception 
At the first two books having too much trum ; 
Therefore X *1! make Don Juan leave the ship soon, 
Because the publisher declares, in sooth, 
Through needles* eyes it easier for the camel is 
To pass, than those two cantos into families. 


xc. 

Here Raucocanti*s eloquent recital 
Was interrupted by the pirate crew, 

Who came at stated moments to invite all 
The captives back to their sad berths ; each threw 
A rueful glance upon the waves, (which bright all, 
From the blue skies derived a double blue. 
Dancing all free and happy in the sun,) 

And then went down the hatchway one by one. 


XCTIII. 

*T is all the same to me, I *m fond of yielding, 

A.id therefore leave them to the purer page 
Of Smollet, Prior, Ariosto, Fielding, 

Who say strange tilings for so correct an age; 

1 once had great alacrity in wielding 
My pen, and liked poetic war to wage, 

And recollect the time when all this cant 
Would have provoked remarks which now it shan’t. 


xci. 

They heard, next day, that in the Dardanelles, 
Waiting for his sublimity’s firman — 

The most imperative of sovereign spells, 

Which every body does without wh<l can,— 

More to secure them in their naval ceils. 

Lady to lady, well as man to man, 

Were to be chained and lotted out per couple 
For the slave^market of Constantinople. 

XCII. 

It seems when Uiis allotment was made out, 

There chanced to be an odd male and odd female, 
Who (after some discussion and some doubt 
If the soprano might be deem’d to be male, 

They placed him o’er the women as a scout) 

Were link’d together, and it happen’d the male 
Was Juan, who — an awkward thing at his age— 
Pair’d off with a Bacchante’s blooming visage. 

XCIII. 

Witli Raucocantl lucklessly was chain’d 
The tenor ; these two hated with a hate 
Found only on the stage, and each more pain’d 
With this his tuneful neighbour than his fate ; 

Sad strife arose, for they were so cross-grain’d, 
Instead of bearing up without debate 
That each pull’d difierent ways with many an oalli, 

“ Arcades ambo,” id est — blackguards both. 

xciv. 

Juan's companion was a Komagnolo, 

But bred within the March of old Ancons, 

With eyes tliat look’d into the very soul, 

(And other chief points of a “ bella donna,”) 
Bright — and as black and burning as a coal ; 

.£fid through her clear brunette complexion shone a 
Great wish to please — a most attractive dower, 
Especially when added to the power. 

xcv. 

But all tliat power was wasted upon him, 

For sorrow o’er each sense held stem command ; 
Her eye might fiash on his, but found it dim ; 

And (hough thus cliain’d, as natural her hand 
Touch’d lus, SOT thalH-nor any liandoome limb 
(And she had some not easy to withstand) 

Could stir his pulse, or make his faith fiael brittle ; 
Perhaps his recent f zounds might help a little. 


xcix. 

As boys love rows, my boyhood liked a squabble ; 

But at tibis hour I wish to part in peace. 

Leaving such to the literary rabble. 

Whether my verse’s fame bo doom’d to cease 
While the right hand which wrote it still is able, 

Or of some centuries to take a lease, 

The grass upon my grave will grow as long, 

And sigh to midnight winds, but not to song. 

Of poets, who come down to us through distances 
Of time and tongues, the foster-babes of fame. 

Life seems the smallest portion of existence ; 

Where twenty ages gather o’er a name, 

’T is as a snowball which derives assistance 
Prom every flake, and yet rolls on the same. 

Even till an iceberg it may chance to grow,— 

But after all ’t is nolliing but cold snow. 

ci. 

And so great names are nothing more than nominal, 
And love of glory ’s but an airy lust, 

Too often in its fury overcoming all 

Who would, as ’t were, identify their dust 
From out the wide destruction, which, entombing aU, 
Leaves nothing till foe coming of the just — 

Save change; I ’ve stood upon Achilles’ tomb, 

And heard IVoy doubted ; time will doubt of Rome. 

CII, 

Tlie very generations cf tlie dead 

Are swept away, and tomb inherits ^mb, 

Until the memory of an age is fled, 

And, buried, sinks beneath its offspring’s doom : 
Where are foe epitaphs our fathers read ? 

Save a few glean’d from the sepulchral gloom, 
Which once-named myriads nameless Ije bensalh. 
And lose their own in universal death. /^. 

cm. 

I canter by the each afternoon 

Whore perish'd in his fame the hero*boy, 

Who lived too long for men, but died ton soon 
For human vanity, foe young Do Foi^ I 
A broken pillar not uncoufoly hewn, t 
I But which neglect is haateoing, to desiroy. 

Records Ravenna’s carnage on itafiuse,^ 

While weeds and ordure rankle round foe base.^ 



I pm bone* mkidi 

A UtEle f»ip^ ONW iimt tlm 
Plrotocti bis diist, but reveronce here is paid 
Tothebttid’s toKib^ and net die warrior’s ; 

The time moot ecniie when both alike deoay’d^ 

The chiedabi's Irqphj jtad the poet’s vohiine, 

Wilt sink where lie the songs and wars of earth, 
Before I^elidej^ death or Hp^’s birflu 

CJT. 

With human blood that column was cemented. 

With human hhh that cohimo is defiled, 

As if tlie peasant’s coarse contenipt were vented 
To shew his loathing of the spot he spoilM ; 

Thus is the trophy used and thus lamented 
Should ever be those blood-houiids, from whose wild 
Instinct of gore and glory earth has known 
Those sufferings Dante saw in hell alone. 

cvi. 

Yet tliere will still be bards ; though fame is stiioko, 

Its fumes are frankincense to human thought; 

And tlie unquiet feelings which first woke 
Song in the world, will seek what then they sought; 
As on the beach the waves at last are broke, 

Thus to their extreme verge the passions brouglit, 
Dash into poetry, which is but passion, 

Or at least was so ere it grew u fasliiou. 

evil. 

Tf in the course of such a life as was 
At once adventurous and conUmiplaiivc, 

Mon who partake all paasions as they pass. 

Acquire the deep and bitter |>ower to give 
'rhoir images again, as in a glass, 

And in such c(ilours that they seem to live ; 

You may do right forbidding them to show 'em, 

But afKiil (1 think) a very pretty poem. 

• cvni. 

Oh ! ye, who make the fortimes of all books ! 

Benign cerulcans of the second sex ! 

Who advertise new poems by your looks, 

Your “ imprimatur” will yc not annex ? — 

What, must I go to the oblivious cooks, — 

Those Cornish plunderers of Parnassian wrecks '/ 

Ah ! must I then Uie only minstrel bo 
Proscribed from tasting your Castalian tea ? 

cix, 

Wliat, can I prove a lion” then no more ? 

A ball-room bard, a foolscap, hol-prcss darling, 

To bear the compliments of many a bore, 

And si^ “ I can’t got out,” like Yorick’s starling, 
Why then I ’ll swear, as poet Wordy swore, 

(Because the world won’t read him, always snarling,) 
That taste is gone, that fame is but a lottery, 

Drawn by the blue-coat misses of a coterie. 


HttodwUt, « 

The jbit} If amiiiiht 

lavenUHl, some name 1 hove fow^ 

As ww w the luhliiae diflooMyadatjD, 

An airy instrvmnt, 

To aaceria^ the atmotii^icrie 
By measuriai^ the 

Oh ! Lady Daphne ! let me measure you! 

cxiii. 

But to the narrative.l-The voaael bound 
With alavea to aell pff in the capital, 

Afrer the usual proceaa, might be found 
At anchor under the seraglio wall ; 

Her cargo, from the plague being safe and sound 
Were landed in the market, one and all, 

And there, with Georgians, Eussians, and Circosaiaiui, 
Bought up for different purposes and passions. 

cxiv. 

Some went off dearly: fifleen hundred dollars 
Pot one Circassian, a sweet girl, were given. 
Warranted virgin; beauty’s brightest colours 
Had deck’d her out in all the hues of heaven : 

Her sale sent home some disappointed bawlers, 

Who bade on tUl the hundred reach’d eleven ; 

But when the offer went beyond, they knew 
’T was for the sultan, and at once withdrew. 

cxv. 

Twelve negresses from Nubia brought a price 
Which the West Indian market scarce would bring 
Though Wilborforce, at last, has made it twice 
What ’t was ere abolition; and the thing 
Need not seem very wtmderful, for vice 
Is 'always much more splendid than a king 
The virtues, even the moat exalted, charity, 

Are saving— vice spares nothing for a rarity. 

cxvr. 

But for the destiny of this young troop, 

How some were bought by pachas, some by Jews 
How some to burdens were obliged to stoop, 

And others rose to the command of crews 
As renogadoes ; while in hapless group, 

Hoping no very old vizier might choose, 

The females stocwl, as one by one they pick’d ’em. 

To make a mistress, or fourth wife, or victim. 

cxvir. 

All this must be reserved for further song ; 

Ajio our hero’s lot, howe’er unpleasant, 

(Because tliis canto has become too long,) 

Must be postponed discreetly for the present , 

I’m sensible redundancy is wrong, 

But could not for the muse of me put less in ’t : 

And now delay the progress of Don Juan, 

Till wliat is call’d in Ossian, the fiffh Duan. 


cx. 

Oh! ** darkly, deeply, beautifully blue,” 

As some one somewhere sings about the Ay, 

And I, ye learned ladies, say of you ; 

They say your stockings are BO,»(Heaven knows why, 
I have examined few pair of that hue ;) 

Blue as the garters which serenely lie 
Bound the patrician lefolegs, which adorn 
The festal midnight and the levee mom. 

CXI. 

Yet some of you are most seraphic creatures— 

But times are alter’d since, a rhynA lover, 

You read toy stanzas, and I read youi^tures ; 

And— but no matter, all those thii^ are over; 

9till 1 have no dislike to learned natures, 

Por somettmes such a world of virtues cover ; 

[ know one woman of that purple school. 

Hie loveieBt,>cha8tost, best, butr-qpite a fool« 


CANTO 


When amatory poets sing their loves 
In liquid lines mellifiu^ly Idand, 

And pair their rhymes as Venus yokes herdoves 
They little think what mischi^ is in hand ; 
The greater their success the worse it proves, 
As Ovid’s verse may make you undcvstaiid ; 
Even Petrarch’s self, ff judged with duo seventy 
Is the Flatomc pimp of all p^erity. 
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011# It 1% «• 

Haiti--«iinfil0^^ laeiB i i 

Bat miih a mon! td ## 01 ^ ti#My 
Form’d rathor fbrliwtrtiet^ tlmii deli^#^, 

And with all pamioitt in diek im attack’d ; 

Now, if xny Fegasua #outd itOt bo liiod iU| 

Thii poem will become amoral model. 

m. I 

The European with the Aslan #ore 
Sprinkled with palaces ; the ocean streami 
Here and there studded with a seYenty«ibur ; 

Sophia’s cupola with golden gleam ; 

The cypress ^ves ; Olympus high and hoar ; 

The twelve isles, and the more than 1 could dream. 
Par less describe, la-esent the very view 
Which charm’d the charming Mary Montague. 

IV. 

I have a passion for the name of Mary,” 

For once it was a magic sound to me, 

And still it half calls up the realms of fairy, 

Where I beheld what never was to be ; 

All feelings change, but this was last to vary, 

A spell from which even yet I arn not quite free : 
But I grow sad— and let a tale grow cold, 

Which must not be pathetically told. 

V. 

The wind swept down the Euxinc, and the wave 
Broke foaming o’er the blue S 3 rmplegades, 

’T is a grand sight, from off “ the Giant’s Grave,” ® 
To watch the progress of those rolling seas 
Between tlie Bosphorus, as they lash and lave 
Europe and Asia, you being quite at ease; 

I'here ’a not a sea the passenger o’er pukes in 
Turns up more dangerous breakers than the Euxine. 

VI. 

’T was a raw day of Autumn’s bleak beginning, 
When nights are equal, but not so the clays ; 

The Pare® then cut short the further spinning 
Of seamen’s fates, and the loud tempests raise 
The waters, and repentance for past sinning 
In all who o’er tlie great deep take their ways : 
They vow to amend their lives, and yet Uiey don’t ; 
Because if drown’d, they can’t — if spared they won’t. 


Like a badtgmameiMwkfd 
With whites and bkmksi in greiqm qaalisw ftr mdsi 
Though valiker imw« in«e^ 

Stm bought the jet^ chose pala. 

It chanced, among the other people kfttedi 
A man of diir^i mther aloiiti^ haloi 
With resolution in hb darh-^y oyo, 

Next Juan stood^ till somO knight choeee to boy. 

zx. 

He had an English look ; that k, was square 
In make, ofa conqilexioii white and niddy, 

Good teeth, with curling rather dark-brown hair, 

And, it might be from thought, or toil, or stifiy, 

An open brow, a little marked'with care : 

One arm had on a bandage rather bloody ; 

And there he stood with suchsong/roid, greater 
Could scarce be shown even by a mere spectator. 

XII. 

But seeing at his elbow a mere lad, 

Of a high spirit evidently, though 
At present weigh’d down by a doom which had 
O’erthrown even men, he soon began to show 
A kind of blunt compassion for the sad 
Lot of so young a partner in the wo, 

Which for himself he seem’d to deem no worse 
Than any other scrape, a thing of course. 

XIII. 

' My boy !” — said he, •* amid this motley crew 
Of Georgians, Russians, Nubians, and what not, 

All ragamuffins differing but in hue, * 

With whom it is our luck to cast our lot, 

The only gentlemen seem I and you, 

So let us be acquainted, as we ought; 

If I could yield you any consolation, 

’T would give me pleasure. — Pray, what is your nation )” 

XIV. 

When Juan answer’d “ Spanish !” ho replied, 

I thought , in fact, you could not bo a Greek ; 

Those sen ile dogs are not so proudly eyed: 

Fortune has play’d you here a pretty freak, 

But that’s the way with all men till they ’re tried : 

But never mind, — she ’ll turn, perhaps, next week ; 
She has served me also much the same as you, 

Except that I have found it nothing new.” 


VII. 

A crowd of shivering slaves of every nation, 

And age, and sex, were in the market ranged ; 

Each bevy with the merchant in his station : 

Poor creatures ! their good looks were sadly changed. 

All save Oie blacks scenrd jaded with vexation, 

From friends, and home, and freedom far estranged, 

The negroes more philosophy display’d,— 

Used to it, no doubt, as eels arc to be flay’d. 

Till. 

Juan was juvenile, andtlius was full. 

As most at his age are, of hope, and health ; 

Yet I must own he look’d a little dull, 

And now and then a tear stole down by stealth ; 

Perhaps his recent loss of blood might pull 
His spirit down ; and then the loss of wealth, 

A mistress, and such comfortable quarters, 

To be put up for auction among Tartars, 

IX. 

Were things to shake a stoic ; ne’ertheless, 

Upon the whole bis carriage was serene: 

His Hgure, and the splendour of his dress, 

Of which some gilded remnants still were seen, 

Drew all eyes on him, giving them to guess 
He was above the mgar by his mien ; 

And then, though pale, he was so veiy handsome ; 

And then— they caicq|ated on his ransom 


XV. 

‘ Pray, sir,” said Juan, if I may presume, 

brought you here ?” — Oh ! nothing very rare— 

Six Tartars and a drag-chain ”r— “ To this doom 

But what conducted, if the question ’s fair, 

Is that which I would learn.” — “ I served for some 
Months with the Russian army here and there, 

And taking lately, by Suwarrow’s bidding, 

A town, was ta’en myself instead of Widin.” 

XVI. 

“ Have you no friends ?”— “I liad— but, by God’s Uessing, 
Have not been troubled with them lately. Now 
1 have answer’d all your questions without pressing, 

And you an equal dourtesy should show.” 

‘ Alas !” said Juan, ’t were a tale distressing, 

And long besides.”—** Oh ! if *t is really so, 

You ’re right on both accounts to hold your tongue ; 

A sad tale saddens doubly when *t is long. 

XVII. 

* But droop not: Fortune, at your time of life, 

Although a ihti(de moderately fickle, 

Will hardly leave you (as she *s not your wife) 

For any length of days in such a pickle. 

To strive too with our fate were su# a strife 
As if die corn-sheaf should oppose the sickle : 

Men are the sport of circumstances, when 
The circumstances seem the sport of men.” 





xtm. 

u ’T » mifptBmdom 

I tma^ tKtti fiMrUwpMt Uw«d a nuud:’* 

He paueedi aad iilidilt eye freer M of gloom ; 

A iinj^ tear epoit hie eyeiaidi itay^d 
A moment) and tiien dropp^i ; ^ but to reeoiiie, 

*T 18 not my preeent bt, at I bare aaid, 

Which I depbre so much; br I have home 
Hardships whieh hive the harchest ovwwom, 

xxz. 

** On the rough deep. But this last blow-*” and hmre 
He stopp’d again) and turn’d away his face. 

Ay,” ouotb his biend, ** X thot^t it would appear 
That mere had been a bdy in die case ; 

And these are things wbihh ask a tender tear, 

Such as I too would shed, if in your place : 

I cried upon my first wife’s dying day. 

And also when my second ran away : 

XX. 

“ My third”— “ Your third !” quoth Juan, tinning round 
“ You scarcely can be thirty : have you three ?” 

“ No— only two at present above ground : 

Surely ’t is nothing wonderful to see 
One person thrice in holy wedlock bound !” 

“ Well, then, your tliird,” said Juan ; what did she ' 
Slie did not run away, too, did slie, sir ?” 

“ No, faith.” — “ What then V” I ran away from her.’’ 

XXI. ^ 

‘‘ You take things coolly, sir,” said Juan. “ Why,” 
Replied the other, what can a man do 7 
1'hcre stiii are many rainbows in your sky, 

But mine have vanish’d. All, when life is new, 
("oinmence with feelings warm and prospects high ; 

But time strips our illusions of their hue, 

And one by one in turn, some grand mistake 
Casts off its bright skin yearly, like the snake. 

XXII. ^ 

“ ’T is true, it gets another bright and fresh, 

Or fresher, brighter ; but, the year gone through, 

I’his skin must go the way too of all flesh, 

Or sometimes only wear a week or two ; — 

Cove ’s the first net which spreads its deadly mesh; 
Ambition, avarice, vengeance, glory, glue 
glittering lime-twigs of our latter days, 

Where still wc flutter on for pence or praise.” 

xxiti. 

“ All this is very fine, and may be true,” 

Baid Juan ; “ but I really don’t see how 
It betters pfbsent times with me or you.” 

“ No !” quoth the other ; yet you will allow, 

By setting things in their right point of view, 
Knowledge, at least, is gain’d ; for instance, now, 

We know what slavery is, and our disasters 
May teach us better to behave when masters.” 

XXIV. 

“ Would we were masters now, if but to try 
Their present lessons on our pagan friends liere,” 

Said Juan— swallowing a heart-burning sigh: 

** Heav’n help the sch^r whonfliia fortune sends hero !” 
“ Perhaps we shall be one day, by and by,” 

Rejoin’d the other, when our bad luck mends here. 
Meantime (yon old black eunuch seems to eye us) 

I wish to that somebody would buy us ! 

XXV. 

^ But after all, what it our present state? 

’T is bod, and may be better — all men’s lot : 

Most men are slaves, none more so than the great, 

To their own whims and passions, and what not : 
Society itself, which idiould create 
‘ Kindness, destroys what little we had got : 

To feel for none is the true social art 
Of the world’s stoics— men without a heart.” 


- ' • . . . • . , , 

ieatf A 

Just now a blaiA old 

Of tha third sexatepp^d ttp, aM P^riiV mr 
The capttiMs, seem’d to mark liwir locAZ) ^ 

And capabilUies, as to discover 
If they were filled fiw die purposed (mgs: 

No lady eV is ogled by a bver, 

Horse by a blackleg, brosdolodi l^ a tailor> 

Fee by a counsel, felon by a jailor, 

XXVII. 

As is a slave by his mteoded bidder. 

’T is pleasant purokasing our fellow-creatures; 

And aH are to be sold, if you consider 
Their passions, and are dext’rous ; some by features 
Are bought up, others by a warlike leader, 

Some by a place — os tend their years or natures ; 
The most by ready cash — but all have prices, 

From crowns to kicks, according to their vices* 

xxvxxx 

The eunuch having eyed diem o’er with care, 

Turn’d to the merchant, and began to bid 
First but for one, and after for the pair ; 

They haggled, wrangled, awwo, too— so tliey did! 

As though they were in a mere Christian fiiir, 
Cheapening an ox, as ass, a Iamb, or kid ; 

Bo that Uieir bargain sounded like a battle 
For tliia superior yoke of human cattle. 

XXIX. 

At lasf they sotded into simple grumbling, 

And pulling out reluctant purses, and 
Turning each piece of silver o’er, and tumbling 
Some down, and weighing others in their hand, 

And by mistake sequins with paras jumbling, 

Until the sum was accurately scaim’d, 

And tiieii the merchant, giving change and signing 
Receipts in full, began to think of dining. 

XXX. 

I wonder if his appetite was good ; 

Or, if it were, if also his digestion. 

Methinks at meals some odd iJioughts might intrude 
And con.;cieiice ask a curious sort of question, 

About the right divine how far we should 
Sell flesh and blood. When dinner has oppress’d one, 
I tliink it is perhaps the gloomiest hour 
Which turns up out of the sad twenty-four. 

XXXI. 

Voltaire says “ No he tcdls you that Candid© 

Found life most tolerable ufler meals ; 

He ’s wrong — unless man was a pig, indeed, 

Repletion rather adds to what he feels ; 

Unless he ’s drunk, and then no doubt he ’s freed 
From his own brain’s oppression while it reels. 

Of feod 1 tiiink witii Philip’s son, or rather 
Amnion’s (ill pleased with one world and one father;) 

XXXII. 

1 think with Alexander, that the act 
Of eating, with another act or two, 

Makes us feel our mortality in feet 
Redoubled ; when a roast and a ragout, 

And fish and soup, by some side-disbM back’d, 

Can give us either pain or pleasure, who 
Would pique himself on intellects, whose use 
Depends so much upon the gastric juice? 

XXXXII. 

The other evening (’t was on Friday last)— 

This is a fact, and no poetic fable— 

Just as my great coat was about me cast, 

My hat and gloves still lying on tiie table, ^ 

I hei^ a shot — ’i was eight o’clock scarce pastp— 

And running out as fast as I was able,’ 

I feund the m^tary commandant 

Stretch’d in the street, sii<l able scarce to pant. 







JtMU 

F^ftUow! As they wen pkiddh^^iiii their wu^^ . 

They had ii«k him e^th&veiai^^ Through qrmij(e bcmem, slid jasmiimi end to M 

To peiieb oa the {nn^emeiit: lo I ^ (Of which I might have a good deal to wy, 

Him boitte into the Kouie and «q> the etair, There being no suoh profuei^ in the North 

And strippM) and looked to why ihodd I add | Of oriental jdants, etcmtera “ 

More cireumatanoee ? vain was every care ; But that of late your ecrihblera think it worth 

The man was fane ; in some Italian quarrel Their while to rear whole hotbeds in their worloi, 

KiQM by hve b^ets from an old gun^barreL^ Because one poet traveled *inonget the Turks :) 


xtcxv. ^ 

I gazed upon him, for I knew him well ; 

And, thou^ I have seen many oorpees, never 
Saw one, whom such an accident befell, [liver. 

So calm; though pierced through stomach, heart, and 
He seem’d to sleep, for you could scarcely tell 
(As he bled inwardly, no hideous river 
Of gore divulged the cause) that he was dead 
So as I gazed on him, i Ih^ht or said—* 


xuu. 

As they were threading on their way, there came 
Into Don Juan’s he^ a thought, which he 
Whisper’d to his companion >«’t was the same 
Which might have then occurr’d to you or mt. 
Methinks,”— said he— “ it would be no great shame 
If we should strike a stroke to set us free ; 

Let ’s knock that, old black fellow on the head 
And march away — ’t were easier done than said.” 


XXXVl. 

Can this be death ? then what is life or death ? 

Speak 1” but he spoke not : wake I” but still he slept : 
But yesterday, and who had mightier breath ? 

A thousand warriors by his word were kept 
In awe : he said, as the centnrion saith, 

< G( 0 ,’ and he goeth ; ^ come,’ and forth he stepp’d. 
The trump and bugle till he spake were dumb — 

And now nought Irft him but the muffled drum.” 


XLIV. 

'* Yes,” said the other, and when done, what then ? 

Htm get out ? how the devil got we in ? 

And when we once were fairly out, and when 
From Saint Bartholomew we have saved our skin. 
To-morrow ’d see us in some other den, 

And worse od' than we hitherto have been ; 
Besides, I’m hungry, and just now would take, 

Like Esau, for my birthri^t, a beef.steak. 


XXXVII, 

And they who waited once and worshipp’d— they 
With their rough faces throng’d about the bed, 

To gaze once more on the commanding clay 
Ilyich for the last thougfi not the first time bled ; 
And such an end! that he who many a day 
Had faced Niqioleon’s foes until they fled, — 

The foremost in the charge or in. the sally, 

Should now be butcher’d in a civic alley. 

XXXVIII. 

The scars of his old wounds were near his new, 

Those honourable scars which brought him fame; 
And horrid was the contrast to the view— 

But let me quit the theme, as such things claim 
Perhaps even more attention than is due 
From me : I gazed (as oft 1 have gazed the same) 
To try if 1 could wrench aught out of death, 

Wbkfo should confirm, or shake, or make a faith ; 

XXXIX. 

But it was an a mystery. Here we are, 

And there we go;— but toAere ? five bits of lead, 

Or three, or two, or one, send very far ! 

And is this blood, then, form’d to be shed ? 

Can every element our elements mar ? 

And air— earth— water— fire live— and we dead ? 

Wtt whose minds comprehend all things ? No more : 
But let us to the story as before. 

XL. 

The purchaser of Juan and acquaintance 
Bore off his bargains to a gilded boat, 

Embark’d himself and them, and off they went thence 
As fiist as oars could puH and water fl^t ; 

They look’d like persons being led to sentence, 
Wondering what next, till ffle caique was bfought 
Up in a little creek below a wall 
O’ertoppM with e 5 rpres 8 eB dark-green and tall. 

XLl. 

Here their conductor tapping at the wicket 
Of a small iron door, t’ was open’d, and 
He led them onward, first through a low thicket 
Flank’d by large groves which tower’d on either hand : 
They almost lost their way, and had to pidc it— 

For night was closing ere they came to land. 

The eunuch made x.fign to those on board, 

Who row’d o/jf^fMlFing them without a word 


XLV. 

We must be near some place of man’s abode ; 

For the old negro’s confidence in creeping, 

With his two captives, by so queer a road, 

Shows that he thinks his friends have not been sleeping 
*A single cry would bring them all abroad : 

’T is tljerofore better looking before leaping— 

And there, you see, Uiis turn has brought us through. 
By Jove, a noble palace ! — lighted too.” 

^ XLVI. 

It was indeed a wide extensive building 
Which opim’d on their view, and o’er the front 
There setJmM to be besprent a deal of gilding 
And various l)ues, as is the Turkish wont, — 

A gaudy taste; for they are little skill’d in 

The arts of which these lands were once the font : 
Each villa on the Btjsphorus looks a screen 
! New painted, or a pretty opera-scene, 

XLVII. 

And nearer as they came, a genial savour 
Of certain stews, and roast-meats, and piktiM, 

I Things which in hungry mortals’ eyes find favour, 

Juan in his harsh intentions pause, 

And put himself upon his good behaviour: 

I His friend, too, adding a new saving clause, 

Said, ** In Heaven’s name let’s get some supper now, 
And then I’m with you, if you’re for a row.” 

XLVIII. 

Some talk of an appeal unto some passion, 

Some to men’s feelings, others to their reason ; 

The last of these was never much the fashion, 

, For reason thinks all .easoning out of season. 

I Some speakers whine, and ethers lay the lash on, 

But more or less continue still to tease on, 

With arguments according to their “ forte 
But no one over dreams of being short. 

XLIX. 

But I digress : of all sqipeals,— Although 
I grant the power of pathos, and of gold, 

Of beauty, flattery, threats, a shilling,— no 
Method ’s more swe at moments to take hold 
Of the best feelings of mankind, which grow 
More tender, as we every day behold, 

Than that all-softening, o’srpowering knell, 

' The tocsin of the soul-^e dinner-bell. 



CaMY. 




amdiM: 
duB^rhefifd 
alino 

Of Uoqueya usher to the fesst pr^ed, 

Tet smelt raest-meaty beheM a h^e fire shine, 

And eeoks in motion with their clean arms hared, 
And gazed around them to the left and right 
. With the prophetic eye of appetite. 

Ll. 

And giving op all notions of resistance, 

They follow’d ebse behind (heir sable guide, 

Who li^le thought that his own crack’d existence 
Was on the point of being set aside: 

He motion’d diem to stop at some small distance, 
And knocking at the gate, ’t was open’d wide, 

And a magnificent large hall display’d 
The Asian pomp of Ottoman parade. 

tii. 

I won’t describe ; description is my forte, 

But every fool describes in these bright days 
His wond’rous journey to some foreign court, 

And spaivns his quarto, and demands your praise — 
Death to his publisher, to him ’t is sport ; 

While nature, tortured twenty thousand ways, 
Resigns herself with exemplary patience 
To guide-books, rhymes, tours, sketches, illustrations. 


An^Jkum and hit ft^, 

No Christian kmofi to table, saw n 


Ltm, 

A Mat, snug study on a wmlM^s night, 

Of claret, sandwich, and an appetite, 

Are things which make an English esenbi|iMf : 
Though mrtes by no means so grand a skiit 
As is a theatre lit up by gas. 

I piw my evenings in long gaUoriea solely, 

And that ’s the reason 1 ’m so malanidioly. 


Alas ! man m^es that great which makes him little: 

I grant you in a cfipr^ ’t is very well: 

What speaks of Heaven should by no means be brittle, 
But strong and lasting, till no t^e can tali 
Their names who rear’d it ; but huge houses fit ill— 
And huge tombs worse—mnnkind, since Atto fell; 
Methinks the story of the tower of Babel 
Might teach them this much better than I ’m able 


hx, 

Babel was Nimrod’s hunting-seat, and then 
A town of gardens, walls, and wealth amazing, 
Where Nabuchadonosor, king of men, 

Reign’d, till one summer’s day he t^ to graziag. 
And Daniel tamed the lions in their den. 

The people’s awe and admiration raising ; 

’T was famous, too, for Thisbe and for Pyramus, 

And the calumniated C^ueen Semiramis. 


Along this hail, and up and down, some, squatted 
Upon their hams, were occupied at chess ; 

Dthors in monosyllable talk chatted. 

And some seem’d much in love with their own dress; 
And divers smoked superb pipes decorated 
With amber mouths of greater price or loss ; 

And several strutted, others slept, and some 
Prepared for supfjor with a glass of nm.^ 

i.iv. 

As the black eunuch enter’d with his brace 
(Jf purchased infidels, some raised their eyes 
A moment without slackening from their pace ; 

But those who sate ne’er stirr’d in any wise : 

One or two stared the captives in the face, 

JtLst as one views a horse to guess his price ; 

Some nodded to the negro from their station, 

But no one troubled him with conversation. 

LV. 

He leads them through the hall, and, without stopping, 
On throu^ a farther range of goodly rooms, 

Splendid but silent, save in one, where, dropping,® 

A marble fountain echoes through the glooms 
Of night, which robe the chamber, or where popping 
Some female head most curiously presumes 
To thrust its black eyes through the door or lattice, 

As wondering what the devil noise that is. 

LVI. 

Some faint lamps gleaming from the lofty walla 
Gave light enough to hint their farther way, 

But not enough to show the iniMrial halls 
In all the flashing of their full array ; / 

Perhaps there ’s nothing-~l ’ll not say appals, 

But saddens more by night as well as day, 

Than an enormous room without a soul 
To break the lifeless splendour of the whole. 

LVII. 

Two or three seem so little, one seems nothing : 

In deserts, forests, crowds, or by the shore, 

There solitude, we Imow, has her full growth in 
The spots which were her realms for ever more : 

But in a mighty hall or galleiy, both in 
More modem buildings and those built of yore, 

A kind of death comes o’er us all alone^ 

Seeing what ’s meant fi>r many with but one. 


LXl. 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ * 


Lxir. 

But to resume, -should there be, (what may net 
Be in these days ?) some infidels, who do n’t, 
Because they can’t find out the very spot 
Of that same Babel, or because they won’t, 

(Though Claudius Rich, esquire, some bricks has got, 
And written lately two memoirs upon *t,) 

Believe the Jews, those unbelievers, who 
Must be believed, though foey l>elieve not you.^— 

I.Z1II. 

Yet let them thiiflc that Horace has express’d 
Shortly and sweetly the masonic folly 
Of those, forgetting the great place of rest, 

Who give themselves to architecture wholly ; 

We know where things and men must end at last | 

A moral (like all morals) melancholy. 

And £t sepulcri immomor stniis domos” 

Shows that we build when we should but entomb us, 

LXIV. 

At last they reach’d a quarter most retired, 

Wliere echo woke as if from a long slumber ; 
Though full of all things which could be desired, 

One wonder’d what to do with such a number 
Of articles which nobody required ; 

Here wealUi had done its utmost to encumber 
With fomiture an exquisite apartment, 

Which puzzled nature much to know what art meant. 

Lxr, 

It seem’d however, but to open on 
A range or suit of ftirther chambers, which 
Might lead to heaven knows where ; but in this one 
The moveables were prodigally rich; 

Sofas ’t was half a sin to sit upon 
So costly were they ; carpets every stitch 
Of workmamdiip so rare, that made you srish 
You could glide o’er them like a golden fish 





hmrt. 

The black, how«vw, wjtliaiit Im»% ietgnkig 
A glance at that which jra|»t the elares in wonder, 

' Trampled what they ecarce trod finr fear oTataining, 

As if the mSky way their fe^ was under 
With all its stars: and with a stretch attaining 
A certain press or cupboard, niched in yonder 
In that remote recess which you may se e — 

Or if you do n’t, the fendt is not in me : 

Lxrit. 

; 1 wish to be perspicnous : and the black, 

1 say, unloving the recess, puU’4ferth 
A quantity of clothes fit for the back 
Of any Mussulman, whate’er his worth ; 

.And of variety there was no lack — 

And yet, tliough I have said there was no dearth, 

; He chose himself to point out what he thought 
Most proper fer the Christiana he had bought. 

The suit he thought most suitable to each 
Was, for the elder and the stouter, first 
A Caudiote cloak, which to the knee might reach, 

And trmvsers not so tight that they would burst, 

, But such as fit an Asiatic breech ; 

A shawl, whose folds in Caalimtre had been nurst, 

: Slippers of safiron, dagger rich and handy ; 
in short, all things wbidi form a Turkish dandy. 

While he was dressing. Baba, their black friend, 

Hinted tlie vast advantages which they 
Might probably attain both in the end, 

If they would but pursue the proper way 
Which fortune plainly seem’d to recommend ; 

And then he added, that he need|.mu8t say, 

’T would greatly tend to better tlftir condition, 

' if they would condescend to circumcision. 

LXX. 

For his own part, he really should rejoice 
To see them true believers, but no less 
, Would leave his proposition to their choice.” 

The other, thanking him for this excess 
Of goodness in thus leaving them a voice 
In such a trifle, scarcely could express 
Sufficiently (he said) his approbation 
Of afi the customs of this fiolish’d nation. 

i' LXXI. 

“ For his own share-4ie saw but small objection 
To so respectable an ancient rite, 

And after swallowing down a slight refiection, 

. ^ For which he own’d a present appetite, 

* He doubted not a few hours of refiection 
f Would reconcile him to tlw business quite,”— 

Will it ?” said Juan, sharply \ “ Strike me dead, 

: But tliey as soon sliall circumcise my head — 

“ Cut off a thousand Heads, before— Now pray,” 
Replied the other, ^^do not interrupt: 

: You put me out in what 1 Imd to say. 

Sir ! — as 1 said, as soon as I have supp’d 
I shall perpend if your proposals may 
Be such as 1 can properly accept; 

Provided always your great goodnm still 
, Remits the matter to our own freewiU.” 

LX XIII. 

' Baba eyed Juan, and said Be so good 

As dress yourself-.” and f>oiiih>ia out a suit 
In which a princess vrith great pleasure would 
Array her iitnbe ; kait Juan standing mute, 

As not being in a masquerading npnd, 

Gave it kick with faiiSiMstian foot ; 

And when lla^otd negro told Hkn lo “ Gel ready.” 
Replied, ^<OHt gemleman, I ’m not a lady.” 


Lxxir. 

What you may be, X neither kaiow nor etie,' 

Said Baba, ” biX pray do as 1 deinre, 

1 have no more time nor numy words to ■pm,** 

At least,” said Juan, ** sure 1 may inquira ^ 

The cause of this odd travesty ForbeaTt*’ 

Said Baba, ” to be curious : ’t will transpiio, 

No doubt, in proper place, and time, and 
I have no authority to tell the reason.” 

LXXV. 

« Then if I do,” said Juan, « I »U be—” « Hold !” 

Rejoin’d the negro, ^ pray be not provoking ; 

This spirit ’s well, but it may wax too hold, 

And you will find us not too fend of joking.” * 

What, sir,” said Juan, shall h e’er be told 
That I unsex’d my dress ?” But Baba, stroking 
The things down, said— “ Incense me, and 1 call 
Those who will leave you of no sex at all, 

LXXVJ. 

** I offer you a handsome suit of clothes: 

A woman’s, true ; but tlien there is a cause [loathes 
Why you should wear them.”— What, though my soul 
The effeminate garb ?” — Thus, afler a short pause, 
Sigh’d Juan, muttering also some slight oaths, 

What the devil sliail I do with Sil this gauze ?” 
Thus he profanely term’d the finest lace 
Which e’er set uffi a marriage-morning face. 

LXXVII. 

And then he swore ; and, sighing, on he slipp’d 
A pair of trowsers of fieslncoiour’d silk ; 

Next with a virgin zone he was equipp’d, 

Which girt a slight chemise as white as milk ; 

But, tugging on his petticoat, he tripp’d, 

Whicli — as wc say — or as the Scotch say, tcAifk, 

(The rhyme obliges me to lids sometimes 
Kings are not more imperative than rhymes) — 

Lxxvm. 

Whilk, which (or. what you please) was owing to 
His garment’s novelty, and his Iming awkward ; 

And yet at last he managed to get through 
His toilet, though no doubt a little backward ; 

The negro Baba help’d a little too, 

When some untoward part of raiment stuck hard ; 
And, wrestling both his arms into a gown. 

He paused and took a survey up and down, 

LXXIX. 

One difficulty still remain’d,— his hair 
Was hardly long onough ; but Baba found 
So many false lung tresses all to spare, 

That soon his head was most completely crown’d, 
After the manner then in fashion there ; 

And this addition witli such gems was bound 
As suited the entenMe of his toilet, 

While Balm made him comb his head and oil it. 

LXXX. 

And now being femininely all array’d, 

Widi some small aid from scissors, paint, and tweezers, 
He look’d in almost all respects a maid, 

And Baba smilingly eAsLaim’d, “You soe, sirs, 

A perfect transformation here di^lay’d ; 

And now, tlien, you must come along with me, sirs, 
That ds— the lady dapping his han^ twice, 

Four blacks were at his elbow in a trice. 

LXXXI. 

“ You, sir,” said Baba, nodding to the one, 

“ Will please to accompany those gentlemen 
To supper ; but you, worthy Christian mm, 

Will fdlow me : no trifling, sir : for when 

What fear you ? think you this a lion’s don ? 

Why ’t is a palace, where the tiufy wise 
Anticipate the Prv^et’s paradise. 





jjcxxn. 

« You fbol 1 lien 3 rou no one means you litrm.** 

« So nmeh the better,” Juan said, ** for them : 

Else they shaU feel the weight of tl^ my exm, 

Which is not quite so light as yoa may deem. 

I yield thus fitf ; but soon will br^ the charm, 

If any take me for that whidi I seem ; 

So that I trust, tor every body’s sake, 

That this disguise may lead to nomistske.” 

Lxxxin. 

Blockhead ! come on, and see,” quoth Baba; while 
Don Juan, turning to his comrade, who, 

Though somewhat grieved, could scarce forbear a smile 
Up^ the metamorphosis in view, 

« Farewell!” they mutually exclaim’d: ‘‘this soil 
Seems fertile in adventures strange and new ; 

One ’s turn’d half Mussulman, and one a maid, 

By this old black enchanter’s unsought aid.” 

nxxxiv. 

“ Farewell !” said Juan ; “ should we meet no more, 

I wish you a good appetite.”— “ Farewell!” 

Replied the other ; “ though it grieves me sore ; 

When we next meet we ’ll have a tale to tell ; 

We needs must follow when Pate puts from shore. 

Keep your good name ; though Eve herself once fell.” 
Nay,” quoth the maid, " the Sultan’s self shan’t cany 
Unless his highness promises to marry me.” fmc, 

LXXXV. 

And thus they parted, each by separate doors ; 

Baba led Juan onward, room by room. 

Through glittering galleries and o’er marble floors, 

Till a gigantic portal through the gloom, 

Haughty and huge, along the distance towers ; 

And wafted far arose a rich perfume : 

It seem’d as though they came upon a shrine, 

For all was vast, still, fragrant, and divine. 

LXXXVI. 

The giant door was broad, and bright and high, 

Of gilded bronze, and carved in curious guise ; 
Warriors thereon were battling furiously ; 

Here stalks the victor, there the vanquish’d lies; 

There captives led in triumph droop the eye, 

And in perspective many a squadron flies : 

It seems the work of times before the lino 
Of Rome transplanted fell with Constantine. 

LXXXVII. 

This massy portal stood at the wide close 
Of a huge hall, and on its either side 
Two little dwarfs, the least you could suppose, 

Were sate, like ugly imps, as if allied 
In mockery to the enormous gate whidi rose 
O’er them in almost pyramidic pride : 

The gate so splendid was in all its features,^ 

You never tliought about these little creatures, 

LXXXVXII, 

Until you nearly trod on them, and then 
You started back in horror to survey 
The wondrous hideousness of those small men, 

Whose colour was not blackt nor white, nor gray, 

But an extraneous mixture, which no p<m 
Can trace, although perhaps the pencil may ; 

They were misshapen pigmies, doaf and dumb— 
Monsters, who cost a no less monstrous sum. 

LXXXXX. 

Their duty was— for they Vrere strong, and though 
They look’d so little, did strong ttihigs at times— 

To ope this door, which they could really do, 

TIm hinges being as smooth as Rogers’ rhymes; 

And now and then, with tough strings of the boSr, 

As is the custom of those east^ climes. 

To give some rebel Facha a craivilt ; 

For mutes are gmierally used for that 


Xc. 

They spoke by Signs— that k, not spoke st aH: 

And, looking like two tnoubi, they ghned 
As Baba irith his Angersmade them frdl 
To heaving back foe portal folds : it seared 
Juan a momeii^ as this pair so smdl 
With slinking serpent optics on him stared ; 

It was as if their little looks could poison 
Or fascinate whome’er they fix’d their eyes on. 

xci. 

Before they enter’d, Baba paused to hint 
To Juan some slight lessons as his guide: 

“ If you could just contrive,” he said, to stint 
That somewhat manly majesty of stride, [in ’t)- 
’T would be as well, and— (though there *s not 
To swing a little less from side to tide, 

Which has at times an aspect of the oddest ; 

And also, could you look a little modest, 

xcii. 

’T would be convenient ; for these mutes have eyes 
Like needles, which might pierce those petticoats ; 
And if they should discover your disguise, 

You know how near*its the deep Bosphorus floats ; 
And you and I may chance, ere rooming rise, 

To find our way to Marmora withotit boats, 

Stitch’d lip in sacks — a mode of navigation 
A gootl deal practised here upon occasion.” 

XCIII. 

With this encouragement, he led the way 
Into a room still nobler than the last ; 

A rich confusion form’d a disarray 
In such sort, that the eye along it cast 
Jould hardly carry any thing away, 

Object on object J^’d so briglit and fast ; 

A dazzling mass o4||i)ms, and gold, and glitter 
Magnificently mingled in a litter. 

xciv. 

Wealth had done wonders — taste not much ; such things. 

Occur in orient palaces, and even 
In the more chasten’d domes of western kings, 

(Of which I ’ve also seen some six or seven,) 

Where 1 can't say or gold or diamond flings 
Much lustre, there is much to be forgiven ; 

Groups of bad statues, tables, chairs, and pictures. 

On which I cannot {wuse to make my strictures. 

xcv. 

In this imperial hall, at distance lay 
Under a canopy, and there reclined 
Quite in a confidential queenly way, 

A lady. Baba stopp’d, and kneeling, sign’d 
To Juan, who, though not much used to pray, 

Knelt down by instinct, wondering in his mind 
What all this meant: while Baba bow’d and bended 
His head, until the ceremony ended. 

xcvi. 

The lady, rising up with such an air 
As Venus rose with from foe wave, on foem 
Bent like an antelope a Paphiati pair 
Of eyes, which pUt out each suitoondihg gem 
And, raising up an arm as moonlight fotrj 
She sign’d to Baba, who Brat kiss’d the hem 
Of her deep^uiqile rc^, and, speaking low 
*^ointed to Juan, who remain’d below. 

xcvii. 

Her presence was as lofty as her state ; 

Her beauty of that overpowering kind, 

Whose force deseriptidn only would abate: 

I *d rather leave it mudi to your own mind, 

Than lessen it by what I could relate 
Of forms and features ; it would strilfo you bfind, 

Could 1 do justice to foe frill detail ; 

So, luckily for both, my phrases fail. 



xcrm* • 

Tbii nu^ hcNwvw I my 

But dierJm ftnar^S^ Tine to touch ioriMMuei 
And tim wiida uoythe to 

Sucfaa«wMMsiy*i»CliieMarSoi^; tnio— teui 
Aod Um4m^i mi aa^pltig aoiiioefyringi 
Ij^hurms from th« dbennor*-^t aome umr grow 
^ ioataiioo'^imda i%m 


^ iw«. 

;She iqpake some word* to her atteodahts, who 
; OompceadachofrofgfrKtoDor^doMii, 
Aud were all clad alike ; like Joan, too» 


^ Wlm wore then umfbrn^hy Balm ohoeen: 
fym*d a wBry nymph-like looking crew, 

Wk^ mi^t bare caH^f DianaV chonia oofuaw,** 
iAefrtraa omward ahow may eonreepond ; 

I woift he bail &r any thing beyond. 


'V c* 

hewM obeiaance and withdrew, retiring, 

V But nut by the fame door through which came in 
iBaba and luan, whidi last etood adimring, 

! At some email distance, all hoisaw within 
' This strange saloon, much fitted Ibr inspiring 
MarveLand praise : ibr both or' none things win ; 
t And I must say 1 ne’er could see the very 
^Ckeat happiness of the Nil admirari.” 


And he adiranced, ^o^gh hut a bad graee^ 
Thou^ on moipe AnvoiyA^* or Adror frngpro 
No Ups era liA tbefr timiisitoiy 
On sudi as these the % too frmdiy lingm^ 

And for one kies would fikin ini^iiit a hj^i 
As you will see, if sbe you l^e will brmg hew 
In contact ; and sometunes even mfatr Stranguria 
An almost twelvemonth’s constency eodanfevs. 

cm. 

The la(fy eyed him o’er and o’er, and bade 
Baba retire, which he ob^’d^ in st^, 

Aa if well us^ to the retreating inde ; 

And taking hints in good port ^ the wliile, 

He whisper’d Jumi not to be afraid, 

And, looking on him with a sort of smile, 

Took leave with such a face of satisfaction, 

As good men wear who have done a virtuous action. 

CYIU. 

When he was gone, there was a sudden change : 

1 know not whai might be the lady’s thought. 

But u’er her bright brow flash’d a tumdt strange, 

And into her clear cheek the blood was brought, 
Blood-red as sunset summer clouds which range 
The verge of heaven ; and in her large eyes wrought 
A mixture of sensations might be scann’d, 

Of half voluptuousness and half command. 


ci. 

^*Not te admire is all the art I know 
(Plain truth, dear Murray, neods few flowers of speeds) 
To make men happy, or to keep them so 
(So take it in die very words of Creech.) 

Thus Horace wrote, we all know, tong ago ; 

And thus Pope quotes the precep^to re-tsach 
j»From his traxMlBdon; but had noneflbnred, 

Would Pope have sung, or Horace been inspired 7 

1. 

|;Baba, when aH the damsels were wfCbdrawn, 
f Motion’d to Juan to approach, and then 
' A second time desired him to kneel down 
: And kiss the lady’s foot, wbicb maxim when 
He heard repealed, Juan with a firown 
Drew himself up to his full height again, 

And said It grieved him, but he could not stoop 
To any shoe, unless it shod the Pope.” 


cix. 

Her form had all the sofinoss of her sex, 

Her features all the sweetness of the devil, 

When he put on tlic cherub to perplex 
Eve, and paved (God knows how) the road to evil ; 
The sun himself was scarce more free from specks 
Than she from aught at which the eye could cavil ; 
Yet somehow there was something somewhere wanting, 
As if she rather ordered tluin was granting,-^ 

cx. 

Sometliing imperial, or imperious, threw 
A chain o’er all she did ; that is, a chain 
Was thrown, as ’t were, about the neck of you,— > 

And rapture’s self will seem almost a pain 
With aught which looks like despotism in view : 

Our souls at least are free, and \ is in vain 
We would against them make the flesh obey^ 

The spirit in tlie end will have its way. ' 


cin. 

tBaba, indignant at this ill-timed pride, 

Made fierce remonstratices, and then a threat 
mutter’d (but the last was given aside) 

V? About a bowstring — quite in vain ; not yet 
I Would Juan stoop, though ’t were to Mahomet’s bride : 
^ There ’s nothing in the world like 
'!$a kingly chambers or imperial halls, 
alro at the race and county balls. 


CXI. 

Her very smile was haughty, though so sweet ; 

Her very nod was not an inclination ; 

There was a self-will even in her small feetf 
As though they were quite consebus of her station— 
They trod as upon necks ; and to complete 
Her state, (it is the custom of her nation,) 

A poniard deck’d her girdle, os the sign 

She was a sultan’s bride, (thank Heaven, not mine.) 


CIV. 

|le stood like Allas, with a world of words, 
:^Abouthis ears, and nathless would not bemd ; 
iNbe blood of all his line’s Castilian lords 
V Boil’d in his veins, and raflier than descend 
' stain his pedigree, a thousand swords 
" A thousand timea of him had made an end ; 
At length perceiving the could not stand, 
^%ba proposed thathe sho^ kiss the hand. 


CXII. 

* To hear and to obey” had been frcrni birth 
The law of all around her ; to fulfil y 
All phantasies which yielded joy or mirth, ’ 

Had been her slaves* chief pleasure, as her will ; 
Her blood was high, her beauty scarce of earth : 

Judge, then, if her caprices o’er stood still; 

Had she but been a Christian, I *ve a notion 
We should have found out the perpetual motion.” 


was an honourable compromise, 

; A half-way house of difdomatic rest, 

Where ttiey might meet in much more peaceful guise; 
; And Juan now his wiflingiieM eiqwess’d 
To use all fit and proper courtesies, 

Adding, that this was coromo ne st and best, 

;For thrm^ the South die custom stiH commandi 
The gentlemaii to kiai the kc^s hands. 


cxnx. 

Whate’er she saw and coveted was brought ; 

Yl^ate’er she did not see, if she supposed 
[t might be seen, with diligence was sought. 

And when’t was found straightway the bargain closed: 
There was no end unto the thi^ she bought, 

Nor to the trouble which hermneies caused ; 

Yet even her tyrannv had such a grace, 

The women pardoned all except her fime. 




Juan, tlw 

Her ejFe i|it oi» Hi mjU ttb | 

She order’d ,|i^ 4irfi% Id he bought, 

4ind Bib% ,^0 hiid ne’er been kne^ to leU 
kM ^ to be lerw^ght, 

Hadliis; ijnetr^ptibhe whore and to deal: 
She had no pMew, bat he bad ; and thk 
Explains tlie gaib whkh Juan took amiss. 

cxv. 

His youth and featx^s favoar’d dkguiae, 
And should you a^t how she, a sidl^k bride, 
Couid risk or compass such strange phantasiea, 
This t must leave sultanas to decide : 
Emperors are oijly husbands in wives’ eyes, 
And kings and consorts oft are mystified, 

As we may ascertain with due precision, 

Some by experience, others by tradition. 


.Oc^XTae, for ^ 

WaiiiiiiSfotoib*rrttli%^ 

In all her Bfo with atij^..4!ttv4 ‘piSdlfi 

And as she also tisk’d W ma ta get 
Him whom she ineaiit to tutor hi M’k kigiit 
Into a comfortable' tftte-^iftte, 

To lose the hoar wodid make her quite a »ai^, 
And they had wasted now almoet a quarter. 


** oxxm. 

I also would suggest^thc tek thhe, , 

To gentlemen lit any aitoh like ease, 

That is to say— -in a meridian clime ; 

With us there is more law given to the case, 
But here a srhall delay forms a great crime: 

So recollect that the extremeft grace • 

Is just two minutes for your deelaratlon— » 

A moment more would hurt your reputation. 


CXVJ. 

But to the main point, where we have been tending; — 
She now conceived all difficulties past, 

And deem’d herself extremely condescending 
When being made her property at last, 

Without more preface, in her blue eyes blending 
Passion and power, a glance on him she Cast, 

And merely saying, “ Christian, canst thou love?” 
Conceived that phrase was quite enough to move. 


CXXIV 

Juan’s was good ; and might have been still better, 
But he had got Haidee into his h^: 

However strange, he could not yet fidget her, 
Which made him seem exceedingly ill-bred, 
Gulbeyax, who look’d on him as her debtor 
B'or having had him to the palace ted, 

Began to blush up to the eyes, and then 
Grow deadly pale, and then blush back again. 


CXVII. 

And so it was, in proper time and place 
But Juan, who had still his mind o’erflowing 
With Haidee’s isle and soft Ionian face. 

Felt the warm blood, which in his face was glowing 
Rush back upon his heart, which fill’d apace, 

And left his cheeks as pale as snowdrops blowing: 
These words went through bis soul like Arab spears, 
So that he spoke not, but burst into tears. 

cxvirr. 

She was a good deal shock’d ; not shock’d at tears, 
For women shed and use them at their liking; 

But there is something when man’s eye appears 
Wot, still more disagreeable and striking: 

A woman’s tear-drop melts, a man half sears, 

Like molten lead, as if you thrust a pike in 
His heart, to force it out, for (to be shorter) 

To them ’t is a relief, to us a torture. 

exxx. 

And she would have consoled, but knew not how ; 

Having no equals, nothing which had e’er 
Infected her with sympathy till now, 

And never having dreamt what ’t was to bear 
Aught of a serious sorrowing kind, although 
There might arise some pouting petty care 
To cross her brow, she wonder’d how so near 
Her eyes another’s eye could shed a tear. 

cxx. 

But nature teaches more than power can spoil, 

And when a strong although a strange sensation 
Moves— female hearts are such m genial soil 
Por kinder feelings, whatsoe’er their nation, 

They naturally pour the “ wine and oil,” 

Samaritans in every situation ; 

And thus Gulbeyaz, though she knew not why 
Felt an odd glistening moisture in her eye. 

CXXI. 

But tears must stop like all things else ; and soon 
Juan, who for an instant had been moved 
To such a sorrow by the intrusive tone 
. Of one who dared to ask if he had loved,” 

CaO’d back the stoic to his eyes, which shone 
Bright with the Yery weakness he reproved ; 

And ^though sensitive to beauty, he 
Felt most indignant still at not being free. 

. . 5 T 


exxv. 

At length, in an imperial way, she laid 
Her hand on his, and bending on bis eyes, 

Which needed not an empire to persuade, 

Look’d into his for loVe, where none replies; 

Her brow ^cw blackjjbut she would not upbraid, 
That being the lasfPfing a proud woman tries ; 
She rose, and, pausing one chaste moment, threw 
Herself upon his breast, and there she grew. 

cxxvr. 

This was an awkward test, as Juan found, 

But he was steel’d by sorrow, wrath, ar«d nrida , 
With gentle force her white arras he unwound, 

And seated her all drooping by his side. 

Then rising haughtily he glanced around, 

And looking coldly in her face, he cried, 

The prison’d eagle will not pair, nor I 
Serve a sultana’s sensual phantasy. 

CXXTIX. 

‘ Thou osk’sl if I can love ? be this the proof 
How much I Aot>e loved— that I love not iAss / 

In this vile garb, the distaff’s web snd woof 
Were fitter for me: love is for foe free 1 
I arn not dazzled by this splendid roof, 

Whate’er thy power, and great it seems lobe— 
Heads bow, knees bend, eyes watch around a throne, 
And hands obey— our hearts arc still our own.” 

cxxvnx. 

This was a truth to us extremely trite, 

Not so to her who ne’er had heard «ioh things ; 

She deem’d her least command must yield efoKght, 
Earth being only made for quemis and kings. 

If hearts lay on the left side or the right 
She hardly knew, to such peifoctton bringi 
Legitimacy its bom votaries, when 
Aware of their due royal ri^ts o’er men. 

cxxtx. 

Besides, as has been said, sbS was so ftiir 
As even in a much humbler lot had made 
A kingdom or confusion any where ; 

And also, as may be presumed, rite laid 
Some stress upon tlKxre charms whkh eeldoni are 
By the possessors thrown into the riuule ^ 

She Uioughi hers gave a double ” right divine,” 

And half of dKti ofdnion ’i also miiie. 



oxxx, 

or (if ymu timmi) 

i; T« ! who h«r<» Jhe|^ chMtiily #h«to young, 
^^hilo 4^w«ger hft« bom waging 

liofo with you, and boon ini^o do^ays stung 
ipBy your rofusal, ropblloct bor raging ! 

I' Oi* recollect ail dnitvwas aaid or sung 
such a sutyoct; then Oupposo the fooe 
a young downright beauty in this case. 

, C3CXXI, f. 

,^4nppose, but you already have supposed, 

4 The spouse oif Potiphar, the La^ Booby, 
l^iodra, and all iKdiidh story has disclosed 
y ^ good examples ; pity that so few by 
and private tutors are exposed, 

*^0 educate— ye youth of Europe— you by ! 
put when you have supposed the few we know, 

I^Tou canH suppose Gulbeyaz’ angry brow. 

cxxxii. 

^ tigress robbM of young, a lioness, 

^ Or any interesting boast of prey, 

'|iAje similes at hand for the distress 

fi Of ladies who cannot have tlieir own way ; 

^jBut though mv turn will not be served with less, 
i; These do n’t express one half what I should say ; 
i'l^or what is stealing young ones, few or many, 

. To cutting short their hopes ofhaving any ? 

f. cxxxni. 

The love of offspring ’s nature’s general law, 

From tigres8(»9 and cubs to dtu^s and ducklings ; 

: There ’s nothing whets the beak or arms the claw 
. Like an invasion of their babes and sucklings ; 

And all who have seen a human nursery, saw 
Howmothers love their chiidrectequalls and chuckiings 
This strong extreme effect (to tir^rno longer 
Your patience) shows the cause must still be stronger. 

c XXXIV. 

If I said fire flash’d from Gulbeyaz’ eyes, 

’T were nothing — for her eyes flash’d always fire ; 

Or said her cheelis assumed the deepest dyes, 

I should but bring disgrace upon the dyer, 

8o supernatural was her passion’s rise ; 

For ne’er till now she knew a check’d desire ; 

Even you who know what a check’d woman is, 
(Enough, God knows !) would much fall short of this. 

cxxxv. 

Her rage was but a minute’s, and ’t was well — 

A moment’s more had slain her ; but the while 
; U lasted, ’t was like a short glimpse of hell : 

Naught ’s more sublime than energetic bile, 
rhoiigh horrible to see yet grand to tell, 
ii, Like ocean warring ’gainst a rocky isle ; 

T And the deep passions flashing tlirough her form 
Made her a beautiful embodied storm. 

OXXXVI. 

; A vulgar tempest ’t were to a Typhoon 
To match a common fury with her rage, 
f* And yet she did not want to reach the moon, 

Like moderate Hotspur on the immortal page ; 

Her anger pitcfied into a lower tune, 

Perhaps the iauU of her soft sex and age— 

Her wish was but to kill, kill, kill,” like Lear’s, 

And then her thirst of blood was quench’d in tears. 

CXXXVJI. 

A storm it raged, and like the storm it pass’d, 

Pass’d without words— in fact she could not speak ; 
And then her se.t’8 shame broke in at last, 

A sentiment till then in her but weak, 

But it flow’d in natural and fast, 

through an unexpected leak, 
ifrf piWblt hi4fiiiM-<««nd humiliation 
W in her station. 


cxxxnn. 

It teaches them that they are flesh and blood, 

It also gently hints to them that qtbers, 

Although of clay* are not yet quite of mud ; * 

That urns and pipkins are but fragile brothera, 

And works of the same pottery, bod or good, 

Though not all bom of tlie same sires and motherf 
It teaches— Heaven knows only what it teaches, 

But sometimes it may mend, and often reaches. 

cxxxix. 

Her first thought was to cut off Juan’s head ; 

Her second, to cut only his— acquaintance ; 

Her third, to ask him where he had been bred; 

Her fourth, to rally him into repentance ; 

Her fifth, to call her maids and ^ to bod ; 

Her sixth, to stab herself; her seventh, to sentence 
The lash to Baba but her grand resource 
Was to sit down again, and cry of course. 

CXL. 

She thought to stab herself, but then she had 
The dagger close at hand, which made it awkward ; 
For eastern stays are little made to pad, 
f'othat a poinard pierces if ’t is stuck hard 
She thought of killing Juan — but, poor lad ! 

Though he deserved it well for being so backward, 
The cutting off his head was not the art 
Most likely to attain her aim — his heart, 

CXLI. 

Juan was moved : ho had made up his mind 
To be impaled, or quarter’d as a dish 
For dogs, or to bo slain with pangs refined, 

Or thrown to lions, or made baits for fish, 

And thus heroically stood resign’d, 

Rather than sin — except to his own wish 
But all his great preparatives for dying 
Dissolved like snow before a woman crying. 

CXLII. 

As through his palms Bob Acres* valour oozed 
So Juan’s virtue ebb’d, I know not how ; 

And first he wonder’d why he had refused 
And then, if matters could be made up now ; 

And next his savage virtue he accused. 

Just as a friar may accuse his vow, 

Or as a dame repents her of her oath, 

Which mostly ends in some small breach of both. 

CXLIII. 

So he began to stammer some excuses ; 

But words are not enough in such a matter, 

Although you borrow’d all that e’er tlie muses 
Have sung, or even a dandy’s dandies! chatter, 

Or all the figures Castlereagh abuses ; 

Just as a languid smile began to flatter 
His peace was making, but before ho ventured 
Further, old Baba rather briskly enter’d. 

CXI.IV. 

‘ Bride of the Sun ! and S^istcr of the Moon !” 

(’T was thus ho spake) and Empress of the Earth 
Wht^se frown would ppt the spheres all out of tune, 
Wliose smile makes all the planets dance with mirth, 
Your slave brings tidings— he hopes not too soon— 
Which your sublime attention may be worth; 

The Sun himself has sent me like a ray 
To hint that he is coming up this way.’’ 

extv. 

' Is it,” exclaim'd Gulbeyaz, ** as you say ? 

I wish to heaven he would not shine till morning ! 

But bid my women form tlie milky way. 

Hence, my old comet ! give the stars due warning— 
And, Christian ! mingle with them as you may ; 

And, as you ’d have me pardon your past sooming— ’ 
Here they were interrupted by a humming 
Sound, and then by a cry, ^Mhe Sultan’s coming ” 



'I»N XO'AK.' 
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CX1.VI, 

First etnie k«r touels, a decorous ifile, 

And then kit highnese’ eunuchs, black and white ; 
The train might reach a quarter of a mile : 

His majesty was always so pdite 
As to amiouQoe bis visits a long while 
Before he came, especially at night ; 

For being the last wifb of iho emperor, 

She was of course the favourite of Uie four. 

cxLvir. 

His highness was a man of solemn port, 

Shawl’jl to the nose, and bearded to the eyes, 
Snatch’d from a prison to preside at court, 

His lately howstrupg brother caused his rise ; 

He was as good a sovereign of the sort 
As any mention’d in the histories 
Of Cantemir, or Knolles, where few shine 
Save Solyman, the glory of their line.* 

CXLVIII. 

He went to mesque in state, and said his prayers 
With more than “ oriental scrupulosity;” 

He led to his viaier all state affairs, 

And show’d but little royal curiosity 
I know not if ho had domestic cares-* 

No process proved connubial animosity ; 

Four wives and twice hve hundred maids, unseen, 
Were ruled as calmly as a Christian queen. 

CXLIX. • 

If now and then there happen’d a slight slip, 

Little was heard of criminal or crime ; 

The story scarcely pass’d a single lip— . 

The sack and sea had settled all in time. 

From which the secret nobody could rip : 

The public knew no more than does this rhyme 
No scandals made the daily press a curse — 
hZorals were better, and tlie fish no worse. 

CL. 

He saw with his own eyes the moon was round, 

Was also certain that the earth was square, 
Because he had journey’d fifty miles, and found 
No sign that it was circular any where ; 

His empire also was witliout abound: 

’T is true, a little troubled here and there, 

By rebel pachas, and encroaching giaours, 

But then they never came to ‘‘ the Seven Towers 

CLI. 

Except in shape of envoys, who were sent 
To lodge there when a war broke out, according 
To the true law of natiems, which ne’er meant 
Those scoundrels who have newer had a sword in 
Their dirty diplomatic hands, to vent 
Their spleen in making strife, and safely wording 
Their lies, yclept despatches, without risk or 
The singeing of a single inity whisker. 

CLII. 

He had fifty daughters and four dozen sons, 

Of whom all such as came of age^were stow’d, 

The former in a palace, where like nuns 
They lived till some bashaw was sent abroad, 
When riie, whose turn it was, wedded at once, 
Sometimes at six years old— though this seems odd, 
’T is true ; the reason is, that the bashaw 
Must make a present to his sire in law. 

CLIXI. 

His tons were kept in prison till they grew 
Of years to fill a bowstring or the throne, 
dne or the other, but which of tlie two 
Could yet be Imown unto the fates alone ; 

Meantime the education they went through 
Was princely, as the procA have always shown; 

, So that &e heir apparent atill was foimd 
,Np less deserving to be bang’d than crown’d. 


WF. 

His majesty saluted llpo^ 

With all the ‘Ceremonies of hje rawhi^ : 

Who clear’d her sparkling eyes and snboth’ii bar Ijrtiwai 
As suits a matron who. has play’d a prank: 

These mpst seem doubly mindful of thek vows, 

To save tha credit of their breaking , baidt; 

To no men are such cordial greetings given 
As those whose wiv<ji have made them fit for heaven. 

■ctv. 

His highness cast arofind his ^at black eyes, 

And looking, as he always look’d, peroeiviMl 
Juan among the damsels in disguise, 

At which he seem’d no whit surjpFised, nor grievedt 
But just remark’d with air sedate and wise, ' 

* /az heaved, 

‘ 1 see you ’ve bought another girl ; ’i is pity 
That a mere Christian should bo half so pretty.” 

CLVI. 

This compliment, which drew all eyes upon 
The new-bought virgin, made her blush and shako 
Her controdes, also, thought themselves undone : 

Oh, Mahomet ! that his majesty should take 
Such notice of a giaour, while scarce to one 
Of them his lias imperial ever spake ! 

There was a general whisper, toss, and wriggle, 

But etiquette forbade them all to giggle. 

CLVII. 

The Turks do well to shut — at least, sometimes— 

The women up — because, in sad realHy, 

Their chastity in tljeso unhappy climes 
Is not a thing of that astringent quality, 

Which in the north prevents precocious crimes, 

And makes our snow less pure than our morality; 

The sun, which yearly melts tlie polar ice, 

~ias quite tlic contrary effect on vice, 

cLvnr. 

Thus far our chronicle ; and now we pause, 

Though not for want of matter ; but ’t is time, 
according U» the ancient epic laws, 

To .slacken sail, and aiichor vriih our rhyme. 

■et this fifth canto meet with due applause, 

The sixth shall have a touch of the sublime , 
dcanwhile, as Homer sometimes sleeps, perhaps 
’ou ’ll pardon to my muse a few short naps. 


PREFACE 

TO 

CANTOS VI. VII. VIII. 

The details of the siege of Ismail in two of the foL 
I lowing cantos (t. e. the 7th and filth) are taken fiKMn a 
Vench work, entitled “ Histoire de la NouvetteRiwide.** 
3ome of the incidents attributed to l>bn Juan rea)^ 
ccurred, particularly the Circumstance of his saving 
le infant, which was the actual case of the lato Due 
? Richelieu, then a young volunteer in the RuMian 
icrvice, and afterwards the founder and bomsfactor of 
Idessa, whcjrc his name and memory can never cease 
0 be regarded witli reverence. In the course of these 
lantos, a stanza or two will be found relative to die 
itc Marquis of Londonderry, but written some tmio 
efore his decease. Had that person’s oligandiy disdi 
dth him, they would have boon suppress^ ; as It is, I 
im aware of nothing in the manner of his death or of 
is life to prevent the free expression of the cqiinioot 
* all whom his whole existence was coitsutned in eii- 
'eavoiiring to enslave. That he ijas an amiable msm 
private life, may or may not be true; bot with Ibis 






W« left our hero and third heroine in 
A hind of etate more awkward than unoommoni 
For gentlemen mint aometimes risk their akin 
For that sad tempter, a forbidden woman : « 

Sultans too much abhor this sort of sin, 

And do nH agree at all with the wise Roman, 

Heroic, stoic Cato, the sententious, 

Who lent his lady to his friend Hortensius, 

Ttu. 

I know GKilbeyaz was extremely wrong ; 

I own it, 1 deplore it, I condemn it ; 

But I df^test all fiction, even in song, 

And so must tell the truth, howe’er you blame it 
Her reason being weak, her passions strong, 

She thought that her lord’s heart (even could she claim it) 
Was scarce enough ; for ho had fifty-nine 
Years, and a fifteen-hundredth concubine. 

iz. 

I am not, like Cassio, an arithmetician,” 

But by the bookish theoric” it appears, 

If ’t is Bumm’d up witli feminine precision, 

That, adding to the account his Highness’ years, 

'The fair Sultana err’d from inanition ; 

For, were the Sultan just to all his dears, 

She could but claim the fifteen-hundrcdtli part 
'Of what should bo monopoly-— die heart. 

z. 

It is observed that ladies are litigious 
Upon all legal objects of possession, 

And not the least so when they are religious, 

Which doubles what they diink of the transgression. 
With suits and prosecution they besiege us, 

As the tribunals show through many a session, 

When they suspect that any one goes shares 
In that to which the law mokes them sole heirs. 

XI. 

How, if this holds good in a Christian land, 

The heathens also, though with lesser latitude, 

Are apt to carry things with a high hand, 

And take what kings call an imposing attitude 
And for dieir rights connubial make a 

When their liege husbands (reat tiiera with ingratitude ; 
And as four wives must have quadruple claims, 

The Tigris has its jealousies like Thornes. 

XII. 

Ghilbeyaz was the fourth, and (as I said) 

The favourite ; but what ’s favour among four ? 
Polygamy may well be held in dread, 

Not only as a sin, but as a bore : 

Most wise men, with one moderate woman wed, 

Will scarcely find pliilosophy for more ; 

And all (except Malumietans) forbear 
To make the nuptial couch a Bed of Ware.” 

xrii. 

His highness, the sublimest of mankind, — 

So styled according to the usual forms 
Of every monarch, till they are consigned 
To those sad hungry jacobins, tiie worms, 

Who on the very loftiest kings have dined, — 

H’s highness gazed upon Gulbeyaz’ charms, 
Expecting all the welcome of a lover, 

(A Highland welcome” all the wide world over.) 

XXV. ^ 

Now here we should distinguish ; for howe’er 
Kisses, sweet words, embraces, and all that, 

May look like what is— neitlier here nor there: 

They are put on as easily as a hat. 

Or rather bonnet, which the fair sex wear, 

Trimm’d either heads or hearts to decorate, 

Which form an ornament, but no more part 
Of heads, than their caresses of the heart. 


j A slight blush, a soft tremor, a cafan kind 
Of gentle feminine delight, and shown , . 

More in the eyelids than Qxe eyes, rosignM 
Rather to hide wliat pleases most unknown. 

Arc the best tokens (to a modest mind) 

Of love, when seated on his loveliest throne, 

A sincere woman’s breast,— for over wmm 
Or over cold, annihilates the^charm. 

* zvi. 

For over warmth, if false, is worse than truth ; 

If true, ’t is no grdht lease of its own fire ; 

For no one, save in very early youtb| 

Would like (1 think) to trust all to desire, 

Which is but a precarious bond, in sooth, 

And apt to be translerr’d to the first huysir 
At a sad discount : while your over chilly 
Women, on t’ other hand, seem somewhat sillyv^ 

ZVII. 

That is, we cannot pardon their bad taste, 

For so it seems to lovers swift or slow, 

Who fain would have a mutual fiamo confess’d. 

And sec a sentimental passion glow, 

Even were St. Francis’ paramour their guest, 

In his Monastic Concubine of Snow ; — 

Tn short, the maxim for tlie amorous tribe is 
Horation, Medio tu tutissimus ibis.” 

XVJIl, 

The tu” ’s too much,— but let it stand— the verse 
Requires it, tliat ’s to say, tlie English rhyme, 
And not the pink of old Hoxaniciers ; 

But, after all, there ’s neiilier tune nor time 
111 the last line, which cannot well be worse, 

And was thrust in to close the octave’s chime ; 

I own no prosody can ever rate it 

As a rule, but Ihiifi may, if you translate it. 

ziz. 

If fair Gulbeyaz overdid her part, 

I know not— it succeeded, and success 
Is much in most things, not loss nn the heart 
Than other articles of female dress. 

Self-love in man too beats all female art ; 

•They He, we lie, all lie, but love no loss: 

And no one virtue yet, except starvation, 

Could sto^that worst of vices — jiropagation. 

XX. 

We leave this royal couple to repose ; 

A bed is not a throne, and they may sleep, 
Whate’er tlicir dreams bo, if of joys or woes ; 

Yet disappointed joys are woes as deep 
As any man’s erlay mixture undergoes. 

Our least of sorrows are such as we weep ; 

’T is the vile daily drop on drop which wears 
The soul out (like the stone) with potty cares, 

xxr. # 

A scolding wife, a sullen son, a bill 
To pay, impaid, protested, or discounted 
At a per-centage ; a child cross, dog ill, 

A &vourite burse fallen lame just as he ’s mounto 
A bad old woman making a worse will, 

Which leaves you minus of the cosh you counted 
As certain ;— these are paltry things, and yet 
I ’ve rarely seen the man they did not fret. 

XXII. 

I ’m a philosopher ; confound them all ! 

Bills, beasts, and men, and — no! not womankind 
With one good hearty curse I vent ray gall, 

And then my stoicism leaves naught behind 
Which it can either pain or evil call, 

And I can give my whole soul up to mind; 

I Though what is soul or mind, their birth or growth. 
Is more than I know— the deuce tfjto them Mu 



xxtn, 

all &mgB are dr-iiM, one feeli at ease, 

!; HU after reading Atlian^ius’ curae, 

;h$dh doth your true believer so much please : 

' i| doubt if any now could maho it worse 
^. ';rhis worst enemy when at his knees, 

^ is 80 iiMiitentious, positive, and terse, 

'.id decorates the book of Common Prayer, 

^ " doUi a rainbow the just clearing air. 

XXIT. 

:»heynz and her lord were sleeping^ or 
‘" ^least one ortheni-.Oh the heavy night! 

. wicked wives who love some bachelor 
>'4 down in dudgeon to sigh for the light 
gray morning, and look vainly for 
^ itis twinkle tiirough the lattice dusky quite, 
j.’o toss, to tumble, doze, revive, and quake, 
est their too lawful bedfellow should wake. 

' xxy. 

«^ hese are beneath the canopy of heaven, 

^ Also beneath the canopy of beds, 

-our-posted and silk-curtainM, which are given 
Por rich men and their brides to lay their heads 
■Jpon, in sheets white as what bards call “ driven 
Snow.” Well ! ’t is all hap-hazard when one weds. 
’»ulbeyaz was an empress, but had been 
perhaps as wretched if a, peasant^ s quean. 

xxVi. 

Don Juan, in his feminine disguise, 

, With all the damsels in their long array, 

‘ Had bowM themselves before the imperial eyes, 

And, at the usual signal, ta’en their way 
Back to their chambers, those long galleries 
In the seraglio, where fhc ladies lay 
-’Their delicate limbs ; a thousand bosoms there 
Beating for love, as die caged bird’s for air. 

xxvir. 

I love the sex, and sometimes would nwerse 
t The tyrant’s wish ‘‘ that mankind only had 
'‘‘One neck, which he wiih'one fell stroke might pierce:” 
My wish is quire as w-ide, but not so bad, 

And much more tender on the whole than fierce: 

It being (not twwj, but only while a lad) 

That womankind had but one rosy mouth, 

To kiss them all at once from North to South. • 

XXVIII. 

Oh enviable Briareus! with thy hands 

And heads, if thou hadst all things multiplied 
■ In such proportion !— But my muse withstands 
The giant tliought of being a Titan’s bride, 

- Or travelling in Patagonian lands : 

/ So let us back to Lilliput, and guide 
Our hero through the labyrinth of love 
In which we left him several lines above, 

't # XXIX. 

^{Hc went forth with the lovely Odalisques, 

At the given signal join’d to their array ; 

; And though he certainly ran many risks, 

Yet he could not at tiroes keep by the way, 

(Although the consequences of such frisks 
; Are worse than the worst damages men pay 
In moral England, where the thing ’s a tax,) 

\ From ogling all their charms from breasts to backs. 

; Still he forgot not his disguise : — along 

The galleries from room to room they walk’d, 

A virgin-like and edifying throng, 

By eunuchs fiank’d ; while at their head there stalk’d 
. A dame who kept up discipline among 

The female ranks, so that none stirr’d or talk’d 
Without her sanction on their she-parades ; 

Her title was ” the Moclier of the Maids.” 


XXXI. 

Whether she was a mother,” I know not, 

Or whether they were ** maids” who cttflM her mmher , 
But this is her seraglio title, got 
1 know hot how, but good as any other ; 

So Cantemir can tell you, or De Tott: 

Her office was to keep aloof or smother 
All bad propensities in fifteen hundred 
Young women, and correct them when they blunder’d. 

XXXII. 

A goodly sinecure, no doubt ! but made 
More easy by the absence of all men 
Except his Majesty, who, with her aid, b 

And guards, and bolls, and wails, and now and then 
A slight exampki, just to cast a shade 
Along the rest, contrived to keep this den 
Of beauties cool as an Italian convent, 

Where all llie paf;sions have, alas ! but one vent. 

XXXITI. 

And what is that? Devotion, doubtless — how 
Ctould you ask such a question ? — ^but we will 
Continue. As I said, this goodly row 
Of ladies of all countries at the will 
Of one good man, with stately march and slow, 

Like waU!r-lilies floating down a rill, 

Or ratluT lake — for riUft do not run slowly, — 

Paced on most maiden-like and melancholy. 

XXXI V. 

But when they reach’d their own apartments, there, 
Like birds, or hoys, or bedlamites broke loose, 

Waves at spring-tide, or w'omen any where 
When freed from bonds, (which are of no great use, 
After all,) or like Irish at a fair, 

Their guards being gone, and, as it were, a truce 
Eslablish’<i between them and bondage, they 
Began to sing, dance, chatter, smile, and play. 

XXXV. 

’I’lieir talk of course ran most on the now comer, 

Her shape, her air, Ikt hair, her every thing: 

Some thought her dress did not so much become her, 

Or wonder’d at her c'ars without a ring ; 

Borne said her years were getting nigh their summer, 
Others contended they w'crc but in spring; 

Some thought her rather masculine in height, 

While others wish’d that she had hern so quite. 

XXXVI, 

But no one doubted, on tlie. whole, that she 
Was what her dre^ss bespoke, a damsel fair, 

And fresh, and “beautiful exceedingly,” 

Who with the brightest G»^orgians might compare : 
They wonder’d how Gulbcyaz too could be 
So silly as to buy slaves who might share 
(If that his Highness wearied of his bride) 

Her throne and power, and every thing beside. 

XXXVII. 

But what was strangest in this virgin crew, 

Although her beauty was enough to vex, 

After the first investiga'ing view. 

They all found out as few, or fewer, specks, 

In the fair form of their companion new, 

Than is the custom of the. gentle sex, 

When they survey, with Christian eyes or Heathen 
In a new face “ the ugliest creature breathing.” 

^ XXXVIIJ, 

And yet they had their little jealousies, 

I^ike all the rest ; but upon this occasion, 

Whether there are such things as sympathies 
Without our knowledge or our approbation, 

Although they could not see through his disguise 
All felt a soft kind of concatenation, 

Like magnetism, or devilism, or what 
You please— we will not quarrel about that : 



XXXIX. 

But certain ’t is, they aU jelt ibr their new 
Com|>aaioa something newer still, as *t were 
A sentimental friendship through and tliroiigh, 
Extremely pure, which made them all concur 
In wishing her their sister, save a few 
Who wisliM they had a brother just like her, 
Whom if they were at homenn sweet Circassia, 
They would prefer to Padislia or Pacha. 

XL. 

Of those who had most genius for this sort 
Of sentimental friendship, there were three, 
Lolah, JCatinka, and Dudii -in short, 

(To save description,) fair as fair can be 
Were they according to the best report. 

Though differing in stature and degree, 

And clime and time, and country and complexion; 
They all alike admired their new connexion. 


XLT|1* 

Hei^ Lolah interposed'--’*^ Mamma, yotr b^ 
You do’nt sleep soundly, and I canndf liear 
That any body should disturb you ; so 
1 ’ll take .Tuanna; we ’re a slenderer pair 
Than you would make the hililf of don’t say no, 
And 1 of your young cltarge will talie due care.’^ 
But here Katinka interfered and said, 

** She also had compassion and a bed.” 


XLVIII. 

“ Besides, I hate fo sloop alone,” quoth ahe, 

The matron frown’d : “Why so “For fear ofghes^ 

Replied Katinka ; * I am sure I see v ' 

A phantom upon eacli of the four posts ; 

And tlien T have the worst dreams that can be, 

Of Guebres, Giaours, and Ginns, and Gouls in beet:;' 
Tlie dame replied, ‘‘ Between your dreams and you, 

I fear Juanna’s dreams would be but few. 


XLI. 

Lolah was dusk as India, and as warm ; 

Katinka was a Georgian, white and red, 

With great blue eyes, a lovely hand and arm, 

And feet so small they scarce seem’d made to tread. 
But rather skirn the cartli ; while Dudu’s form 
Look’d more adapted to be put to bed, 

Being somewhat large and languishing and lazy, 

Yet of a beauty that, would drive you crazy. 


XLZX. 

** You, Lolah, must continue still to lie 
Alone, for reasons which d«)n*t matter; you 
The same, Katinka, until by and by ; 

And 1 shall place Juanna with Dudii, 

Who ’s quiet, inoflensive, silent, shy, 

And will not toss and chatter the night through. 
What say you, child ?” — ^Dudii said nothing, as 
Her talents were of the more silent class ; 


XLTl. 

A kind of sleepy Venus seem’d Dudu, 

Yet very fit to ‘‘ murder sleep” in those 
Who gazed upon her elieek’s transcendent hue, 

Her Attic forehead, and Iut Phidian nose : 

Few angles were there in lujr form, ’t is true, 

Thinner she might have been, and yet scarce lose ; 
Yet, after all, *t would puzzle to say whore 
It would not spoil some separate charm to pare. 

XL III. 

She was not violently lively, Imt 

Stole on your spirit like a May-day breaking; 

Her eyes wore not too sparkling, yet, half shut. 

They put beholders in a tender taking; 

She look’d (this simile’s quite new) just cut 
From marble, lil^e Pygmalion’s statue waking, 

The mortal and the miirbhi still at strife, 

And timidly expanding into life. 

XMA'. 

Lolah dcmandiHl the new damsel’s name — 

“ Juanna.” — Well, a pretty name enough. 

Katinka ask’d her also whence she came — [such stuff', 
“ From Spain.” — “ But where is Spain ?” — ‘ ^ Do’nt ask 
Nor show' your Georgian ignorance — for shame !” 

Said Lolah, with an accent ratlicr rough, 

To poor Katinka : “ Spain ’s an island near 
Morocco, betwixt Egypt and Tangier.” 

XLV. 

Dudii said nothing, but sat down beside 
Juanna, playing with her veil of hair; 

And looking at her steadfastly she sigh’d, 

As if she pitied her for beiifg there, 

A pretty stranger, without friend or guide, 

And all abash’d too at the general stare 
Which welcomes hapless strangers in all places, 

With kind remarks upon their mien and faces. 

XLA'I. 

But here the Mother of the Maids drew near, 

With ‘‘ Ladies it is time to go to rest, 

I ’m puzzled what to do with you, my dear,” 

She added, to Juanna, their new guest : 
f* Your coming has been unexpected here, 

And every couch is occupied ; you had best 
Partake of mine ; but by to-morrow early 
We will have all things settled for you fairly.” 


But she ros(^ up and kiss'd the matron’s brow 
Between the eyes, and Lolah on both cheeks, 

Katinka too , and with a gentle lx>w, 

(Curtsies are neither used by Turks nor Greeks,) 
She look Juanna by the hand to show 

'J'lieir place of rest, and left to both their piques, 

The others pouting at the matron’s j>referonce 
Of Dudii, though they held their longues from deference; 

I't 

• LI. 

It was a spacious chaml)»‘r, (Oda is 
The Turkish title,) and ranged round the wall 
Were couches, toilets — and much more Llian this 

I might d(5scrib<5, as I have seen it all. ‘‘ 

But it Kufiices — little was amiss; 

’7' was on the whole a nobly furnish’d hall, 

W^itli all things ladies want savt* one or two, 

And (weii those were nearer tlion they know. 

LIT. 

l)udii, as has been said, was a sweet creature, 

Not v<Ty dashing, but e.vtrcmely winning, 

With the most regulated charms of feature, 

Which painters cannot c^tch like faces sinning 
Against proportion — the wild strokes of nature 
Which they hit olT at once in the beginning, 

Full of expression, right or wrong, that strike, 

And, pleasing or unplcasing, still are like. 

Ltn. 

But she was a soft landscape of mild earth, 

Wliere all was harmony and calm and t{uiet, 
Luxuriant, budding; cheerful without mirth, 

Which, if not happiness, is much more nigh it 
'rhau are your mighty passions and sio forth, 

Which some call “ tlift sublime I wish they ’d try it 
1 *vc seen your stormy seas an<l stormy women. 

And pity lovers rather more tfian seamen. 

nv. 

But she was pensive more than melancholy, 

And serious more tlian pensive, and serene 
It may be more than either — not unholy 
Her thoughts, at least till now, appear to have been. ; 
The strangest thing was, beauteous, she was wholly 
Unconscious, albeit tuni’d of quick seventeen, 

That she was fair, or dark, or short, or tall ; 

She never thought about herself at all. 



ktadi Wd ks 

. The Agjb of Ck»Id (when gold was iM&xmm, 

~: which its nomenclature came ^ pass ; 

Thus most epprppriatot]j())i08 been shovm 

V jUietis n non Looendo/’ nM what ions, 

^ Bnt what ieos iwtf ; a sort of style that *0 grown 
''f^ely common in this ego, whose metd 
=^9 devil may decompose but never settle: 

i-vi. 

think it may be of ** Corintliian Brass,” 

Which Woe a mixture of all metals, but 
brazen uppermost,) Kind reader! pass 
This long parenthesis ; I could not shut 
for the soul ofmc, and class 
’ jify feulls even with your own ! which meaneth, put 

V kM construction upon them and me : 

Jut that you won’t— then don’t— I am not less free. 

LVII. 

, ^ is time we sliould return to plain narration, 

And thus my narrative proceeds >— Dudti 
TVith every kindness short of ostentation, 

^ Show’d Juan, or Juanna, through and through 
JL'his labyrinth of females, and each station 
Described— what ’s strange, in words extremely few: 
have but one simile, and that ’s a blunder, 

«’or wordless women, which is siknt thunder. 

LVin. 

And next she gave her (I say her^ because 
The gender still was epicene, at least 
Jn outward show, which is a saving clause) 

; An outline of the customs of the East, 
vVith all their chaste integrity of laws, 

By which the more a haram is increased, 

The stricter doubtless grow the vestal duties 
Of any supernumeraiy beauties. 

LIX. 

And then she gave Juanna a chaste kiss : 

Dudii was fmd of kissing — which I ’m sure 
•’hat nobody can ever take amiss, 

Because ’t is pleasant, so that it be pure, 

Lnd between females means no more than this — 

That tlioy have nothing better near, or newer. 

Kiss” rhymes to “ bliss” in fact as well as verso- 
wish it never led to something worse. 

LX. 

n perfect innocence she then unmade 
Her toilet, which cost little, for she was 
L child of nature, carelessly array’d ; 

If fond of a chance ogle at her glass, 
r was like the fawn which, in the lake display’d, 
Belrolds her own shy shadowy image pass, 

Vhen first she starts, and then returns to peep, 

Idmiring this new native of the deep. 

LXl. 

knd one by one her articles of dress 
W ere laid aside ; but not before she offer’d 
ler aid to fair Juanna, whose excess 
Of modesty declined tlie assistance proffer’d— 

^hich pass’d well off— as she could do no less : 

Though by this politessc she rather suffer’d, 

’ricking her fingers with those cursed pins, 
iVhich surely were invented for our sins, — 

LXII. 

Making a woman like a porcupine, 

Hot to be rashly touch’d. But still more dread 
Oh ye ! whose fate it is, as once ’t was mine, 

In early youtli to turn a lady’s maid ; — 

E did my very boyisk^t to shine 
In tricking hes' Jlfc r a masquerade : 

The pins wera|j|Hplufficient)y, but not 
Stuck all pr^r spot. 


But these are fobliidi thibgs to inll the wbe— 

And t love Wisdom more dkan t&m lo^eO me ; 

My tendency is to philosophize 
On most things, from a tyrant tq i tree ; 

But still the spouseleSs virgin EnssidsUge files. 

What are we ? and whence came we ? what shall be 
Our uUimaie existence? what ’s our present? 

Are questions answerlcss, and yet incessant. 

LXIV, 

There was deep silence in the chamber; dim 
And distant from each other bum’d tlio lights, 

And Slumber hover’d o’er each lovely limb a 
Of the fair occupants : if there hfe sprites^ 

They should have walk’d there m their sprhehest trim, 
By w’ay of change from their sepulchral sites, 

And shown themselves as ghosts ofbetter taste, 

Than haunting some old ruin or wild waste. 

LXV. 

Many and beautiful lay those around, 

Like flowers of different hue and clime and root, 

In srmie exotic garden sometimes found, 

With cost and care and warmth induced to shoot. 
One with her auburn tresses lightly bound, 

And fair brows gently drooping, as the fruit 
Nods from the tree, was slumbering with soft breath 
And lips apart, which show’d the pearls beneath. 

LXVI. 

One, with her flush’d cheek laid on her white arm 
And raven ringlets gather’d in dark crowd 
Above her brow, lay dreaming soft and warm ; 

And, smiling through her dream, as through a cloud 
The moon breaks, half unveil’d each further charm, 

As, slightly stirring in her snowy shroud, 

Her beauties seized the unconscious hour of night 
All bashfully to struggle into light. 

* Lxvjr. 

This is no bull, although it sounds so ; for 
’T was night, but there w(?re lamps, os hath been said. 
A third’s all-pallid aspect offer’d more 
The traits of sleeping Sorrow, and hetray’d 
hrough the heaved breast the dream of some far shore 
Beloved and deplored : while slowly stray’d 
As night dew, on the cypress glittering, tinges 
'he black bough) tear-drops thro’ her eyes’ dark fringes. 

Lxvin. 

. fourth, as marble, statue^Iike and still, 

Lay in a breathless, hush’d, and stony sleep ; 

Vhite, cold, and pure, as looks a frozen rill, 

Or the snow minaret on an Alpine steep, 

•r Lot’s wife done in salt,— or what you will 
My similes are gather’d in a heap, 

5 o pick and choose — ^perhaps you ’ll be content 
Vith a carved lady on a monument. 

LXIX. 

\nd lo! a fifth appears ; — and what is she ? 

A lady of “ a certain age,” which means 
lertainly aged — what he[j years might be 
I know not, never counting past their teens • 

Jut there she slept, not quite so fair to see 
As ere that awful period intervenes, 

Vhich lays both men and women on foe shelf, 

To meditate upon their sins and self. 

txx. 

Jut all this time how slept or dream’d DudCi, 

With strict inquiry I could ne’er discover, 

\nd scorn to add a syllable untrue ; 

But ere the middle watch w'as hardly over, 
ust when foe fading lamps waned dim and blue. 

And phantoms hover’d or might seem to hover, 

'o those who like foeir company, about 
The apartment, on a sudden she scream’d out, 



X.XXI. 

And tliat so loudlyi that upstarted all 
The Oda, in a general commotion : 

Matron and inaida, and those whom you may call 
Neither, came crowding like the waves of ocean, 
One on tlio other, throughout the whole hall, 

All trembling, wondering, without the least notion, 
More than I have myself, of what could make 
The calm Dudh so turbulenlly wake. 

LXXII. 

But wide awake she was, and round her bed, 

With Hoating draperies and wish flying hair, 

With eag^^r eyes, and light but hurried tread, 

And bi)St)m.s, arms, and ankles glancing bare, 

And bright as any mcteoi’ever bred 

By the North Pole,— they sought her cause of care, 
For she seeinM agitated, flush’d, and frighten’d, 

Her eye dilated and her colour heighten’d. 

Lxxrii. 

But what is strange— and a strong [»roof how great 
A blessing is sound sleep, Juarina lay 
As fast as ever husband by his mate 
In holy matrimony snores away. 

Not all tlio clamour broke her happy state 

Of slumber, ere they shook Iwr, — so they say, 

At least, — and then she too unclosed her eyes, 

And yawn’d a good d(‘.al wiLli diser<^et surprise. 

T.xxiv. 

And now commenced a strict investigation, 

Which, as all spoke at one*', and more, than once 
Conj»‘cluriug, womlering, asking a narration, 

Alike might puzzle either wit <ir dunce 
To answer in a very dear oration. 

DudiJ had never pas,s’d ft)r wanting sense, 

But, being “ no orator, as Hriitus is.” 

(Jould in»t at lifsl expound what was anii.ss. 

* I. XXV. 

At lengtli slie said, that, in a slrunber sound, 

Sin- dream'd a dream of walking in a vv<«>d — 

A “ wood ohscun-,” like that where 1 )uute found ’ 
Him'self in at the age wlnm all grow goo*! ; 

Fife’s half-way house, where dames witli virtue crown’d 
Hun mueh les.s risk of lovers turning rude ; — 

And that this wood was full (jf pleasant fruits, 

And tre«!S of goodly growdh and spreading roots ; 

T.XXVI. 

And in the midst a gol<lcn u|>pk' gre.w, — 

A most prodigious pippin — but it hung 
Rather too higli and distant *, tlial she throw 
Her glances on it, and then, longing, Hung 
Stones, and whatever she could pick up, to 

Bring ilow-n llie fruit, which still perversely clung 
To its own brmgh, and dangled yet in sight, 

But always at a most provoking heiglu : — 

i,x xvn. 

That on a sudden, when she least had hope, 

It fell down of itis own accord, t^efore* 

Her feet ; that her first movement was to .'^.oop 
And pick it up, and bite it to thet^»ro; 

That just as her young lip began to ope 
Upon the golden fruit the \'ision boro, 

A bee flew out and stung her to the heart, 

And so — she awoke with a great scream mi<i .■^tarf. 

l.XXViiJ. 

All this she told witli some confusion aisl 
Dismay, the usual consequence* of dreams 
Of iho unpleasant kind, with n(#ne at hand 
To exfiound tlndr vain and vision.iry gleams. 

T Vo known some odd ones wduch se*!mM really plann’d 
Pr<^phetic.ally, or that which one fk-ems 
“ A stj'ange coincidenco,” to use a phrase 
By which .such thiiig.s are settled riow-a'r.jay.r;, 
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z.xxnc; 

The damselsf, wlm hod ihoughto of tmme 
Began, as is the consequence of fear, 

To scold a Utile at t)je false alarm 
That broke for nothing on their sleeping ear* 

The matron too was wroth to leave her warm 
Bed for the dream she liad been obliged to hear, 
And chafed at poor Dudii, who only sij^'di 
And said that she was sorry she had cried. 

• LXXX. 

I Ve heard of stories of a cock and bull; 

But visions of an and a bee, 

To lake us from our natural rest, and pull 

I’lio whole ( >da from tliiGir beds at half-past threef 
Would make u.s think the moon is at its full. 

You surely arc? unwell, child ! we must see, 
To-morrow, wliat his highness’s physician 
Will say to this hysteric of a vision. 

1.XXXI. 

“ And poor Juanna, too ! the child’s first night 
Witldu l}u*.s'u walls, to he broke in Ufion 
AYiih such a clamour— I had thought it right 
That the young stranger should not lie fdono. 

And, as tlic (juietc'^ of all, slu' miglit 

Will) you, Diidu, a good night’s rest have known; 
Hut now I must transfe-r her to the cliargc 
Of l.oiah — tljougli ln‘r coiieli is not so large,” 

T.XXXII. 

lioluh’s eyes spaikk-d at the proposition; 

Hut poor Du(h'), with large drops in her own, 
Resnllmg from tlie scolding or llie vision, 
liujilore*! that present pardon miglit be shown 
For lids lirsi fault, and that on no condition 
(She :uM<‘d in a soft and piteoii.s tone,) 
iianna .dioiild In; taken from her, and 
Her future dreams should all be kept in hand. 

I.XX'XIII. 

Sh(‘ promised never !m»re to have a dream, 

At k’asi to dreani so loudly as just now; 

Siie uoiuk‘r’<l nt hrrs<-lf Im»w sIk; could scream— 
was foodsh, nervous, as she mu.st allow 
A fimd ha'lueiuation, and a theme 

For laughler — hut she felt her spirits low, 

And Ix'gg’tl they would j-xcuse her; she ’d get over 
I'his weakness in a few hours, and recover. 

f.XX XIV. 

And hen; Juanna kindly interfjosed, 

And sai«l she, fv‘,lt he,r.solf extremely well 
AVIu're. shr tluu) was, as her sound sleep disclosed 
Wlnm all around rang like a toc«in-bell; 

She did iu)t iind herself the least disposed 
To (]iut her geiit.h: partner, and to dwell 
Aj»url from one who had no .sin to show, 

Save that of dieaming once- inaJ-fl-nrofAW.” 

I.XXXV. 

As thus Juanna spoke, Dndu turn’d round,' 

An<l hid her face within Jnaima’s breast 
Her neek alone was si'cn, hut, that was Ibund 
The col<inr of a Inidding rose’s crest, 
f can’t tell why sh.e blush’d, nor can expound 
The nr/Jitery of this rupture ofthoir rest; 

All (hat I know is, tliat the fact.s I state 
Are true as truth has ever htson of lato. 

LXXXVI. 

And so good night to them, — or, if you will 

Good iiiorrtivv — for the cock liari crown, and light 
Began to clotho ca*‘l) Asiatic- liiU, 

And the mosque <;rescent struggled into sight 
Of the long caravan, vvhii:h in the chil! 

Of dewy dawn vvoimd slowly round each height 
That siretehc-s (o the stony iK-lt which girds 
Asia, wlicre Kaff look* dowm upon die Kurds. 



LXXXYJI. 

th» first ray, or rather gray of morn, 

^ ' Gnlheyas roso from restlessness ; and pale 
.As Passion rises, with its bosom worn, 

Array’d herself with mantle, gem, and veil: 

The nightingale that sings with the deep thorn, 

Which Fable places in her breast of wail, 

Is lighter far of heart and voice than tliose 
V\’hose headlong passions form their proper woes, 

Lxxxvin. • 

And that ’s the moral of this composition, 

If people would but see its rerfl drift; — 

But thiti they will not do without suspicion, 

Because all gentle readers have die gift 
Of closing ’gainst the light their orbs of vision ; 

While gentle writers also love to lift 
Their voices Against each other, which is natural* 

The numbers are too great for them to Hatter ail. 

txxxxx. 

'osc the sultana from a bed of splendour, — 

Softer than the soft Sybarite’s, who cried j 

iloud because his feelings were too tender I 

To brook a ruffled rose-leaf by his side, — 

>0 beautiful that art could little mend her, 

^Though pale with conflicts between love and pride 
5o agitated was she with her error, 

She did not even look into the mirror. 

xc. 

llso arose about the self-same time, 

Perhaps a little later, her great lord, 
faster of thirty kingdoms so sublime, 

And of a wife by whom he was abhorr’d ; 

V thing of much less import in that clime— 

At least to those of incomes which afford 
The filling up their whole connubial cargo— 

Phan where two wives are under an embargo. 

xci. 

^e did not think much on the matter, nor 
Indeed on any other : as a man, 
ile liked to have a handsome paramour 
At hand, as one may like to have a fan, 
knd therefore of Circassians had good store, 

As an amusement after the Divan ; 

Though an unusual fit of love, or duty, 

lad made him lately bask in his bride’s beauty. 

xcii. 

\nd now he rose : and after due ablutions, 

Exacted by the customs of the East, 

\nd prayers, and otlier pious evolutions, 

He drank six cups of coffee at the least, 

Ind tlicn withdrew to hear about the Russians, 

Whoso victories had recently increased, 

[n Catherine’s reign, whom glory still adores 
ftis greatest of all sovereigns and w s. 

XCI II. 

Hut oh, thou grand legitimate Alexander! 

Her son’s son, let not this last phrase offend 
Thine ear, if it should roach, — and now rhymes wander 
Almost as far as Petersburgh, and lend 
flL dreadful impulse to each loud meander 
Of murmuring Liberty’s wide waves, which blend 
ITieir roar even with the Baltic’s, — so you be 
Your father’s son, ’t is quite enough for me. 

xciv. 

To call men love-begotten, or proclaim 
Their mothers as the antipodes of Timon, 

That hater of mankind, would be a shame, 

A libel, or whate’er you please to rhyme on : 

But people’s ancestors are histoiy’s game ; 

And if one lady’s slip could leave a crime on 
All generations, I should like to know 
What pedigree the best would have to show 7 


xcr. 

Had Catherine and the sultan understood 
Their own true interest, which kings rarely know, 
Until ’t is taught by lessons rather rude, 

There was a way to end their strife, although 
Perhaps precarious, had they but thought good, 
Without the aid of prince or plenipo ; 

She to dismiss her guards, and he his haram. 

And for their other matters, meet and share ’em. 

xcvi. 

But as it was, his Highness had to hold 
His daily council upon ways and means, 

How to encounter with this martial scold, ^ 

This modern Amazon and Q,ueen of queans ; 

And the perplexity could not be told 
Of all the pillars of the state, which leans 
. Sometimes a little heavy on the backs 
/ Of tboso who cannot Jay on a new tax, 

I XCVJI. 

Meantime Gulbeyaz, when her king was gone, 
Retired into her boudoir, a sweet place 
For love or breakfast ; private, pleasing, lone, 

And rich with all contrivances which grace 
Those gay recesses : — many a precious stone 
Sparkled along its roof, and many a vase 
(If porcelain held in the fetter’d flowers, 

Those captive soothers of a captive’s hours. 

xevni. 

Mother-of-pearl, and porphyry, and marble, 

Vied with each other on this costly spot ; 

And singing- bird.s without were heard to warbh' ; 

And the stain’d glass which lighted this fair grot 
Varied each ray ; — but all descriptions garble 
The true effect, and so wo had better not 
Be too minute ; an outline is the best, — 

A lively reader’s fancy does the rest. 

XCIX. 

And Itere she summon’d Baba, and required 
Don Juan at his hands, and information 
Of what had pass’d since all the slaves retired, 

And whether he had occupied their station; 

If matters had been managed as desired, 

And Ids disguise with due consideration 
Kept up ; and, above all, the where and how 
lie had pass’d the night, was what she wish’d to know. 

c. 

Baba, with some embarrassment, rejiHcd 
To tins long catechism of questions ask’d 
More easily than answer’d, — that he had tried 
His best to obey in what he had been task’d; 

But there seem’d something that he wish’d to hide, 
Which hesitation more betray’d than mask’d; 

He scratch’d his ear, tho infallible resource 
To which embarrass’d people have recourse. 

ci. 

Gulbeyaz was no model of true psticnae, 

Nor much disposed to wait in word or deed ; 

She liked quick answers in all conversations ; 

And when she saw him stumbling like a stee^ 

In his replies, she puzzled him for fresh ones ; 

And as his speech grew still more broken-knee’d, 
Her cheek began to flush, her eyes to sparkle, 

And her proud brow’s blue veins to swell and darkle. 

CIT. 

When Baba saw these symptoms, which he knew 
To bode him* no great good, be deprecated 
Her anger, and beseech’d she ’d hear him through— 
He could not help tho thing which he related ; 

Then out it came at lengtli, that to Dudu 

Juan was given in charge, as hath been stated ; 

But not by Baba’s fault, he said, and swore on 
The holy camel’s hump, besides the Koran. 



CIIX. 

The chief dame of the Oda, upon whom 
The discipline of the whole haram bore, 

As soon as they re-enter’d tlieir own room, 

For Baba’s function stopp’d short at the door, 

Had settled all ; nor could he then presume 
(The aforesaid Baba) just then to do more, 

Without exciting such suspicion as 
Might make the matter still worse than it was. 

CIV. 

He hoped, indeed he thought he could be sure, 

Juan had not betray’d himself ; in fact, 

'T was certain that his conduct had been pure, 

Because a foolish or imprudent act 
Would not alono have made him insecure, 

But ended in his being found out and sack'd 
And thrown into the sea. — Thus Baba spoke 
Of all save Dudii’s dream, which was no joke. 

cv. 

This he discreetly kept, in t}}e back ground, 

And talk'd away — and might have talk’d till now, 
For any further answer that he found, 

So deep an anguish wrung Gulbcyaz' brow ; 

Her cheek turn’d ashes, cars rung, brain whirl’d round, 
As if she had received a sudden blow, 

And the heart’s dew of pain sprang fast and chilly 
O’er her fair front, like morning’s on a lily. 

CV|. 

Although she was not of the fainting sort, 

Baba thought she would faint, but there he err’d — 

It was but. a convulsion, which, though short, 

Can never be described; wo all have hoard, 

And some of us have foil thus “ all amort 

When things beyond the common have occurr’d ; 
Gulb('ya7. proved in that brief agony 
•What she could ne’er exprc-ss— then how should I ? 

OVIf. 

She stood a moment , as a Pythoness 
Stands on her tripod, agonized, and full 
Of iruspiration gather'd from distress, 

Wlion all the heart-strings like wild horses pull 
Tho heart asunder ; — then, as more or less 

Their speed abated, or their strength grew dull, 

She sunk down on her seat by slow degrees, 

And bow’d her throbbing head o’er trembling knees, 

cviii. 

Her face, declined, and was unseen ; her hair 
Fell in long tresses like die weeping willow, 
Sweeping die marble underneath her chair, 

Or rather sofa, (for it was all pillow, — 

A low% soft ottoman,) and black d(;s}»air 

Stirr’d up and down her bosom like a billow, 

Which rushes to some shore, whose shingles check 
Its fardier course, but must receive its wreck. 

rix. 

Her head htmg down, and her long hair in stooping 
Conceal’d her features better dian a veil; 

And one hand o’er the ottomarvlay dnwjping, 

White, waxen, and as alabaster pale ; 

Would that I were a painter 1 to be grouping 
All that a poet drags into detail ! 

Oh that my words were colours ! but their tints 
May serve perhaps as outlines or slight hints. 

cx. 

Baba, who know by experience when to talk 
And when to hold his tongue, now held it till 
This passion might blow o’er, nor dared to balk 
Gulbeyoz* taciturn or speaking will. 

At length she rose uf», and began to walk 
Slowly along the room, but sikml still. 

And her brow clear’d, but not her troubled eye — 

The wind was down, but still the sea ran high. 


She stopp’d, and raised her head to 
And then moved on again with rapid pao« ; 

Then slacken’d it, which is the march most eiused 
By deep emotion you may sometimes trace 
A feeling in each footstep, as disclosed 
By Sallust in his Catiline, who, chased 
By all the demons of ail passions, show’d 
Their work even by the way in which he trodo. 

* cxn. 

Gulbcyaz stopp’d and beckon’d Baba: — ** Slave: 

Bring the two slafes !” she said, in a low tooey 
But one which Baba did not like to brave, 

And yet he shudder’d, and seem’d rather prone 
To prove reluctant, and begg’d leave to emve 
(Though he well knew the meaning) to be shown 
What slaves her highness wish’d to indicate, 

For fear of^iy error like tho late. 

CXIII. 

The Georgian and her paramour,” replied 
Tlie imperial bride — and added, Let tlie boat 
Be ready by the secret portal’s side : 

You know tho rest.” Tho words stuck in her throat, 
Despite her injured love and fiery pride ; 

And of this Baba willingly took note, 

And begg’d, by every hair of Mahomet’s beard, 

Slic would revokts the order he had hoard. 

rxTV. 

‘ To hear is to obey,” he said ; ** but still, 

Sultana, think up>on the consequence: 

If i.s not that I shall not all fiilfil 

Your orders, even in their severest sense; 

But such precipitation may end ill, 

Even at your own imperative expense; 

I do not mean destruction and exposure, 

In case of any premature disclosure ; 

rxv. 

‘ But yotJr own feelings. — Even should all tlto rest 
Be hidden by tlie rolling weaves, which hide 
Alrcarly many a onc.e love-beaten breast 
Deep in the cav<?rn» of the deadly tide — 

You love this boyish, new seraglio guest. 

And — if this violent nMiicdy bo tried— 

Excase my freedom, wdu-n 1 liere assure you, 

I’hat killing him is not the way to cure you.” 

CXVI. 

“ What dost thou know of love or fiicling ? — ^wretch ! 

Beg<mo !” sliD cried, with kindling eyes, “ and do 
Mv bidding !” Baba vanish’d ; for to stretch 
His own remonstrance further, he well know, 

Might end in acting as his own “ Jack Ketcli 
And, though he wish’d extremely to get through 
This awkward business without harm to otliers, 

He still preferr’d liis owm neck to another’s. 

nxvii. 

Away he went then upon his commission, 

Growling and grumbling in good Turkish phrase 
Against all women, of whale’er condition, 

Especially sultanas and their ways ; 

Their obstinacy, pride, and indecision. 

Their never knowing Uieir own mind two days, 

The trouble that they gave, their immorality, 

Which made him daily bless his own neutrality. 

cxvnr. 

And then he call’d his brethren to Iiis aid, 

And sent one on a summons to the pair, 

That they instantly be well array’d, 

And, above all, comb’d even to a hair, 

And brought before the empress, who had mado 
Inquiries after them with kindest care : 

At which DudCi look’d strange, and Juan silly ; 

But go they must at once, and^will I— nill I. 
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cxix. 

leave them at tlieir preparation 
For the imperial presence, wherein wbetlier 
Gulbeyaz showed them both commiseration, 

Or got rid of the parlies altogether — 

Like other angry ladies of her nation, — 

Are things Ae turning of a hair or feather 
Alay settle ; but far be *t from me to anticipate 
^ what way feminine caprice may dissipate. 

cxx. 

I leave them for the present, with good wishes, 
Though doubts of their well-doing', to arrange 
Another part of history ; for the dishes 
Of this our banquet we must sometimes change : 
And, trusting Juan may escape the iishes, 
Although his situation now seems strange 
And scarce secure, as such digressions are fair, 
The muse will take a little touch at warfare. 0 


CANTO VIL 


I 

Ob love ! Oh glory ! what are ye ? who lly 
Around us ever, rarely to aliglit: 

There ’s not a meteor in the jiolar sky 
Of such transcendent and more fleeting flight. 

Chill) and chain’d to cold earth, we lift on high 
Our eyes in search of either lovely Hglil; 

A thousand and a thoustuid colours they 
Assume, then leave us on our freezing way. 

If. 

And such as they are, such my present tale is, 

A non-descript and ever-varying rhyme, 

A versihed Aurora Borealis, 

Which flashes o’er a waste and icy clime. 

Wlien we know what all are, we. must bewail us, 

But ne’ertheloss, 1 hope it is no crime 
To laugh at all things : for I wish to know 
9Vhatj after all, are all tilings — ^liut a fthnw ? 

HI. 

They accuse me— ^ne— the present writer of 
The present poem, of— I know not what, — 

A tendency to underrate and scuff 
At human power and virtue, and all that ; 

And this they say in language ratlier rough. 

Good God! 1 wopder what they would be at? 
t say no more than has been said in 1 'Janie’s 
Verse, and by Solomon, and by Corvanlt\s ; 

IV. 

By Swift, by Machiavel, by Rochofoucault, 

By Fenelcoi, by Luther, and by Plato ; 

By TiHotftoa, and Wesley, aiai Kousseau, 

Who knew this life was not worth a potato. 

’T is not their fault, nor mine, if this be; so — 

For ray part, I pretend not to be C?ato, 

[ Nor even Diogenes. — We live and die, 

.‘But which is best, you know no more than I. 

i . 

' Socjrates said, our only knowledge was, 

“ To know that nothing could be known a pleasant 
\ Science enough, which levels to an ass 

Each man of wisdom, future, past, or present. 

, Newton, (that proverb of the mind,) alas! 

Declared, with all his grand diseoveries recent, 

That he himself felt only '' like a youth 
Picking up shells by the great ore an- —truth.” 


I 

Ecclesiastes said, that all is vanity— 

Alost modern preachers say the same, or show it 
By liieii- <’xam])les of true Christianity ; ^ 

In short, ail know, or very .soon may know it : 

And in tins scene of all-confess’d inanity, 

By saint, by sago, by preacher, and by poet, 
Must 1 restrain me, through the fear of strife, 

From holding up the nothingness of life? 

VJI. 

JXig.*?, or men ! (for 1 flatter you in saying 
That ye arc dogs — ^}''oiir betters far) ye may 
Read, or read not, what I am now essaying ' 

To show yc what ye are in every way. 

As little as the moon stops for the baying 

Of vv(>lves, will ihc bright Muse witlidraw one ray 
From out her skies; — then howl yotir idle wralli ! 
While sht.‘ still silvers o’er your gloomy path. 

vrri. 

Pierce loves and faithless wars” — I am not sure 
If ibis be the right reading — ’t is no matter ; 

The fuel ’s abotjt the same. ; I am secure ; — 

I sing them bolb, and am about to batter 
A town wbieh did a famous siege endure, 

And was bcleagm-r’d both by land and water 
Bv Suvarofl*, or anwlice Suwarrow, 

Who loved blood as an alderman loves marrow. 

IX. 

The fortress is call’d Tsmail, and i.s ]»laced 
Bpon (ho Daiuibe’s left branch and left bank, 

With biiildiinrs inilie oriental taste, 

But still a fa’lress of tlie foremost rank. 

Or was. at least, unless ’i is since defaced, 

Wbieh witli your conquerors Is a common prank; 
It stands some eiglsty versts from the high sea, 

And measures round of toises thousands three. 

X. 

Within the extent of this fortification 
A borough is comprised, along the height 
Upon the left, which, from its loftiiT station, 
Chiiriniaiul.s the city, and upon its site 
A Greek had rai-sed rmmiid this elevation 
A quantity of palisades upright^ 

.Jo phice<l as to impedv the fire of tho.se 
Who held the place, and to asmi tlic foe’s. 

XT. 

This circumstance may serve to give a notion 
Of the high taient.s of (his new Vauban ; 

But ilie (own (Ii(ch below was deep us (x:ean, 

rampart liigher lliati you ’d wish to hang; 

But, tlxm there, was a great want of precaution, 
(Pniliee, excuse this engineering slang,) 

Nor work advanced, nor cover’d way was lliere, 

'J’o bin; at least Hero is no thoroughfare.” 

XII. 

But a B'.one ha' lion, with a narrow gorge, 

And wal) ^ as thick as most skulls born as yet ; 
Twobattc rics, ca|>-a-\)ie, ns our Saint George, 
(ke-'-fnaled one, and ’t other a “ barbette,” 

Of I )auu\>e’s bank look formhiable charge ; 

AVIiile two-and-twenty cannon, duly set, 

Itosc oh:r the towii’.s right side, in bristling tier, 
b’orty fict high, upon a cavalier. 

xiii. 

But from the river the town ’s open quite, 

Because The 'i'urks could never be persuaded 
A Russian vessel e’er would heave in sight ; 

And such their creed was, till they were invaded, 
Wlieii it grew rather late to set things right. 

But as the Danube could not well be waded, 
i’hey kxiUM U[)Oii the Mu«rovite flotilia, 

And oTilv shout«‘d, ' Alhi’” and Bis Alilluh!” 



XIV. 

The Russians now were ready to attack ; 

But oh, ye goddesses of war and glory ! 

How shall I spell the name of each (/ossack 
Who were immortal, could orio tell their story? 

Alas ! what to their nieniory can lack ? 

Achilles^ self was not more grim and "ory 
Than thousands of tliie new and polish’d nat ion, 

Whose names want nothing but—pronunciation. 

XV. 

Still I Ml record a few, if but to incn?aso 

Our euphony — ^there was Strongenotf, and StrokonofT, 
Meknftp, Serge Lwdw, Arsenic w of modern Greece, 
And Tschitsshakuflf^ and Rogucnoff', and CiiokenolT, 
And otliers of twelve consonants apiece : 

And more might be found out, if 1 could poke enough 
Into gazettes ; but Fame, (capricious strumpet !) 

It seems, has got an cor as well as trumpet, 

xvr. 

And cannot tune those discords of narration, 

Which may be names at Moscow, into rhyme. 

Yet there were several worth comin(3rntiration, 

As e’er was virgin of a nuptial chime ; 

Soft words too, fitted for the peroration 
Of Londonderry, drawling against time, 

Knding in “ ischskiu,” “ ousekin,” “ ilFshchy,” ‘Liuski,*' 
Of whom wn can insert but Jlousamoii.ski, 

XVJT, 

Scherematoff and Chrernalofi', Knklophti, 

Koe.lobski, Kourakin, and MfHiskin Pouskin 
All proper ineu of weapons, as e’er seoffM high 
Against a foe, or ran a sahre through skin: 

Little cared they for iVfahomcl or Mufti, 

Unless to make their kettle-drums a new skin 
Out of their hides, if parchment had grown dear, 

^ And no more handy substitute been near. 

XVIII. 

Then there were foreigner.s of much renown, 

Of various nations, and all volunt<.‘ers ; 

Not fighting for their country or its crown, 

But wishing to he one day brigadiers ; 

Also to have thC/ sacking of a town — 

A pleasant thing to young men at their years. 

’Mongst them were several Englishmen of pith, 

Sixteen call’d Thompson, and nineteen named Smith. 

XTX. 

Jack 'Phompson and Bii! Tiiornjison ; — all the rest 
Had been call’d Jemmy T after (he great bard; 

I do n’t know whether they had arnn f>r crest. 

But such a godlather ’s as good a eard. 

Three of the Smiths wr*re P<*ierK ; hut th/' best 
Among them all, hard blows to inflict or ward, 

Was he, since »o renown’d “ in country quariers 
At Halifax but now lie .served tlie 'Partars. 

XX, 

The rest were .Tacks and Gills, and "Wills and 
But when I ’ve added tliat the eMer .1aek Smitli 
Was born in (Cumberland ampng the hills. 

And that his father was an luniest blacksmith, 

I Ve said all I know of a name that fills 

M'hree lines of the despatch in taking “ Schmaesmith,” 
A village of Moldavia’s waste, wherein 
He fell, immortal in a bulletin. 

XXI 

I wonder (although Mars no doubt ’s a god I 
Praise) if a man’s name in a (mUetin 
May make up for a buliet in his body ? 

I hope this little question is no sin, 

• Because, though I am but a simple nwldy, 

I think one Shakspcarc; puts the same thought in 
The mouth of some om* in his plays so doating, 

Which many people pass for n its by quoting. 


XXII, 

Then there were Frenchmen, gallant, young, audgayS . 

But T ’m too great u patriot to record 
Their gallic nam(‘S upon a glorious day ; 

I ’d ralher tell ten lies liiaii say a word 
Of truth ; — sucli truths are treason : they betray 
M’lieir coiuitry, and, as traitors are abhorr’d, 

Who name the J»'rencli and T^nglish, save to show 
How peace sliould make .lolm Bull the Frenchman’s fc" 

» XXIII. 

The Russians, having built two batteries on 
An isle ii».*ar Tsniail, hatl two ends in view ; 

The first was to bombard it, and knock down 
M’h«? public buildings, and file private too, 

No matter what poor souls might lie undone. 

The. city’s shajic suggested this, ’t is true ; 

Form’d like an amphitheatre, each dwelling 
Pre.senied a fine mark io tlirow a shell in. 

XXIV. 

The second nhjccl was to profit by 

The moment oftlie general eun.s!ernatif>n, 
attai^k tli<? 'Purk’s flotilla, W’hich lay nigh, 

Extremely tranquil, anclutr’d at its station 
Blit a third motive was as probably 
'Pm frighten them into eajtitolation ; 

A phunta'iv whiidi sometimes sei/(‘s warriors, 

Unless they are gaim‘ us bull-dogs and fox-terriers; 

xxv. 

A habit rallier blainc'ihle, wliieb is 

'Pbat of despising those we combat with, 

(/oinmon in many cases, was in this 

'Phe cause of killing Tehilchif/.kofrund Smith; 

One of the valorous “ JSuutlis” whom we shall miss 
Out of those nineteen wlio lati' rhvined to pilli 
Thit ’l is a ir.inio so spread o’er Sir” and “ Madam, 
'Phal one would think the rinsT wlio bore, it Apam,’* 

XXVI. 

The Russian batteries were ineoeqdele, 

ITecanse they wore construct* si in a hutry. 

Thus, tlie same cause whieh makes a verse want foot, 
And throws aekuid o’er Jiongiuau and .lohn Murray, 
When the sale ofiuov liooks is not so fleet 
As (hey who print them ihink is tMS'.essary, 

May likewise put. off f>r a time wlia.l story 
sometimes calls “ inurflcr,” uud at others ‘‘ glory.” 

XX vri. 

Wlielher it was their ( nglueers’ stupidity, 

Their haste, or waste.. 1 neither know nor earn 
)r some <-t nil rae tor’s personal eupidily, 

>^avinglils hjuI hy cheating in the ware 
Jfhoiniejdo; but there, was no st>llility 
In the new balterics <‘n’cled there; 

MMiev eitlier miss’d, or they were never miss’d, 

And added greatly to the missing list, 

XXVflJ. 

A sad miscalculation about dis(anc*i 
Matle ail (heir naval matters incorrect; 

Pbree. tire-ships lost their amiable existence, 

Before, tln-y reaeb’tl a spot to take etfucl : 

match was lit too goon, and no assistance 
( ’oiild remedy this lubberly defect ; 

'Phey blew iifi in the middle of the river, 

While, thougli ’t was dawn, tho Turks slept fast as ev«ir« 

XXIX. 

At seven fhev rose, however, and gnrvev’d 
'J’he Russ flotilla getting under way ; 

T was nine, when still advaricnnr undisniay’d, 

Within a cable’s length (heir vossvds lay 
)lf Ismail, and commenced a cannonatle, 

Which was return’d with int»:rest, I may say, 

And hy a fire of musketry ami grape, 

And shells and shot of every size and sliapn. 
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XXX. 

hours l>ore they witlK>«t intermission 
> The Turkish fire ; and, aided by their owti 
iittnd batteries, work’d their guns with great precision: 

At lengtli tiiey found mere cannonade alone 
By no means would produce the town’s submission, 

- And made a signal to retreat at one. 

One bark blew up ; a second, near the works 
J^.unning aground, was taken by the Turks. 

XXXI. 

rhe Moslem too had lost both ships and men ; 

But wlton they saw the enemy retire, 

4 L’heir Delhis mann’d some boats, and sail’d again, 
And gall’d the Russians with a heavy fire, 

And tried to make a landing on the main. 

But here the efiect fell short of their desire : 

Count Damas drove them back into the water 
Pell-mell, and with a whole gazette of slaughter. 

XXXTT. 

If” (says the historian here) “ I could report 
All that the Russians did upon this day, 

I think that several volumes would fall short, 

And I should still have many tilings to say 
And so he says no mort^— but pays his court 
To some distinguish’d strangers in that fray, 

„Thc Prince de Lignc, and liangeron, and Damas, 
Names great as any that the roll of fame has. 


xxxviir. 

While things were in abeyance, Ribas sent 
A courier to the prince, and he succeeded 
In ordering matters after his own bent. 

I cannot tell the way in wliich he pleaded, 

But sliortl y be liad cause to be content. 

In the mean time the batteries proceeded, 

And fourscore cannon on the Danube’s border 
Wen? briskly fired and answer’d in due order. 

XXXIX. 

But on the thirteenth, when already part 
Of the troops wore embark’d, the siege to raise, 
A courier on the spur inspired new heart 
Into all panters for newspaper praise, 

As well as dilettanti in war’s art, 

By his des{)atches couch’d in pithy phrase, 
Announcing the ap])oiutment of that lover of 
Bailies to ilic command, Field-Marshal SuvaroflT. 

XL. 

The letter of tlie prince to the same marshal 
Was worthy of a Spartan, had the cause 
Been one to which a good heart could be partial,— 
Defence of freedom, country, or of laws ; 

But as it was mere lust of [lower to o’er-arch all 
With its proud brow, it merits slight applause, 
Save for its style, which .said, all in a trice, 

“ You will take Ismail, at whatever price.” 


XXXIII. 

•' This being the case, may show us what fiinie in: 

{ For out of thr<*e prvux rluvulif^rs,^^ how 
vMany of common readers give a guess 
I ’Phat sucli existed ? (and they may live now 
J'For aught wc know.) Renown ’s all hit or miss ; 

? There *s fortune even in fame, we must allow, 
if ’T is true the Memoirs of the Prince cit‘ Ligne 
' Have half withdrawn from him oblivion’s skreen. 

I XXXTV. 

^ But hero are men who fouglit in gallant actions 
j. As gallantly as ever heroc.s fought., 

^But buried in the heap of such tran.saetions — 

Their names are seldom found, nor ofum sought, 
i Thus <-veu goiKi fame may sutler sa<l contractions, 

Anfi is extinguish’d sooner than she ouglit; 
iOf all our modern battles, 1 will bet 
f You can’t repeat nine names from each gazette. 

i XXXV, 

!lii short, this last attack, though rich in glory, 

1, ShowM that sonirwlurc, somehow^ there was a fault; 
; And Admiral Ribas (known in Russian story) 

» Mo.st strongly recommended an as.sault ; 

,jln which he was opposed by yoiuug and hoary, 

, AVhich made a haig debate: — hut 1 intist halt ; 
iFor if 1 wrote down every warrior’s speech, 
doubt few reailers e’er W'ould mount the breach. 


XL I. 

“ Let there light !” said God, and there was light!” 

“ Let there be blood !” says man, and there ’s a sea! 
The fiat of thi.s .spoil’d child of the night 
(For day rie’e-r saw his merits) ctxild decree 
More, evil in an hour, than thirty bright 

Summers could renovate, though they should be 
Lovely as tlio^e which ripen’d Eden’s fruit— 

For war cuts up not only branch but root. 

XLII. 

Our friends the Turks, who with loud “ Allas” now 
Began to signali/.e tho Russ rclriiat, 

Wc.ro damnably mistaken ; few are slow 
In thinking that their (uiemy is boat, 

(Or heafrn, if tfou insist on grammar, though 
I never think about it in a heat ;) 

But here T .say tho Turks were much mistaken, 

Who, hating hogs, yet wish’d to savetlieir bacon. 

XT.ITT, 

For, on the sixteenth, at full gallop drew 

Tn sight two horsemen, wlio were deem’d Cossacks 
For some time, till they came in nearer view. 

They had but little, baggage at their backs, 

For ibeie were but three shirts between the two; 

But on they rode upon tw'o Ukraine hacks, 

Till, in ajiiiroaching, were at length descried 
In this plain pair, iSiiwarrow and his guide. 


XXXVI. 

I iTherc was a man, if that lie was a man, — 

* \ Not tliat his manluHwl could bo call’d in question, 
f ;For, had he not been ilerculos, his span 
: [ Had born as short in youth as indigestion 
I iJMftde hrs last illness, wdien, nil worn and wan, 

^ \ He died bemvith a lre<', as miicii unbhfss’d on 
5 soil of the green province he had wassted, 

^ jAs e’er was locust on th<‘ land it blasted ; — 


Xl.TV. 

“ Great joy to London now !” says some great fool, 
When J.ondon had a grand illumination, 

Which, to that battle-conjuror, John Bull, 

Is of all dreams the first hallucination : 

So that the streets of colour’d lamps are full, 

That sage {mid John) surrenders at discretion 
His purse, his soul, his .sense, and even his nonsense, 
To gratify, like a huge moth, this one sense. 


xxxvii. 

* jThis was Potemkin — a great thing in days 
When homicide and harlotry made great, 

|lf stars and titles could entail long prais*?, 

T His glory might lialf equal his estate. 

(This fellow, being six foot high, could rai.se 
\ A kind of phantasy proportionate 
|Jn the then sovereign of the Russian people, 
'(Who measured men as you would do a steeple. 


XI, V. 

’T i.s strange that he should further ** damn his eyes,” 
For they are damn’d : that once all-famous oath 
Is to thi> devil now no further prize, 

Since Jolm ha.«i lately lost the msc of both. 

Debt he calls vvt'allh, and taxes, paradise ; 

And famine, with her gaunt and bony growth, 
Which stares him in the face, he won’t examine, 

Or swears that. Ceres hath begotten Famine. 



xLvr. 

But to tho tak. Great joy unto the camp ! 

To Russian, Tartar, English, French, Cossack, 

O’er whom Suwarrow shone like a gas-lamp, 

Presaging a most luminous attack ; 

Or, like a wisp along tho marsh so damp, 

Which leads beholders on a boggy walk, 

He flitted to and fro, a dancing light, 

Which all who saw it follow’d, wrong or right. 

XL VII. 

But, certes, matters took a different face ; 

There was enthusiasm and much applause, 

The fleet and camp saluted witli great grace, 

Anif all presaged gocxl fortune to their cause. 

Witlun a cannon-shoUength of tho place 

They drew, constructed ladders, repair’d flaws 
In former works, made new, prepared fascines, 

And all kinds of benevolent machines. 

XLViir. 

’T is thus the spirit of a single mind 

Makes that of multitudes lalte one direction, 

As roll tho waters to the breathing wind, 

Or roams the herd beneath the bull’s protection : 

Or as a little dog will lead the blind, 

Or a bellwealhcr form tlie flocks connexion 
By tinkling sounds when they go forth to victual: 

{:juch is the sway of your great men o’er little. 

XLIX. 

The whole camp rung with joy ; you would have thought 
That they were going to a marriage-feust 
(This metaphor, T think, holds good as aught, 

{Since there is discord after both at least,) 

There was not now a luggage-hoy but sougljt 
Danger and spoil with ardour rnuclt increased ; 

And why ? because a little, odd, old man, 

Stript to his shirt, was come to lead the van. 

L. 

But so it was ; and every preparation 
Was made with all alacrity; the first 
Detachment of three columns took its station, 

Anil waited but the signal’s voice to burst 
Upon tho foe: the second’s ordination 
Was also in three columrts, with a thirst 
For glory gaping o’er a sea of slaughter : 

The third, in columns two, attack’d by water. 

LI. 

New batteries were erected ; and was held 
A general council, in which unanimity. 

That stranger to most councils, here prevail’d, 

As sometimes happens in a great extremity ; 

And, every difficulty being expcU’d, 

Glory began to dawn with due sublimity, 

While SuvaroflT, determined to obtain it, 

Was teaching his recruits to use the bayonet.* 

LII. 

It is an actual fact, that he, commandcr- 
In-chief, in pro|>or person deign’d to drill 
The awkward squad, and could afford to squander 
His time, a corjwral’s duti|j|S to fulfil : 

Just as you ’d break a sucking salamander 
To swallow flame, and never take it ill ; 

He show’d them how to mount a ladder (which 
Was not like Jacob’s) or to cross a ditch. 

LIU. 

Also ho dress’d up, for the nonce, fascines 
Like men, with turbans, scimitars, and dirks, 

And made them charge with bayonets these machinc.s, 
By way of lesson against actual Turks. 

And, when well practised in those mimic scenes, 

‘ Ho judged them proper to assail tlie works ; 

At which your wise men sneer’d, in phrases witty:— 
He made no answer ; but be took the city. 


LIV. 

Most things were in this posture on the eve 
Of the a.ssault, and all the camp was in ^ 

A stern repose ; which you would scarce conceive ; 

Yet men, resolved to dash through thick and thin, 

Are very silent when they once believe 
That all is settled : — there was little din, 

For some were thinking of their homo and friends, 

And others of themselves and latter ends. 

LV. 

Suwarrow chiefly Vas on the alert, 

Surveying, drilling, ordering, jesting, pondering: 

For die man was, we safely may assert, 

A tiling to wonder at beyond most wondering ; 

Hero, buffoon, half-demon, and half dirt, 

Praying, instructing, desolating, blundering; 

Now Mars, now Mumus ; and when bent to storm 
A fortress, Harlequin in uniform. 

LVI, 

The day befiirc the assault, while upon drill — 

For this great conqueror play’d the corporal— 

Some Cossacks, hovering like, hawks round a hill, 

Had met a party, towards the twilight’s fall, 

One of whom spoke their tongue, or well or ill — 

’Twas much that he was understood at all ; 

Rut whether from his voice, or speech, or manner, • 
They found that he had fought bencatli their banner. 

LVII. 

Whereon, immediately at hisre(juesf, 

They brought him an«l his comrafles to headquarters 
Their dress was Moslem, but you might have guess’d 
That these vv<‘re merely masqiu;ra(ling 'I’artars, 

And that beiK'ath each Turkish- fiishiourd vest 
Lurk’d Christianiiy ; who somel imcs barters 
Tier inward grace for outward show, and makes 
It difficult to shun some strange mi.siakes. 

LVIU. 

Suwarrow, who w'as standing in his shirt, 

Befiiro a company of Chiimucks, drilling, 

Exclaiming, fooling, swearing at the inert, 

And lecturing on tlie iio))le art of killing, — 

For, deeming hunian clay hut common dirt, 

This great piiilosophcr was thus instilling 
His maxims, whicli, to martial comprehension, 

J Voved death in battle equal to a [K’usion ; — 

LIX. 

Smvarrow', wlicri he saw this company 

Of ('ojisaek.s and their prey, turn’ll round and cast 
Upon them his slow hrow' and [liercing eye : — 

“ Whence come ye ?” — “ i'Vom Constantinople last, 
Cajitives just now cscapeil,” was the reply. 

“ Whut are ye ?” — “ What you see us.” Briefly past 
This dialogue; for he who unswi'r’d knew 
'I'o w'horn he- spoke, and made- his words but few. 

i-x. [Juan; 

Your names ?” — “Mine ’.s Johnson, and my comrade’* 
7'he other tw'o are women, and the third 
Is neither man nor w'oman.” The chief threw on 
The party a slight glance-^ then said: “ I have heard 
Ymir name before, the second is a new one ; 

TVi bring the- other three here was absurd ; 

Put let that pass ; — I think f ’vc heard your name 
In the Nikolaiew regiment “ 'J’he same.” — 

LXT- 

‘ You served at Widin ?” “ Yes.” You led tlie attack?” 

“ 1 did.”— “ What next " 1 really hardly know.” 

‘ You were tlie first i’ the breach?” — J wan not slack, 
At lea.st, to follow tho.se who might bo so.” — 

‘ What follow’d ?” — A shot laid me on my back 
And I became a prisoner to the foe.”— 

‘ You shall have vengeance, for the town surrounded 
Is twice as strong as that where you were woumled. 



Wliere will you serve?” — “ Where’er you please.” — 
;; Yt'u like to be the hope of the forlorn, [“I know 

doubtless would be foremost on the foe 
After the hardahipe you ’ve already home. 

"^nd this young fellow? say what can he do? — 

! He. with the btjardless chin, and garments lorn.” 

Why, general, if he hatli no greater fault 
. war than love, he had belter lead the assault.” 

i.xiir. 

*■ He shall, if that he dare ” Here JiAin bow’d 
Low as tiro compliment deserved. ISuwarrow 
Oontinutxl : “ Your old regiment, ’s altow’d. 

By s))tM:ial providence, to lead to-morrow, 

Or it may be to-night, the assault: I ’ve vow’d 
To several saints, that shortly plough or harrow 
^hall pass o’er what was Ismail, and its tusk 
Be unimpedtid by the proudest mosque. 


LXX. 

Ho said — and in the kindest Galmuc tone-— 

“ Why, Johnson, what the devil do you mean 
By bringing wt«nen here ? They shall be shown 
All the attention possible, and seen 
In safoty to the wagons, where alone 
111 fact tiicy can be safe. You should have been 
Aware this kind of baggage never thrives; 

Save wed a year, I hate recruits with wives.” 

I.XXI. 

May it please your cxce llency,” thus replied 
Our British friend, “ these are the wives of others, 
And not our own. 1 arn loo qualified 
By service with my military brothers, * 

To brciak the rules by bringing one’s own bridoii 
Into a camp ; I know that naught so bother 
'J’he hearts of the heroic on a charge, 

As leaving a small family at large. 


LXIV. 

So now', my lad.s, for glory 1” — ^11 ere he. turn’d, 

And drill’d away in th»*. most, classic Russian, 

Until each high, heroic, hosuiii buru’d 

For cash and con(|uest, as if from a cushion 
A preacher ha<l ludd forth, (who nobly spurn’d 

All earthly goods save lilhes,) aiitVbadc. them push on 
To blay the Fagans who resisted, balti riug 
The armies of llie Christian Einprc.s.s Catlierine. 

i.xv. 

Johnson, who know by this long colbjqny 
Himself a favourite, Vimtured to address 
Sim’iirrow, though ciigag<Hl with accents high 
In his resurm^d amusement. “ I confess 
My di'bt, in being tlius allow’d to die 

Among tile foremost ; but if you ’d express 
Tixplicitly our several posts, mv friend 
And self w'ould know what duty to attend.” — 

i.xvr. 

** Right! I w'asbusy, and forgot. VVby, you 
Will join your fjrnn’r regiment, which should bo 
Now iinde.r arms. Ho ! Katskotl*, take him to — 

(Here he. call’d up a Polish orderly) — 

His ])osl, 1 mean the regiment Nikolaiew. 

The stranger stripling may remain with me; 

Ho ’s a fine boy. The women may h<^ sent 
To the other baggage, or to the sick tent.” 

I. XVI I. 

But here a sort of scone began to ensiu; : 

'I’he ladies, — who by no means had been bred 
To be disposed of in a way so new, 

Although their haram education led 
Doubtlcs.s to that of doctrines the most true, 

Passive obedience, — ^now raised n]> ihe head, 

.With dashing eyes and starting tears, and flung 
Tl’heir arms, as luais their wuig.s about their young, 

J. XVIII. 

; O’tJr the. promoted couple of brave men 

"Who were thus honour’d by the greate.-?t chi<»f 
That iwer peopled hell with heroes slain, 

Or plunged a province or a realm in grief. 

Oh, f>ohsh mortals! aKvays langlit in vain ! 

Oh, glorious laurel ! since for one solo loaf 
Of thine imaginary deathless tree, 

Of blooii and tears must flow the uiiebbing sea ! 

LXIX. 

i Suwarrow, who had sinrdl regard for tears, 

And iM)t muc-h sympathy for hlooil, survey’d 
The women w’ith tlndr hair about their ears, 

And natural agonies, with a slight shade 
; Of feeling; for, however habit soars 

Men’s hearts against whole millions, when their tradt 
Is butchery » sometimes a single sorrow 
r Will touch even heroes — and such was Smvarrow. 


I.XXII. 

“ But the.se are hut two Turkish ladies, who 
With their attendant aided our c.scape, 

And aficrwartls accompanied us through 
A thousand perils in this dubious shape. 

To nn- this kind of life is not so new ; 

I’o them, |K)or things ! it is an awkward step^; 

1 therefore, if you wish me to fight freely, 

Request that they may both be used genteelly.” 

i,xxTri. 

Meantime, these two|Kx>r girls, with swimming eyeu, 
I.ook’d on as if in doubt if they could trust 
Thf‘ir own protectors ; nor was their surprise 
Le<^s lluiu tluur grief (and truly not loss just) 

To see an old man, rather wild than wise 
In aspect, plainly clad, besmeared with dust, 

Stript to lus waistcoat, and i/iaf not too clean, 

MV»re. fe.ar’d tliaii all the sultans evm* seen. 

I.XXTV. 

For every tiling scimi’d resting on his nod, 

As (hey could read in all eyes. Now, to thorn, 

Who were accusloni’d, as a sort of god, 

To see the sultan, rich in many a gem, 

T.ike an imperial peacock stalk abroad, 

(Tli.'it royal bird, whose tail ’s a diadem,) 

Willi all the pomp of jiower, it was a doubt 
How power could condescend to do without. 

i.xxr. 

John Johnson, seinng tlieir extreme dismay, 

I’hoiigh little versed in feeling.s oriental, 

Suggested some slight comfort in his way. 

Don Jtiaii, who was much more sentimental, 

?iwore they should secfhim by the dawn of day, 

Or that the. Russian army siioiild repent all : 

Anil, strange to say, they found some consolation 
In this — fir females like exaggeration. 

LXXVI. 

And (hen, with tears, and sighs, and some slight kisses, 
'Diey p.arted for the prefient— -these to await, 
According to tlio artillery’s hits or misses, 

What .*<agcs call Chance, Providence, or Fate — 
(Ilnoertaiiify is one of many bfisses, 

A mortgage on Hnnmriity’s estate)— 

Whili* their beloved friends began to arm, 

To burn a town which never did them harm. 

I.XXVII. 

Suwarrow, who but .saw things in the gross— 

Being much too gross to see them in detail \ 

Who calculated life as so much dross, 

And as the wind a widow’d nation’s wail, 

And cared as little for his arm) ’s lass 

(So that their efforts .should at length prevail) 

As wife and friends dkl for the boils of .Tob 
^V'hat uas ’t to him to hear two women sob? 





hxxTin. 

Nothing. The work of giory still went on, 

In preparations for a cannonade 
As terrible as that of Ilion, 

If Homer had found mortars ready made ; 

But now, instead of slaying Priam’s son, 

Wc only can but talk of escalade, 

Bombs, drums, gims,baslioiiH, batteries, bayonets, bullets, 
Hard words which stick in the soft Muses’ gullets. 

hXXlX. 

Oh, thou eternal Homer ! who couUlst. cjiarm 
All cars, tliotigh long — all ages, though so short, 

By merely wielding wi» h poetic arm 

Arms to ^^^ich men will never more resort, 

IJiiloss gunpowder should be dound to harm 
Much less than is the hope of every court, 

Which now is leagtiotl young Freedom to annoy; — 

But they will not find Idbeity a Troy: 

LXXX. 

Oh, thou eternal Homer! I have now 

To paint a siege, whert'in more men Avere slain, 

With deadlier engines and a speedier blow, 

Thun in thy Greek gazette of that campaign ; 

And yet, like all men else, I must allow', 

To vie with tho would be about as vain 
As f<)r a brook to c<ipe wilii ocean’s llotxl ; 

But still wc inodeniH equal you in blotxl— ■ 

l.X XXI. 

Ifnol in poetry, at least in fa<“t : 

And fact is truth, the grand desideratum ! 

Ol' which, howeh r die Mu e (h serihes oa(‘h act, 

Tlicre sli')uld he, ne’urlhei< ss a sllchl substratum. 

But now the town is 'n.ing t'< Ik* nttaeu’d ; 

Great deeds are doinj' — }v>w shrill 1 redato ’em? 
fSouls of iiuniorial general.-s* 1 Iduehus watclies 
To colour up his rays from your despatches. 

^ I XXXII. 

Oh, ye great hulleflns orHiv>iiapart<* ! 

Oh, ye. loss grand long lists of kill’d and wounded! 
Shade of Leonidas! wiio fouglil so hearty, 

Wl)cn ruy poor Greece ^^ay once, as now, surrounded! 
Oh, Ciesar’.s Coninv:nUirjes ! now impart ye. 

Shadows of glory I I he c<)id<>unded) 

A ]iortioii of your fading twilight hues, 

So beautiful, so heiMiiig to ih<* Muse, 

I.XXXTH. 

When I call fading” martial itnmorlality, 

J mean, that every jige nnd every year, 

And aIrno.st every day, in sad n’ality, 

Some .sucking hero is compeird to roar, 

Who, when wc come sum up the totality 
Of deeds to huniari happiness most dear, 

Turns out to be a hiilcher in great busines.s, 

AfHicling young folks with a sort ofdizziness- 

I.XXXIV. 

Medals, ranks, ribands, liu*e, embroidery, scarlet, 

Are things imrnortfd t<i immortal man, 

Ab purple to the Babylonian ItarloT : 

An unift»rm to boys is like a fan ^ 

To women ; there is scarct^ a crimson varict, 

But drsems himself the first in glory’s van. 

But glory ’s glory ; anil if yon would find 
What that is — ask the pig who sees the wind ! 

LXXXV. 

At least he feds it, and some say he sees, 

BecaiLSo ho runs before it like a pig ; 

Or, if that simple sentence should displease, 

Say that he sends before it like a brig, 

HI schooner, or — but it is time to case 

This canto, ere my Muse perceives fatigue. 

Thu next shall ring a jical to shake all ptsople, 

Like a bf>b-fiiajor fritni a villagcj-sioeple. 

* 3 V 


Lxxxn. 

Hark ! through the silence of the cold dull night, 

The hum of armies gatliering rank on rank ! 
ho ! dusky masses steal in dubiaus sight 
Along die leoguor’d wall and bristling bank 
Of the ann’d river, while with straggling light 
The Rtars-fieop thi-ougU tlie vapours dim aiid dank, 
Which curl in curious wreaths — How soon the smoke 
Of helJ shall pall tliem in a deeper cloak ! 

LXXXVH. 

Here pause we for the pre'^eiit — even then 
'I'hat awful j>ausc, divi<|ing life from (h*ath, 

Stnu:k for aii instant on the hoiu ts of men, 

Thousands of whom were drawing their last breath! 
A moment — and ail w'ili be life again ! 

Tlie n;arch ! the charge ! the shouts of either faith! 
Hurra ! and Allah ! and — one moment more — 

The death-cry drowning in tho battle’s roar. 


CANTO VIII. 


Oh bkx)d and thunder ! and oh blcKid and wounds ! 

These ar+' hut vulgar oaths, as you may deem, 

Too gentle reader! and most shoeking sounds: 

Ami so iht y are ; yet tlnn is Glory’s dream 
Unriddled, and us my true iVluse f x pounds 

At present such things, since they are her theme, 
So he iliey her inspirers ! Cull tliern Mar.s, 

Bclloiiu, what you will-— they mean but wars. 

IT. 

All was prepared — ihc! fire, tho .«tword, tho men 
To wield them in their terrible array. 

Tho army, likt'. a lion frf»m his ilea, 

Marcli’d forth with neiwi; and sinewy bent to slay— 
A limnuJi Hydra, issuing from its fiai 

breathe flestniction on its windinc wav, 

Whose heads won' horoe.s, which, cut olf in vain, 
Immedian.dy in others grew again. 

lu. 

History can only take things in the gross ; 

But could we know them in detail, perchance 
In balaiw'ing the ))rofit and the loss. 

War’s merit it by no inoiius might cnlianco, 

To waste so much gold (lir a little dross, 

Ah hath been done, more couquosi to advance. 

The drying uj> a single tear ha.s more * 

Of honest liunc, than shedding seas of gore. 

IV. 

And why? because it brings self-approbation ; 

Whereas the other, afmr all its glare, 

Shouts, bridges, arche.s, pensions from a nation— 
Which (it may 1 k‘) has not much left to spare— 

A higher title, or a loftier station, 

Though they may make corruption ga|m or stare, 
Yet, in tlie end, evcopl in freedom’s battlea, 

Are nothing but a cJiild of murder’s rattles. 

V. 

And such they arc— and such they will be found. 

Not so Leonidas and Washington, 

Whose every battle-field is holy ground, 

Which breathes of nations saved, not workis undone. 
How Rwoctly on tlie car such echoes sound ! 

While tho mere victors may appal or stun 
The servile and tho vain, sucfi names will be 
t A watchword till tho future shall be free. 



TI. 

The night was dark, and the thick mist allow’d 
Nau^t tO'^be seen save the artlUery’s flamC) 

Whidi arch’d the horizon like a fiery cloud, 

And in the Danube’s waters shone the same, 

A mirror’d hell! The volleying roar, and loud 
Long booming of each poai on peal, o’eroamo 
The ear far more than thunder ; lor Heaven’s dashes 
Spare, or smite rarely^Man’s make millions ashes! 

vir. 

The column order’d on the assault scarce pass’d 
Beyond the Russian batteries a few loises, 

When up the bristling Moslem rose at last, 

Answering tlie Christian tliunders with like voices ; 
Then one vast fire, air, earth, and stream embraced, 
Which rock’d os *t were beneath the mighty noises ; 
While the whole rampart blazed like Etna, when 
The restless Titan hiccups in his den. 

Tin. 

And one enormous shout of “ Allah !” rose 
In the same moment, loud as even the roar 
Of war’s most mortal engines, to tlnur foes 
Hurling defiance : city, stream, and shore 
Resounded “ Allah !” and tlio clouds, which close 
. With tliickening canopy the conflict o’er, 

Vibrate to the Eternal Name. Hark ! through 
All sounds it piercetii, Allali! Allah ! Hu !” * 

IX. 

The columns were in movement, one and all ; 

Ihil, of the portion which attack’d by water, 

Thicker than leaves the lives began to fall, 

Though led by Arseniew, that great son of slaughler, 
As brave as ever faced boUi boom and ball. ftcr:”* 
“ Carnage (so Wordsworih tells you) is God’s daugh- 
If he speak truth, she is Christ’s sister, and 
Just now behaved os in the Holy Land. 

X. 

The Prince de Ligne was wounded in the knee ; 

Count Clmpoau-Bras too had a hall between 
Ilis cap and head, which proves the head to be 
Aristocratic as was ever seen, 

Because it then received no injury 

More than the cap ; in fact the ball could mean 
No harm unto a riglu legitimate head : 

“ Ashes to ashes” — why not lead to load. 

XT. 

Also the General Markow, Brigadier, 

Insisting on removal of the prineej 
Amid some groaning thouRands dying near, — 

All aimmon fellows, who might writhe and wince, 

And shriek for water into a deaf ear,— 

The General Markow, who could thus evince 
His sympathy for rank, by the same tokon, 

To teacli him greater, had his own leg broken* 

XII. 

Three hundred cannon direw up their emetic, 

And thirty thousand muskets flung their pills 
Like hail, to make a bloody diuretic. 

Mortality ! thou hast thy monthly bills ; 

Thy plagues, tJiy famines, tliy ]jhysicians, yet tick, 

Like the d^tb^watch, within our ears the ills 
Past, present, and to come but all may yield 
To the true portrait of one battle»field. 

XIII, 

There the still varying pangs, which multiply 
Until their very number makes men ha^ 

By the infinities of agony, 

Which meet the gaze, whaUder it may regard— 

The groan, the roll in dust, the all-white eye 
Turn’d back within its socket,— these rew'ard 
Your rank and file by thousands, while the rest 
May win, perhaps, a riband at the breast! 


XIV. 

Yet I love glory ; glory ’s a great thing ; 

Think what it is to be in your old age 
Maintain’d at the expense of your good king: 

A moderate pension shakes full many a s^e, 

And heroes are but made for bards to sing, 

Which is still better ; thus in verse to wage 
Your wars eternally, besides enjoying 
Half’f»ay for life, malces matikiiui worth destroying. 

XV. 

The troops already disembark’d push’d on 
To take a battery on the right ; the others, 

Who landed lower down, Uieir landing done, 

Had set to work as briskly as their brothoftj: 

Being grenadiers, they mounted, one by one, 
rJheerful as children climb the breasts of mothera— 
O’er the entrenchment and the palisade, 

Cluile orderly, as if u[)on parade. 

XVI. 

And tliis was admirable ; for so liot 
'I’he fire was, that were red Vosiivius loaded, 
Besides its lava, with all sorts of shot 
And shells or hells, it could not mure have goaded. 

Of officers a third ftdl on the spot, 

A thing which victory by no means boded 
To gentlemen engaged in the aHsaiilt : 

Hounds, when tiie huntsman tumbles, are at fault. 

XVII, 

Bui here I leave the general concern, 

To track ofir hero on his path of fame : 

He must his laurels separately earn ; 

For fifty thousand heroes, name by name, 

Though all deserving equally to turn 
A couplet, or an elegy to claim, 

Would form a lengthy lexicou of glory, 

And, what is worse still, a much longer story : 

xwn. 

And thcrcfiire wo must give the greater inuubor 
To the gazette — which doubtless fairly dealt 
dv the deceased, who lie in famous sliimlx'r 
In ditches, fields, or wheresoe’er Uiey fell 
Their clay for the last time their souls oncuinbor 
Thru^e ha[)py ho whose name has b<‘.e,u well sp<;ll 
n the despalcli ; 1 knew a man wliose loss 
Was printed Groic^ although bis name was Grose.’’ 

XJX. 

uan and Johnson join’d a certain ei>r[>s, 

And fought away with might and main, noi knowing 
The way which they had nmer trod bef(»r(;, 

And still less guessing wlier(i they miglit bo going,* 
But on tlic'y niarc!i’<l, dead bodies trampling o'er, 
Firing, and thrusting, slashing, sweating, glowing, 
ul fighting thoughtlessly enough 1o win, 

To their two selves, one whole bright bulletin. 

XX. 

Phus on they wallow’d in tlie bloody mire 
Of dead and dying thousands, — sometimes gaining 
A yard or two of ground, which brought tliem Higher 
I’o some odd angle for which all were straining ; 

.t other times, rtqailsed by the close fire, 

Which really pour’d as if all hell were raining, 
nstead of heaven, they sturnhlcd backwards o’er 
i wounded comrade, sprawling in hi,s gore. 

XXI. 

’hough ’t was Don Juan’s first of fields, and tliough 
The nightly muster and the silent march 
[n the chill dark, when courage does not glow 
So much as under a triumphal arch, 

’erhaps might make him shiver, yawn, or throw 
A glance on the dull douds (as thick as storchi 
Yhich stiffen’d heaven) as if ho wisli’d for day 
’ot for all tills lie did not run away. 



XXll. 

Indeed he could not. But what if he had ? 

There have been and ore heroes who begun 
With sonietliing not mucli betlery or as bad : 

Frederic die Great from Molwitz doigiiM to run, 

For the first and last time; for, like a pad, 

Or liawk, or bride, most mortals, after one 
, Warm bout, are broken into dieir new trid<s, 

And fight like fiends for pay or politics. 

XXIII. 

lie was what Erin calls, in her sublime 
Old Erse or Irish, or it may be /•‘wme, 

(The antiquarians who can settle lime. 

Which settles all things, Roman, Greek, or Runic, 
iSwear that Pat’s language s})rung from die same clime 
VVidi Hannibal, and wears the 'I’yrian tunic 
Of Dido’s alphabet; and this is rational 
As any other notion, and not national ;) — 

XXIV. 

Hut Juan was quite “ a broth of a boy,” 

A tiling of impulse and a child of song: 

Now swimming in the sentiment of joy, 

Or the SKumtion^ (if that phrase seem wrong, 

Ami idh'rwanls, if lie ninsl needs destroy, 

In sui h good fximfiany as always throng 
'^f'o hatih's, sieges, and tliat kind of pleasure, 

No less ileliglited to employ his leisure ; 

XXV. 

Hnf always without inali<‘e. If he warrM 
* Or loved, it was with what wc call “ the host 
Intentions,” whicli form all manliind’s truvtjfi^card, 

'To be prodtieed when brought up to the test. 

'The stalesinau, hero, harlot, lawyer— ward 
Oir each attack when people are. inquest 
< M' their designs, by saying they Tnmni weil; 

’T is fiity tliat such meaning should pave hcll.”^ 

XV VI. 

1 alfuost lately have hegiui to doubt 

Whether lu ll’s pavement — ii’ it he tto pniwrf— 

Alnst not have latterly been quite worn out, 

Not by the iiuniliers g.xxj inleni liatli saved, 

But by tlie ma'^s who go below without 

'Fhose anej«*.nt good inlenfion.s, which once shaved 
And snioolhM the hrim.-dono of that street of hell 
VX^hieli boars die greatest likeness to Pall Mall. 

X vvn. 

Juan, by some strange chance, which oft divides 
Warrior from warriot in tln-ir grun career, 
r.tkc, chastest wives fnim constant hushartds’ sides, 

Just at the close of the tirsthridal year, 

Hv one. of tho.se odd turns <»r fiattme’s tkh‘s, 

Was ou a sudden rather puzzled here, 

VVlien, after a gcnxl deal of heavy tiring, 
l!«- lound himself alone., and friend.s retiring. 

xvvriJ. 

I <lo n’t know how the. thing occiir’d — it might 
Be that (he greater part were kill’d or wounded, 

And that the rest had faced unto t)je right 

About ; a circuru.stance whicli has confounded 
(hnsar himself, who, in t)ie very sight • 

Of his whole army, which so much abounded 
In courage, was obliged to snatch a shield 
And rally back his Romans to the field. 

XXIX. 

Juan, who liad no shield to snatch, and was 
No Gmsar, but a fine young lad, who fought 
He knew not why, arriving at this pass, 

Stopp’d for a minute, a.s perliapa he ought 
Fy a much longer time ; tlien, like an a.s.s— 

* (Start not, kind reader ; since great Homer thought 
This simile enough for Aja.v, Juan 
Perhaps may find it better than a new one ;)— 


I 

Then, like an asa, he 
And, what was stranger, 

But seeing, hashing foiward, like 
Over the hills, a fire enough to blind 
Those who dislike to look upon a fray, 
lie stumbled on, to try if he could find 
A path, to add his own alight arm and forces 
To corps, tlic greater part of which were coraoB. 


XXXI. 

Perceiving then no more tfte commandant 

Of his own corps, nor even the corps, whicli had 
Quito disappear’d — the gtxfs know how ! (I can’t 
Atxount for every thing which may look bad 
In hisUiry ; but wo at least may grant 
It was not marvellous tliat a mere lad, 

In seandi of glory, should lo<jk on before, 

Nor care a pinch of snuli' about his corjis:)— 

XXXIl. 

Perceiving nor coninuinder nor commanded, 

And Icfi at large, like a young iiuir, to make 
His way to— where he knew not — single-handed ; 

As travellers follow over bog and brake 
An ignis fatiius.” or as sailors stranded 
Unto the nearest hut themselves betake, 

So Juan, following lionour and his nose, 

Rush’d where the thickest fire uniiuunced most foes. 


XXXIII. 

He knew not wdicre lie was, nor greatly cared, 
l^’or he. was dizzy, liusy, ami his veins 
Fill’d as with lightning — lor his spirit shared 
The hour, as is the case with lively brains 
And, where tin' hottest fire was seen and heard, 

And the loud cannon pealed its hriarsest strains, 

He rush’d, while oartli and air were sadly shaken 
By tliy humane discovery, friar Bacon I 

XXXIV. 

Ami, as he nish’il along, it earnu to pass he 
Fell in with what was late tin* second column, 

Under the orders (d‘ the general Lo.scy, 

But n»>vv reduced, as is a bulky volume, 

Into an elegant extract (nuieli less massy) 

Of heroi.sm, and took his place with solemn 
Air, ’mid the rest, who kept tlieir valiant faces, 

And levell’d weapons, still against the glacis. 

X X X . 

Just at this crisis up aunt; Johnson too, 

Who had “ retreated,” as the. phrase is, when 
Mon run away much rather than go througJ* 
l)e*slrueli(m’s jaw.s into the devil’s den; 

But Johnson was a ck’vcr fiillow, who 

Knew when and how “ to cut and come again,” 

And in-.ver ran away, except when running 
Was nothing but a valorous kind of cunning. 

XXXVI. 

Anfl so, whim all his corfis were dead or dying, 

Except Don Juan— a mere novice, whose 
More virgin valour never dreamt of flying, 

From ignorance of danger, whicli indues 
Its votaries, like innoccnct' relying 
Dll its own strength, with carele,s8 nerves and thews,— 
Johnson retired a little, just, to rally 
Tho.se who catch cold in shadows of death’s valley.” 

XXXVII. 

And there, a little shelter’d from the shot. 

Which rain’d from bastion, battery, parapet, 

Rampart, wall, casement, house — for there was not 
la iliis extensive city, sore beset 
Bv Christian soldiery, a single spot. 

‘which did not combat like tlie devil as yet, 

Ho found a number of chasseurs, all scatter’d 
By the resistance of the chase tliey batter’d. 



The nijiiht#^ edit’d on ; and, whal ’s strange, they came 
. *tfhto his call, unlike “ tlie spirits from 
The vasty deep,” to whom you may exclaim, 

Says Hotspur, long ere they will leave their home. 
Their reasons were uncertainty, or shame 
At shrinking from a bullet or a bomb, 

And that odd impulse, which, in wars or creeds, 

Makes men, like cattle, follow him who leads. 

X.XXIX, 

By Jove ! he was a noble fellovi, Johnson, 

And though his name than ^jax or Achilles 
Sounds less harmonious, uudemcatli the sun soon 
We sliall not see his likeness: he could kill his 
Man quite as quietly as blows the numsoon 
Horsteady breath, (which some months the same stHlis ;) 
Seldom he varied feature, hue, or muscle, 

And could be very busy witliout bustle. 

xt.. 

And therefore, wlien he ran away, he did so 
Upon reflection, knowing that behind 
He would find others who would fain bo rid so 
Of idle apprehensions, which, like wind, 

Trouble heroic stomachs. Though their lids so 
Ofl. arti soon closed, all heroes are not blind, 

But when they light upon immediate death, 

Retire a little, merely to take breath. 

XLI, 

But Johnson only ran off to return 
With many oth<*r warriors, as we said, 

(Into that rather somewhat misty bourn, 

Which Hamlet tells us is a pass of dread, 

To Jack, howe’er, this gave but, slight concern : 

His stud (like galvanism u[)on the dead) 

Acted upon tla! living as on wire, 

And le.d ihetii bac’.k into the heaviest lire. 

xijr. 

Egad ! they flmnd the seicond time what they 
The first time thought quite terrible enough 
To fly from, lualgre all which peopU; say 
Of glory, and all that immortal stuff 
Whicli fills a regiment, (besides their pay, 

'Dial daily shilling which makes warriors tough) — 
They fuurwi on lln-ir return the st ll-same welcome, 
Which made some think, aivl otliers know, a hdl come. 

XIJII. 

They fell as thick a.s harvests honeatii hail, 

Gra.ss before scytlies, or corn below the sickle, 

Proving that tri1«? old truth, that life’s as frail 
As any other boon for which men stickle. 

The Turkish batteries thrash’d them like a flail, 

Or a good boxer, into a sad ]iicklo 
Putting the very bravest, who were knock’d 
Upon tlie head before their guns were ctjck’d. 

xi.iv. 

The Turks, behind the traver.ses and flanks 
Of the next l>a«tion, fired away like devils, 

And swept, as gales swceji foam away, whole ranks : 

However, Heaven kiKiw.« how, the Fate who levcLs 
Towns, nations, worlds, in her revolving pranks, 

So order’d it, amid those sulphury revels, 

That Johnson, and some few who had not scamper’d, 
Reach’d tlie interior talus of the rampart 

xnv. 

First one or tw'o, limn five, six, and a dozen, 

Game mounting quickly up, for it was now 
All nock or nothing, as, like pitch or rosin 

Flame was shower’d forth above as well ’s below, 

So that you scarce could say who best had chosen, — 
The gentlemen tlrnt were the first to show 
Their martial faces on tlie parapet, 

Or those who tliought it brave to wait as yet. 


XLVI. 

But those who scaled found out that their advance 
Was favour’d by an accident or blunder : 

The Greek or Turkish Cohorn’s ignorance 
Had palisadoed in a way you ’d wonden^ 

To set! in forts of Netherlands or France— 

(Though these to our Gibraltar must knock under)- 
Riglit in the middle of the parapet 
Just named, these palisades were primly set : 

XLVII. 

So that on either side some nine or ten 
Paces were left, whereon you could contrive 
To marc! I ; a great convenience to our men, 

At leosi to all those who w'ere left alive, 

Who thus could form a line and fight again ; 

And that whicli further aided them to strive 
Was, that they could kick down the palisades, 

Which scarcely rose niiicli higher than grass blades.'’ 

XLVIII. 

Among the fiist, — I will not say the Jirst, 

For .such i)ree,odenoe upon such «x*casions 
Will ofunitimcis make deadly quarrels hurst 
Otil between friends as well as allied nations; 

The Briton must he liold wiio really durst 
Pul to such trial John Bull’s partial patience, 

As say that Wellington at Waterloo 

^^"as beaten, — thougli the Prussian.^ say so too ; — 

XLIX. 

And that if Blucher, Bulow, Gneismau, 

And Go<l knows who besides in “ an” and “ ou,” 
Had not ftorne iq* in linio to cast an awe 
Into th(! hearts of tlio.se wlio fought till now 
As tigers combat with an emjity craw, 

TIh‘ l>nkc of Wellington had ceased to show 
Ilisfirders, also to receive his pensions, 

Wiiicharc the heaviest dial our hi.‘?lory rncnlions. 

L. 

But never mind ; — “ God save the king !” and kings * 
For if Ilf' do n’t, J cloulM. if wen. will longer. — 

1 think I hear a little binl, who sings, 

I’he )H'o])le l)y and by will be the stronger : 

The veriest jude will winct' wiiose luirncss wrings 
So mnel» into tlie raw as quite to wrong her 
Bc.yond tlu* rules of posting, — and the mob 
At. last fall sick of imitating Job. 

I.T. 

At first it grumbles, then it swears, and tlien, 

Bike J ).ivid, flings smooth {lebbles ’gnin.sl a giant; 

At last it rakes to weapons, yucl» as men 

SnaJ»‘h when despair makes human fiearts less pliari 
Then “comes tlic lug of war — ’t will come again, 

1 rutlicr doubt ; and T would fain say “ fie on’i,” 

If I hiul not ])erceived that revolution 
Alone can save the earth from hell’s pollution. 

LTI. 

But to continue -I say not tho first, 

But of the first, our little friend Don Juaii 
Walk’d o’er dm walls of Tsniail, as if nursed 

Amid such scenes — though this was quite a new or 
To him, and 1 should hope to moat. The thirst 
Of glory, which ho pierces through and through on. 
Pervaded him — although a generous creature, 

As warm in heart as feminine in feature. 

LITI. 

And here ho was — who, upon woman’s breast, 

ICven from a child, felt like a child ; howe’er 
I’he man in all tlus rest rniglit bo confess’d; 

To him it was Fdysium to be diore ; 

And he could even withstand dial awkward test 
Which Rousseau points out to the dubious fair, 

“ Observo your lover when he leaves your arms 
But Juan mwer left them while they ’d charms. 



Unless compellM by fate, or wave, or wind, 

Or near relations, who are much Uie same. 

But here he was!— where each tie that can bind 
Humanity must yield to steel and flame: 

And /le, whose very body was all mind,— 

Flun^ here by late or circumRtance, which tamo 
The loftiest, — hurried by the time and place,— 

Dash’d on like a spurr’d blood-horse in a race. 

LV. 

So was his blood stirr’d while he found resistance, 

As is the hunter’s at the five-bar gate, 

Or double post and rail, whore the exietenco 
Of Britaifl’s youth depends upon tlieir weight, 

■ The lightest being the safest: at a distance 
iie hated cnielty, as all men halo 
Blood, until heated — and even there his own 
At times would curdle o’er some heavy groan, 

r.vr. 

Tho General Lascy, who had been hard press’d, 

Seeing arrive an aid so {)pportuno 
As were some hundred youngsters all abreast, 

Who came as if just dropp’d down from the moon, 

To Juan, w’bo was nearest him, address’d 
His thanks, and hopes to take tlic city soon, 

Not reck(ming him to be a “ base Bezonian,” 

(As J^istol calls it,) but a young Livonian. 

LVTI. 

Juan, to whom he spoke in German, knew 
As much of German as of Sanscrit, and 
In answer made an inelination to 

The general who liejd him in command; 

F’or, seeing one witli rihhoiej black and blue, 

Stars, medals, and a bloody swonl in hand, 
Addressing him in tones which seem’d to thank, 

He rwognised an officer of rank. 

^ nviii. 

Short speeches pass between two men who speak 
No Common lanvnage; and besides, in time 
or war and ttiKine Uiwns, when many a shriek 
lldngs o^T tin- dialogue, and many a crime 
Is perpotruled ere n wf>nl can break 

Upon the ear, and soinifls <(f horror chime 
In, like churcli-belts, with sigh, howi, groan, yell, prayer, 
There cannot be much conversation tiierc. 

LIX. 

And lhcr‘en)rf‘ all we Ijavc related in 

Two long octaves, pass’d in a litth; miruUe; 

But in the same small minute, every sin 
C.-ontrived to get itself comprised within it. 

The very caimori, deafen’d by the din. 

Grew dumb, f tr you might idmosf liear a linnet, 

As soon as thunder, ’midst the gi'ijeral noise 
Of human nature’s agonizing voice ! 

nx. 

Tlu’ town w'as enter’d. <'h eternity! — 

“ Gcal made tlm eounlyy, and man iniule the town,” 
So Covvpor says — and I begin to bo 
Of his {'pinion, whenT s<‘e cast tk>vvn 
Rome, Uabylo/i, J’yre., Carthage, Nineveh — 

All walls men know, and many nevi'r known ; 

And, pondering on tlie pre.sent and the pa.st, 

To deem the wotnls shall be our borne at last. 

LXJ. 

Of all men, saving Sylla the man-slayer, 

Who passes ftir in life and death most lucky, 

Of the great names, which in our faces stare, 

Tlie General Boon, back-woodsman of Kentucky, 
Was hajjpiest among mortals any whore ; 

For killing notJiing but a hear or buck, he 
Enjoy’d the lonely, vigorous, harmless day-s, 

©fhis old age in wilds ofdeepe.st maze. 


tiXU* 

Crime c4me not near kirn— «he is not the child 
Of solitude ; health shrank not frorft 
Her homo is in Uie rarely- trodden wild, . 

Where if men seek her not, and death be more 
Tlieir choice than life, forgive them, as beguiled 
By liabit to what their own hearts abhor— 

In cities caged. The present case in point I 
Cite is, tliat Boon lived hunting up to ninety; 

J[.xin. 

And what ’s still ."atrangor, left behind a name— 

For which men vainly decimate tho throng,— 

Not only famous, but of fftat good fame? 

Without whwdi glory ’s hut a tavern song— 

Simple, serene, the antijiodes of shame, 

Whicli hate nor envy e’er could tinge with wrong ; 
An active hermit, even in age tho child 
Of nature, or tlie Man of Ross run wild. 

I.XIV. 

’T is true he shrank from men, even of his nation, 
When they built up unto his darling trees,— 

He moved some huiKlred miles off, for a station 
Where there were- fewer houses and more ease— 
The inconvenience of civilization 
Js, that you neither can be pleased nor please 
But, where he mot the individual man, 

He show’d himself as kind as mortal can. 

I.XV. 

lie w.as not all alone : around him grew 
A sylvan tribe of children of the chase, 

Whose, young, mnvaken’d W'orkl was ever new, 

Nor sword nor sorrow yet had left a trace 
(hi h<;r unwrinkled brow, nor could you view 
A frown on nai arc’s or on liimiau face — 

The frec-horn forest Ibund and kept them free, 

And fresh as is a torrent or a tree. 

LXVI. 

And tall and strong and swdft of foot were they, 

B<‘y'{jnd llu5 dwarfing city’s paU^ abrirtions, 

Because their thoughts liad never beim the proy 

Of car(^ or gain : th'* grc'-en woods Avere their porlions 
No sinking .spirits told them they grew gray; 

N{* fashion made tinmi apes of hor <listorlions ; 
Simple they were, rmf savage; and their rifles, 

I’hough very true, were not vet used for trifles. 

l.XVIJ, 

Motkm wa.s in their dnys, rest, in ihcir slumbers, 

A ml cheerliilness th«‘ handmaid of their toil; 

Nor y«tt too many nor <ot> few their numbers ; 

Corni]>iion could not make tlieir fuiariB her soil: 

The lust which slings, the .spleiidovtr which encumber*, 
With tb«‘. friH* foresters divide no spoil ; 

Serene, not sullen, were tlie solitudes 
Of lhi.s unrighirig ptsoplo of the w'oods. 

J.XVTII. 

So much for nature by way of variety, 

Now ba<'k to thy great joys, civilization! 

And tlie sweet cousenuence of large society,— 

W'ar, pe.sl donee, the despot’s desolation, 

The kinglv scourge, the, lust (>r notoriety, 

The millions slain bv .soldiers for their ration, 

The FC<jnes like ( Jatherirn'ls boudoir at threescore, 
Willi Isniairs storm to swiften it the more. 

t.xix. 

The town ivas enter’d : first one column made 
Its sanguinary way good — then anotiicr; 

The reeking bayonet and the flashing blade 
(Jlash’d ’gtiinst the scimitar, and babe and mothor 
With distant shrieks were heard lic'aven to upbraid ; 

Btill closer sulphury clouds began to smrither 
The breath of moni and man, where, fool by foot, 

The madden’d Turks their city still dispute. 



hxx, 

Koutouso^, h« who afterwards beat back 
(With some assigtance from the frost and snow) 
Na|K>luon on his bold and bloody track, 

' It hapfMio’d was himaelf beat back just now. 

He was a jolly fellow, and could crack 
His jest alike in face of friend or foe, 

Though life, and death, and victory, were at stake— 
But here it seem’d his jokes liad ceased to take : 

LXXt. 

For, having thrown himself into ditch, 

Follow’d in baste by various grenadiers, 

Whose blood the puddle greatlyMid enrich, 

Ho climb’d to whore tho pjirapel appears ; 

But there his {in^ject reach’d its utmost pilch— 
{’Mang other deaths tlie General Rihoupierre’s 
Was much rogretlcd) — for tlio JVloslem men 
Threw them all down into the ditch again: 

TAxn. 

And, hiifi it not been f.»r some stray troops, landing 
Th(.*y knew not where, — being curried by the stream 
To some spot, where they lost ihfdr understanding, 
Atid wander’d up and down as iji a dream, 

TTntil they n^ach’d, as daybreak was e\[>aridiiig. 

That wliich a portal to their eves did seem, — 

Tho great and gay Koutousow might have lain 
Where three ]>aria of his column yet romaiii. 

Lxxrir. 

And, scrambling round the rampart, tlu'se same troojw?, 
After the taking of the “ cavalier,” 

Just as Koiitousow’s most forlorn” of “ hopes” 

Took, like chameleons, stmie slight tinge of fear, 
Gpen’d the gate call’d “ Kilia” to the groups 
Of baffled heroes who stood shyly near, 

Sliding knec-doep in lately-fr^aen mud, 

Now thaw’d into a marsh of human bloofl. 

MXIV. 

The Kozaks, or if so you ph;as^, Gossacks— 

(I do n’t much pique mynclf upon orthography, 

So that I do not grossly err in facts, 

Statistics, tactics, politics, and geography) — 

Having been used to serve on horses’ baclw, 

And no groat dilettanti in tojmgraphy 
Of fortresses, but fighting where it pleases 
Their chiefs to order, — were all cut to pieces. 

LXXV. 

Their column, though the Turkish hafferies thunder’d 
Upon them, no’orlhcless had reach’d the rampart, 
And naturally thought they could have plunder’d 
The city, without being further hamper’d; 

But, as it Impjwm! to brave men, they blunder’d — 

The Turks at first pretended to have scarajier’d. 

Only to draw them ’twi\t two bnsiiun comers, 

From whence they sallied on tljose Ghristmn scomers. 

LXXVI. 

Then being taken by the tail — a taking 
Fatal to hishofw as to soldiers — l}»ese 
Cossacks were all cut off as day was breaking, 

And found their lives were let at a short lease— 

But perish’d without shivering or slinking, 

Leaving as ladders their heap’d carcasses, 

O’er which Licuitonant-Coloncl Yesouskoi 
March’d with the brave battalion ofPolouzki:— 


iiXjtvni. 

Anotljer column also suffer’d much : 

And here wu may remark with the hiatoriwi, 

You should but give few- cartridges to sucslj 
IVooiis as are meant to march with greatest gfory : 
When matters must be carried by tlio touch 
Of the bright bayonet, and they aJl should hurry on. 
They sometimes, with a hankering for existence, 
Keep merely firing at a foolish distance. 

LXXIX. 

A junction of the General Meknop’s men 
(Without the General, who had fallen some time 
Before, being badly seconded just then) 

Was niutb' at brngih, willi tliose who dareo’; to climb 
The dfulh-disgorging rampart once again; 

And, tluMiirh file 'I’lirks’ rcsi.Kfanco was sublime, 
They lowk tho he^tioii, which the Soraakier 
iJefimded lit a juice extremely dear. 

LXXX. 

Juan and .K>lin'«on and some volunteers, 

Amotig the (hremosit, ofler’d him good quarter, 

A word which iirtle suits witJi 8('raskiers, 

Or at least suited not this valiant Tai’tar. — 

H(‘ <lied; deserving well his country’s tears, 

A savage son of niiiiiriry martyr. 

An English naval oiScer, wdio wish’d 
To make him jjrisoner, was also dish’d- 

LXXXJ. 

or all the answer to his jirojiosition 
Was from « jiislol-shot that laid him dead ; 

)n wliich the rest, wdlliout more intermission, 

Began to lay about will) steel and lead, — 

Th'‘ jnoiis metals most in reqnisiti'.m 
On such (Kicasions; not a single head 
Was S})arti<l. — liiree thousand Moslems perish’d here 
And sKleen bayonets fiierccrl tin' Seraskier. 

l.XXKU, 

The city ’s taken — only j»art by jiart — 

And death js tin'iik with gore: there ’s not a street 
A’here fights not to the last some desperate luiart 
For thos(! flir wlium it soon shall cease to beol, 
lere War forgot his own ileslructjve art 
Tn more (loiroying nature ; tind the heal 
)f carnage, like tlie Nile's sun-sodden slime, 
engender’d monstrous shapes of every crime. 

I.XXXIII. 

\ Russian oflicer, in martial trt'ad 
Over a heap ofhodicH, felt his heel 
•eized fast, as if ’t were by the serpent’s head, 

Whose f’atigs Iwe taught her humon seed to feel, 
ti vain be kick’d, and swore, and wTitlicd, and bled, 
And howl’d for holji as wolves do for a meal — 

!’he teeth still kept their gratifying hold, 

Vs do the subtle snakes dtiscribed of old. 

LXXXIV. 

1 dying Moslem, who had felt the foot 
Of a foe o’er him, snarch’d at it, and bit 
rhe very timdon w'hich is most acute — 

('I’liat which some anciiml Muse or motlern wit 
learned after thee, Atihilles) and quite through ’t 
He made the teeth ine.trt, nor relinquish’d it 
wen with his life — ^for (but they lie) ’t is said 
I’o the live leg still clung the sever’d head. 


Lxxvn. 

This valiant man kill’d all the Turks he met, 

But could not eat them, being in his turn 
Slain by some Mussulmans, who would not yet, 
Without resistance, see their city bum. 

The walls were woftf. but ’l was an oven bet 
Which of thoiptttlnn would have cause to mourn; 
*T was bloWiMMNr, disputing inch by inch, 

For one wmilil not retreat, nor t’ other flinch. 


LXXXV. 

However this may be, ’t is pretty sure 
The Russiaji oflicer for life was lamed, 

'or the Turk’s teeth stuck faster than a skewer, 
And Icfl him ’mid the invalid and maim’d : 

'he regimental surgeon could not cure 
His patient, and perhaps was to be blamed 
ylore than the head of the inveterate foe, 

Vliich was cut off, and scarce even then let go. 



LXXXVI. 

3ut then the fact’s a fact--aiid is tlie part 
Of a true poet to ©scape from fiction 
Whene’er he can ; for there is little art 
In leaving verse more free from ihe restriction 
Of trutli than prose, unless to suit the mart 
For what is soinotimea call’d poetic diction, 

And that outrageous appetite for lies 
Which Satan angles with for souls like flies. 

Lxxxvri. 

I'he city ’s taken, but not render’d ! — No ! 

There ’s not a Moslem that hath yielded sword : 

I'he blood may gush out, as the Danube’s flow 
Uolls by tfle city wall ; but deed nor word 
’Acknowledge aught of dread of death or foe ; 

In vain the yell of victory is roar’d 
By the advancing Muscovite — the groan 
t )r the last foe is echoed by his own. 

Lxxxvnt. 

'I'lu! bayonet pierces and the sabre cleaves, 

And human livtjs are lavish’d every where, 

As the year dosing whirls the scarlet leaves, 

Vyhcri the strij»})’d forest hows to the bleak air, 

And groans ; and thus the peopled city grieves, 

Shorn of its best and loveliest, and loft bare ; 

But still it falls with vast and awful s}»lint.ers, 

As oaks blown down with all their thousand winters. 

LXXXTX. 

It is an awful topic — ^but ’t is not 
* My cue for any time to be terrific : 

For chequer’d as it seems our human lot 
With good, and bad, and worse, alike prolific 
C)f melancholy merriment, to cjuotc 

T(K) much of one sort would be so|)orific ; 

Without, or with, offence to friends or foes, 

1 sketch your world exactly as it goes. 

xe. 

And one good action in the midst of crimes 
Is “quite refreshing” — in the affected phrase 
Of thes(J ambrosial, Pharisaic limes, 

With all their [)retty inilk-and-waier ways, — 

And may serve tlicrcfore to bedew tliese rhymes, 

A littic scorch’d at pf tiseiu with tlx* blaze 
Of conquest attd its eonsequeficca, which 
Make epic poesy so rare and rich, 

X( r. 

Upon a taken ))astion, where there lay 
Thousands of suiuglUer’d men, a yet wiirrn group 
Of murder’d women, who had found their way 
To tl)is vain refiige, made the gootl heart droop 
And shudder ; — while, as beautiful as May, 

A female child of ten yt^ars tried to stoop 
And hide her little pal))itating hrejist 
Amid the bodies lull’d in bloody rest. 

xc]r. 

Two villanous Cossacks pursued (he child 

With flashing eyes and weapons : match’d with them, 
The rudest brute that roams Siberia’s wild 
Has feelings pure and polish’d as a gem,— 

The bear is civilized, the wolf is milfl : 

And whom for tkis at last nmst wo condemn ? 

Their natures, or their sovereigns, who employ 
All arts to teach their subjects to destroy ? 

xcm. 

Their sabres glitter’d o’er her little head, 

Whence her fair hair rose twining with affright, 

Her hidden face was plunged amid the dead : 

When Juan caught a glimpse of this sad sight. 
i»shall not say exactly what he said, 

Because it might not solace ** ears polite 
But what ho did, was to lay on their backs,— 

Thf readiest way of reasoning with Cossacks. 


One’s hip he slash’d, and split theother^^oiikltr, 

And drove them with their brutal yeHslo seek 
If there might he diirurgoons who could solder 
The wounds tliey riddy merited, and shriek 
Their baffled rage and pain ; while waxing colder 
As ho turn’d o’er each palo and gory dieek) 

Don Juan raised his little captive Wn 
The heap a moment more luid made her tomb. 

xcv. 

And she was chill as thejT, and on her face 
A slender streak of blood announced how near 
Her fate had been to tliat df all her race ; 

For tlie same blow which laid her mother hero 
Had soarr’d her brow, and left its crimson trace 
As the last link witli all she had hold dear 
But else unhurt, she open’d her large eyes, 

And gazed on Juan with a wild surprise, 

XfVl. 

Just at this instant, while their eyes wore fix’d 
Upon each other, with dilated glance, 

In Juan’s look, pain, pleasure, hope, fear, mix'd 
With jf)y to save, and dread of soino miscbonco 
Unto his protcg(> ; while hers, transfix’d 
With infant terrors, glared as from a trance, 

A pure, transparent, pale, yet radiant face, 

Like to a lighted aialaster vase ; — 

xcvii. 

Up came John Johnson — (I will not say “ Jack'* 

For that were vulgar, cold, and commonplace 
On great occasions, such as ar» attack 
On cities, as hath be«;n the y>rosent case)— 

Up Johnson came, with hundreds at his back, 
Exclaiming: — .luun! .luanl On, boy! brace 
Your arm, and 1 ’ll bet Moscow to a dollar, 

That you and I will win St. George’s collar.® 

XCVIJI. 

“ The Seraskit'r is kiKxrk’d upon the bead. 

But the stone bastion still remains wherein 
The old pacha sits among some hundredK dead, 
Smoking hi« pipe (juiu* calmly, ’mid the din 
Of our artillery and his own ; ’t is said 
Ojir kill’d already piltsd up to the ciiiii, 

Lie nmnd the battery ; but still it butters, 

And grape invtdleys, lilu; a vineyard, scatterK. 

\rix. 

* Then up with me !” — But Juan answer’d, “ Look 
Upon this diild — I sav’d her — nmst not leave 
Her life to chance ; but pouit mo out soiw* nook 
Of safety, whore she less may sliriok and grieve, 

An<l I am with yo(i.” — Whereon Johiison toc^k 
A glance arourKi — andsfirugg’d — and twitch’d hie sleeve 
And black silk, neckcloth — and r«plie«l, “ You ’re right; 
Poor thing! wdiat ’s to be done ? I ’in puzzled quite.” 

Said Juan — “ Whatsoever is to be 

Done, I’ll not quit her till she seems secure 
Of present life a good deal more than w'e.”— 
ciuoth Johiiscm — will i quite insure ; 

But at the least i/ou may die gloriously.” 

Juan replied — At least I will endure 
Whate’er is to l>e borne— but not resign 
This child, who ’s parentless, and Uterefore mine.” 

rr, 

Jdmson said — “ Juan, we ’vc no time to lixsc ; 

Tlie child ’s a pretty child— a very pretty — 

I never saw such eyes — but hark ! now choose 
Bt^tweon your fame atid feelings, pride and pity ; 

Hark ! how the roai- increases !— no excuse 
W ill serve when there is plunder in a city 
I should be loth to march without you, but, 

By God ! wo ’ll be too late for the firat cut,” 



But wat punomble ; until 
JfdbnwU) tS^y loved him in his way, 

^ Piek’dout among hia foQowera widi aome 
Such aa he th^it the leaat given up to prey : 

And awearing if the in&nt came to ill 
That they should all be shot on the next day» 

But if she were delivered safe and sound, 

They sliould at least have filly roubles round, 

cm. 

And all allowances besides of fi]undcr 
In fair proportion with their comrades ; — then 
Juan cunsented to march on through thunder, 

Which tliinn’d at every step tlieir ranks of men • 
And yet the rest rush’d eagerly— no wonder, 

For they were heated by the hope of gain, 

A thing whicl) happens every where each day — 

No hero trusteth wholly to half-pay. 

CIV. 

And such is victory, and such is man! 

At least nine-tenths of wliat wo cal! so ; — God 
May have another name for half wc scan 
As human beings, or his ways are odd. 

But to our subject; a brave Tartar Khan, — 

Or as the author (to whoso nod 

In prose I bend niy humble verge) doth coll 
This chieftain — somehow would not yield at all: 

cv. 

But, flank’d by five brave sons (such is polygamy, 
That she spawns warriors by the score, where none 
Arc prosecuted for that false crime bigamy) 

He never would believe the city won, 

While courage clung but to a single twig. — ^Am I 
Describing Priam’s, Pcleus’, or Jovt.’s son? 
Neither, — ^liut a good, plain, old, temperate man, 
WTio fought with his five children in the van. 

cvi. 

To take him was tlic point. The truly brave, 

When they behold the brave oppress’d with odds, 
Arc touch’d with a desire to shield or save ; — 

A nikturo of wild beasts and dcini-gods 
Arc they— now furious as Ihc sweeping w'avo, 

Now moved witii pity; oven as sometimes nods 
Tho rugged tree unto the summer wind, 

Compassion breatlios along the savage mind. 

evil. 

But he would not be /dtew, and replied 
To all the propositions of surrender 
By mowing Christians down on every side, 

As obstinate as Swedish Charles at Bender. 

His five bravo boys no less the foe defied ; 

Whereon the Hussian patlios grew less tender, 

As being a virtue, like terrestrial patience, 

Apt to wear out on trifling provocations, 

CVIJI. 

And spite of Johnson and of Juan, who 
Expended all their ea.stcrn phraseology 
In begging him, for God’s sake, just to sliow 
So much less fight as might fonn an apology 
For them in saving such a desperate foe — 

Ho hew’d away, like doctors of theology 
When they dispute with skeptics ; and witli curses 
Struck at his friends, as babies beat their nurses. 

cix. 

Nay, he had wounded, though but slightly, both 
Juan and Johnson, whereupon they fell— 

The first with sighs, the second with an oath— 

Upon his angry sultansliip, pell-mell, 

And all around were grown exceeding wroth 
At such a pertinacious in^l, 

And poll’d upon him and hliicnis like rain, 

Which they resisted like a sandy plain, 


cx. , 

That drinks and still is diy. At last they perish’d h- 
His second son was levelled by a shot ; 

His third was sabred ; ami tlie fourth, most cherish’d 
Of all the five, on bayonets met his lot ; 

The fifth, who, by a Christian mother noarish’d, 

Had been neglected, ill-used, and what not, 
Because deform’d, yet died all game and bottom, 

To save a sire who blush’d that he begot him. 

CXI. 

The eldest was a true and tameless Tartar, 

As great a scoruer of the Nazarenc 
As ever Mahomet pick’d out for a martyr, 

Who only saw the black-eyed girls in gresn, 

Who make the beds of thase who won’t lake quarter 
On earth, in Paradise ; and, when once seen, 

Those Houris, like all other pretty creatures, 

Do just whate’er tliey please, by dint of features. 

cxii. 

And what tlicy pleased to do witli the young Khan 
ill heaven, I know not., nor pretend to guess ; 

Bui doubtless they prefin' a fine young man 
To tougli old heroes, and can do no less ; 

And that ’s the cause, no doubt, why, if we scan 
A field of battle’s ghastly wilderness, 

For one rough, weather-beaten, veteran body, 

You ’ll find Ten tliousancl handsome coxcombs bloody. 

cxiii. * 

Y'our Houris also have a natural jdcasure 
In lopping off your lately marric<i men 
Befure. the bridal hours have danced their measure, 
And (ho sad second moon grows dim again, 

Or dull Rc])rnlance hath had dreary leisure 
To wish him hack a bachelor now and tlicn. 

And thus your Houri (it may be) disputes 
Of tliese brief blossoms th(^ inunediate fruits. 

rxiv. 

Thus the young Khan, with Houris in Ids sight, 
'J'hoiight not u[>orj (lie charms of four young brides, 
But bravely rush’d on his first heavenly night. 

In short, howe’er owr bettor failli derides, 

These black-eyed virgins make the Moslems tiglit, 

As (hough there were raie heaven and none besides, 
Whereas, if ail be true wc hear of heaven 
And hull, there must at least be six or seven. 

cxv. 

So fully flash’d the phantom on his eyes, 

That when th(^ very lancc was in Ids heart, 

He shouted, “ A Hal) 1” and saw Paradise 
With all its veil of mystery drawn aptirt, 

Ami bright eternity without disguisti 
On his soul, like a ceaseless sunrise, dart, — 

With prophets, houris, angels, saints, descried 
In one voluptuous blaze, — and then ho died; 

cxvi. 

But, with a heavenly rapture on his face, 

The good old Khun — who long had ceaacd to see 
Houris, or aught except ids florid race, 

Who grew like cedars round Idin gloriously— 
When h(i beheld his latest, hero grace 
The earth, which he becartic like a fell’d tree, 
Paused for a moment from die fight, and cast 
A glance on that slain son, his first and last. 

cxvii. 

The soldiers, who beheld him drop his point, 

Stopp’d as if once more willing to concede 
duarter, in case he bade them not aroint!” 

As he before had done. He did not heed 
Their pause nor signs : his heart was out of joint, 
And shook (till now unshaken) like a reed, 

As he look’d down upon his children gone, 

And felt— thougli done with life— lie was alone. 



cxriii. 

But ’t W19 a tremor .^with a spring 

Upon the Russian etoel his breast he flung, 

As carelessly as hurls the mofli her wing 
Against the light Wherein she dies : he clung 
Closer , that all the deadlier they might wing, 

Unto Uie bayonets which bad pierced his young; 
And, throwing back a dim look on his sons, 

In one wide wound pour’d forth his soul at once. 

CXIX. 

T is strange enough— -the rough, tough soldiers, who 
Spared neitlier sex nor age in their career 
Of carnage, when this old man was pierced through. 
And lay before them with his diilA-en near, 

• Touch’d by the heroism of him they slew, 

Were melted for a irioraenl *, though no tear 
Flow’d from their bloodshot eyes, all red with strife, 
I’hey honour’d such determined scorn of life. 

cxx. 

Rut the stone bastion still kept up its fire, 

Where the chief Pacha calmly held his post: 

JS(»me twenty times lie made the Russ retire, 
j:Jn<l baffled the assaults of ail their iiost; 

At hmgth he eond^jscendod to impiire 
If yet the city’s rest were won or lost; 

And, being told the latUir, sent a Bey 
To answer Ribas’ summons to give way. 

cxx I. 

in the nicim tiino, cross*legg’d, witfi great sang-froid, 

• Among llie scorching ruins he sat smoking 
Tobacco oi#a little carpet ; — 'IVoy 

ISaw nothing like the scene around:, — ^yet, looking 
With martial stoicism, naught seem’d to annoy 
His stern philosophy : hut gently stroking 
His beard, lie pulf'd his pipe’s ambrosial gales, 

As if he had three lives, as well as tails. 

f* cxxri. 

The town was taken— -whether he might yield 
Himself or bastion, little matter’d now ; 

• His stubborn valour was no future shield. 

Ismail ’s no more ! The crescent’s silver how 
Sunk, and the criins*on cross glared o’er the field, 

But red with no redeeming gtire: the glow 
Of burning streets, like moonlight on the water. 

Was imaged back in blood, the sea of slaughter. 

CXXIII, 

All that the mind wouUl slirink from of excesses ; 

All that the body perpetrates of bad ; 

All that we read, hear, dream, of man’s <listr»;sses ; 

All that the devil would do if inn stark mad ; 

All that defies the worst which pen expresses ; 

All by which hell is peopled, or us sad 
As hell — mere mortals who their power abuse, — 

Was here (as heretofore and since) let loose. 

CXXIV. 

If here and there some tramdent trait of pity, 

Was shown, and some more noble licart broke through 
Its bloody bond, and saved perhaps some pretty 
Child, or an aged helpless man or Uvo— 

What ’b this in one annihilated city, 

Where thousand loves, and ties, and duties grow ? 
Cockneys of Tmndon ! Muscadins of Paris ! 

Just ponder what a pious pastime war is. 

ox XV, 

Think how the joys of reading a gazette 
Are purchased by all agonies and crimes: 

Or, if these do not movp you, do n’t forget 
Such doom may be fou** own in after times. 
Ifleantime the taxes, Castlereagh, and debt, 

Are hints as good as sermons, or as rhymes. 

Read your own heartj^and Ireland’s present story, 

Thin food her famine fat with Wellesley’s giorv- * 

3 W 


But Biill them w unto m ^ , 

Which loves so well iis oountry 
A subject of gublimest eatultatioiir* 

Bear it, y6 Mu^, un your brightest 
Howe’er the nughtyl<tottsl,33e8okaba^ ‘ 

Strip your green fields, and to your harvests cling, 

I Gaunt Famine never shall approach the thmne— 

Tho* Ireland starvh, great George weighs twenty stone. 

cxxvxi. 

But lot me put an end flhto my theme : 

There was an end of Ismail— <haplesa town! 

Par flash’d her burning iSwers o’er Danube’s stream, 
And redly ran his blushing waters down. 

Tho horrid war-whoop and the shrillor scream 
Rose still ; but fainter were the thunders grown: 

Of forty thousand who bad mann’d the wall, 

Some hundreds breathed — die rest were silent all ! 

exxvin. 

In one thing ne’ertheless ’t is lit to praise 
The Russian army upon this occasion, 

A virtue much in fashion now-a-days, 

And therefore worthy of commeinoraliou : 

The topic’s tender, so shall be my phrase — 

Perhaps the season’s chill, and their long station 
In w'iiiler’s de[)th, or want of rest and victual, 

Had made them chaste ; — they ravish’d very little. 

CXXIX. 

Much did they slay, more plunder, and no less 
Might here and there occur some violation • 

In tho other line ; — but not to such excess 
As when the French, that dissipated nation, 

Take towns by storm : no caustw can I guess, 

Except cold weather and commiseration ; 

But all tlie ladies, save some twenty score, 

Were almost as much virgins as before. 

exxx. 

Some mid mistakes too haiipen'd in tho dark, 

Wliich show’d a want of lanterns, or of taslo - 
Indeed tlie smoke was such they scarce could mark 
Their friends from foes, — besidr's such tilings from has 
)ccur, though rarely, when there is a spark 
Of light to save tho venerably chaste ; — 

But six old (lamsels, each of seventy years. 

Were all deflower’d by diflerent grenadiers. 

CXXXI. 

But on the whole their continence was great ; 

So that some disappointment there ensued 
To those who had felt the inconvenient state 
Of “ single blesseihiess,” and tliuught it good 
(Since it was not their fault, but only fate, 

To bear these cross(<s) for each waning pitido 
To make a Roman sort of Sabine wedding, 

Without the expense and the suspense of bedding. 

rxxxn. 

Some voices of the buxom middle-aged 
Were also heard to wonder in the din 
(Widow's of forty were those birds long caged) 

“ Wherefore the ravishing did not begin!” 

But, while the thirst for gore and plunder raged, 

There was small leisure for superfluous sin ; 

But whether they escaped or no, lies hid 
In darkness — I call only hope they did. 

cxxxm. 

Suwarrow now was conqueror — a naateb 
For Timor or for Zinghis in his trade. 

While mosques and streets, beneatli his eyes, like that 
Blazed, and tlie cannon’s roar was scarce allay’d, 
With blo^y hands he wrote his first despatch ; 

And her© exactly follows wliat he said 
Glory to God aiid to the Empress I” (Pmesrs 
Eternal! each names mingled!) “ Ismail *8 ours I” * 



Mathinfci^ese »re the.iM IrameiidcNis wordf, 

(4 Since Tekel,” $M ** UphtreiOi 

^ Which bandg qr pene have ever tracM^ of swords. 

< Heaven help me ! I *in but little of a parson : 

What Daniel read was shorthai^ of the Lord’s, 
Severe, sublime ; the prophets wrote no farce on 
The fate of nations ^-*bot this Hues, so witty, 

Could rhyme, like Nero, o’er a burning city. 

cxxxv. 

He wrote this polar melody, and^set it, 

Duly accompanied by shrieks and groans, 

Which few will sing, I trust, but none forget it — 

For 1 will teach, if possible, the stones 
To rise apinst earth’s tyrants. Never let it 
Be said, that we still tnickle unto thrones 
But ye— our children’s children ! think how we 
Show’d whot ihmgi were before the world was free ! 

cxxxvi. 

That hour is not for us, but ’t is for you ; 

And as, in the great joy of your millemiium, 

You hardly will believe such things were true 
As now occur, I thought that I would pen you ’em ; 
But may their very memory perish too ! — 

Yet, if perchance remember’d, still disdain you ’em, 
More than you scorn the savages of yore, 

Who pointed their hare limbs, but not with gore. 

CXXXVIT. 

And when you hear historians talk of thrones, 

.^pd those that sale upon them, let it bo 
As we now gaze upon the Mammoth’s bones. 

And wonder what old world such things could see ; 
Or hieroglyphics on Egyptian stones, 

The pleasant riddles of futurity — 

Gkiessing at what shall happily be hid 
As the real purpose of a pyramid. 

CXXXVIII. 

Reader! I have kept my word, — at least so far 
As the first canto promised. You have now 
Had sketches of love, tempest, travel, war-- 
All very accurate, you must allow, 

And «pic, if plain truth should prove no bar ; 

. For I have drawn much less wiUi a long bow 
Than my forerunners. Carelessly I sing. 

But Phoebus lends me now and then a string, 

CXXXIX. 

With which 1 still can harp, and carp, and fiddle. 

What further hath befallen or may befall 
The hero of this grand poetic riddle, 

1 by and by may toll you, if at all : 

But now I choose to break olf in the middle, 

Worn out with battering Ismail’s stubborn wall, 
While Juan is sent off with the despatch, 

For which all Petersburgh is on the wat^. 

* CXL. 

This special honour was conforr’d, because 
He had behaved with courage and humanity 
Which to men like, when they have time to paus 
PVom their ferocities product by vanity. 

His little captive gain’d him some applause, 

For fMtving her amid the wild insa^iity 
Of carnage, and I think he was more glad in her 
Safety, than his new order of St. Vladimir. 

CXLI. 

The Moslem orphan went with her protector, 

For she was homeless, houseless, helpless: all 
Her friends, like the sad family of Hector, 

Had perish’d in the field or by the wall : 

Her very place of birth was but a spectre 
Of what it had been ; there the Muezzin’s call 
To prayer was heard no more !— and Juan wept, 

And made a vow to shield her, which he kept. 


CANTO IX. 


Oh, Wellington ! (or “ Vilainton” — ^for fame 
Guilds the heroic syllables both ways ; 

France could not even conquer your great name, 

But punn’d it down to this facetious phrase— 
Beating or beaten she will laugh the same)— 

You have obtain’d great pensions and much praise 
Glory like yours should any dare gainsay, 

Humanity would rise, and thunder ** Nay !” * 

II. 

do n’t tliink that you used Kinnaird quite well 
In Marinet’s affair — in fact ’t wa.s shabby, 

And, like some other things, won’t do to tell 
Upon your tomb in Westminster’s old abbey. 

Jpon the rest *t is not worth while to dwell, 

Such tales being for the tea hours of some tabby ; 
But though your years as man tend fast to zero, 
n fact your grace is still but a ymng hero. 

III. 

Though Britain owes (and pays you too) so much, 
Yet Europe doubtless owes you greatly more: 

You have repair’d legitimacy’s crutch — ^ 

A t)rop not quite so certain as before : 

The Spanish, and the French, as well as Dutch, 
Have seen, and felt, how strongly you restore ; 

And Waterloo has made the world your debtor — 

I wish your bards would sing it rather better.) 

IV. 

You are “ the best of cut-throats do not start ; 

The phrase is Shakspearc’s, and not misapplied: 
War ’s a brain-spattering, windpipe-slitting art, 
Unless her cause by right be sanctified, 
f you have acted onre a gtsnerous part. 

The world, not the world's masters, will decide, 
And 1 shall be delighted to learn who, 

Save you and yours, have gain’d by Waterloo ? 

V. 

am no flatterer — you ’vo supp’d full of flattery : 

They say you like it too— ’t is no great wonder : 
Ho whose whole life has been assault and battery. 

At last may get a little tired of thunder ; 

And, swallowing eulogy much more than satire, he 
May like being praised for every lucky blunder : 
vail'd “ Saviour of the Nations”— not yet saved, 
And Europe’s Liberator” — still enslaved. 

vi. 

*ve done. Now go and dine from off the plat© 
Presented by tlie Prince of foe Brazils, 

And send tho sentinel before your gate, * 

A slice or two from your luxurious meals : 

He fought, but has not fed so well of late, 

Some hunger too they say the people feels : 

'here is no doubt that you deserve your ration— 

But pray give back a little to foe nation. 

VII. 

don’t mean to reflect — a man so great as 
You, my Lord Duke ! is far above refiection. 

Tho high Roman fashion too of Cincinnatus 
With modern history has but small connexion : 
Though as an Irishman you love potatoes. 

You need not take them under your direction; 

And half a million for your Sabine farm 
~'.B rather dear ! — I ’m sure 1 mean no harm. 



vni. 

Great men have always scomM great recompenses ; 

Epaminondas saved his Thebes, and died, 

Not leaving even his funeral expenses : 

George Washington had thanks and naught besido, 
Except the all-cloudless glory (which few men’s is) 

To free his country : Pitt too had his pride, 

« And, as a high-soulM minister of state, is 
Henown’d for ruining Great Britain, gratis. 

IX. 

Never had mortal man such opportunity, 

Except Napoleon, or abused it more : 

You might have freed fall’n Europe from the .unity 
Uf tyrantsf and been bless’d from shore to shore ; 

“ And what is your fame ? Shall the muse tune it ye ? 

Now — ^that the rabble’s first vain shouts are o’er ? 

Gn, hear it in your famish’d country’s cries ! 

Behold the world ! and curse your victories ! 

X. 

As these new cantos touch on warlike feats, 

To i/ou the unflattering Muse deigns to inscribe 
Tniihs that you will not read in the gazettes, 

I}ut which, ’t is time to teach the hireling tribe 
Who fatten on their country’s gore and debts, 
uMuM be recited, and— witliout a bribe. 

Von did great things; but, not being grea/ in mind, 

Have left undone the greatest — and laaiikind, 

XI. 

Death laughs — Go ponder o’er the skeleton 
With which men image out the unknown thing 
That hides the past world, like to a set sun 
Which still elsewhere may rouse a brighter spring: 
Death laughs at all you wee|> ff>r ; — look upon 
I’his hourly dread of all whose threatened sting 
Turns life to terror, ovt ri though in its sheath ! 

Mark! how its lipless mouth grins without breath 

♦ » XII. 

Mark ! how it laughs and scorns at all you are ! 

And yet was what you arc : from ear to ear 
It laughs not — there is now no fleshy bar 
So call’d ; the antic long hath ceased to hear, 

Bui still he smiles ; and whether near or far, 

He strips frotn man that mantle — (far more dear 
Than even the tailor’s)— hia incarnate skin, 

While, black, or copper — ^the doad hones will grin. 

XIII. 

And thu.s Death laughs, — it is sad merriment, 

But still it is so; and with such (‘xample 
Why should not Life be equally content, 

With his superior, in a smite to trample 
Upon the nothings which tjrc daily spent 
Like bubbles on an ocean much less ample 
Than the eternal deluge, which devours 
Suns as rays— worlds like atoms— years like ours? 

xrv. 

“ To be, or not to be ! that is tlio question,” 

Says Shakspearc, who just now is much in fashion. 

I am neither Alexander nor Hcphffistion, 

Nor ever had for ahstrad fame much passion ; 

But would much rather have a soun(>digestion, 

Than Buonaparte’s cancer «ouId I dash on 
Through fifty victories to shame or fame, 

Without a stomach — what were a good name 7 

XV. 

** Oh, dura ilia messorum !” — “ Oh, 

Ye rigid guts of reapers!” — translate 
For the great bon fit of those who know 
What indigestion is— that inward fate 
Which makes all Styx through one small liver flow 
A peasant’s sweat is worth his lord’s estate : 

Let thU one toil for bread— f/wrf rack for rent,— 
who sleeps best may be the most content. 


, am. 

I ‘^To be, or not to he Ere 1 d^ide, 

I should be glad to know that whkMte^.* 

*T Is true we speculate both far and wide* 

And deem, because we see, we are dB-^sshg : 

For my part, I *11 enlist on neitlier side, 

Until I see both sides for once agreeing, 

For me, I sometimes think that life is death, 

Rather than life a more aflair of breath. 

xvii. 

“ Q,ue sais-je?” was tlnwrootto of Montaigne, 

As also of the first academicians ; 

That all is dubious which %ian may attain, 

Was one of their most favourite positions. 

There *s no such thing as certainty, that ’s plain 
As any of mortality’s conditions : 

So little do we know what we *rts about in 
This world, I doubt if doubt itself be doubting. 

xviii. 

It is a pleasant voyage perhaps to float, 
l^ike Pyrrho, on a sea of speculation ; 

But what if carrying sail capsize the boat ? 

Your wise men do n’t know much of navigation ; 

And swimming lc>«ig in tlio abyss of thought 
Is apt to tire : a calm and shallow station 
W cll nigh the shore, where one stoops down and gathers 
Some pretty shell, is best for moderate bathers. 

xix. 

“ But heaven.” as Cassio says, “ is above all. — 

No more of this then, — let us pray !” We have 
Souls to save, since Eve’s sli]> and Adam’s fall, 

Which tumbled all mankind into the grave, 

Besides fish, beasts, and birds. “ The sparrow’s fall 
Is special providence,” though how it gave 
Offence, we know not; probably it perch’d 
Upon tile tree which ICve so fondly searcli’d. 

XX. 

Oh, ye immortal gods ! what is theogony 7 
Oh, thou too mortal man! what is philanthropy? 

Oh, world, which was and is ! w'hat is cosmogony? 

Some people have accused me of niisantliropy ; 

And yet I know no more than the mahogany 
That forms this de.sk, of what tl>ey moan /iyfewf- 
I comprehend ; for, without transformation, Ithrepj^ 
Men become w'olvcs on any slight occasion. 

XXI. 

But I, the mildest, meekest of mankind, 

Like Moses, or Mt lancthon, who have ne’er 
Done, any thing exceedingly unkind, — 

And (though I could not now and tlien forbear 
Following the bent of body or of mind) 

Have always had a tendency to spare,— 

Why do they call me misanthrope? Because 
Thej/ hate me, not / them .—And here wo ’ll pause. 

XXII. 

’T is time we should proceed with our good poem, 

For I maintain tliat it i« really good, 

Not only in the bmly, but the proem, 

However little both are understood 
Just now, — but by and by the truth will show ’em 
Herself in her sublimest attitude : 

And till she doth, I fain, must be content 
To share her beauty and her banishment. 

XXI II. 

Our hero (and, I trust, kind reader! yours)— 

Was left upon his way to the ebi^ city 
Of the immortal Peter’s polish’d boors, 

Who still have shown themselves more brave than witty ; 
I know its mighty empire now allures 
Much flattery — even Voltaire’s, and that *s a pity. 

For me, I deem an absolute autocrat 
iVbt a barbarian, but much worse than that. 



XXIT* 

Aiui I will war, at leaat in words (and-^hould 
^*6. My chaiSe so deeds) with all who war 

y<fith thouglit of thought’s foes by far most rude, 
grants and s^ophants have been and are. 

1 know not who may conquer : if 1 could 
Have such a prescience, it should bo no bar 
To this my plain, sworn, downright detestation 
Of every despotism in every nation. 

XXV, 

It is not that J adulate the pcopl<v 
Without me there are demagogues enough, 

And Infidels to pull down every steeple, 

And set up in their stead some proper stuff. 

Whether they may sow skepticism to reap hell, 

As is the OJiristiaii dogma rather rough, 

1 do not, know ; — I wish men to be free 
As much from mobs as kings — ^from you as me. 

XXVI. 

The consequence is, being of no party, 

1 shall offend all parties: — never mind! 

My words, at least, are more sincere and hearty 
Than if J. sought to sail before the wind. 

He who has naught to gain can have smalt art : he 
Who Tieitlier wishes to be bound nor bind 
May still expatiate freely, as will I, 

Nor give niy voice to slavery’s jackal cry. 

XXVII. 

That. *s an appropriate simile, that jackal; 

I Ve heard them in the Ephesian ruins howl 
By night, as do that mercenary pack all, 

Power’s base purveyors, who for pickings prowl, 
And scent tlie prey their masters would attack all. 

However th<» poor jackals are less iiiul 
(As being the brave* lion’s keen providers) 

Than human insects, catering for spiders. 

XXVIJI. 

Raise but an arm! ’t will brush their web away, 

And without thaty their poison and their claws 
Are useless. Mind, good people! what I say— 

(Or ratlwr peoples) — .^o an without pause ! 

The w<‘b of these laranmlas each day 
Increases, till you shall make common causa 
None, save the Spanish fly and Attic bee, 

As yet arc strongly slinging to be free, 

XXTX. 

Hon Juan, who had shone in the late slaughter, 

Was left upon his way with the despatch, 

Where lilood was talk’d of as we would of water ; 

And rarcasses tlmt lay as thick as thatch 
O’er silenced cities, merely served to flatter 

Fair Catherine’s (lastime^ — who look’d on the mate* 
Between those nations as a main of cocks, 

Wherein she liked her own to stand liive rocks. 

XXX. 

And there in a kibiika he roll’d on, 

(A cursed sort of carriage without springs, 

Which on rough roads loaves scarcely a whole bone,) 
Pondering on glory, chivalry, and kings, 

And orders, and on all that he had done— 

And wishing that post-horses had the wings 
Of Pegasus, or at the least post-chaises 
Had feailu rs, wlwn a traveller on deep ways is, 

XXXI. 

At every jolt — and there were many— still • 

He turn’d his eyes upon his little charge, 

As if he wish’d that she should fare less ill 
Than he, in these sad highways left at large 
To ruts and flints, and lovely naiurc^’s skill, 

Wlio is no paviour, nor admits a barge 
On her canals, where God takes sea and land, 

Fishery and farm, both into his own hand. 


%xxix. 

At least he pays no rent, and has best right 
To be the firrit of what we used to call 
‘ Gentlemen ftirmers a race worn out quite, 

Since lately there have been no rents atldl, 

And gentlemen” are in a piteous plight, 

And “ farmers” can’t raise Ceres from her fall: 

'Jhe f<dl with Buonaparte : — What strange thoughts 
Arise, when we see emperors fall witli oats I 

XXXIII. 

But Juan turn’d his eyes on the sweet child 

Wliom he had sav^ from slaughter — what a trophy ! 
Oh ! yc w'ho build up monuments, defiled 
With gore, like Nadir Shah, that costive Sophy, 
Who, alter leaving Hindostan a wild. 

And scarce to the Mogul aicu]> of coffee 
To sooth his woes withal, was slain, the sinner! 
Because he could no more digo.st his dinner: — 

XXXIV. 

oil ye ! or we ! or she ! or he ! reflect, 

Tiiul o7ie life saved, especially if young 
Or pretty, is a thing to recollect 

h'ar sweeter than the grccncvst laurels spning 
From tile manure of human clay, though deck’d 
With all the praises ever said or sung: 

Though hymn’d by every harp, unless within 
Voiii ln'urt joins chorus, fame, is hut a din. 

XXXV. 

Oh, ye great atttliors luminous, voluminous ! 

e.t twice ten hundred thoiusaud daily scribes ! 

Whoso paniplilets, volumes, newspapers illumine us! 

Whetlier you ’re j>.uid by government in bribes, 

7V> prove the public debt is not c.onsuming us — 

Or, roughly treading on lb© ‘‘ courtier’s kibes” 

With clownish heel, your popular circulation 
Ftwds you by print itjg half the rejahu’s starvation: — 

XXXVI. 

Oh, yc groat authors ! — “ Apropos de> bottes” — 

J imve f Mgotton wluit I meant to say, 

As somctim<js have been greater sages’ lot.s: 

T wa*^ .something calculated to allay 
All wrath in burruelis, paiat'.es, or cots: 

Cbirtee it would have becui but thrown aw'av, 

And that ’s one comfort for my lost advice, 

Although no doubt it was beyond all price. 

XXVVIJ. 

But let it g(K il w'ili one dav be found 
With other relie.s of “ a former world,” 

When this worifl shall be fmner, underground, 

Thrown topsy-turvy, twisted, crisp’d, and curl’d, 
Baked, friiiil, or burnt, turn’d iiv«idc out, or drown’d, 
Like all the worlds before, wliich have been hurl’d 
First out. of and t)»en back again to chaos, 

The superstratum whb'li will overlay us. 

xxxvin. 

So Cuvier says and then shall come again 
ITnto the new’^ creation, rising out 
From our old crash, some mvstic, ancient strain 
Of’ things destroy’d and left, in airy doubt : 

Like to the notimjs \Vc now' enterfain 
Of Titans, giants, fellows of almut 
Some hundred feet in height, not to say wit/c«, 

And mammoths, and your winged crocodiles. 

XXXTX. 

Think if then George the Fourth should be dug up! 

How the new worldlings of the then new east 
Will wonder where such animals could sup ! 

(F'or they themselves will be but'of the least: 

Even worlds miscarry, when too oft. they pup, 

And every new creation hath decreased 
In size, from overworking the material— 

Men are but maggots of some huge earth’s bona!.)— 



XL. 

How will— to these young people, just thrust out 
Prom some fresh paradise, and set to plough, 

And dig, and sweat, and turn themselves about, 

And plant, and reap, and spin, and grind, and sow, 
Till all the arts at length are brought about, 

Especially of war and taxing — ^how, 

I say, will these great relics, when they see ’em, 

Look like the monsters of a new museum ! 

XLI, 

But T arn apt to grow too metaphysical : 

“ The time is out of joint,” — and so am I ; 

[ quite forget this poem ’s merely quizzical, 

And dflwiate into matters rather dry. 

1 ne'er decide what [ shall say, and this I call 
Much too poetical ; m«»n should know why 
They write, and for what end ; but, note or text, 

I never know the word which will come next. 

XLII. 

*So on 1 ramble,, now and then narrating. 

Now pondering: — it is time wo should narrate: 

1 left Don Juan with his liorses baiting— 

Now we ’ll get o’er the ground at a great rale, 
f ^hall not he particular in stating 

His j<uirney, we ’ve so many fours of late : 

Suppose him then at Petersburgh ; suppose 
'I'hat jdeasant capital of painted snows; 

XLTU. 

Sn})pose him in a handsome, uniform; 

A s<'arl<'! coat, black facings, a long plume. 

Waving, like sails new shiver’d in a storm, 

(h'cr a cock’d hat, in a crowded room, 

And brilliant breeches, l.*right as a fhiirn Gorine, 

Of yellow kerscvnuTc wo may presume, 

White stockings drawn, nnciirdlcd as new milk, 

O’er limbs wh<vs<' .symmetry set olf the silk : 

,• XI, IV. 

Supnosc him, sword hy side, rnid liat in hand, 

INlado up by youth, iamc, and an army laiior— 

That great eiichant<‘r, at wlio^e rod’.s cmnniand 
i-icauly springs forth, and nature’s soli turns paler, 
Seeing how arl can make Ina- work more grand, 

(When she do n’t pin men’s lim!is in like a jailer)— 
Behold him placed as if upon a ]>illar ! Ho 
Seemi; Hove turn’d a lieutenant of artillery? 

XLV. 

Tlis kmd.ag(?. slipp’d down into a cravat ; 

Ilis wings subdued to epaulets; his quma* 

Shrunk to a .scabbard, with his arrows at 
His side as a small-sword, hut sharp as ever ; 

His bow converted into a cm;k’ci hat ; 

But still HO like, Psyc.he were more clever 
Than some wive.s (who make blunders no less stupid) 

If slie hail not mistaken him for Cunid. 

XL VI, 

The courtiers stared, the ladies whisper’d, and 

The mnpress smiled ; the reigning favourite frow’nM — 
I quite forget which of them was in hand 
Just then, as they are rather numerous found, 

Who took hy turns that difficult t;oniinand, 

Since first lier majesty was singly crown’d : 

Rut Uuiy wore mostly nervous six-ffiot lellows, 

All fit. to make a Patagonian jealou.s. 

XLVIT. 

Juan was none of these, but slight and slim, 

Blushing and beardless ; and yet ne’erthclcss 
There was a something in his turn of limb, 

And still more in his eye, which seem’d to express, 
I’hat though he look’d one of the seraphim, 

/Fhere lurk’d a man beneath ffie spirit’s dress. 

Besides, the empress sometimes liked a boy, 

^ And had just buritwi the fair- faced Lanskoi: *' 


xtrxir. 

No wonder then that Yormoloff, or MomODoflT^ 

Or Scherbatoff, or any otlier *• * 

Or rm, might dread her majesty ^md ribt room enough 
Within her bosom (whiti was not too tough) 

For a new flame ; a thought to cast of gloom enougif 
Along the aspect, whether smooUi or rough, 

Of him who, in tlie language of his station, 

Then held that “ high official situation.” 

xux. 

Oh, gentle ladic.n ! should you seek to know 
Tlie import of tlii.s diplomatic phrase, 

Bid Ireland’s IiOndori(l^rry'’s Marquess* show 
His jiartH of sjwcch ; and in the strange displays 
Of that odd string of words all in a row, 

Which none divine, and every one obeys, 

Perhaps you may pick out some queer ntMneaiiing, 

Of that weidt wordy harvest tlie sole gleaning. 

L. 

I think 1 can ex|»lain rnywelf without 
That satl inexplicable b<^a»t of prtsy — 

That sphinx, whose words would ever be a doubt, 

Did not his deeds unritldlo them each day— 

1’h.T.I rnoiistrou.s liieroglyphic— that long spout 
Of 1 j1(kk 1 and water, leaden I'Jastlereagh ! 

And here I iimsi an anecdote relate, 

But luckily of no great length or weight. 

Ll. 

An English lady ask’d of 'an Italian, 

What were tlu? actual and r»fficial duties 
Of the .strange thing some women set a value on, 

Which hov(‘rR oft about some married beauties, 

Call’d Cavalit!!- S<^rvontc ?” — a Pygmalion 

Wln)se slntnes warm (1. fear, ahiHl too true ’t is) 
Beneath his arl. The dame, press’d to disclose them, 
Said — “ Lady, 1 hu.Roecli you to mpjme 

LII. 

Ami thus I supplicate your supposition, 

And mildest, niatron-liko interpretation 
Of the. imperial favourite’s condition. 

’T was a high plaee, the highest in the nation 
In fart, if not in rank ; and tlie suspicion 
Of any one’s attaining to hi.s station, 

No doubt gave pain, where each new pair of shouldon, 
If rather broad, made stocks rise and their holde.rs. 

f.IXI. 

Juan, I said, was a most beauteous boy, 

And hud retain’d his hoyisti look beyond 
Tlin u.sual hirsute, .seasons, which destroy, 

With heard.s and ulikker.s and the like, the fond 
Parisian aspect wliicb upset old Troy 

And foutabal I){K! tors’ Commons : — I have conn’d 
The history of divr)r(V‘s, which, though chequer’d, 

Galls lliori’.s the first damages on record. 

LfV. 

And Catherine, who loved all things, (save her lord, 

I Who was gone to his place,) and pass’d for much, 
A<hniriiig those (by dainty dame.s abhorr’d) 
i Gigantic gentlemen, yet had a touch 
Of sentiment ; and he she most adored 
Was tho larnontod l.anskoi, who waa such 
A lover as had cost her many a tear, 

And yot but made a middling grenadier. 

LV, 

Oh, thou “ teterriina causa” of all “ belli!”— 

Thou gate of life and death!— thou nondescript! 
Whence is our exit and our entrance,— well I 
May pause in pondering how all souls ore dippM 
In tliy (icrennial fountain ! — how man fsU^ I 
Know not, since knowledge saw her branches strijip’d 
Of her first fruit ; but how he falls and rises 
Since^ thou hast settled beyond all surmises. 



LVtl 

^c«ie call thae ** tb*6 worst cause of war,** but 1 
:^‘^aintaiu1hbu arttha be»t : for, aller aU, 

^rolft theA we come*, to thee we go ; and why, 

To^t at ihee, not batter down a wall, 

Or waste a world ? Since no one can deny 
Thou dost replenish worlds both great and small : 
Witli, or without thee, all things at a stand 
Are, or would be, thou sea of life’s dry land! 

LVII. 

Catherine, who was the grand epitorne 
Of that great cause of war, or peace, or what 
You please, (it causes all the tilings which be, 

So you may take your choice of this or that) — 
Catherine, I say, was very glad to see 
The handsome herald, on whose plumage sat 
Victory ; and, pausing as she saw him kneel 
'With hia despatch, forgot to break the seal. 

i.vnr. 

Then recollecting the whole empress, nor 
Forgetting quite the woman, (which composed 
At lua'it three ()arta of this great whole,) she tore 
The letter open with an air which posed 
The court, that watch’d each l(X)k her visage wore, 
Until a royal smile at length disclosed 
Pair’ weather for the day. Though rather spaxiious, 
Her face was noble, lier eyes fine, mouth gracious. 

LJX. 

. Great joy was hers, or rather joys ; the first 
Was a ta’cn city, thirty thou.sand slain. 

Glory and triumph o’er her nR])ect burst, 

As au East-lndian sunrise on the main. 

'rhesc quench’d a moment her ambition’s thirst — 

So Arab deserts drink in summer’s rain : 

In vain 1 — As fall the dews on quenchless sands, 

BKxkI only serves to wash ambition’s hands ’ 

h\. 

: , Her next amusement wns more fanciful ; 

Sht? smiled at mad Biiwarrow’s rhymes, who threw 
Into a Russian couplet, rather dull, 

TIkj whole gazette of thousands whom he slew. 

Her third was feminine enough to anniil 
The shudder which runs naturally through 
Our veins, when things call’d sovereigns think it best 
To kill, and generals turn it into jest. 

1.XI. 

The two first feelings ran their course complete, 

And lighted first her eye abd then her moutli : 

The whole court look’d immediately most sweet, 

T.ike flowers Well water’d after a long drouth .* — 

But when on the lieutenant, at her feet, 

Her majesty— who liked to gaze on youth 
, Almost as much as on a new despatch — 

Glanced mildly, all the world was on the watch. 

LXII. 

Though somewliat large, exuberant, and truculent, 
When urroth; while she was as fine a figure 

.As those who like things rosy, ripe, and succulent, 
Would wish to look on, while they are in vigour. 

She could repay each amatory look you lent 
■ With interest, and in turn was wont witli rigour 
To exact of Cupid’s bills the full amount 
At sight, nor would pennit you to discount. 

LXIIT. 

With her the latter, though at times convenient, 

Was not so necessary : ft>r they tell 
That she was handsome, and, tho’ fierce, looked lenient, 
And always usoil her favourites too well. 

If once beyond her boudoir’s precincts in ye went. 

Your “ ftartuno” was in a fair way “ to swell 
A man,” as Giles says;* for, though she would widow all 
Nations she liked man as an individual. 


What a strange thing is man ! and what a stranger 
Is woman ? What a whirlwind is her head, 

And what a whirlpool full of depth and danger 
Is all the rest atout her ! whether wed, ^ 

Or widow, maid, or mother, she can change her 
Mind like tho wind ; whatever sho has said 
Or done, is light to what she *11 say or do 
Tho oldest thing on record, and yet new ! 

LXV. 

Oh, Catlierine ! (for of all interjections 
To thee both o/e ! and ah ! belong of right 
In love and war) how odd ore the connexions 
Of human thoughts, which jostle in their flighVl 
Just now yours were cut out in different sections: 

First, Ismail’s capture ctaiightyour fancy quite ; 
iVea’f, of new knights the fresh and glorious batch ; 

And ttiirdly, he who brought you the despatch ! 

LXTI. 

Shakspearts talks of the herald Mercury 
New lighted on a heaven- kissing hill ;** 

And some such visions cross’d her majesty, 

While her young herald knelt before her still. 

’T is very true the hill seem’d rather high 
For a iieuienant to climb up ; but skill [sing, 

Sniooth’d even the Simplon’s steep, and, by God’s bies 
With youth and health all kisses are “heaven-kissing.” 

nxvii. 

Her majcisty look’d down, the youth look’d up — 

And so they fell in lf»ve ; — she with his face, 

His grace, his God-knovvs-what : for Cupid’s cup 
With tho first {Iraugltt intoxicates apace, 

A quintessential laudarmin or “ black drop,” 

Which makes one drunk at once, without tho base 
Expedient of full bumpers ; for the eye 
In love drinks all life’s fountains (save tears) dry. 

LXVItl. 

He, on the. other hand, if not in love, 

Fell into that no les.^ imperious passion, 

Self-love — which, when some sort of thing above 
Ourselves, a singer, dancer, much in fashion, 

Or duchess, prince.ss, empress, “ deigns to prove,” 

(’T is I’ope’s phrase,) a great longing, tho’ a rash one, 
For one especial j)erson out of many, 

Makes us believe ourselves as good as any. 

J.XTX. 

Besides, he was of tliat delighted age 

AVhich makes all female ages equtd — when 
We do n’t much care with whom we may engage, 

As bold as Daniel in the lions’ den, 

So that we can our native sun assuage 
III the next ocean, which may flow just then, 

To make a twilight in— Just as Sol’s heat is 
Ctuench’d in the lap of the salt sea, or Thetis. 

LXX. 

And Catherine, (we must say thus much for Catiierina,) 
Though bold and bloody, was the kind of thing 
Whose temporary passion was quite flattering, 

Because each lover look’d a sort of king, 

Made up upon an amator/ pattern — 

A royal husband in all save t)ie ring — 

Which being the damn’dest part of matrimony, 

Seem’d taking out the sting to leave the honey. 

I.XXI. 

And when you add to this, her womanhood 
In its meridian, her blue eyes, or gray— 

(The last, if they have soul, are quite as good, 

Or better, as the best examples say : 

Napoleon’s, Mary’s (Q.uecn of Scotland) should 
Lend to that colour a transcendent ray; 

And Pallas also sanctions tiie same hue— 

Too wise to look through <^ticka black or blue)— 



Her sweet smile, and her then majestic figure, 

Her plumpness, her imperial oondescension, 

Her preference of a boy to men much bigger, 

(Fellows whom Messalina’s self would pension,) 

Her prime of life, just now in juicy vigour, 

With other estros which we need not mention, — 

All these, or any one of these, explain 
Enough to make a stripling very vain. 

LXXIII. 

And that ’s enough, for love is vanity 
Selfish in its beginning as its end, 

Except where ’t is a mere insanity, 

A mai^ening spirit which would strive to blend 
Itself with beauty’s frail inanity, 

On which the passion’s self seems to depend : 

And hence some heathenish philosophers 
Make love the mainspring of the universe. 

nxxrv. 

Besides Platonic love, besides the love 
Of God, the love of sentiment, the loving 
Of faithful pairs—(I needs must rhyme with dove, 

That good old steam-boat which keeps verses moving 
^^Gainst reason — reason ne’er was hand-and-glove 
With rhyme, but always lean’d less to improving 
The sound than sense) — besides all these pretences 
To love, there are those tilings which words name senses : 

LXXV. 

Those movements, those improvements in our bodies, 
Which make all bodies anxious to get out 
Of their own sandpits to mix with a goddess — 

For such all women are at first, no doubt. 

How beautiful that moment ! and how odd is 
That fever which precedes the languid rout 
Of our sensations ! What a curious way 
The whole tiling is of clothing souls in clay ! 

, LXXVI. 

The noblest kind of love is love Platonical, 

To end or to begin with ; the next grand 
Is that which may be christened love canonical, 

Because the clergy take the tiling in hand ; 

The third sort to bo noted in our chronicle, 

As floin'ishing in every Christian land, 

Is, when chaste matrons to their other tics 
Add what may be call’d marriage in disgtuK. 

jLxxvri. 

Well, we won’t analyze — our story must 
Tell for itself ; the sovereign was smitten, 

Juan much flatter’d by her love, or lost ^ — 

I cannot stoop to alter words once written, 

And the two are so mix’d with human dust, 

That he who names one, both perchance may hit on : 
But in such matters Russia’s mighty empress 
Behaved no better than a common sempstress. 

i.xxvni. 

The whole court melted into one wide whisfier, 

And all lips were applied unto all ears ! 

The elder ladies’ wrinkles curl’d much crisper 
As they beheld ; the younger cast some leers 
On one another, and each lovely lispcr 
Smil’d as she talk’d the matter o’er ; but tears 
Of rivalship rose in each clouded eye 
Of all the standing army who stood by. 

LXXIX. 

All the ambassadors of all the powers 
Inquired, who was this very new young man, 

Who promised to be great in some few hours ? 

Which is full soon, (though life is but a span.) 
Already they beheld the silver showers 
Of roubles rain, as fast as specie can, 
lipon his cabinet, besides the presents 
Of several ribands and some thousand peasants. 


Catherine was generous, i^l such ladies are : 

Love, that great ofiener of the ho|irt and all 
The ways that lead dtere, be (hey near or for; 

Above, below, by turnpikes great or small, «- 
Love — (though she had a cursed taste for war, 

And was not the best wife, unless, we call 
Such Clyteninesira ; though perhaps ’tis h^^tter 
That one should die, than two drag on the fetter)— 

Lxxxr. 

Love had made Catherine make each lover’s ibrtune, 
Unlike our own hdlf>chaste Elizabeth, 

Whose avarice all dic^ursements did importune, 

If history, the grand liar, ever saitli 
The truth ; and though grief her old age might shortan, 
Because she put a favourite to deatli, 

Her vile ambiguous method of flirtation, 

And stinginess, disgrace her sex and station. 

r.xxxn. 

But when the lovee rose, and all was bustle 
In the dissolving circle, all the nations* 

Ambassadors began as ’t were to hustle 
Round tlie young man with their congratulations. 
Also the softer silks were hoard to rustle 
Of gentle dames, among whose recreations , 

It i.s to speculate on handsome faces, 

Especially when such lead to high places. 

I.XXXfll. 

Juan, who found himself, he knew not how, 

A general object of attenti<m, made 
His answers wit)) a very graceful bow, 

As if born for the ininiKSterial trade. 

Though nujdest, on his unembarrass’d brow 
Nature had written “ Gentleman.” He said 
Little, but to the purpose ; and his manner 
Flung hovering graces o’er him like a banner. 

Lxxxrv. 

An order from her majesty consign’d 
Our young lieutenant to the genial care 
Of those i)i office : all the world look’d kind, 

(As it will look sometimej) with the first stare, 
Which youth would not act ill to keep in mind;) 

As also did Miss Protosoflf then there, 

Named, from her mystic office, “ fEprouveuBe,” 

A tenn inexplicable to the Muse. 

LXXXV. 

Witli fier then, as in humble duty bound, 

Jwm retired,— and so will I, until 
My Pegasus shall tire of touching ground, 

We have just lit on a “ heaven-kissing hill,” 

So lofty diat I feel my brain turn’d round, 

And all my fancies whirling like a mill ; 

Which IS a signal to my nerves and brain 
To take a quiet ride in some green lone. 


CAOTO X. 


Whew Newton saw an apple fall, be fijund 
In that slight startle from his contemplation— 
'T is said (for I ’ll not answer above ground. 

For any sago’s creed or calculation^— 

A mode ^ proving that the earth tam’d roand 
In a most naturd whirl, call’d ** gravitatiofi;* 
And thus is the sole mortal who could grapplt^ 
Since Adam, with a fall or with an apple* 



n. 

Man fell with a|>pleft) aiid with ipplei rose. 

If this be frue; for we must deem the mode 
J[liVhich Sir Isaac" Newton could dtsdose, 

Through the thim injured irUkrs, the turnpike road, 

A thhtg to countej^lance hUih^ 

For, ever sim, 'immortal man hath glo^M 
With all kindb « mechanics, and full soon 
Steam-engines will conduct him to the moon. 

ni. 

And wherefore this exordium ? — ^^hy , just now, 

In taking up this paltry sheet of paper, 

: ) My bosom underwent a glorious g'ow, 

:! And my internal spirit cut a caper : 

; .^And though so much inferior, as X know, 

To those who, by the dint of glass and vapour, 

; Discover stars, and sail in the wind’s eye, 

1 wish to do as much by poesy. 

IV. 

\ In the wind’s eye I haveaail’d, and sail ; but for 
The stars, I own my telescope is dim ; 

But at die least I ’ve shunn’d the common shore, 

And, leaving land far out of sight, would skim 
The ocean of eternity : the roar 
Of brealiers has nor. daunted my slight, trim, 

But 8till sea-worthy skiff ; and she may float 
Where siiips have founder’d, as doth many a boat. 

V. 

We left our hero Juan in the bioam 
Of favouritism, but not yet in die blush ; 

And far be it from my Muses to presume 
(For I have more than one Muse at a push) 

To follow him beyond the drawing-r<iom : 

It is enough that fortune found him flush 
Of youth and vigour, beauty, and those things 
Which for an instant clip enjoyment’s wings. 

VI. 

But soon they grow again, and leave their nest. 

Oh !” saith (he Psalmist, ‘‘ that I had a dove’s 
Pinions, to floe away and be at rest !” 

And who, that recollects .young years and loves,— 
Though hoary now, and with a wiUiering breast, 

And palsied fancy, which no longer roves 
Beyond its dimm’d eye’s sphere,— but would much rather 
Si^ like his son, than cough like his grandfather ? 

VII. 

But sighs subside, and tears (even widow’s) slirtiik 
Like Arno, in die summer, to a shallow, 

So narrow as to shame dieir wintry brink. 

Which threatens inundations deep and yellow ! 

Such difference dodi a few months make. You ’d diink 
Grrief a rich field which never would lie fallow ; 

No more it doth, its ploughs but change their boys, 

Who furrow some new soil to sow for joys. 

VIII. 

But coughs will come when sighs depart — and now 
And then before sighs cease ; for oft dio orio 
Will bring the other, ere the lake-like brow 
^ Is ruffl^ by a wrinkle, or the sun 
' Of life reach ten o’clodc : and, while a glow, 

Hectic aaid brief as summer’s day nigh done, 

^ O’erspreads the cheek which seems too pure for clay, 
Thousands blaze, love, hope, die — ^how happy they!— 

IX. 

But Juan was not meant to die so soon. 

We lefl him in the focus of sucltglory 
As may be won by favour of the moon, 

Or ladies’ fancies— rather transitoiy 
Perhaps : but who would scorn the month of June^ 
Because December, with his breath so hoary, 

Must come J Much rather should he court the ray^ 

To hoard up warmth gainst a wintry day. 


*. 

Besides, he had some qualities which fix 
Middle-aged ladies even more than young . 

The former know what’s what ; labile new-fledged diicks 
ICnow little more of love than what is sung^ 

In rhymes, ordream’d, (for fancy will play tricks,) 

In visions of those BkieB from whence love sprung 
Some reckon women by their suns or years— 

1 rather think the moon should date the dears. 

XI. 

And why ? because.she *s changeable and chaste. 

1 know no other reason, whatsoe’er 
Suspicious people, who find fault in haste. 

May choose to tax me with ; which is not fag*, 

Nor flattering to their temper or their taste,’ 

As tny friend Jeffrey writes with such an air: 
However, I forgive him, and I trust 
He will forgive himself if not, I must 

XII. 

Old enemies who have become new friends 
Should so continue — ’t is a point of honour ; 

And 1 know nothing which could make amends 
For a return to hatred : 1 would shun her 
Like garlic, howsoever she extends 

Her hundred arms and legs, and fain outrun her. 

Old flames, new wives, bocomo our bitterest foes — 
Converted foes should scorn to join with those. 

XIII. 

This were the worst desertion : renegadoes, 

Even shuffling Southey — that incaniate lie — 

Would scarcely join again the “ reformadoes,”* 

Whom he forsook to fill the laiirt^ate’s sty : 

And honest men, from Iceland to Barbadoes, 

Whether in Caledon or Italy, 

Should not veer round with every breath, nor seize, 

To pain, the moment when you cease to please. 

XIV. 

The lawyer and tlie critic but Ixjliold 
The baser sides of literature and life, 

And naught remains iiiisecti, but mucli untold, 

By those who scour those double vales of strife. 

While common men grow ignorantly old, 

The lawyer’s brief is like the surgeon’s knife 
Dissecting die whole inside of a question, 

And with it all the process of digestion. 

XV. 

A legal broom ’s a moral chimney-sweeper, 

And that ’s the reason he himself ’s so dirty ; 

The endless soot * bestows a tint far dee,per 
Than can he hid by altt^ring his shirt ; ho 
Retains the sable stains of the dark creeper — 

At least some twenty-nine do out of thirty. 

In all their habits : not so ytwz, I own ; 

As Caesar wore his robe you wear your gown. 

XVI. 

And all our little feuds, at least all mine, 

Dear Jeffrey, once my most redoubted foe, 

(As far as rhyme and criticism combine 
To make such puppets of us things below,) 

Are over : Hero ’s a herlth to “ Auld Lang Syne !” 

I do not know you, and may never know 
Your face, — ^but you have acted on die whole 
Most nobly, and I own it from my soul. 

XVII. 

And when I use the phrase of Auld Lang Syne ”* 

’T is not address’d to you — ^the more ’s the pity 
For me, for I would rather take ray wine 
With you, than aught (save Scott) in your proud city. 
But somehow,— it may seem a schoolboy’s whine, 

And yet I seek not to be grand nor witty, 

But I am half a Scot by birth, and bred 
A whole one, and my heart flies to m^^head: — 



XVIII. 

As ** Auld li&ng Syn6 brings Scotland one and all. He lived (not Death ^ but Juan) in a huiry * ^ 

Scotch plaidsi Scotch snoods, the blue lulls, and clear Of waste, and basUi, and gluio, and glass, a tvl glitter, * 

« 1 . , . clime of boar-skins black and furiy— 

The Dee, the Don, Balgounio s Brig’s black Which (though I hale, to say a thing that ’a bittesl^ 

All my boy feelings, ail my gentler dreams Peep out sotuotitues, when things are in a flurry, 

Of what I then dreamt, clothed in their owji pall, U’hrough all the “ purple and tine Ihien,’* titter 

Like Banquo’s offspring-floating past me scoina For Babylon’s llian Russia’s roval harlot— 

My childhood in this childishness of mine : And neutralize her outward show of scarlet. 

I care not — ’t is a glimpse of “ Auld Lang Syne.” 

^ J XXVIT 


XIX. 

And though, as you reniernlxjr, in a fit 
Of wrath and rhyme, when juvenile and curly, 

I rail’d at Sfots to show my wrath and wit, 

„ Which must be own’d was sensitive, and surly, 

Yet *t is in vain such sallies to permit — 

They cannot quench young feelings fresh and early 
I “ scotch% not kill’d,” tlic Sc-otclnnan in iny blood, 
And love the land of “ mountain and of flood.' 

XX. 

Don Juan, who was real or ideal, — 

For both are much the same, sinc,(^ what ine.n think 
Exists when flic once thinkers are. less r(.’!ul 
Than whatflicy thought, fur mind can never sink, 
And ’gainst flie body makes a strong a})poal ; 

And yet *t is very puzzling on tho brink 
Of what is call’d eternity, to stare, 

And know no more of what is here than there : — 

XXI. 

^ Don Juan grew a very polisldd Russian — 

HffU> we won’t mention, whi/ wc need not say : 

Few youthful minds can stand the strong concussion 
Of any slight toinplation in their way ; 

But ftts just now were spread as is a cushion 
Smooth’d for a monarch’s seat of honour : gay 
Damsels, and dances, revels, ready inoii<!y. 

Made icc sown paradise, and winter sunny. 

XX n. 

The favour of the empress was ngr(‘eable ; 

And though the duty wax’d a litt.h^ hard, 

Young people at his time of life should be able 
To come off hanclsomely in that re gard. 

He now was growing up lik« a grem tree, able 
For love, war, or ami)itiun, which reward 
Their luckier votaries, till old age’s tedium 
Make Boino prefer the circulating medium. 

XXIJI. 

Aliout this time, as might have bt^en anticipaK'd, 
Seduced by youth and dangerous examph.-s, 

Don Juan grew, I fear, a litth; dissipated \ 

Which is a sad tiling, and not only tramples 
On our fresh feelings, but — ;is being participated 
Wifli all kinds of incorrigible, samples 
Of frail humanity — must make us selfish, 

And shut our souls up in us like a shellfish. 

XXIV. 

This wo pass over. We will also pass 
Tho usual progress of intrigues between 
Unequal matches, such as are, alas ! 

A young lioutenant’s with a not old <|uoen, 

But one w'ho is not so youthful as sh(?was 
In all the royalty of sweet seventeen. 

Sovereigns may sway materials, but not matter, 

And wrinkles (the d ■■ — d democrats) won’t flatter. 

XXV. 

And Deafli, tho sovereigns* .sovereign, though the great 
Gracchus of all mortality, who levtds 
With his Agrarian laws, the high estate ' 

Of him who feasts, and fights, and roars, and revels, 
one small grass-grown patch (which must await 
Corruption for its crop) with flic |>oor devils 
Who never had a foot^ land till now,— 

D^th *8 a refonwer, affnv’n must allow. 

3 X 


And this same state wc Von’t describe; we (wild 
Pcrhai»s from hearsay, gr friMii r»jcollcctien ; 

But geding nigh grim i)ank'’s “ obscure wood,” 

That horrid equinox, that hateful section 
(M human y ars, that half-way house, that rude 
Hut, whence wise travellers drivo with circumspection 
Life’s sad posihorses o’er the dreary frontier 
Of age, and, looking back to youth, givu om tear; — 

XXV m. 

j r won’t describe— that is, if I cun h(;lp 
i Rescript ion; and 1 won’t reflect— tliat is, 

If J can ."Uave. off thought, which — as a whelp 
Clings to its teal — sticks to me througli the abyss 
Of this odd labyrinth ; or as the kelp 
Holds by the ro(‘,li ; or as a lover’s kiss 
Drains its first draiiglit of lips ; but, as 1 said, 

1 won't philosoplaze, am! will be re.iul. 

x.vix, 

Juan, instead ofeouiiingeoiirls, was cotirted, 

A thing Vvhicli hapjiens rarely ; this lie owed 
Much to hisyouil), and mueli loins rcqiorttal 
Valour; nmcli also to the blood he .sjiow’d, 

Like a rac-horst’i ; much to each dress he sported, 
Which set the beauty oil in which be glow’d, 

As purple clouds befrintre llu' sun ; but most 
He owed to ail old woman and his post. 

, X X V, 

He wrote to Spain: — and all bis near relalioiLs, 
Ik'rceiving be. was in a hundsoimj way 
Of getting oil hiinself, and finding slationS 
For cousins also, answer’d (be same day. 

Scv<*ral prepared themselves for i inigrations; 

And, eating ic‘'s, wer«‘- o’erheard to say, 

That with the aildition of a sliglu. pelisse, 

Madrid’.s and Moscow's climes were of a piece. 

[ xxxr. 

His mother, Donna Inez, iimling too 
I'hat in the lieu of di awing on his banker, 

Where hi.s assets were wa.ving rather few, 

l ie iiud brought his spending to a liandsonie, anchor,— 
Re.plied, “ that she was glad losi'o him through 
U'hose jileasnrcs after wdiieh w ild youth will hanker ; 
As flie sole sign of man’s being in his senses 
Is, learning to reduce his [»ast expeiisoH. 

I XXXIl. 

“ She also rccommi'ndc'd him to Gad, 

And no less to God’s Son, as well as Mother, 
Warn’ilhirn ugainsi Greek w'orship, whicli looks odd 
111 Catholic I'yes ; but told liim lo«> to !.molh<,'r 
Ow/Mv/rd dislike, wliieli do n’tloolt wt'll abroad; 

Inform’d him that ho hati a little broflior 
Bom in a second w'eilJock ; and alxA C 
All, praised the empress’s maltnial l(>ve. 

X XXIJI. 

'f'he could not too much give her approbation 
Unto an empress, who preferr’d ymmg men 
Whose, age, and, wliat was bcUtT still, whos«^* naiion 
And climate, slopp’d all scandal, (now and then;)— 
At homo it might have given her vexation ; 

But where tliermoinctcrs simk clown to tcni, 

Or five, or one, or zero, she could never 
Believe that virtue thaw’d before the river,” 
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^ XXXIT. 

Oh for iforty^^papwn power * to chant 
^ Thy {vnuse; hypocrisy ! Oh for a hymn 
Loud as the virtues thou dost loudly vaunt, 

Not practise ! Oh for trumps of cherubim ! 

Or the ear-trumpot of my good old aunt, 

Who, though her spectacles at last grew dim. 

Drew quiet consolation through its hint, 

When she no more could read the pious j>rint. 

XXXV. 

She was no hypocrite, at least/ {K>or soul ! 

But wont to heaven in as s^ccro a way 
As any Ijody on the elected roll, 

Which portions out upon the judgment day 
Heaven’s freeholds, in a sort of doomsday scroll, 

Such as the conqueror William did repay 
His knights with, lotting others’ properties 
into some sixty thousand new Icnights’ fees. 

xxxvr. 

1 can’t complain, whoso ancestors are liiere, 

Erneis, Radulphus — oight-and-forty nuinors 
(Tf that my memory doth not greatly err) 

Were tlieir reward for tollowing Billy’s banners; 
And, though I can’t lielp thinking ’t was srarc-e fair 
I’o strip the Saxons of their like tanners, 

Yet as they foiindod churches wifli die prodnc<‘, 

You ’ll deem, no doubt, tlicy put it to a g<wjd use, 

XXXVII. 

The gentle Juan flourish’d, though at times 
He felt like other plants — call’d sensitive, 

YVliich shrink from touch, as rnonarchs do from rhymes, 
Save such as Southey can afford to give. 

Perhaps he long’d, in bitter frosts, for climes 
In which the Neva’s ico would cease to live 
Before May-day; perhaps, despite liis duty. 

In royalty’s vast arms ho sigh’d fur beauty : 

xxxvin. 

Perhaps, — but, sane perhaps, we need to seek 
For causes young or old ; the canker-vvorni 
Will feed u|K)n the fairest, freshest cheek, 

As well as further drain the w ithcr’d form ; 

Care, like a hoasokeeper, brings evc^ry week 
His bills in, and, however we may storm, 

They must be paid : Uiough six days smoothly run, 

The seventh will bring blue devils or a dun. 

XXXIX. 

I do n’t know how it was, but he grow sick : 

The empress was alarm’d, and Iier physician 
(The same who jfliysich’d Peter) found the tick 
Of his fierce pulse betoken a condition 
Which augur’d of the dead, however gttirk 
Itself, and show’d a feverish disjiosition ; 

At which the wliole C4>urt was extremely troubled, 

The sovereign shock’d, and all his medicines doubled. 

XL, 

Low were the whispers, manifold the rumours : 

Some said he had been poison’d by Potemkin ; 

Others talk’d learnedly of certain tumours, 

Exhaustion, or disorders of tlio same kin ; 

Some said ’t was a concoction of the humours, 

Which with the blood too readily will claim kin ; 
Others again wore ready to maintain, 

“ ’T was only the fatigue of last campaign.” 

XLI. 

But here is one prescription out of many : 

“ Sodae-sulphat. $. vi. 3. s. Mann® optim. 

Aq. fervent. P. 3. iss. 3, ij. tinct. Sennae 
Haustus” (and here the surgeon came and cupp’d him) 
R. Pulv. Com. gr. iii. Ipecacuanhas,” 

(With more beside, if Juan had not stopp’d ’em.) 

** Bolus ptflmuB aulphuret. sumendus, 

Bt hauiUw Imr in die capieudus.” 


XLII. 

This is tlie way physicians mend or end us, 
Secundum artem : but although we sneer 
In health — when ill, we call them to attend us, 
Without the least propensity to jeer: 

While that “ hiatus maxime deflendus,” 

To be fill’d up by spade or mattock, ’s near, 

Instead of gliding gratuously down Lethe, 

We tease mild Baillie, or soft Abernethy, 

XLI II. 

Juan demurr’d at this first notice to 
Ciuit ; mid, though death ha<i threaten’d on ejection 
His youth and constitution lairc him througli, 

And .sent the doctors in a new direction,^ 

But still Ills state was delicate : llie hue 
()f health hut flicker’d with a faint reflection 
Along his wasted cheek, and seem’d to gravel 
Tlif* faculty — who said tliat he must travel. 

XLI V. 

The. climate was too cold, they saiil, for him, 
Meridian-horn, to bloom in. This opinion 
Made the chastt^ CatluTine look a little grim, 

Who did not like at first to lose her minion: 

Bui when she saw his dazzling eye wax dim, 

And drooping like an eagle’s with clipp’d pinion, 
i>he final resolved to send him on a mission, 

Blit in a style becoming his condition. 

• X LV. 

There was just then a. kind of a discussion, 

A sort of treaty or negotiation 
t^ctween the Britisli cabinet anil Russian, 

Maintain’d with all tine due prevarication 
With whieli great .states such things are apt to push • 
Something about the Baltic’s navigalion, 
lides, train-oil, tallow, and tlu’i rights of Thetis, 
WJiich Britons detmi ihcir “uti possidetis.” 

XLVI. 

5o Chitljerine, who had a handsome way 
Of fitting out her favourites, conferr’cl 
I'liis secret charge on Juan, to display 
At once her royal splendour, and reward 
lis services. He kiss’d hands the next day, 

Received instructions how to play his card, 
tVas laden willi all kinds of gifts and honours, 
lYhich show’d what great discernment was the donor 

XLVII. 

Sul she was lucky, and luck ’s all. Y"our queens 
Are generally prosperous in reigning ; 
iVluch piizzh^s ii.s to know whal fortune means. 

But to continue: though her years vvero waning, 

Her climacteric teased Iut like her letms ; 

And lliough her dignity brook’d no complaining, 

0 niui'h did Juan’s setting off distress her, 

Ihc coultl not find at first a fit successor, 

XLVIIT. 

lut time, th(5 comforter, will come at last ; 

And four-and- twenty hours, and twice that number 
'f candidates requesting tube placed, 

Made Calherino taste next night a quiet slumber; 
ot that she meant to fix again in haste, 

Nor did she find the quantity encumber, 
lut, always choosing with deliberation, 

[ept the place open for their emulation. 

XLIX. 

Vhile this high post of honour ’s in abeyance, 

For one or two day.s, reader, we request 
ou ’ll mount with our young hero tlie conveyance 
W'hich wafted him from Petersburgh ; the best 
Sarouche, which had the glory to display once 
The fair Czarina’s autocratic crest, 
i/Yhen, a new Iphigene, she went to Taiiris,) 

ITos given to her favourite,® anc^now bare his. 



L. 

A bull-do^, and a bull-findi, and an emiine, 

AU private favourites of Don Juan ; for 
(Let deeper sages tlic true cause determine) 

He had a kind of inclination^ or 
Weakness, for what most people doom mere vermin- 
Live animals ; — an old maid of tlirooscore 
. For cats and birds more penchant ne’er display’d, 
Although ho was not old, nor oven a maid- 
LI. 

The animals aforesaid occupied 
Their station : there were valets, secretaries, 

In other vehicles ; but at his side 

Sat little L^ila, vrho survived the parries 
He made ’gainst Cossack sabres, in the wide 
Slaughter of Ismail. Though my wild Muscj varies 
Her note, she don’t forget the iiifiuit girl 
Whom he preserved, a pure and living pearl. 

HI. 

Poor little thing ! She was as fair as docile, 

And with that gentle, serious cliaracter, 

. As rare in living beings as a fossile 

INJan, ’mid thy mouldy mamnioUis, “ grand Cuvier !” 
Ill fitted with her ignorance to jostle 

With this o’orwhelinirig world, where all must err; 
But she was yet but ten years old, ami flierelbrti 
Was tranquil, though .she knew not why or wherefore. 

LIJI. 

Don Juan loved her, and she loved him, as 
* Nor brother, father, sister, daughter love. 

I cannot tell exactly what it was ; 

He was ijot yet quite old enough to prove 
Parental feelings, and the other class, 

Call’d brotherly affection, could not move 
His bosom — for he never had a sister : 

Ah ! if he had, how much he would have miss’d her ! 

•* LIV. 

And still less was it .sensual ; for besides 
That he was not an ancient debauchee, 

(Wlio like sour fruit to stir their veins’ salt tides. 

As acids rouse a dormant alkali,) 

Although (’< will hap) »cn as our pUuiet guides) 

His youtJi was not the chastest that inighi be, 

There was the purest platonism at hottoni 
Of all his feelings— only he forgot ’em, 

LV. 

Just now diere was no peril of temptation ; 

Ho loved tlie infant orphan he had saved, 

As patriots (now and then) may love a nation ; 

His pride too felt that she vt^as not enslaved, 

Owing to him ; — as also her salvation, 

Through his means and the church’s, might be paved. 
But one thing ’s otld, which hero must be inserted — 

The little Turk refused to be converted. 

J.VJ. 

’T was strange enough she should retain llie inipre.s.sion 
Thro’ such a scene of change, and dread, and slaughter; 
But, though three bishops told her the transgression, 

She show’d a great dislike to holy water; 

She also had no passion for confessien ; 

Perhaps she had nothing to confess ; — ^iio matter 
Whate’er the cause, the diurcli made little of it— 

She still held out that Mahomet vviw a prophet. 

LYII. 

In fact, the only Christian she could l)car 
Was Juan, whom she seem’d to have selected 
In place of what her home and friends oucc were. 

He naturally loved what he protected ; 

And thus they form’d a rather curious pair : 

A guardian green in years, a ward connoclcd 
In neither clime, time, Wood, with her defender ; 
yet this want of tics made theirs more tender. 


I LTIII. 

They journey’d on tlirough Poland and tlirough Waitaw, 
P'amous for mines of salt and y*>ke.s of itjon ; 

Through Courland also, which that fantoufli farce saw . 

^ Which gave her ilultes’ die gra<5ole88 nameof Biron,” 
’T is the same IniKlscapo which the modern Mars sawp^ 
Who marched to Moscow, led by fame, the syren ! 

To lose, by one montli’.s frost, some twenty y<iar« 
t M conquest, and his guard of groiiodiereii. 

' LIJC. 

T^et not this seem an an(i-*cUnia,v:— Oh! 

My guanl 1 my old guard !” t'xclaiin’d that god of clay- 
Think ol the thunderer’s fiijfting down below 
Carotid-artery-cutting ( ’ostleroagli 
Alas ! that glory sliuiild bo chill’d by snow 
But, should we wisfi to arm ua on our way 
Througli Poland, there is Kosciusko’s name 
Might scatter lire through ice, like Heda’s dame. 

T.X. 

From Poland they came on tlirough Prussia Projicr, 

And Koiiiiisberg the cafiital, whose vaunt, 

Bosidits soMU' veins of iron, lead, or copper, 

Has lately been the gr€?at Professor ivaiit. 

Juan, who eared not n tobaeco-stop[KT 
About |)}iilosoj>hy, pursued his jaunt 
ToGerm.any, whose somewhat tardy millions 
Have princes who spur more tjjiin their postilionis. 

LXI. 

And thciicc tlirough Berlin, Dresden, and tlio like, 

Until he reach’d the castellated Rhino; — 

Yo glorious Gothic scenes ! liow much yo strike 
AU phantasies, not even excepting mine: 

A gray wall, a gre.en ruin, rusty pike, 

Make my sou! piiss the equinoetial lino 
Between the present and pasi workis, and hover 
Upon tlicir airy contino, half-seas-over. 

LXTl. 

But Juan posted on tlirough Manheim, B/>nn, 

Which jJracfieiifels frowns over, like a spectre 
Of the good feudal times for over gone, 

On which I have not time just now to lecture. 

From thence he w'lm drawn onwards to Cologne, 

A city which presents to tlio inspector 
Eleven thousand niaidenlicails of bone, 

The greate/St number flesh hath ever known. 

Lxni. 

From thence to Holland's Hague and Helvoetsliiys, 

That w'ate.r land of Dutchmen and of ditches, 

Wh(*re. juniper expresses its best juice — 

The poor man’s sparkling snbstilulofor richer. 

Senates and sages have coiidemn’il its use — 

Tbit to deny I lie mol) a cordial which is 
Too often all the clothing, meat, or fool, 

Good government has left them, seems hut cruel. 

LX IV. 

Hero ho embarkM, and, with a flowing sail, 

Went bounding for the island of the free, 

Towards which the imjiatient wind blew half a gale ; 

High dash’d the spray, the bows dipp’d in the sea 
And .seasick paysengers turn’d somewhat pale : 

But Juan, season’d, as he well might bo 
By former voyages, stotid to watch the skiflk 
Wliich pa,ss’d; or catch the first glinqisc of tlie cliff*. 

LXV. 

At length they rose, like a white wall along 
The blue sea’s border ; and Don Juan felt— 

What even young Ktrarigers feel a little strong 
At the first sight of Albion’s chalky belt— 

A kintl of prido that he should In? among 
Those, iiaugluy shopkec^pers, who sternly dealt 
Their goods and edicts out from pole to pole, 

And made the very billows pay tliera toll. 



I.XVI. 

I Itave^o great cause to love that spot of oartJi, 

Which hol^s what mi^H hcmt been the noblest nation : 
Blit, though I oWfei it little but my birth, 

, . I feel a mixM regrot and veneration 
'fr'or its decaying fame and former worth. 

Seven years (the usual tenn of transportation) 

Of absence lay one*s old rescfhtments level, 

When a man’s country ’a going to the devil. 

nxvw. 

Alas ! could she but fully, truly, know 
How her great name is now ihroiighotit abhorr’d ; 

How eager all the earth is for the blow 

Wliich shall lay bare her bosom to the sword ; 

How all the nations deem her their worst foe, 

I’hat worse than wiorst the once adored 

False friend, who hold out freedom to mankind, 

And now would chain them to the very mind ; — 

r.xvni. 

'A'ould sho be proud, or boast herself the free, 

Who is but lirst of slaves ? Tlic nations are 
In prison \ but tlio jailor, what is he? 

No l('ss a viciim to the bolt and bar. 

Is the poor privilege to turn the key 

l^pon the captive, freedom? He’s as far 
From the enjoyment of the earth and air 
Who watches o’er the chain, as they who wear. 

l-XIX. 

Don Juan now saw’ AHiion’s earliest hcaiities— 

'i’hy clitls, flear Dover ! harbour, and hotel ; 

Thy custom-house, with all its delic;ato duties ; 

Thy waiters nmning mucks at every bell ; 

Thy jiaekels, all whose passengers are booties 
To those who ii])on land or water dwell ; 

And last, not least to strangers uninstructed, 

Thy long, long bills, whence nothing is deducted. 

T.XX. 

Juan, though careless, young, and tnagnifique. 

And rich in roubles, diamonds, cash, and credit, 

Who did not Umit much his bills per week, 

Yet stared at this a little, though ho paid it— 

(IJis inaggior duomo, a smart subtle Greek, 

Before him suiiimM the awful scroll and read it :) 

But doubtless as the air, though stddom sunny, 

Is free, die respiration ’s woiiii the money. 

i.xxi. 

On with the horses ! CHf to Canterbur)' ! [puddle 

Tramp, tramp o’er pebble, and splash, splash through 
Hurrah 1 how swiftly speeds the post so merry! 

Not like slow Germanv, W’herein they muddle 
Along the road, as if they went to bury 

Their fare ; and also pause, besides, to fuddle 
With “schnapps” — sad dogs! w'hoin “Hundsfol”oi 
Affect HO more than lightning a conductor. [“ Ferfiuclor’ 

nxxii. 

Now, there is nothing gives a man such spirits, 
Leavening his blood as Cayenne doth a curry, 

As going at fiill speed — no matter where its 
.Direction bo, «o ’t is but in a hurry, 

And merely for the’! saki* of its own rncjrite : 

For llu‘ less cause there is for all this flurry, 

Tlio greater is the fileasure in arriving 
At the great end of travel — which is driving. 

Lxxin. 

They saw' at Canterbury the Cathedral ; 

Black Kdw'urdV holm, and Bcckol’s bloody stone, 
Were pointed out. as usual by the bedral, 

In the same quaint, uninterested tone ; 

There’s glory ugain for you, gentle reader! all 
Ends in a rusty caswjue and dubious Ixmo, 

Half-solved into tliose sodas or magnesiaa, 

Which form that bitter draught, the human species. 


Lxxir. 

The effect on Juan was of course sublime: 

Ho breathed a tliousand Oressys, as he saw 
Tliat casque, which never stoop’d except to Time. 

Even ilic bold Churchman’s tomb exUhted awe, 
Who died in the tlien great attempt to climb 
O’er kings, who nmv at least must talk of law, 
Before they butcher. Little Leila gazed, 

And asked why such a structure had been raised : 

LXXV. 

And being told it was “ God’s house,” she said 
Ho was well lodged, but only wonder’d how 
le suffer’d infidt'ls in his homestead, 

The cruel Nazarenes, who had laid low 
His holy temples in the lands which bred 
Tile triio believers; — and her infant brow 
Was bent with grief that Mahomet should resign 
A mosque so noble, flung like pearls to swine, 

LXXVI. 

Jii, on ! through meadow s, managed like a garden, 

A paradise of hops and high production ; 

For, after years of travel by a bard in 

Countries of greater heat but lesser suction, 

A green fu^ld is a sight which makes him pardon 
The absence ol' that mure sublime construction 
Which mixes up vines, olives, precipices, 

Glaciers, volcanoes, oranges, and ices. 

LXXVII. 

And when T think upon a pot of beer— 

But I woni weep ! — and so, drive on, postillions f 
As the smart boys sjnirr’d fast in their career, 

Juan admired these highways of free millions ; 

A country in all senses the most dear 

To foreigner or inilivc;, save some silly ones, 

Who “ kick against the pricks” just at this juncture, 
And fur their pains get only a fresh puncture. 

rxxviii. 

What a delightful thing ’s a turnpike road ! 

So smooth, so level, such a mode of shaving 
The eartli, as scarce the eagle in the broad 
Air can accomplish, with his wide wings waving. 
Had such been cut in Phaeton’s timii, the god 
Hud told hissf>n to satisfy his craving 
^Vith the York mail ; — but, onward as we roll, 

“ Surgit ainari aliquid” — ^the toil ! 

nxxix. 

Alas! how deeply painful is all payment! fpm. 

Take lives, take wives, take aught except in; 
As Machiavel shows those in purple raiment, 
ymJi is the siiortest way to general curses. 

They halt' a miadercr much less than a claimant 
On that sweet ore, which every body nurses;— 
Kill a man’s family, and ho may brook it— 

But keep your hands out of his breeches’ pocket. 

LXXX. 

So said the Flr)renlinc : ye monarchs, hearken 
To your irislruclor. Juan now was borne, 

Just as ill© day began to wane and darken, 

O’er the high hill w’hich looks with pride or Bcom 
Toward the groat city : — y o who have a spark in 
Your veins of Cockney spirit, smile or mourn, 
According as you take tilings well or ill — 

Bold Britons, wc are now on Shooter’s Hill ! 

I.XXXI. 

The sun went down, the smoke rose up, as from 
A half-unquench’d volcano, o’er a space 
Which well beseem’d llie “ IJevil’s drawing-room,’ 
As some have qualified that wondrous place. 

But Juan felt, though not approaching homSf 
As on© who, though he were not of the race, 
Revered the soil, of those true sons tlie mother, 

Who butchered half the earth, and bullied t’ other.* * 



LXXXfl. 

A mighty mass of brick, and smoke, Jmd shipping, 
Dirty and dusky, but as wide as eye 
Could reach, with here and there a sail just skipping 
In sight, then lost amid the forestry 
Of masts ; a wilderness of steeples peeping 
On tiptoe, through their sea-coal canopy ; 

• A huge dun cupola, lilie a foolscap crown 
On a iboVs head — and there is London town ! 

txxxiii. 

But Juan saw not this : each wrcatli of smoke 
Appear’d to him but as tlie magic vapour 
Of some alcl^i'inic furnace, from whence broke 
, The wealth of worlds, (a woaltli of tax and paper;) 
Tlie gloomy clouds, which oV^r it as a yoke 
Are bow’d, and put the sun out like a taper, 

Were nothing hut tlie natural atmosphere — 
Extremely wholesome, though but rarely clear. 

Lxxxrv. 

He paused — and so will I — as doth a crew 
Bt'fore they give their broadside. By and by, 

My gentle countrymen, we will remew 
Our old acquaintance, and at least 1 ’ll try 
To tell you truths ym will not tak(‘ as true, 

Been use they arc so, — a male Mrs. Fry, 

With a soft besom will I swesep your halls, 

And brush a web or two from oH’ the walls, 

J.VXXV. 

. Oh, Mrs. Fry ! why go to Newgate ? Why 

Preach to poor rogues ? And \vlicr(‘fore not begin 
With Carlton, or witii other houses ? Try 
Your hand at harden’d and imperial cin. 

To mend the pc-ople’s an absurdity, 

A jargon, a mere jihihuifhropic din, 

Unless you make ihoir betters better : — Fic ! 

1 tliouglit you had more religion, Mrs. Fry. 

* LXXXVT. 

Teach them tire decencies of goo<l ihrecseore : 

(lure tliem of tours, Hussar and Highland dresses: 
Toll them tliat youth ouec gone returns no more ; 

I’lial hired luizzas redeeur no land’s distresses: 

Tell tluun Sir William Curtis is a brn-e, 

Tor) (hrll even for tire dulle.st of eveesscs— 

The witless FalslatT of a lioary Hal, 

A fool whose hells have cca-scrl to ring at all ; — 

LXXXVII, 

Tell them, though if may be perhaps loo late, 

On life’s worn eoiifine, judrui, bliiated, sated, 

To set up vain pretruices of being great, 

’T is not so to be good ; and be it slated, 

The worthiest kings have ever loved least state ; 

And tell them but you wam’t, and I have prated 

Just now enough ; but by and by T ’ll prattle 
Like Roland’s horn in Roncesvalles’ battle. 


CANTO xi. 


I. 

When Bishop Berkeley said there was no matter,” 
And proved it— -’t was no matter what he said : 
They say his system ’t is in vain to batter, 

^ Too subtle for the airiest liuman head ; 

And yei who can believe it ? I would shatter, 

Gladly, all matters down to stone or lead, 

Or adamant, to find the world a spirit, 

Ahd wear my head, denying that I wear it. 


II. 

%Vhat a Buhlime discovery ’t was, to make the . 

Universe universal egotism ! • * 

That ail *s ideal — (Ul oumlvea 7 I ’l^piake the 
W'orld (be it what you will) that that ’s no achimii. 
Oh, doubt ! — if thou be.’st doubt, for which some take thee, 
But which 1 doubt extremely— Uiou sole prism 
Of die irutJi’s rays, sjaiil not my draught of spirit ! 
Heaven’s brandy— tliougli our brain con hardly boar it. 

ni. 

For, ever and anon comes indigiTstjon, 

(Not the most “ dainty Ariel,”) and perplexes 
Our soarings with anollior'^ort of qm^stion : 

And that which, alVer all, my spirit vexes 
Is, that 1 find no spot where man can rest cye'on, 
Without confusion of die sorts and st^xes, 

Of lieings, stars, tuid this unriddled wonder, 

I’he world, which at tlie worst ’s a glorious Wundor- 

IV. 

If it be chance; nr if it be according 
To the old text, still better ! lest it shmikl 
Turn out so, wo ’ll say riolhiug ’gainst the wording, 

As several peojile think such hsjzards rud<‘ ; 

They ’re right ; our days arc too orief for artiirdiug 
Space to dispute wlial no owe ever could 
j Decide, and rotry body our, day will 
Know very clearly — ^>rut least lie still. 

V. 

And th*‘re(t»re will T leave olF metaphysical 
J )i:-eussion, which is neither here nor there r 
If J agree that what is, is — then this I call 
Being (iiiite perspicuous and exirerrudy fair. 

'I'he truth is, I ’ve grown Inicly nillier phdiisical 
I do n’t know what, the reason is— the iiir 
l’eriia])s ; hut as I sufler from the shocks 
( tf illness, 1 grow much more orthodox. 

rr. 

Tlie first attack at once ju'oved the divinity, 

(But ibnf I never doubter!, nor the dovil ;) 

Tlie next, the Virgin’s mystical virginity; 

’J'he third, the usual origin of evil ; 

I’he fourth lit once establish’d the whole Trinity 
On so iin‘.ontrov(*r!ihle a level, 

’J'liaf I devoutly w ished lh<‘ throe w»;r« four, 

On })urj)Ose to ludieve s(r much the. more. 

vn. 

To OUT theme : — ^'I’he. man wiio lias stood on the Acropolis, 
And look’d dow’ii over Attica ; or ho 
Who has .sail'd where pieUiresque (/'onstaritino):)!© is, 

Or seen Timhurfoo, or hath taken lea 
In small-eyed (’hina's erocluTV-wnre n)etro|)olis, 

Or sat amid the bricks of Nineveh, 
l\1a\ not think much ol' LotkIoii’n first, appearance— 

But tusk him what he thinks of' it a year hence ? 

' VIII. 

Dun .Tuan had got out on Shwter’B Hill- 
Sunset the time, the place the same declivity 
Whicli looks along that vale of gofxJ and ill 
Where London Htreet,H ferment in full activity ; 

While every thing around was calm and still, 

Except the creak of wheels, which on their pivot ho 
Heard— and that hee-like, bubbling, busy hum 
Of cities, that boils over with llndr scum 

IX. 

I sav, Don Juan, wrapt in contemplation, 

Walk’d on behind ins carriage, o’er the summit, 

And, lost in wonder of so great a nation, 

Ctave way to ’t, since lie conld not overcome it. 

And here,” ho cried, “ is Frccdom’.s chosen station ^ 
Here peals tiio pcojile’s voice, nor can entomb it 
Racks, prisons, inquisitions ; resurrection 
Awaits it, each new meeting or election. 



^Airra 


X. 

** Here^are chaste wives, pure lives ; here people pay 
But ^hat they please ; and if that things be dear, 

' *T is only that tliM love to throw away 

Their cash, to snow how much they have a-year. 
Here laws are all inviolate ; none lay 
Traps for the traveller, every highway ’s clear : 

Here ” he was interrupted by a knife, 

With “ Damn your eyes ! your money or your life.* 

XI. 

These freeborn sounds procee4ed from four pads, 

In ambush laid, who had perceived him loiter 
Behind his carriage ; and, lifte handy lads, 

Had seized the lucky hour to reconnoitre, 

In which the heedless gentleman w'ho gads 
U|>on the road, unless he prove a fighter, 

May find himself, witliin that isle of riches, 

Bxposed to lose his life as well as breeches. 

xn. 

Juan, who did not understand a word 
Of English, save their shibboleth, ** God damn !” 
And oven that he had so rarely heard, 

He sometimes thought ’t was only their “ salarn,*’ 

Or “ God be with voii,’' — and ’t is not absurd 
To think so; for, half English as I am, 

(To my misfortune,) nwver can I say 
I heard lliem wish “ God with you,” save that way: — 

XIII. 

Juan yet quickly understo<xi their gesture, 

And, being somewhat choleric aiul sudden, 

Drew forth a pocket-pistol from his vesture, 

And fired it into one assailant’s pudding— 

Who fell, as rolls an ox o’<'!r in liis pasture, 

And roar’d out, as he writhe<l his native mud in, 

Unto his nearest follower or henclunun, 

** Oh Jack ! 1 ’m floor’d by that ’ere bloody Frenchman!” 

XIV. 

On which Jock and his train set off at speed. 

And Juan’s suite, late scatter’d at a distance, 

Came up, all marvelling at such a deed, 

And oiToring, as usual, late assistance. 

Juan, who saw the nus)ii’B late minion bleed 
As if his veins would pour out Ins existence, 

Stood calling out for bandages and lint, 

And wish’d he ’d been less hasty witli hie flint. 

XV. 

Perhaps,” thought he, “ it is tlie country’s wont 
To welcome foreigners in this way : now 
I recollect some innkeepers who do n’t 
Differ, except in robbing with a bow, 

In lieu of a bare blade and brazen front. 

But what is to bo done ? I can’t allow 
The fellow to lie groaning on the road : 

So take him up; 1 ’ll help you with the load.” 

XVI. 

But, ere tliey could perform this jiious duty, 

The dying man cried, “ Hold ! I ’ve got my gruel! 
Oh ! for a glass of maa ! Wo ’v<^ miss’d our btK>ty ; 

Lot me die where I am !” And, as the fuel 
Of life shrunk in his heart, and thick and sooty 

The drops fell from his death-wound, and he drew ill 
His breath, he from his awelling Uiroat untied 
A kerchief, crying “ Give Sal that !” — and died, 

XVIT. 

The cravat, stain’d with blootly drops, fell down 
Before Don Juan’s feel : he could nut tell 
Exactly why it w^os before him tliromi, 

Nor what the meaning of the man’s farewell. 

Poor Tom was once a kiddy upon town, 

A thorough varmint, and a real swell, 

Full flash, idl fancy, until fairly diddled— 

His pooled first, and then his body riddled. 


XVIII. 

Don Juan, having done Uie best he could 
In all tlic circumstances of the case, 

As soon as “ crowmer’s quest” allow’d, pursued 
His travels to the capital apace;— 

Esteeming it a little hard he sliould 

In twelve hours’ time, a very little space, 

Have been obliged to slay a freeborn native 
In self-defence ; tliis made him meditative. 

XIX. 

Ho from the world had cut oft’ a great man, 

Who in his time had made heroic bustle. 

Who in a row like Tom could lead the van^ 

Booze in the ken, or at the spellken hiistfo ? 

Who queer a flat ? Who (spite of Bow-street’s ban) 

On the high toby-spice so flash the muzzle? 

Who on a lark, with black-eyed Sal, (his blowing,) 

So prime, so swell, so nutty, and so knowing? * 

XX. 

But Tom ’s no more — and so no more of Tom. 

Heroes must die ; and by God's blessing, ’t is 
Not long before the most of them go home. — 

Hail ! Tliamis, hail ! Upon thy verge it is 
That Juan’s chariot, rolling like a drum 
111 tluinder, holds the way it can’t well miss, 

Through Kcnninglon and all the other “ tons,” 

Which make us wish ourselves in town at once ; 

XXI. 

Tlirough groves, so call’d as being void of trees, 

(I.ike kicM from no light ;) througli prospects named 
Mount Pleasant, as conlaining naught to please, 

Nor much to climb; through little boxes framed 
Of bricks, to let the dust in at your ease, 

With To be let,” upon their dt>ors proclaim’d; 
Through “ rows” most modestly call’d “ Paradise,” 
Which Eve might quit witliout much sacrifice;- 

xxii. 

Through coaches, drays, choked turnpikes, and a whirl 
Of wheels, and roar of voices, and confusion ; 

Here taverns wooing to a pint of “ purl,” 

There mails fast flying off like a delusion ; 

There barbers’ blocks with periwigs in curl 
In windows ; here tin* lump-lighU'r's infusion 
Slowly distill’d into the glimmering glass, — 

(For in those days we, had not got to gas :) 

XXIII. 

Through this, and much and more, is the approach 
Of travellers to mighty Babylon : 

Wliether they come by horse, or chaise, or coach, 

With slight exceptions, all the ways seem one. 

I ('.ould say more, but do not choose to encroach 
Upon tlie guide-book’s privilege. The sun 
Had set some lime, and night was on tlie ridge 
Of twilight, as tlie party cross’d the bridge. 

XXIV. 

That ’s ratlier fine, the> gentle sound of Thamia — 

Who vindicates a moment too his stream — 

Though hardly heard throtigli multifarious “ dam’tnes.” 

The lamps of Westminster’s more regular gleam, 

The breadth of paveiftcnl, aud yon shrine where Fame i. 

A spectral resident — wlioso pallid beam 
Til shape, of moonshine hovers o’tsr the pile — 

Make tliis a sacred part of Albion’s isle. 

XXV. 

The Druids’ groves are gone — so much the better : 

Stone-Henge is not — but what the devil is it ?— 

But Bedlam still exists with its sage fetter, 

That madmen may not bite you on a visit ; 

The Bench too seats or suits full many a debtor; 

The mansion-house, too, (though some people quiz it,) 
To me appears a stiff yot grand erection ; 

But tlien the Abbey ’s worSi Uie whole coUectioo. < 



xxvr. 

The line of lights too up to Charing-Cross, 

Pall-Mall, ami so fi>rth, have a coruscation, 

Like gold as in comparison to dross, 

Match’d with the continent’s illumination, 

Whoso cities night by no means dei'rns to gloss: 

The French were not yet a lamp-lighting nation, 

, And when they grew so — on their iu;w-found huiLcrn, 
Instead of wicks, they made a wicked man turn. 

XXVII. 

A row of gentlemen along th<! Rtrccts 
Suspended, may illuminate mankind, 

As also bonfires made of country-seats ; 

But thtj ol(T way is best for the piirhlind : 

The other looks like phosphorus on sheets, 

A sort of ignis fatuus to life mind, 

Which, Uiough ’t is certain to perplex and frighten, 
Must burn more mildly ere if can euligliten. 

xxviri. 

But London ’s so well lit, that if Diogenes 
Could recommence to htiril his h(mt<st many 
And found him not^mid tlie various progenies 
Of this enormous city’s spreading spawn, 

’T was not for want of lamps to aid his dodging his 
Yet undLscover’d treasure. What / can, 

I ’ve don(^ to find the same throughout life’s journey, 
But see the world is only one attorney. 

XXIV. 

Over the stones still rattling, up Pall-Mall, 

Tlirougli crowds and carriage — })ii( vva.xing thinner 
As thundi^r’d kno<',kers br(ik<‘ the long-seaiM spell 
Of dfXirs ’gainst dims, ;uid to an early dinner 
Admitted a small party as night fill, — 

Don Juan, our young diplomatics sinner, 

Pursued his path, and drove past som<^ hotels, 
fcJt. Jame.s’s Palace and St. .lames’s “ Hells.”® 

• * XXX. 

They reach’d the hoted; forth stream’d from the. front door 
A tid(i of well-clad \vait<“rs, and around 
The mob stood, and as usnai si v(‘ral score 
Of those pedestrian Paphians who abound 
In decent London wiieu the daylight ’s o’er ; 

Ooiiiinodious hut immoral, they ar(‘ found 
ITseful, like Malthus, in {ircvenling marriage : 

But Juan now is stepping from his carriage, 

XXX r. 

Into one of the sweetest of JioUils, 

Kspecially for foreigners — and mostly 
For tliosf} whom favour or wliom fortune svveUs, 

And cannot find a bill’s small items costly. 

There many an envoy edther tlwelt or dwells, 

(The den of many a diidoinalic lost lie,) 

Until to some conspicuous they pass, 

And blazon o’er the door their names in bra.ss. 

xxxii, 

Juan, whose- was a delicate commission, 

Private, though publicly important, bore 
No title to point out with due precision 

The exact affair on w'hich he wast stuit o’er. 

’T wa.s merely known that on a secif't mission 
A foreigner of rank harl graced our shoro, 

Young, handsome, and accomplish’d, who was said 
(In whispers) to have turn’d his sovereign’s head- 

xxxm. 

Some rumour also of somti strange adventures 
Had gone before him, and his wars and loves ; 

And as romantic heads arc prc'lty painf(;rs, 

And above all, an English woman’s roves 
into the excursive, breaking th(? indc^ntures 
Of Sober reason, wheresoe’er it moves, 

He found himself extremely in tlie fashion, 

Whicli serves our thinliing people for a passion. 


xxxrv. 

lo n’t mean that they are }>assion]css, but ijujte 
I'hc contrary ; but tln-n ’t is in tlie head ; * 

Yet, as th»' consef]uenees are as hrig|it * 

As if they acted with the heart, instead. 

What ufttsr all can ^dgni^y tho site « 

Of* ladies’ lucuhi aiKms ? So they load 
fn safety to the place for which they start, 

MThat matt«.’*rs if tlie road be head or heart ? 

XXXV. 

Juan presented in the prcgxT place, 

To propter [)jacemcn, every Russ crodenlial; 

And was rcceiv<Hl w ilh all^hii! due grimaccj 
By tlios<‘ who govern in tlie- moml potential, 

Who, setdng a haridsornc slrijding wdtli srnootli face, 
Thoiigiit (what in state, atlairs is must essential) 
That th(w as easily might do the youngster, 

As hawks may pounce upon a woiHland songster. 

XXXVT. 

They err’d, as aged men will do ; hut by 
And by wt? ’ll talk of that ; and if wo do n’t, 

’T w’ill he because onr notion i.s not higlt 
<->f politicians and tlndr double front, 

Who live by lies, yet dare nf)t boldly lie : — 

Nonv what I kwe in w'otnen is, they won’t 
(.>r e-an’t do oilierwdsc than lie, hut do it 
So well, tluj very tnjih falsehood to it. 

XVX VII. 

And, aft<‘r all, wliat is a lie? is l>ut 
The truth in rnasquerad*' ; and I defy 
Historians, heroes, lawyers, ]»riests, to put 
A fact without some lf‘aven of a lie. 

The very shadow of truth would shut 
Up annals, revelation, s, poesy, 

And projdieey— 1 x<‘ept it sliould he dated 
Some years l>cfbre tin*, inciiients related. 

XXXVIIT. 

'’raiscil be all liars and all lies! ^Vlionovv 
Can tax my mild Must* vsiih misanthropy? 

^he rings Ihi*. world’s “ Te Ihtriin,” and her brow 
Blushes for tlio.sc* wilt) will not l)ut to sigh 
Ik i<}|e ; let us, like most others, how', 

Kiss hands, feel — any part of Majesty, 

After the good example of “Grmm Erin,” 

Whose shamrock now .seeni.-i rather worse for wearing. 

XXXIX. 

)on .Ilian was presented, anil hi.s dress 
Aiul mien rxciti'd general admiration — 
do n’t know' whieh wa.s most ailmiredor less: 

One monstrous diamond drew much observation, 
Aliicli Catherine., in a moment of ivrcsKe,” 

(In love or brandy’s fervent f irmentation,) 

Bostow’d upon him as the public leani’cl ; 

And, to say truth, it. had been lairly earn’d. 

XL. 

BeRidos tlie ministers and undorlingB, 

Who must be courteous to tlio accredited 
Jiplomalists of rather wavering king^, 
lentil their royal riddle’s fully read, 

'he. very clerics — those somowLif dirty spring® 

Of office, or tlie liouse of oftb'C, fed 
By fiul corruption into streams — even they 
iYcrc hardly rude enough to earn their pay: 

XM. 

\nd insolence no doubt is what, they ore 
Employ’d for, since it is iho.ir daily labour, 
n the. dear offices of peaci' or war; 

And should you doubt, pray ask of your next neighbour, 
vVIicn for a. pas-sport, or some oT)i(*r bar 
To freedom, he. applied, (a grief aivl a bore,) 
f lie found not this spawn of tax-bom riches, 
jike laji-dogs, the least civil sons of ' 



XLIJ* 

But Juan was received with much cmpressement • 
These |>hrasee of refinement I must t^rrow 
From* our next neighbour’s land, where^ like a chessman, 
There is a move set down for joy or sorrow, 

Not«pnly in mere talking, but the press. Miuri, 

In islands, is, it seems, downright and tliorough, 

More than on continents— as if the sea 

(See Billingsgate) made even the tongue more free. 

xiaii. 

And yet the British dam’me” ’s rallier Attic : 

Your continental oaths are buf incontinent, 

And turn on things which no atjstwratic 
Spirit would name, and therefore even I won’t anent* 
This subject quote, as it would bo schismatic 
In poUtesse, and have a sound affronting in ’t: — 

But “ dam’mc” ’s quite ethereal, though too daring — 
Platonic blasphemy, the soul of swearing. 

XLIV. 

For downright rudeness, ye may stay at home - 
For true or false tmliteness (and .scarce that 
JVow) you may cross tlio blue deep and white foam — 
The first the emblem (rarely lliough) of what 
You leave behind, the next of much you come 

To meet. However, ’l is no time to chat » 

On general topics : poems must confino 
Themselves to unity, like this of mine. 

XLV. 

In the great world,— wliich, being interpreted, 

Meanoth tl»e west or worst end of the city, 

And about twice two thousand people bred 
By no means to bo very wise or witty, 

But to sit up while otliers lie in bod, 

And look down on the universe witli pity — 

Juan, as an inveterato patrician, 

Was well received by per.sonM of condition. 

XI.VI. 

He was a bachelor, which is a matter 
Of import both to virgin anrl to brido. 

The former’s hyiiione.al hopes to flatter ; 

And (sliould she not hold fast by love or pride) 

’T is also of some moinenl to tlu^ lattiT : 

A rib *s a tliorn in a wed gallant’s side, 

Requires decorum, and is apt to double 

The horrid sin — and, w'hai ’s still worse, tlio trouble. 


X.. 

The Blues, that tender tribe, who sigh o’er sonnetfi 
And with the pages of the last review 
Lino the interior of their head.s or lx)nnets, 

Advanced in all tlieir azure’s highest IjjLie ; 

They talk’d bad French of Spanisli, and upon its 
Late authors ask’d him for a hint or two ; 

And which was softest, Russian or Castilian ? 

And whether in his travels he saw II ion? 

LI, 

Juan, w'ho was a little superlicial, 

And not in literature a groat Drawcansir, 
Exaniinod by this learned and especial 

J ury of matrons, scanie knew what to aiu^wer : 

His duties warlike, loving, or official, 

His steady application as a dancer, . 

Had kept him from the brink of Hippocreno, 

Which now he found was blue instead of groeUi 

Lll. 

However, he replied at hazard, with 
A modest confidence and calm as’surance, 

Which lent his learned lucubrations pitli, 

And pass’d for arguments of good endurance. 

That prodigy, Miss Araminta Smith, 

(Who at sixteen, translated “ Hercules Furens” 
Into as furious Fiiiglish,) with her best look, 

Set down his sayings in her commonplace book., 

LTII. 

Juan knew several languages — as well 

Ht' might — and brought them up with skill, in time 
To save Ids fana^ willi each accomjdish’d belle, 

Who still regretted tl»at he did not rhyme. 

There wanted but this requisite to swell 
His (jualitioH (with them) into sublime : 

Lady Fitz-bh isky, and Miss Mawia Mannish, 

Both long’d extremely to be sung in Spanish. 

LIV. 

Howwer he did pretty well, and was 
Admitf(‘d as an aspirant to all 
The cot (fries, and, as in Bar»quo’s glass, 

At groat assernblic's or in parties small, 

Ke saw ten thtmsand living authors-pass, 

That being about their average numeral; 

Also tlm eighty “ greatest living poets,” 

As every paltry magazine can sliow^ its. 


XLVir. 

But Juan was a bachelor — of arts, 

And parts, and hearts : h(’s dauctfd and sung, and had 
An air as sentimental as Mozart’s 
Soft(iat of melodies ; and could be sad 
Or che(!rful, without any “ flaws or starts,” 

Just at the proper time ; and, thoiigli a lad, 

Had seen the world — w’hich is a curious sight, 

And very much unlike what ])«'.opU? wrihs. 

XJ.Vfll. 

Fair virgins blush’d upon him ; wod(l(3d dames 
Bloom’d also in less transitory hues ; 

For botl» commodities dw«>U by the Thames, 

The painting ami the painted; youtli, ceruse, 
Against his heart preferr’d their usual claims, 
fciuch as no gentleman can quite refuse ; 

JDaughters admirtwl his dress, and f>ioiLs mothers 
Impiired his income, and if he had brothers. 


LV. 

In twice five years the “ greatest living poet,” 

I.,ik(^ lo the champion in the fi.sty ring, 

Is call’d on to support his claim, or show it, 

Although ’t is an imaginary thing. 

Even 1 — albeit I ’m sure 1 did not know it, 

Nor sought of foolscap subjects to bo king — 

Was reckon’d, a considerables time, 

The grand Napoleon of the realms of rhyme. 

Lvr. 

But Juan was my Moscow, and Falicro 
My Loipsic, and my Mont-Saint-Jean seems Cain 
** La Bello Alliance” of dunces down at zero, 

Now that the lion’s fall’n, may rise again* 

But I will fall at lea^t as fell my hero ; 

Nor reign at all, or as a vtmarcfi reign ; 

Or to some lonely isle of jailers go, 

With turncoat. Southey for my turnkey Lowe. 


XLIX. 

The milliners who furnish “ drapery misses”* 
Throughout the season, upon speculation 
Of payment ere the honeymoon’s last kisses 
Have waned into a cresctml’s coruscation, 

Thought such an <v|>jmrtunity os Uiis is, 

Of a rich ibreigner’s initiation. 

Not to bo overlook’d, and gave such credit, 

That future bridegrooms swore, and sigh’d, and paid it 


Lvir. 

Sir Walter reign’d before mo; Moore and Campbell 
Before and after ; but now, grown more holy. 

The Muses upon Sion’s hill must ramble 
Wiiii poets almost clergymen, or wholly ; 

* 4 * * * 

* * 



^ Lvm. 

♦ * ♦ * 

♦ + * + 

* * * 4. 

♦ + * 

♦ ♦ + + 

* * ♦ * 

* * * * 

♦ ♦ ♦ ♦ 

WX. 

Then there ’s my gentle Euf>hues, who, tlujy say, 
Sets up for being a sort of moral me ,• 

He *11 find it ralher difficult some day 
To turnout both, or either, it may be. 

. Some persons think that Coleridge hatli the sway, 
And Wordsworth hatl? supporters, two or three; 
And tliat deep-mouth’d Bmotian, “ Savage Lander,* 
Has taken for a swan rogue Southey’s gander. 

liX. 

John Keats— who was kill’d off by one critique, 

Just as ho really promised something great, 

If not intelligil^of without Greek 
Contrived to talk about the grals of lute, 

Much as they might have been supposed to speak. 

Poor fellow ! his was an untoward fate ; 

’T is strange the mind, that very fiery particle,^ 
Should let itself be snufl‘’d out by an article. 

LXl. 

The list grows long of live arid dead pretenders 

* To that which none will gain — or none will know 
The conqueror at Itnist; wh(», t'n? 'I'inie rcndt-rs 

His last award, will have the long grass grow 
Above bis burnt-out brain and sapless cindt5rs. 

If I might augiir, I should raii*- but low 
Thi’ir chances ; diey ’n*. loo numerous, like the thirty 
Mock tyrants, when Rotiui’s annals wa.\’d but dirty. 

* LXII. 

This is the literary Imvcr empire, 

Where the Prretorian bands take up the matter; — 

A “ dreadful trad(^,” like? bis who “ gathers sampliirc,” 
The insolent stddiery to sooth and flatter, 

With the sann? feelings as you M coax a vampire. 

Now, were I orieo at lionic, and in goo<l satire, 

1 *d try conclusions with tl lose janizaries, ' 

And show them tohai an intelle<'tua) war is. 

Lxrii. 

r think I know a trick or two, woulil turn 

Their flank.s ; — but it is hardly worth my while 
With such small gear to give myself c*on<?<?rn: 

Indeed I *vo not the necessary bile; 

My natural temper ’s really aught but stern, 

And even my Muse’s worst rofjroof ’s a smile ; 

And then she dro{)s a brief and rnoilest curtsy, 

And glides away, assured she never hurts ye. 

LXIT. 

My Juan, whom I left in deadly peril 
Among live poets and blue ladi(?s, pass’d 
With some small profit tliroiigh that field so sterile. 

Being tired in time, and mdiher least nor Iasi, 

Left it before ho had boon trealedt very ill ; 

And henceforth found himself more gaily class’d 
Among the higher spirits of Uio day, 

The sun’s true sou — ^no vapour, but, a ray, 

nxv. 

His moms ho pass’d in business — which, dissected, 
AVas like all busimJSB, a laborious nothing, 

That leads to lassitude, the most infected 
And Centaur Nessus garb of mortal clothing, 

* And on our sofas makes us lie dejected, 

And talk in tender horrors of our loathing 
All kinds of toil, save for our cixintry’s good — 

JVhich grows no better, though ’t is time it should. 

3 V 


LXVI. 

His afiemoons he |>ass’d in visite, luncheons, 

I^ounging, and boxing ; and the twilight il^iir 0 
In riding round thoso vegetable puncheons, * 
Call’d Parks,” where there is ueitiior fruit nor flownr 
Enough to gratify a bee’s slight mumdiinge ; 

But after all, it is Ujc only “ bower” 

(In Moore’s phrast?) \vh(?r<? the fashionable fair 
Can form a slight acquaintance with frcsli air, 

I4XVH, 

Then dress, then diii|i(ir, then awakes fhe world ! 

Then glare the lamps, then whirl the wheels, tlienroar 
Thougfi street and sqtJlre fast-flashing chariots, hurl’d 
Like harness’d meteoi-s ! ilion along the floor 
Jhalk’d mimics painting ; then festoons are twirl’d ; 

I'hen roll the brazen thunders of tho door, 

Which opens to the thousand happy few 
An earthly paradise of “ or molu.” 

nxviii. 

There stands the noble hostess, nor shall sink 
With the tlirce-iliousandtli curtwy ; there the walte — 
The only dance wliich teaches girls to flunk — 

Makes one in love twen with its very faults. 

Sulo«>n, room, all o’erflow beyond tlieir brink, 

And I(»ng the latest of arrivals halts, 

’Mid rt)yul dukes and dames eondenm’d to climb, 

And gain an inch of staircase at a time. 

I-XIX. 

d'hric(' happy he who, aflera surv’^cy 
Of lift? guoil eotnpany, ran w'iri a contcr, 

A door that’s m, or houdoir out. of tin? 'vay, 

Where h<‘ may fix himself, like small “ Jack Horner, 
And h't the Bidiel round run as it may, 

And look on as a moiiinta, «.>r ascomer, 

Or an approver, or a m(?re speclator, 

Yawming a litile a.s tlm night grows later 

LXX. 

But tins w'on'f do, save hy and hy ; and lie 
Who, like ] ton Juan, takes an active share, 

Must sit?erw'itljoan! through all that glilferingsca 
Of gems and pliimc^, and ptiarls and silK.s, to whore 
lie deems ii is his projjer place to he ; 

Pissolving in tin? wullz to some sofl air, 

Or proudlier jiranring with mei-eurial skill 
Wild (? Hcicnvo marshals fi>rfli lier own i|uadrille. 

I, XXI. 

Or, if he dan(r»‘ n;4, but hatli higher views 
Upon an ht?ires?., «?r his ri('iirhi»our’s bride, 

Let him take, ear?: ihal that, which h<' pursuen 
Is not at once t(»o paljsdily rjesrrle.d, 

B’ull many an?‘ager g<‘ulleman «)ft rues 
His haste ; impatience is a hlniulering guide, 

Among a p«.?ople lanions for reflection, 

Wli<» like to play flic fool wiih circumspection. 

nxxii. 

But, if you can contrive, gei rnjxl at supper; 

Or, if forestall’d, get opposite and ogle:— 
k>h, ye ambrosial immn'Uts I a]wa)s upper 
In mind, ri sort ofseulinn-ntal bogle, 

Which sits f>r ever upon ineuKuy’s crupper, 

Th<* gliost of vanish’d pleasures once in vogue? 
bin tender souls relate ihi? rise and fall 
)f hopes and fears which shako a single ball. 

l.XXHt. 

But theso precautionary hints can touch 
Only the common run, who must pursue, 

And watch, and ward ; whose f»lans a word too much 
Or little overturns ; and not the few 
)r many (for the number ’s Homotimes such) 

Whom a good mien, e.*ii)ocially if now, 

(Jr fame, or name, for wdt, war, sense, or nonsonifto, 
Permits whatever iiiey please, or did not long since. 





Lxxir* 

Our heroj a^hero, young and handsomo, 

* ]!j/>ble, rich, cel4>ratod, and a stranger. 

Like other slaves of course must pay his ransom 
Before he can escape from so much danger 
As wiir environ a conspicuous man. Some 
Talk about poetry, and ** rack and manger,” 

And ugliness, disease, as toil and trouble > 

1 wish they knew the life of a young noble. 

LXXV. 

They are young, but know not you|h — it is anticipated ; 

Handsome but wasted, rlcli without a sous ; 

Their vigour in a thousand arms is dissipated ; 

Their cash comes from, their wealth goes to, a Jew ; 
Both senates see their nightly votes participated 
Between the tyrant*s and the tribune’s crow ; 

And, having voted, dined, drank, gamed, and whored, 
The family vault receives another lord. 

LXXVJ. 

“ Whore is the world,” cries Young, ‘‘ at eighty ? Where 
The world in which a man was born ?” Alas ! 

Where is the world of eight years past? ’T was therer 
I look for it — ’t is gone, a globe of glass ! 

Crack’d, shiver’d, vanish’d, scarcely gazed on ere 
A silent change dissolves tlic glittering mass. 
Statesmen, chiefs, ^orators, (jiioens, patriots, kings. 

And dandies, all are gone on the wind’s wings. 

LXXVJI. 

Where is Napoleon tlio Grand ? God knows : 

Where little Castlercagh ? The devil can tell : 

Where Grattan, Curran, Sheridan, all those 
Who bound the bar or senate in their spell ? 

Where is tlie unhappy queen, with all her woes? 

And whore the daughter, whom the isles loved well? 
Where are those martyr’d saints, Uie five per cents? 
And where— oh, where the devil are tiic rents ? 

I.XXVIII. 

Where ’s Brummol ? Dish’d. Where ’s Long Pole Wel- 
lesley? Diddled. [Third? 

Where ’s Wliitbread ? Romilly ? Wliere ’s George tlie 
Where is his will ? (That ’s not so soon unriddled.) 

And where is “ Finn” the X^'ourlh, our “ ntyal bird?” 
Gone down it seems to Scotland, to be fuldlod 
Unto by Sawney’s violin, we have heard : 

“ Caw me, caw thee” — for six months hath been batching 
This scene of royal itch and loyal scratching. 

nxxix. 

Where is Lord This ? And where my Lady That : 

The honourable Mistresses and Misses ? 

Some laid aside like an old ojicra-hat, 

Married, unmarried, and romarried — (this is 
An evolution oft perform’d of late.) 

Where are the Dublin shouts — and London hisses? 
"Wliere arc the Grenvilles? Turn’d, as usual. Where 
My friends the Whigs. Exactly where tlicy were. 
LXXX. 

Where arc Uio Lady Carolines and Franceses? 

Divorced or doing tliercanenl. Ye annals 
So brilliant, wdioro the list of routs and dances is — 

Thou Morning Post, sole record of the panels 
Broken in carriages, and all the phantasies 
Of fashion — say what streams now fill those channels? 
Some die, some fiy, some languish on the continent, 
Because the times have hardly left them one tenant. 

LXXXI. 

Some once set their cap at cautious dukes, 

Have taken up at length with younger brothers ; 

Some heiresses have bit at sharpers’ hooks ; (thers ; 

Some maids have been made wives— some merely mo- 
Others have lost their fresh and fairy looks : 

In short, the list of alterations bothers. 

Tlicre *8 little stmnge in this, but something strange is 
The unusual quickness of these common changes. 


LXXXll. 

Talk not of seventy years as age ; in seven 
I have seen more changes, down from nxmarchs to 
The humblest individual under heaven, 

Than might suffice a moderate centuiy through. 

1 knew that nauglit was lasting, but now even 
Change grows too cliangeable, witliout being new; 
Nauglit ’s permanent among tlie human race, 

Except the Whigs not getting into place. 

LXXXIII. 

I have seen Napoleon, who seem’d quite a Jupiter, 
Shrink to a Saturn. I have seen a duke 
(No matter which) turn politician stupider, 

If that can well bo, tlian his woodtm lode. * 

But it is tiruii that 1 should hoist my “ blue Peter,” 
And sail for a new theme: Iliave seen — and shook 
To sec it — ^thfs king hiss’d, and then caress’d ; 

But don’t pretend to settle which was best. 

' LXXXIV. 

I have seen the landholders without a rap— 

I I have seen Johanna Southcote — have seen 
The House of Commons turn’d to a tax- ‘rap— 

I have seen tliat sad affair of the late queen — 

1 have seen crowns worn instead of a fool’s-cap— 

I liave seen a Congress doing all that ’s mean— 

I have sLM*n some nations like o’erloaded asses 
Kick off their burdens— meaning the high classes. 

’ LXXXV, 

1 have, seen small poets, and great prosers, and 
1 nterminabi e — not eternal — speakers— 

I have seen llu^ funds at war with house and land— 

1 ’ve seen the country gentlemen turn squeakers— 

I ’ve seen the people ridtleii o’er like sand 
By slaves on horseback — 1 have seen malt liquors 
Exchang’d for “ thin potations” by John Bull— 

1 ’ve seen John half detect himself a fool. 

1.XX.XVI. 

But “ carpe diem,” Juan, “ carpe, carpe !” 

Tti-morrow sees another race as gay 
And transient, and devour’d by the same harpy. 

“ Life ’s a poor player” — then ** play out the play. 
Ye villains !” and, above all, keep a sharp cjyo 
Much less on what you do than what you say; 

Be hypocritical, be cautious, oe 

Not what you mem, but always what you see, 

Lxxxvir. 

But how shall I relate in other cantos 
Of what Ix fcll our hero, in tlie land 
Which ’t is the common cry and lie to vaunt as 
A moral country ? But I hold my hand — 

Ft»r I disdain to write an Atalantis ; 

But ’t is as well at once to understand, 

You are not a moral people, and you know it, 

Without the aid of too sincere a poet, 

LXXXVIII. 

What Juan saw and underwent shall be 
My topic, with of course the due restriction 
Which is required by proper courtesy ; 

And recollect the work is only fiction, 

And that I sing of neifiier mine nor me. 

Though every scribe, in some slight turn of diction, 
Will hint allusions never meant. Ne’er doubt 
Tim — ^when I speak, I donH hmi, but speak out, 

I.XXX1X. 

"Whether he married with the third or fourth 
Offspring of some sage, husband-hunting countess: 
Or whether with some virgin of more worth 
(I mean in fortune’s matrimonial bounties) 

He took to regularly |H.*opling earth, 

Of which your lawi'ul awful wedlock fount Uh^ 

Or whether he was taken in for damages, 

For being too excursive in his homages— 



Is yet within the unread events of time. 

Thus far, go forth, thou lay, which I will back 
Against Ae same given quantity of rhyme, 

For being as much the subject of attack 
. As ever yet was any work sublime., 

By those who love, to say that white is black. 

So much the better !— I may stand alone, 

But would not change my free thoughts for a throne 


CANTO xir. 


1 . 

Or all tho barbarous middle ages, that 

Which is most barbarous is tho middle age. 

Of man ; it is— ^ really scarcti kn^iw what : 

But when we hover between fJx)! and sage, 

•And don’t know justly what we, w’ould be at — 

A period something like a print (ui i>age, 

Black-lctter upon foolscap, while our hair 
Grows grizzled, and we arc not what we were •, — 

II. 

Too old for youth — ^t.oo young, at thirly-fivc, 

To herd with boys, or lioard with good threescore 
1 wonder people should be left alive ; 

But, since, they arc, that epoch is a bore : 

Love lingers still, although ’t wi're late to wive ; 

And as for other love, the illusion ’s o’er ; 

And riioiicy, that most pure imagination, 

Gleams only through the dawn of its cresation, 

III. 

(5h gold! why call we misers miserable ? 

Theirs is Uie jilcasure that can never pall; 

Theirs is the best bower-anchor, tlie chain cubic 
Which holds fast other pleasures great and small. 

Ye who but see tho saving man at table, 

And scorn his l.cmpcrate board, as none at. all, 

And wonder how the wealtljy can lx; sparing, 

Know not what visions spring from ('ach chceae-j>aring. 

IV. 

Iiovc or lust makes man sick, and wine much sicker ; 

Ambition rends, and gaming gains a lo.=:s ; 

But making money, slowly iirst, then quicker, 

And adding still a little through each cross 
(Which will coim* over things,) beats love or liquor, 

The gamester’s count c^r, or llie statesman’s drojw. 

Oh gold! I still prefer thee unto jiaper, 

Wljiich makes bank credit like a hank of vapour. 

V. 

Who liold the balance of the. world ? Who reign 
O’er Congress, wdiether royalist or liberal ? 

Who rouse, the sliirtless patriots of Spain [all ?) 

(That make old Europe’s journals s(]ueak and gibber 
Who keep the world, both old iinB new, in pain 
Or pleasure ? Who make politics run glibber all ? 

The shade of Bonaparte’s noble daring? — 

Jew Rotlischild, and his fellow, Christian Baring. 

VI. 

Those, and tlie truly liberal Lafitte, 

Are the true lords of Europe. Every loan 
Is not a merely speculative hit, 

But seats a nation or upsets a lliront^. 

Republics also gcd. involviHi a bit ; 

Colombia’s stock hath holders not unknown 
On ’Change ; and even tliy silver soil, Peru, 

^ust get itself discounted by a Jow. 


Tn. 

Why call the mistjr miserable? as 
I said b<*foro : the frugal life is hid, 

Which in a saint or cynic over waif, 

Tho theme of praise ; a hermit would not miss 
Canonization for the self^samo cause, Y 

And wherefore blame gaunt wealth’s austerwc 
Because, you ’ll eay, naught calls for such a trial 
Then there ’r more merit in his eoif^denial. 


VIII. 

Ho is your only poc^tr, — passion, pure 
And sparkling on frgra heap to heap, displays 
Pomm'dy the ore, of which mere hojm allure 
Nations athwart the deep : the golden rays 
Flash up in ingots from the mine obscure ; 

t)n him the rliamond pours its brilliant blozo ; 

While tiic mild emerald’s beam shades down the dyes 
Of other stones, to sooth tho miser’s eyes, 

IX. 

The lands on either side are his : the ship 
Prom Ceylon, Indo, or far Cathay, unloads 
For him the fragrant produce of each trip ; 

Beneath his ears of Ceres groan the roads, 

And the. vine bluslies like Aurora’s lip; 

His very collars might be kings* abodes ; 

While he, des[)ising every sensual call, 

ConimaniLs — the intellcctuid lord of all. 


X. 

Perhaps ho hatli groat projects in his mind, 

To build a (jollege, or to found a race, 

A hoHpitid, a church, — and leave behind 
Some dome surmovmted by his meagre face : 

Perhaps bo fain would liberate mankind 
Even with the very ore which makes Uiem base ; 
Perhaps he would bo wealtluest of his nation, 
i)r revel in the joys of calculation. 

XI. 

Hut wlM?lher all, or each, or none of these 
May bo tho hoarder’s principle of action, 

'rhe f<.K)l will call such mania a disease:— 

What is his (nmi? Go— look at each transaction, 
Wars, revels, loves — do those bring men more case 
Than tlic more plrxlding thro’ each “ vulgar fraction ?* 
i)r do they benoGt mankind ? Lean miser ! 

Let spendthrift’s lioirs irujuire of yours — who ’s wiser ? 

XII. 

flow lieauteous arc; rouleaus ! how charming diesis 
Containing ingots, ha^ijs of dollars, coins 
(N»>t of old victors, o.ll whose hetwis and crests 
VVY.igh not the thin ore wIxto their visage shines, 
nut) of fine unclip|>’ii gold, where dully rests 
Some likeness whicli the glittering cirque coniines, 

Of imxlern, reigning, Rtorling, stnpid Htamp: — 

ITch! remly money is Aladdin’s lamp. 

XIII. 

Love rules the camp, the court, the grove,” — “ for love 
Is hoav(;n, and heaven is love — so tiings die bard ; 
Which it were ratlier diificult, to prove, 

(A thing witli poetry in general hard.) 

'erhapy there may ho something in “ the grove,” 

At least it rhymes lo “ love ;’^but I ’ni prepared 
To doulrt (no less than landlords of tlieir rental) 

If “ courts” and “ carnpa” be quite so sentimental. 

XIV. 

Hut if love don’t, cash does, and cash alone: 

Cash rules the grove, and fells it too besides: 

Without ca.sh, camps were thin, and courts were none ; 

Without cash, Malthus tells you — “ take no brides,” 
So cash rules love the ruler, on his own 
Higli ground, us Virgin Cyiitliia sways die tides ; 
And, as for “ heaven” being ‘‘ lovi;,” why not say boiisy 
Is wax ? Heaven is not love, *t is matrimony. 
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im' JUAH. 




It not all lovS prohibited whatever, 

Incepting marritige ? which is love, no doubt, 

After a sort ; but aomehow people never 
With^e same thought the two words have help’d out 
Love exist mth marriage, and should ever, 

' And marriage also may exist without, 

But love sans bans is both a sin and shame, 

And ought to go by quite another name. 


I XXIII. 

j And now to business. Oh, my gentle Juan ! 

Thou art in London — in tliat pleasant place 
Where every kind of mischief ’s daily brewing, 
Which can await warm youth in its wild'race. 
’T is true, that tliy career is not a new one ; 

Thou art no novice in the headlong chase 
Of early life ; but this is a new land, 

Which foreigners can never understand. 


xti. 

Now if the “ court” and “ camp” and “ grove” be not 
Recruited all with constant msl^ried men, 

Who never coveted their neighbour’s lot, 

J say that line ’s a la^>su9 of the pen 
Strange too in my *‘buon camerado” Scott, 

So celebrated for his morals, when 
My Jeffrey held him up as an exaniplo 
To mo ; — of which these morals are a sample. 


XXIV. 

Wliat with a small diversity of climate, 

Of hot or cold, mercurial or sedate, 

I could send fortli niy mandate like a primate, 
Upon the rest of Europe’s social state ; * 

But thou art the most difficult to rhyme at, 

Great Britain, which the Muse may penetrate : 
All countries have tlieir ‘‘lions,” but in tlioo 
There is but one superb menagerie. 


xvn. 

Well, if 1 do n’t succeed, I havfi succeeded, 

And that ’s enough; succeeded in tny youth, 

The only time when much success is n(jeded: 

And my succc^ss produced wdiat 1 in sooth 
Cared most about ; it need not now ho pleaded — 
Whate’er it wa% ’t was mine ; T ’ve paid, in truth, 
Of late, tlie penalty of such success, 

But have not k arif d to wish it any less. 

XVIII. 

That suit in Chancery, — ^which some persons plead 
In an appeal to the unborn, whom they, 

In the faith of tlicir procreative cre(Hl, 

"Baptize posterity, or future clay, — 

To m(‘ scorns but a dubious kind of rood 
To loan on for support in any way ; 

Sinew o<lds are that, posterity will know 
No more of them, tlum they of her, t trow. 

XIX. 

Why, I ’m posterity — and so are you ; 

And wliorn do wo romcinbcr ? Not a hundred. 

Were every memory writt^^n down all true. 

The tenth or twentieth name wotdd lu'. but blunder’d: 
Even Plutarcli’s laves have but pick’d out a few, 

And ’gainst those few your annalists have thunder’d; 
And Mitford, in the nineteenth century, 

Gives, with Greek truth, the good old Greek tfic lied 

XX 

Good people all, of every d«>gree, 

Ye gentle readers and ung(uille writers, 

In this twelfth canto ’t is my w isli to he 
As serious as if I had ftjr indiU'rs 
MaltJms and Wilberfbree : the last set free 
The negroiis, and is worth a tnilliori figliters ; 

While Wellington has but enslaved tJie whites. 

And Malthus does the thing ’gainst which he writes. 

XXI, 

I ’m serious — so arc all men upon paper : 

And why should 1 not form niy speculation, 

And hold up to the sun my little taper ? 

Mankind just now seem wrapt in meditation 
On constitutions and st<jom-boats of vapour ; 

While sages write against all procreation, 

Unless a man can calculate his means 
Of feeding brats the moment his wife weans. 

XXII. 

That *8 noble ! that ’a romantic ! For my part, 

I think that “ philo-genitivcness” is — 

(Now here ’s a word quite after my own heart, 

Though there ’s a shorter a good deal than tliis 
If that politeness set it tiot apart ; 

But I resolved to say naught that ’s amiss)— 

I »ay, niethiiiks that “ philo-gcnifivcncss” 

Mif^ meet from nif'na little more ffirgivoness. 


XXV. 

But T am sick of politics. Begin, 

“ Paulo majora.” Juan, undecided 
Among the patJis of being “ taken in,” 

Above the ic(* had like a skaiter glided: 

When tired of play, he flirted without sin 
With some of ffiose fair creatures who have {irided 
Themselves on innocent tantalization, 

And hate all vice except its reputation. 

XXVI. 

But these are few, and in the end they make 
Some, devilish escapade, or stir, which sliow.s 
That even the jujresl peopk*. njay mistake 
Their way through virtue’s primrose paths of snows; 
And then men star(‘, as if a now ass spake 
To Balaam, and from tongue to ear o’crflows 
Qui<‘ksilver small-talk, ending (if you note it) [it?’’ 
With Uu*. kind world’s amen — “ Who would have thought 

XXVII. ' « 

The little L('ila, wdth Iter orient eyes 
And taciturn Asiatic disposition, 

( Wliich saw all western lliings with small .surprise, 

IV) the snr|>iise of j)eop](^ of condition. 

Who think that nov(‘lti»‘s are butterflies 
To l>e pursued as f<.M>d for inanition,) 

Tier cluinning figure and romantic hi.story. 

Became a kind of fashionable mystery. 

xxvrii. 

The women much divideil — as is usual 
Among the sex in littb* tiling.-^ or great. 

Think not, fair cn'iilnres, that 1 mean to abuse you all—* 
I Iiavii always liked you hotter than I state, 

Since I ’ve grown moral ; still f must accuse you all 
Of bcung ajil to talk at a great rate ; 

And now there was a general sensation 
Among you, about Leila’s education. 

XXJfX. 

In onr. point only were you settled— iind 

You had reason ; ’t was that a young child of grace, 
As Iwautiful as her own native land, 

And far away, the Ijist bud of her race, 

Howe’er our friend Don Juan might command 
Himself for five, four, throe, or two years’ space, 
Woultl be. mueJi bettor taught beneath the eye 
Of peeresses whose follies had run dry, 

XXX. 

So first, there was a generous emulation, 

And tlicn there was a general competition 
To undertake the orjihan’s education. 

As Juan was a person of condition, 

It had been an affront on tins occasion 
To talk of a subscription or petition ; 

But sixteen dowagcirs, ten unwed she sages. 

Whose tale belongs to Hallam’s Middle Ages,” # 



xxxt. 

And one or two sad, separate wives, without 
A fruit to bloom upon tlurir withering bough — 
Begg’d to bring up tlio little girl, and “ 

For that ’s the phrase that settles all things now, 
Meaning a virgin’s first blush at a rout, 

And all her i>oints as thorougli-hred to show: 

And 1 assure you, that like virgin honey 

Tastes tlicir first season (mostly if they have money.) 

XXXII. 

How all the needy honourable misters, 

Each out-at-elbow peer, or desperate dandy, 

The watchful mothers and tlic careful sisters, 
(Who* 1 jy tlie by, when clever, are more handy 
At making matches, where “ ’t is gold that glisters,” 
Than their he relatives,) lik(^ dies o’er candy, 

Buzz round “ the Fortune” with their busy battery 
I'o turn her head witli waltzing and wiih flattery! 

xxxiir. 

Each atint, each cousin hath her speculation ; 

Nay, married dam<’.s will now and then discover 
Such pure disinterestedness of passion, 

^ I ’vi* known them court an hein^ss for their lover. 

“ Tantiene !” Such the virtues of high station, 

Even in the hc^peful isle, wlioso outlet ’s “Dover!” 
While tlio i>oor rieh wretr li, objeet of these cares, 

Has cause to wish lier sire had liad raalf! heirs. 

XXXTV. 

Some are soon bagg’d, but some rcjcjct three dozen. 

’T is tine to see them scattering refusals 
And wild dismay o’er every angry cousin, 

(Friends of tlie party,) wlio begin aecnsals 
Such as — “ Tfiiless JVIi>s (Blank) meant to have chosen 
Poor hh’cderiek, why did she accord perusals 
To his billets ? fF/n/ waltz with him? Why, I pray, 
Look i/e.v last, night, and yet say no fo*day ? 

* * XXXV. 

“ Why? — Why? — Besides, Fred, n’ally W'as ottar.fCd ,* 
’T was not her fortune — lie has enough without; 

The time will come she, ’ll wish that she had snatch’d 
So gtioil an o])portiinity, no doubt; — 

But the; old marchioness some plan had hatch’d, 

As 1 ’ll tell Aur<‘a at to-morrow’s rout; 

And after all poor PVederick inay<lo lietlcr— 

Fray, did you se.(' her atiswer to liis l<;(lcr?” 

XXXVl. 

Smart unifonns and sparkling coronets 
Are. spurn’d in luni, until h<?r turn arrives, 

After male loss of time, am! }n!ar1s, and bets 
Upon the sweep-stakes for suhsi initial wives: 

And when at least tlie jiretty creature gets 

Some gentleman who fights, or wriuss, or ilrives, 

Tl sooths the a,wkward squad of the rejected 
To find how very badly she selected. 

xxxvir. 

For sometimes they acctjpt some long jiursucr, 

Worn out wdth importunity ; or fall 
But here perhaps the iri.stances are fewer) 

T o the lot of him who scarce pursued at all . 

A hazy widower turn’d cif forty sure^ 

(If ’t is not vain example.s to recall) 

To draw a high prize : now, howe’er he got her, I 
See naught more strange, in this than t’ oilier lottery. 

XXXVIII. 

I, for my part — (one “ modern instance” more,) 

“ True, *t is a pity — pity ’t is, ’t is true” — 

Was chosen from out an amatory score, 

Albeit my years were less dii-cn^ct than few 5 
But though I also had reform’d before 

Those became one who soonw'ere to be two, 

T ’ll not gainsay the generous public’s voice — 

•That the young lady made a monstrous choice 


XXXTX. 

Oh, pardon me digression — or at least 
Periiso ! ’T is always with a moral*end 
Thail dissert, like grace before a felj^t : 

For like an aged aunt, or tiresome friend, 

A rigid guardian, or a zealous priest, 

My Muse bv exhortation means to mend 
All people, at ail times, and in most places, 

Which puts my Pegasus to these grave paces. 

XL. 

But now 1 *m going to^be immoral ; now 
I mean to show thinjjp really as tlicy are, 

Not as they ought to be : for I avow, 

That till we see what ’s what in fact, we Vo far 
From much improvement with that virtuous plough 
Wliieh skims the surface, leaving scarce a scar 
Upon rhe black loam long manuretl by Vice, 

Only to koej) its corn at the old price. 

xr.i. 

But first of little Leila we ’ll di.spose ; 

For, like, a day-dsiwn, she was young and pure, 

Or like U)(‘ old ccmiparison of snows 

Which are mort*. pure than jileasant to be sure, 
Like many p(‘opIe every Ixxly knows : 

IX)n .loan was delighted to secure 
A g*>fwlly guardian for his infant charge, 

Who might tir>l. profit mucli by being at large. 

XLII. 

ih'sides, he liad found out he was no tutor, 

(1 wish tliat others would find out iht* same:) 

And rather wish’d in such things to stand neuter, 
For silly wards will bring their guardians blame: 
So, when he saw each ancient dame a suitor, 

To make his little wild Asiatic tamo, 

Consulting the “ Society for Vice 
Suppression,” Lu<Iy Pincliheek was his choice. 

XLirr. 

)Jdcn she was — hut had lieim very young: 

VirliHSis slic w'as — and had been, J boliovn: 
Allhougli tht‘ world has such an (jvil tongue 
— hut niv chaster ear will not, receive 
An e<*lio of a syllable that ’s wrong; 

in fact, thero ’s iK)tlnng makes mo so much grieve 
As that abotninnhle tittle-tattle, 

Which is tlu‘ »’U(I eseliow’d by human cnttlc. 

XLTV. 

\loroover T ’ve rt*riiark’d, (and I was once 
A slight, observer in a nunlesl way,) 

And so may every on<‘ except a dunce, 

'I’liat Uulies in their youth a little gay, 
icsides tlu ir knowledgy' of the. wor]«l, and sense 
Of th'* sail ronsix|ueneo of going astray, 
r«i wiser in tluo’r warnings ’gainst the wo 
^Vliichthe mere pas.sionlcss can never know. 

xi.v. 

Awhile the harsh prude indemnifies lior virtue 
By railing at, tlie unknown an<l en\ied passion, 
eeking far less to save you than to tiurtyou, 

( >r what ’k still worse, hi put you out of fashion, — 
ric' kinder veteran with calm words will court you, 
Entreating you to pause before yon dash on ; 
^.vpoimding and illustrating the riddle 
>f epic Love’s bt^ginning, «md, and middle. 

XL VI. 

Siow, whether it be thus, or that tlu y are stricter, 

As better knowing w'hy they should ho so, 
think you ’ll find from many a family picture, 
Thardaughters of such mothers as may know 
'he world by experience rather than by lecture, 

7’urn out much bcttt'r li>r the Bmttiificld show 
If vestals brougiit into the marriage mart, 
fhuii those brtHt up by prtules without a heart. 



XLVII. 

1 said that Lady Pinchbeck had been talk’d about — 
As who has not^ if fomalo, young, and pretty ? 
tfuanow no more the ghost of scandal stalk’d about ; 

She merely was uoem’d amiable and witty, 

And several of her bok bon-mots were hawk’d about ; 
Thenjjshe was given to charity and pity, 
p^’d (at least the latter years of life) 

For being a most exemplary wife. 

XLVIIl. 

High in high circles, gentlo in her own, 

She was the mild reprover of the young, 
Whenever— which means every €ay — they ’d shown 
An awkward inclination to go wrong. 

The quantity of good she did ’s unknown, 

Or, at the least, would lengthen out my song : — 

In brief, the little orphan of tlie east 

Had raised an interest in her which increased. 

XLIX. 

Juan too was a sort of favourite with her. 

Because she thought him a good heart at bottom, 

A little spoil’d, but not so altogetlior ; 

Which was a wonder, if you think who got him, 
Aoid how he had been toss’d, he scarce luicw whither : 

Though this might ruin others, it did not him, 

At jeast entirely — ^for he had seen too many 
Changes in youtli, to bo surprised at any. 

L. 

And these vicissitudes tell best in youth ; 

For when they happen at a riper ago, 

People are apt to blame tlic fates, forsooth, 

And wonder Providence is not more sage. 

Adversity is the first path to truth: 

He who hath proved war, storm, or woman’s rage, 
Whether his winters be eighteen or eighty, 

Hath won the cx[)ericncc which is deem’d so weighty. 

LI. 

How far it profits is nnollicr matter, — 

Our hero gladly saw his little charge 
Safe with a lady, whose last grown-up daughter 
Being long married, and thus set at largo, 

Had left all the accomplishments she taught her 
To be transmitted, like the lord mayor’s barge, 

To the next comer ; or — as it will tell 
More muse-liko — ^say like Cythcrea’s shell. 

LIl. 

I call such tilings transmission ; for there is 
A floating balance of accoraplishiaont 
Which forms a pedigree from Miss to Miss, 
According as Uieir minds or backs ar(j bent. 

Some waltz ; some draw ; some fathom the abyss 
Of metaphysics ; others are content 
With music ; the most moderate shine, as wits, 

While others have a genius turn’d for fits, 

LIU. 

But whetlier fits, or wits, or harpsicJiords, 

Theology, fine arts, or finer stays, 

May be tlie baits for gentlemen or lords 
With regular descent, in tlicse our days 
The last year to tlic new transfers its hoards ; 

New vestals claim men’s eyes with the same praise 
Of “ elegant,” e( cetcro, in fresh batches — 

All matchless creatures, and yet bent on matches. 

LIV. 

But now I will begin my poem. ’T is 
Perhaps a little strange, if not quite new, 

That from the first of cantos up to this 
I ’ve not begun what wo have to go through. 

These first twelve hooks are merely flourishes, 
Preludios, trying just a string or two 
Upon my lyre, or making!^© pgs sure j 
And when M, you shall IplN} the overture. 


LV, 

My Muses do not care a pinch of rosin 
About what *s call’d success, or not succeeding: 
Such thoughts are quite below the strain they ’ve chosen 
’T is a “ great moral lesson ” they arc i;gadiiig. 

T thought, at setting off, about two dozen 
Oantw would do; hut, at Apollo’s pleading 
Tf that iny Pegasus should not founder’d, 

I think to cantor gently through a hundred, 

LVI. 

Don Juan saw that microcosm on stilts, 

Yclept the great world ; for it is the least. 

Although the highest : but as swords have hilts 
By which their power of mischief is mcrc|».sed. 
When man in battle or in quarrel tilts, 

Thus the low world, north, south, or west, or east, 
Must still obey the high — which is their handle, 

Their moon, their sun, their gas, their farthing candle* 

LVII. 

Ho had many friends who had many wives, and was 
Well look’d upon by both, to that extent 
Of friendship which you may accept or^nass ; 

It does nor good nor harm, being merely meant 
T<» keep the wheels going of the higher class, 

And tlraw them nightly wlien a ticket ’s sent : 

And what with masqueratles, and (tites, and balls, 

For tlio first season such a lift! scarce palls. 

LVTTI. 

A young unmarried man, with a good name 
And fortune, has an awkward part to play ; 

For good society is but a gatne, 

‘‘ The royal gam<j of goose,” as I may say, 

Where every body lias some separate aim, 

An end to answer, or a plan to lay — 

The single ladies wishing to be double, 

The married ones to save the virgins trouble. 

I.IX. 

I do n’t moan this as general, but particular 
ICxainjih^s may be found of such pursuits: 

Though several tilso keep tludr perpendicular 
Like, poplars, witli good priiun'plos for roots; 

Yet many have a mefliod more retictUitr — 

‘‘ Fishers for men,” like sirens willi soft lutes; 

For talk six times with the same single lady, 

And you may get the wedding-dresses ready. 

LX. 

Pfrliajis you ’ll have a letter from the mother, 

'I’o say her daughter’s findings are frepann’d ; 

Perhaps you ’ll have a visit from the brother, 

All .strut, and stays, ami whiskers, to demand 
What “your intentions arc?” — One way or other 
It seems the virgin’s heart i;xpee,t,s your hand ; 

And between pity for her cast; and yours, 

You ’ll add to matrimony’s list of cun’s, 

LXI. 

I ’v.* known a dozen weddings made evtm ihw*, 

And some of them high names : I Imvo also known 
Yf»ung men who — though they Ijalcd to discuss 

Pretensions which they never dream’d to have shown — • 
Yet neither frighten’d Ly a female fuss, 

Nor by mustachios moved, were let alone, 

And lived, as did the broken-hearted fair, 

In happier plight tlian if they form’d a pair. 

LXII. 

There, ’s also nightly, to the iminiliated, 

A peril — not indeed like love or marriage, 

But not the loss for this to bo depreciated: 

Ft is — I meant and mean not to disparage 
The show of virtue even in the vitiated — 

It adds an outward grace imt<i their carriage — 

But to denounce, the amphibious sort of harlot, 

' ’ Coulour de rose,” who ’s neither while nor scarlet. 



Lxm. 

Such is your old coquette, who can’t eay “ No,” 

And won’t say Yes,” and keeps you on and off-ing, 
On a lee shore, till it begins to blow — 

Then sees your heart wreck’d, with an inward scoffing; 
This works a world of sentimental wo, 

And sends new Werters yearly to their coffin; 

But yet is merely innocent flirtation, 

Not (juitc adultery, but adulteration. 

LXIV. 

“ Ye gods, I grow a talker !” Let us prate. 

The next of perils, though I place it 
Is when, without regard to “ Church or Stale,” 

A wife^akes or takes love in upright earnest. 

Abroad, such things <i«jcide few women's fate — 

(Such, early traveller! is the truth ihou loarncsl) — 
But in old England when a young bride errs, 

Poor thing ! Eve’s was a trilling case to hers ; 

LXV. 

For ’t is a low, newspaper, liumdriitn, lawsuit 
Country, where a young couple of th<; same ages 
Can’t form a frididship bul tlie world o’(^r-awcs it. 

, Then tlierc ’s the vulgar trick of tho.se d — lI damages ! 
A verdict — grievous foe to those who cause it! — 

Forms a sad climax to romantic homages ; 

Besides those soothing speeches of the pleaxlcrs, 

And evidences which regale all readers ! 

Lxvr, 

Bul they who blunder thus are raw beginners ; 

A little giuiiul sprinkling of hypocrisy 
Has saved the fame of thousand splendid .sinners, 

The lovtiliesl oligarchs t«f our gynoeracy ; 

You may seo such at all the balls and dinners, 

Among the proudest of our aristocracy, 

So gentl(j, charming, charitable, chaste — 

And all by having Uicf as ^vcll as taste. 

LXVII, 

Juan, who did not stand in tin; predicament 
Of a mere novice, had oik' safeguard more ; 

For he wa.s; sick — no, ’I was not the word .s/cA: I meant — 
But he had seen so much gofnl love before 
That he was not in heart .so very weak ; — I meant 
But thus much, aiui no sneer against th(3 shore. 

Of white cliffs, white necks, blue eyes, bluer sl(M;king.s, 
7’ithes, taxes, duns, and doors with double knockings. 

nxVTJT. 

But coming young from lauds arjd scenes romantic, 
When^ lives, not lawsuit.s, must he risk’<l for passion, 
And passion’s,self must have a .spice of frantic, 

Into a country wliere ’t is halt' a ta.sliion, 

Seem’d to him half commercial, lialf pedantic, 

Howe’er he might esteem this moral nation ; 

Be.sides (alas ! his taste — forgive, and pity !) 

At first he did not tliink the women pretty. 

LXTX. 

1 say Vit Jlrst — for he fi.>nnd out at Infstf 
But by tlegrees, that they were fairer far 
Than tlie more glowing dames whose' lot is cast 
Beneath th(‘ influence of the casteni star — 

A further proof we should not .judge in haste ; 

Yet inexperience could not bo hi.s liar 
To taste : — the truth is, if men would confess, 

That novelties plr/m’ less than they iniprms. 

LXX. 

Though travcll’d, I have never had tlie luck to 
Trace up those shulTIiiig negroes, Nile or Niger, 

To tliat impracticahle place, Timbuctoo, 

Where geography finds no one to oblige her 
Witli such a chart as may he safely stuck to— 

For Europe ploughs in Afric like ** bos piger 
But if I hofl been at Timbuctoo, tlicre 
No dembt 1 should be told tlial black is fair. 


I>XXI. 

It is. I will not swear that black is white ; » 

But 1 .suspect in fact tliat white is black, 

And the whole matttjr rests upon ey^ight. 

Ask a blind man, the best judg^ You ’U attad 
Perhaps this new position— hut I ’m right; 

Or if 1 ’rii wrong, f ’ll not be ta’en aback >— 

He hath no morn nor night, but all is dark 
Within ; and what sec’at thou? A dubious spark. 

LXXII. 

But I ’m relapsing into metaphysics, 

That labyrintli, whosd^ clue is of the same 
Con.slriicl.ion as your cures fiir hectic phthisics. 

Those bright moth.s fluttering round a dying flame : 
And this refleiition brings me to plain physics, 

And lo the. beauties of a foreign dame, 

Compared with tho.se of our pure pearls of price, 
ThiMSc Polar summers, alt sun, and some ice. 

I.XXII1. 

Or say tliey are. like virtuou.s mermaids, whoso 
Beginnings ar(^ fair faces, ends mere fishess 
Not that tlicre *s not a (juanlity of those 

Who have a due resp(*ct for thi'ir own wishes, 

Like iliis.sians rushing from hot baths to snows® 

Are they, at botlom virtuous tiven when vicious: 
Tluiv warm into a serape, but keep of course, 

As a rest'rvc, a plunge into remorfee. 

LXXTV. 

But tills has naught to do witli their outsides. 

1 said that Juan did not think them jirctty 
At the first blush ; for a fair Briton hides 
Half her attractions — probably from pity— 

And rather calmly into the heart glides, 

Thau Rtorins it as a foe woiikl take, a city; 

But once there (if you doubt ihis, prithee try) 

She keeps it for you like a true ally. 

I.XXV. 

She cannot sf(?p as docs an Arab barb, 

Or Andalu.>?ian girl from mass returning, 

Nor wear as graeefuly as Gauls her garb, 

Nor in lutr eyr* Ausoaia’s glance is burning; 

Her voice, though swma, is rioi so fit lo wartK 
le. those, bravuras (which 1 still am learning 
To like, though f hav<‘. been seven years in Italy, 

And have, or had, an ear that siirvt^d me prettily;) — 

LXXVJ. 

She cannot do the.sti thitig.s, nor one or two 
Others, m ilial offihand and dashing stylo 
Which lakrs so much — h) give the devil his due ; 

Nor i.s .she (juife. .so ready with her smile, 

NorscUltis all thingrs in one interview, 

(A thing approved as saving lime and toil 
But though the soil nraiy give you time and trouble, 

Well cultivated, it will rendf?r double. 

LXXVII. 

And if ill fact she takes to a. “ grande passion ” 

It is a v^ry serious thing indeed ; 

Nine times in ten ’t is but caprice or fashion, 

Oif|iie.try, or a wish to take the load, 

The prid(^ of a mei e child with a new sash on, 

Or wish to make a rival’.s bosom bleed ; 

Bur the tenth instance will be a tornado, 

For there ’» no saying what tlicy will or may do. 

j.xxvni. 

The reason ’.s obvious: if there ’» an eclat, 

They low* th<;ir ca-sie. at once, as do die Parias; 

And when the delicacies of th»? law 
Have fill’d their pajM*ns w ith their cotmuents various, 
Society, that china without flaw, 

(I'hc hypocrilci!) will lianish them like Marius, 

To sit amid tiie ruins oi tlieir guill : 

For Faroe ’s a Carduigc not so soon rebuilt. 



Perhaps tlus is as it should be is 
« A oomiirent Gospel’s Sin no more, 

AiSd bd thy sins l^given — ^but upon this 
1 leave the sahits to settle their own score. 

Abroad, though doubtless they do much amiss, 
Anting woman finds an open door 
PewTSer return to virtue-^as they call 
The lady who should be at home to all. 

LZXX. 

For me, I leave the matter where, I find it, 

Knowing that such uneasy vijtuo loads 
People some ten times less in fact to mind it. 

And care but fi)r discoveries and nut deeds. 

And as for chastity, you ’ll never bind it 
By all the laws the strictest lawyer pleads, 

But aggravate the crime you have not prevented, 

By rendering desperate those who had else repented. 

LZXXI. 

But Juan was no casuist, nor had ponder’d 
Upon the moral lessons of mankind : 

Besides, he had not seen, of several liundred, 

A lady altogether to his mind, 

A little bias?” — ’t is not to bo wonder’d 
At, that his heart liad got a tougher rind : 

And tliough not vainer (Vorn his past success, 

“No doubt his sensibilities were less. 

LXXXII. 

Ho also had been busy seeing sights— 

The parliament and all the other houses •, 

Had sate beneath tiie galleries at nights, 

To hoar debates whose thunder roused (nol rowses) 
The world to gaze ujjon those northern liglits* 

Which flash’d as far as where the musk-bull browses 
He had also stood at. times behind the throne— 

But Grey was not arrived, and Chatham gone. 

LXXXIII. 

He saw, however, at tlie dosing session, 

That noble sight, when really free tlie nation, 

A king in constitutional possession 
Of such a throne as is Uie proudest station, 

Thougli despots know it not — till the progression 
Of freedom shall complete their education. 

T is not mere splendour makes the show august 
To eye or heart — it is the people’s trust. 

LXXXIV. 

There too ho saw (whate’er ho may be now) 

A prince, the prince of princes, at dm time 
With fascination in his very bow, 

And full of promise, us die spring of prime. 

Though royalty was written on his brow. 

He had then the grace too, rare in every clime. 

Of being, without alloy of fop or beau, 

A finish’d gentleman from top to toe. 

LXXXV. 

And Jtum was received, as hadi been said, 

Into the best society : and there 
Occurr’d what often happens, [ ’m afraid, 

However disciplined and debonnaire : 

The talent and good humour he display’d, 

Besides the mark’d distinction of Ids air, 

Exjiosed him, as was natural, to temptation, 

Even diough himself avoided the occasion. 

LXXXVI. 

But what, and where, with whom, and when, and why, 
Is not to be put hastily togedier ; 

Ami as my object is morality, 

(Whatever people say,) I don’t know whether 
I ’ll leave a single reader’s eyelid dry, 

But harrow up his feelings till they wither, 

And hew out a huge monument of patlios, 

As Philip’s son proposed to do with Athos. ^ 


JLXXXVll. 

Here the twelfth canto of our introduction 
Ends. When the body of the book ’s begun. 

You ’ll find it of a different construction 
From what some people say ’t will be when done; 
The plan at present ’s simply in concoction. 

I can’t oblige you, reader ! to read on ; 

That ’s your affair, not mine ; a real spirit 
Should neither court neglect, nor dread to bear 

LXXXVIIT. 

And if my thunderbolt not always rattles, 

Kemomber, reader ! you have had before 
The worst of tempests and the best of battles 
That e’er were briiw’d from elements of 
Besides the most sublime of — ^Heaven knows what olsi 
An usurer could scarce expect much more — 

But my best canto, save one on astronomy, 

Will turn upon political economy.” 

LXXXIX. 

That is your present theme for popularity : 

Now that the public hcdg(? hath scarce a stake, 

It grows an act of patriotic charity, ^ 

To show the people the best way to break. 

plan (but T, if but for singularity, 

Ileservc it) will he very sure to take. 

Meantime read all the national debt-sinkers, 

And tell mo what you think of your great thinkers. 


CANTO XIIL 


I. 

1 1 icow mean to be serious ; — it is time, 

Since laughter now-a-days is deem’d too serious. 
A jest at vice by virtue ’k call’d a crime, 

And critically heldrUS tl<‘lcterious : 

Besides, the sad’s a sourct; of the sublime, 

, Although wlicn long a little a]>l to wt^ary us ; 

And therefiire sliall my lay soar high and solemn, 

; A.s on old temple dwindled to a column, 

II. 

The Lady Adeline Amundevillo 

(’T is an old Normati name, and to bo found 
In pedigrees by those who wander still 
Along the last fields of that Gothic ground) 

Was liigh-born, wealthy by her father’s will, 

And beauteous, even whore beauties most abound, 
In Britain — which of course true patriots find 
The goodliest soil of body and of mind. 

III. 

’ll not gainsay them ; it is not my cue : 

I leave Uiem to their taste, no doubt tho best: 

An eye ’s an eye, and whether black or blue, 

Is no great matter so ’t is in request: 

'T is nonsense to dispi te about a hue — 

Tho kindest may be taken as a test. 

The fair st'x should be always fair ; and no man, 

Till thirty, should perceive there ’s a plain woman. 

IV. 

And after that serene and somewhat dull 
Epocli, that awkward comer turn’d for days 
More quiet, when our moon ’s no more at fidl, 

We may presume to criticise or praise ; 

Because indifference begins to lull 

Our passions, and wo walk in wisdom’s ways ; 
Also l)ecau.so »hc figure and the face 
Hint, that ’t is time to give the younger place. 



I know that some would lam postpone this era. 
Reluctant as all placemen lo resign 
Their post ; but theirs is merely a chimera, 

For they have pass’d life’s equinoctial line ; 

But then they have their claret and madeira 
To irrigate the dryness of decline; 

And county meetings and the Parliament, 

And debt, and what not, for their solace scut. 

vj. 

And is there not religion and reform, 

I’cace, war, the taxes, and what ’s call'd the “ nation V' 
The struggle* to be f>ilot.s in a storm ? 

The landed and the moneyed speculation ? 

Thu jo^ of mutual liatc to ketq) tlieni warm, 

Instead of love, that mere halluciiiatinu ? 

Now hatred is by far the longest pleasurts ; 

Men love in haste, but they detest at leisure. 

V.TI. 

Rough .Tohnaon, the great moralist, profess’d. 

Right honestly, “ he liked an honest hater”—* 

The only truth that ^'el lias heem confess’d 
Within thcsf.* 4 atest thousand years or later. 

JPerhaps the fine old f<*llow spoke in jest ; — 

For niy fiart, 1 am but a mere spectator, 

And gaze where’er the palace or the hovel is, 

Much in tlie mode of GoiHhe's MephisUiphcles; 

Vlll. 

But neither love nor hate in niucli excess ; 

Thouffli ’t was not once so. If I sneer sometimes, 

It is because 1 cannot, well do less, 

And now and then it also suits my rhymes. 

I should be very willing to redres-s 
Men’s wrongs, and rather check than punish crimes, 
Had not Oervantrs, in that too true tale 
Of Quixote, shown how all such efforts fail. 

IX. 

Of till tales, ’lis tlu saddest — and more sad, 

Because it makes ?is smilt; ; his hcro’.s right, 

And still pursues tli<i right ; — to <;urb tlio liad, 

His only object, and ’gainst 0(ld|||||||tight, 

His gtUTdon: ’tis his virtue iJiakdjjHB rnad! 

But Ills advcnrurt*.,-i form a sonymght ; — 

A sorrier .still is the gn*al, moral taught 
By that real epic unto all wll|||iavo thought. 

X. 

Ri dressing injury, revenging wrong, 

To aid the damsel and destroy the caitiff; 

Opposing singly the united strong, 

From foreign yoke to free tlie helpless native; — 

Alas! must nohle.st views, like an old song, 

Be for mcro fancy’s sport a thing creative? 

A jest, a riddle, fume through thin and thick sought? 
And Socrates himself but Wisdom’s Quixote ? 

XI. 

Cervantes smiled Spain’s chivalry away ; 

A single laugh demolish’d the right arm 
Of his own country ; — seklom since that day 

Has Spain had lieroes. While Romance could charm, 
The world gave ground before her^irigUt array ; 

And therefore liave his volumes done such harm, 

That all ihcir glory as a composition 
Was dearly purchased by his land’s perdition. 

XII. 

I ’m “ at my old Limes” — digression, and forgot 
The Lady Adeline Amundoville ; 

The fair nnio.st fatal Juan ever met. 

Although she was not evil nor meant ill ; 

But Destiny and Passion spread the net, 

• (Fate is a good excuse for our own will,) 

And caught thorn ; what do they not catch, metliinks ? 
But I ’m not CKdipus, and life ’s a sphinx. 


xni. 

I tell die tale as it is tdd, nor dare 9 
To venture a solution : ‘‘ Davus Aim V* 

And now 1 will proceed upon the j>(ir. 

Sw'eet Adeline., amid the gaj|)^Orki’s hum, 

Was the queen bee, tlie glass of ttU that ’s ; 

Whoso charms made all men speak, and won&dumb, 
The last ’s a miracle, and such was reckon’d, 

And since that time tliero lias not been a second. 

XIV. 

Chaste was she to detractiiui’s desperation, 

And wedded unto she had loved, well— 

A man known in the counciLs of the nation, 

Cool, and quite Fnglish, imperturbable, 

Though apt to act with fire U})on occasion, 

Proud of himst'lf and her ; the world could tell 
Naught against either, and botli seem’d secure— 

She in her virtue, he in his liauteur. 

XV. 

Jt chanced .some dipUmiatical rclritions, 

Arising out of business, otton brought 
Himself and Juan in their mutual stations 

Into close contact. Tliough reserved, nor caught 
By specious seeming, Juan’s youUi, and patience, 

And talent, on his haughty spirit wrought, 

And form’d a basis of esteem, whicrli ends 
111 making men what courtesy calls friends. 

. XVI. 

And thus Lord Henry, who was cautious as 
Reserve and pride could make him, and full slow 
n judging men — wlicn cnee his judgnnml was 
Deiermined, right or wrong, on frimid or foe, 

Had all tJie pertinacity pridt; has, 

Which knows no ebb to its imperious flow, 

And loves or hates, disdaining lo be guided, 

Because its ow n gotxl pl<*asurc lialh decided. 

XVII. 

His fricndsliips, therefore, and no less aversions, 

Though oft well founded, which confirm’d but more 
His prepitssi'ssions, like the lavvs of V’ersians 

Aik! Metier, would ne’er revoke what went before. 
His 'feelings had not lho.se strange fits, like tertians, 
t.)f common likings, which make some deplore 
What they should laugh at — the mere ague still 
Of men’s regard, the fiwer or the chill, 
xviii. 

’T i.s not in mortals lo command success; 

But iloytm innyriiy Seinpronius— don’< deserve it.’* 

AinI take my word, you won’t liavc any less: 

Be wary, watch tlie time, and always serve it ; 

Give gently way, where there ’s tof) great a jiress ; 

And for your conscience, only learn lo norve it^ 

For, like a racer or a Inixer training, 

’T will make, if jiroved, vast efforts without paining. 

XIX. 

Lord Henry also liked to be superior, 

As most men do, the little or the 
The very lowest find out an infisrior. 

At least tlicy think so, to exert tlwir state 
Upon : for there are very few tilings wearier 
Than solitary pride’s oppressive weiglit, 

Which mortals generously would divide, 

By bidding otliers carry while tliey ride, 

XX. 

In birth , in rank, in ibrt,uno likewise equal, 

O’er Juan he could no distinction claim ; 

In years be had the advantage of time’s sequel ; 

And, as he thouglit, in country much tliesame— * 
Because hold Britons have a tongue and free quill, 

At whicli all modem nations vainly aim; 

And the I..ord Henry was a great debater, 

So that few mennbors kept the House up later. 



XXI, 

ThvBe were iiSvkntages: and then he thought**^ 

Me fblbl6) Iwt by no means sinisteiv— 

Thaf few or none mofe Atmbiinself had caught 
Court mysteries, havmg been himself a minister : 
He liked to teach that wlfuoh he had been taught, 

* Andr greatly shone whenever there had heen*a stir ; 
And reconciled all qualities which grace man, 

Always a patriot, and sometimes a placeman. 

XXII. 

He liked the gentle Spaniard for his {gravity ; 

He almost honour’d him for his docility, 

Because, though young, he acfjuicsced witli suavity, 

' Or contradicted but with proud humility. 

He knew the world, and would not see depravity 
In faults which sometimes show the soil’s fertility, 
If that the weeds o’orlive not the first crop, — 

For then they are very difhcult to stop. 

XXIXI. 

And then he talk’d with him about Madrid, 
Constantinople, and such distant places ; 

Whore people always did as they were bid, 

Or did what they should not with foreign graces. 

Of courses also spake they : Henry rid 
Well, like most Englishmen, and loved the races : 
And Juan, like a trueborn Andalusian, 

Could back ahorse, as despots ride a Russian. 

XXIV. 

And thus acquaintance grew, at noble routs, 

And diplomatic dinners, or at other-— 

For Juan stood well lioth witli Ins and Outs, 

As in Freemasonry a higlujr brother. 

Upon his talent Henry had no doubts, 

His manner showM him sprung from a high mother ; 
And all men like to show their hospitality 
To him whose breeding marches with his qualify. 

XXV. 

At Blank-Blank Square ; — for we will break no scjUGU*es 
By naming streets ; since men are so censorious, 
And apt to sow an author’s wheat with lares, 

Reaping allusions private and inglorious, 

Where none were dreamt of, unto love’s affairs, 

Which were, or are, or are to be notorious, 

That therefore do I previously declare, 

Lord Henry’s mansion was in Blank-Blank Square. 

XXVI. 

Also there bin * another pious reason 

B^or making squares and streets anonymous ; 

Which is, that there is scarce a single season 
Which doth not shake some very splendid house 
With some slight hearb>quake of domestic treason— 

A topic scandal doth delight to rouse ; 

Such I might stumble over unawares, 

Unless I knew the veiy chastest squares. 

xxvii, 

*T is true, I might have chosen Piccadilly, 

A place where peccadilloes are unkaown ; 

But 1 have motives, whether wise or' silly, 

For letting that pure sanctuary alone. 

Therefore I name not square, street, place, ^until I 
Find one where nothing naughty can be shown, 

A vestal shrine of imiocence of heart : 

Such are — but I have lost the London chart. 

xxvni. 

At Henry’s mansion then in Blank-BUmk Square, 

Was Juan a recherdie, welcome guest, 

As many other noble scions were ; 

And some vrtio had but talent for their crest ; 

Or wealth, which is a passport everywhere ; 

Or even mere fashion, which indeed ’« the best 
Recommendation, and to be well dress’d 
Will very often supersede the rest. 


XXIX. 

And since ** there ’s safety in a multitude 
Of counsellors,” as Solomon has said, 

Or some one for him, in some sage grave moodc— 
Indeed we see tlie daily proof display’d 
In senates, at tine bar, in wordy feud, 

Where’er collective wisdom can parade, 

Which is the only cause that we can guess 
Of Britain’s present wealth and happiness 

XXX. 

But as there ’s safety grafted in the number 
Of counsellors” for men, — thus for the sex 
A large acquaintance lets not virtue slumber ; 

Or, should it shaktj, the choice will more perqje^c— 
Variety itself will more encumber. 

’Mid many rocks we guard mtx'e against wrecks ; 
And thus with women : howsoe’er it shock some’s 
Self-love, there’s safety in a crowd of coxcombs. 

XXXI. 

But Adeline had not the least occasion 
For such a shield, which leaves but little merit 
To virtue prof*er, or good education. 

Her chief resource was in her own high spirit 
Which judged mankind at tlieir due estimation ; 

And for c(X}uetry, she disdain’d to wear it : 

Secure of admiration, its imprcssifui 
Was faint, as of an every-day possession. 

XXXII. 

To all she w’os polite witJiout parade ; 

To some slie show’d attention of that kind 
Whicli flatters, hut is flat tery convey’d 
fn such a sort as cannot leave behind 
A trace unwortliy either wife or maid ; — 

A gentle genial courtesy of ruind, 

To those w’ho were, or pass’d for, meritorious, 

Just to console sad glory for being glorious : 

xxxn I. 

Wliich is in all respects, save, now and then, 

A dull and desolate appendage. Ciazo 
UfKui the shades of distinguish’d men 
Who were, or ari|||||fe of praise, 

The praise of porsdlHIn. Gaze again 
On the most favour^ and, amid the blaze 
Of sunset halos o’er llxr lai^-brow’d, 

What can yc recognise ?— j(|gilded cloud. 

xxxtv. 

There also was of course in Adeline 
That calm patrician p(ilish in ti»e address, 

Which ne’er can jiass the equinoctial line 
Of any thing which nature would express : 

Just as a Mandarin finds nothing fine, — 

At least his manner suffers not to guess 
That any thing he views can greatly please. 

Perhaps we have borrow’d this from the Chim 

xxxv^ 

Perhaps from Horace; his JVii admirari'' 

Was what he call’d the “ Art of Happiness i’ 

An art on which the artists greatly vary, 

And have not yet attain’d to much success. 
However, ’t is expedient to he wary : 

Indifference certes do n’t produce distress ; 

And rash enthusiasm in good society 
Were nothing but a mortd inebriety. 

XXXVI. 

But Adeline was not indifferent : for, 

(Now for a commonplace!) beneatli the 
As a volcano holds the lava more 

W itliin — et cetera, Sliall I go on ? — ^No ! 

I hate to hunt down a tired metaphor: 

So let the often-used volcano go. 

Poor thing ! how frequently, by me and others, 

Ithatii been stirr’d up, till its smoke quite smo^m I 



xxxvn. 

I *11 have another figure in a trice: 

What say you to a bottle of champagne ? 

Frozen into a very vinous ice, 

Which leaves few drops of that immortal rain, 

Yet in the very centre, past all price, 

. About a liquid glassful will remain ; 

And this is stronger than the strongest grape 
•Could e’er express in its expanded shape : 

xxxvirr. 

’T is the whole spirit brouglit to a quintessence ; 

And thus tlic chilliest aspects may concentre 
A hidden nectar under a cold presence, 

And sucitoar* many — tliough I only meant her 
From whom 1 now deduce these moral lessons, 

On which the Muse has always sought to enter 
And your cold pcoj)lc arc beyond all price, 

When once you *ve broken their confounded ice. 

XXXIX. 

But after all they are a North-West passage 
Unto the glowing India of the soul ; 

And as the good sliif^ sent upon that message 
Have not exactly ascertain’d the Pole, 

' (TlTough Parry’s efforts look a lucky presage,) 

Thus grutleinen may run upon a shoal ; 

For if the l^olo ’s not open, but all frost, 

(A chanee still,) ’t is a voyage or vckscI lost. 

XL. 

And young b(5ginnrrs may us well commence 
. \Vilh <juiet cruising o’er file ocean woman ; 

Wliilr* those who ’re not beginners, should have sense 
Enough to make for port, ere Time shall summon 
H'ilh his gray Kignal-flag ; and the past tense, 

The, dreary ‘‘ /i/iwus” of all things liunian, 

Must he d(T, lined, whilst life’s thin tliread’s spun out 
Hehveen the gaping heir and gnawing gout. 

XLI. 

But heaven must be diverted: its diversion 
Is somclinies truculent — hut never mind ; 

The world upon th(3 whole is worth the assertion 
(If hut fjr comfort) tliat all things ur|.ijkind; 

And that same devilish doctrine of the Persian, 

Of tlic two prinnjili^s, but leaves behind 
As many doubts as any other doctrine 
lUis ever puzzled faith withal, or yoked her in. 

Xl.Il. 

'J'lie Kiiglish winter — ending in July 

To recommence in August — ^now was done. 

’T is the postilion’s paradise: wheels fly ; 

Un roads east, south, north, west, there is a run. 
Hut ff)r post horses who finds symjailhy ? 

IVlau’s pity’s for himself or for his son. 

Always premising liia^ said son at college 

Has nut contracted much more debt than knowledge. 

XLni. 

The London winter’s ended in .Tuly — 

Sometimes a little later. 1 do n’t err 
In this ; wliatever other blunders lie 
U|>on my shoulders, here 1 must aver 
My Muse a glass of wcatherology, • 

For Parliament is our barometer ; 

Let Radicals its other acts attack, 

Its sessions form our only almanac. 

XLIV. 

When its quicksilver’s down at zero,-— lo ! 

Coach, chariot, luggage, baggage, equipage \ 
Wheels whirl from Carlton Palace to Soho, 

And happiest they who horses can engage ; 

The turnpikes glow witli dust, and Rotten Row 
Sleeps from tlie chivalry of this bright age: 

And tradesmen, w'ith long bills and longer faces, 
iSigh, as the postboys fasten on the traces. 


XIV. 

They and their bills, Arcadians both,*** are 
To tlie Greek kalends of another sasikSi. 

Alas! to them of ready cash bereH^ I- 
What hope remains ? Of hope th^HSu po«eniiiii^ 

Or generous draft, conceded os a gift, 

At a long date — till lliey can get a fresh one,— 
Hawk’d about at a discount, small or large j— 

Also the solace of an overcharge. 

XL VI. 

But these are trifles. Down ward flies my Lord, 
Nodding beside my Ladjain his carriage. 

Away ! away ! Fresh horses !” aroAftie word, 

And changed as quickly as hearts after marriage; 

The obsequious landlord hath the change restored ; 

The postboys have no reason to disparage 
Their fee ; but, ere tlie water’d wheels may hiss hence, 
The ostler pleads for a small reminiscence. 

XLVit. 

*T is granted; and tJie valet mounts the dickey— 

That gentleman of lords and gentlemen ; 

Also my Lady’s gentlewoman, tricky, 

’IVickM out, but modest more than poet’s pen 
Can paint, “ Cod viag^ino i riccW/’* 

(Excuse a foreign slipslop now and then, 

If but to show I ’ve traveled ; and what ’s travel, 

Unless it Usaches one to quote and cavil ?) 

XLVin. 

The London winter and the country summer 
Were well nigh over. ’T is porliatw a pity, 

When Nature wears the gown tliat dotli become her, 

I’o lose thos<^ host months in a sweaty city, 

And wait until the nightingale, grows dumber, 

Listening debates not very wise or witty, 

Ere patriots tlieir true couritry can remember 
But there ’h no shooting (save grotise) till September. 

XLIX. 

I ’vi! done with my tirade. Tlie world W’os gone ; 

The twice two ihoiiwamJ for whom f'arth was made, 
Wore vanish’d to be wliat they call alone,-— 

That is, with thirty servants for parade, 

As many guests or more ; before whom groan 
As many covers, duly, daily, laid. 

Let none accuse old England’s hospitality— 

Its quantity is but condensed to quality. 

L. 

Lord Henry and the l.ady Adeline 

IV’parted, like the rest of their com)>eer8, 

Tlie pi'crage, to a mansion very fme ; 

The Gothic Babul of a tliousand years. 

None than tiiem-sclves could boast a longer line, 

Where time tlirough heroes and through beauties steers ; 
AtkI oaks, as oklen as their pedigree, 

Told of their sires, a tomb in every tree. 

Ll. 

A paragraph in every paper told 
Of tlieir departure : such is modern fame : 

”1' is pity that it takes no further hold 

Than an advcriisemeTit, or much the same ; 

When, ere the ink be dry, the sound grows coUI. 

The Morning Post was foremost to proclaim— 
Departure, for his country-seat to-day, 

Lord H. Amundoville and I.ndy A. 

LII. 

We understand the splendid host intends 
To entertain, this autumn, a aclocl 
And numertnw party of his noble friends ; 

’Mid whom, we have heard from sources quite corrsct. 
The Duke of D— Uie shooting seoKoii spends 
With many more by rank and fashion dock’d 
Also a foreigner of high condition, 

The ciivo}' of the secret Russian mission.** 



tiin. 

And thfu wn see^^ho dout>t8 the Mending Post? 

(Whoie ar<IS^le« are like the “ thirty-nine,” 
wiich tho«e vnost swear to who believe them most) — 
Our fay EuSlS||aniard was ordain’d to shine, 
Deck’d by the rays reflected from his host,* 

With those who, Pope says, greatly daring dine.” 
’T is odd, but true,— last war, the news abounded * 
More with these dinners than the kill’d or wounded. — 


I LXl. 

! But in a higher niche, alone, but crown’d, 

The Virgin Mother of the God-bom child, 

With her son in her bless’d arms, look’d round, 
Spared by some chance when all bdflide was spoil’d 
She made the earth below seem holy ground. 

This may be superstition, weak or wild, 

But even the fiiinlcsl nslics of a shrine 
Of any worsliip wako some thoughts divine. 


LIV. 

As thus : On Tlnirsday there was a grand dinner ; 

Present, lords A. B. C.”v'Karis, dukes, by name 
Announced with IM loss pomp than victory’s winner: 

Then undemeatn, and in the very same 
Column: ** Date, Falmouth. There has lately been here 
The slap-dash regiment, so w'ell known to fame; 
Whose loss in the late action we regret : 

Tlie vacancies are fill’d up — see Gazette.” 

LV. 

To NoriNEui Abbey whirl’d the noble pair, 

An old, old monastery once, and now 
Still older mansion, of a rich and rare 
Mix’d Gothic, such an artists all allow 
Few specimens yet left us can compare 
Withal : it lies perhaps a little low, 

Because the monks preftjrr’d a hill behind, 

To shelter tlnjir devotion from the wind. 

nvi. 

It stood eml>osom’d in a happy valley, 

Crown’d by high woodlands, where tlie Druid oak 
Stood like Caractacus in act to rally 
His host, with broad arms ’gainst, the thunder-stroke ; 
And from beneath his bouglis were seen to sally 
I’lie dappled foresticrs — as day awoke, 

The branching stag swept down with all his herd, 
quad' a bro(jk whicti murmur’d like a bird. 

LVII. 

Before the mansion lay a lucid lake, 

Broad as transparent, deep, and freshly fix! 

By a river, which its soften’d way did take 
In currents through the calnaer water spread 
Around : the wild fowl nestled in the brake 
And sedges, brooding in their litpiid bed: 

The w oods sloped downw’ards to its brink, and stood 
With their green faces fix’d upon the flooiL 

LVIII. 

Its outlet dash’d into a deep cascade, 

Sparkling with foam, until again subsiding 
Its shriller echoes — like an infant made 
Q,uict — sank into softer ripples, gliding 
Into a rivulet ; and, allay’d, 

Pursued its course, now gleaming, and now hiding 
Ite windings tlirough the woods ; now clear, now blue. 
According as the skies their shadows threw. 

nix, 

A glorious remnant of the Gothic pile 

(While yet the church was Rome’s) stood half apart 
In a grand arch, which once screen’d many an aisle. 

These last had disappear’d — a loss to art : 

The first yet frown’d superbly o’er the soil, 

And kindled feelings in the rougliest heart, 

Which mourn’d the power of lime’s or tempest’s march, 
In gazing on that venerable arch. 


I.XII. 

A mighty window, hollow in tlic centre, 

Shorn of its glass of thousand colourings, 

Through which tltc deepen’d glories once could enter 
Streaming from off the siiti like seraplfs-ivings, 
Now yawns all desolate : now loud, now fainter, 

The gal(! swcopw through its fretwork, and oft sing 
The owl his antiie.ni, where the silenced quire 
Lie with their Imllelujahs quench’d like fire. 

LXIIJ. 

But in the noontide of tile moon, and when 
Thu wind is winged from oi/*-o(>int of heaven, 
There moans a strange unearln ^ ftfuind, which then 
Is ni!jsical — a dying accent: driven 
Through the huge arch, which soars Jiiid sinks again. 

Some det'in it hut the distant echo given 
Back to the. iiight-wdnd by tlie waterfall, 

And harmonized by th^' old choral wall: 

nxiv. 

Others, that some original shape or form, 

Shaped by decay fierchance, liath given the power 
(I’hough less than that of Mernnon’s statue, warm 
In Egypt’s rays, to Jiarp at a fix’d hour) 

To this gray ruin, wnlh a voice to cliarni. 

Sad, but sercMif, it sweeps o’»;r tree or tower: 

The cause 1 know' not, nor can solve; but such 
The fact : — 1 ’ve heard it, — oru-e perhaps too much. 

nxv. 

Amid tlie court a Gothic fountain play’d, 

Symmetrical, but deck’d with carvings quaint — 
Strange facias, like to men in masquerade, 

An<l here perhaps a moiist<T, there, a saint : 

The spring rush’d through grim luoiilhs, of granite nia 
And sparkled into liasins, where, it spent 
Its little torrent in :i thousand bubbles, 

Like man’s vain glory, and his vainer troubles. 

LWl. 

The mansion’s self was vast and venerable, 

With more of the monastic than has been 
Elsewhere preserved : the cloisters still were stable, 
The cells too and refectory, I ween : 

An ex(|uisite small chapol h^ been al)le, 

Still iiiiiinpair’d, to decorate the scone ; 

The rest had been reform’d, replaced, or sunk, 

And spoke more of the baron tlian the monk. 

liXVIl. 

Huge Iiall.s, long galleries, spacious chambers, join’d 
By no quite lawful marriage of tlie arts, 

Might shock a connoisseur ; but, when combined, 
Form’d a whole which, irregular in parts, 

Yet left a grand iiflpression on tlie mind, 

At least of those whose eyes are in their hearts. 
We gaze upon a giant for his stature, 

Nor judge at first if all het true to nature. 


LX. 

. Witliin a niche, nigh to its pinnacle, 

I'welve saints had once sUxid sanctified in stone : 
But these had fallen, not when the friars fell. 

But in the war which struck Charles from his throne, 
When each house was a fortalice— as tell 
The annals of full many a line undone ,~- 
The gallant cavaliers, who fought in vain 
For those who know not to resign or reign. 


LX VIII. 

il barons, molten the next generation 
To silken row.s of gay and garter’d earls, 
Glanced from the walls in goodly preservation ; 

And Lady Marys, blooming into girls, 

With fair long locks, had also kept ftieir station ; 

And countesses mature in robes and pearls: 
Also some beauties of Sir Peter Lely, 

Wliose drafiery hinte w« may admire them freely 





LXIX, 

Judges, in very formidable ermine, 

Were there, with brows that did not much invito 
The accused to think their lordships would determine 
His cause by leaning mucJi from might to right : 
Bishops, who had not left a single sermon ; 

Attorneys-general, awful to the sight, 

‘As hinting more (unless our judgmonts warjj us) 

•Of the “ Star Chamber” tlian of “ Habeas Corpus.’ 

LXX. 

Generals, some all in armour, of the old 
And iron time, ere lead had ta’en the lead ; 

Otliers in wigg of Marlborough’s martial fold, 

Huger than j^wclvo of our degenorato breed ,* 
Lordlings, with staves of white or keys of grjid ; 

Nimrods, whose canvass scarce containM the steed ; 
And hero and there some stern high patriot stood, 
Who could not get the place for which he sued. 

* LXXl. 

Rut, ever and anon, to sooth your vision, 

Fatigued with these hereditary glories, 

There rose a Carlo Dolce or a Titian, 

Or wilder group oi%avagc Salvatore’s : * 

HqyaB danced Albano’s boys, and here the sea shone 
In Vernet’s ocean lights ; and there the stories 
Of martyrs awed, as Spagnolelto tainted 
His brush with all tlie blood of all the sainted. 

T.XXII. 

Here sweetly spread a landscape of Lorrair?e ; 

There Rembrandt made! his darkness equal light, 
*()r glof)my Caravaggio’s gloomier stain 

Bronzed o’er some iorui and stoic anchorite:— 

Rut lo! a Teniers woos, and not in vain, 

Your tiycs to revel in a livelier sight: 

His bel'i-month’d g)bli‘t makes me feel quite Danish® 
Or Dutch with thirst — What ho! a flask of Rhenish. 

T-xxirr. 

nh, reader! if tliat thou cansi read, — and know 
’J" IS not enough to spell, or even to rcaj], 

I’i* constitute a reader; thercr must go 

Virtues of which both you and I have need, 
h’irstly, begin with the beginning, (ihougli 
'I’fiat clause is hard,) and secondly, proceed; 
Thirdly, commence not with llie end — or, sinning 
In this sort, end at least, with the beginning. 

LXXIV. 

Rul, read*’;-, thou hast patient b<’*m *»f late, 

Wliile I, without remorse of rhyme, or fear, 

Have built and laid out ground at such a rate, 

Dan Phmhus takes mt» for an auctioneer. 

Tliat poets were so from their earliest date, 

By Homer’s “ Catalogue of Ships” is clear ; 

Rut a mere mf)*lem must !)♦• moderate — 

1 Sparc you, then, the furniture and plat*\ 

nxxv. 

The mellow autmnn came, and with it came 
The promised party, to enjoy its sweets. 

The corn is cut, the manor full of game ; 

The pointer ranges, and the sportsman beats 
In russet jacket lynx-like is his aim^ 

Full grows his bag, and wonder/wl his feats. 

Ah, nut-brown partridges ! ah, brilliant pheasants! 

And ah, yc poachers! ’t is no sport for peasants. 

LXXVI. 

An Knglish autumn, though it hath no vinos, 

Blushing with Bacchant coronals along 
The paths, o’er which the fair festoon entwines 
The red grape in the sunny lands of song, 

Hath yet a purchased choice of choicest wines ; 

•The claret light, and the madeira strong. 

If Britain mourn her bleakness, we can tell her, 

The very best of vineyards is the cellar. 


ixxnt* 

Then, if she hath not. Uiat serene dsetine . ^ 

Which mokes the soutliem autumn’s day appear 
As if ’t would to a Second spring resign , ^ ‘ * 

The season, rattier than to winter 
Of in-door comforts still she hath a mme,— 

The seacool fires, tlie earliest of the year ; 

Without doors too she may compete in mellow, 

As what is lost in green is gain’d in yellow. 

I,XXV1II. 

And for the elfcminatc 

Rife with more horns tharUioimds— she hath the diaae, 
So animated that, it might allure a - 
Saint from his heads to join the. joKind race ; 

Even Nimrod’s self might leave the plains of Dura,* 

And wear the Melton jacket for a space 
If she hath no wild boars, she halli a tamo 
Preserve of bores, who ought lo be made game. 

I.XXIX. 

The noble guests, assembled at the Abliey, 

Consisted of— we give tlie sex the jmw— 

The Duchess of Fitz-Fulko ; the Countess Crabbey ; 

The Ladies, Seilly, Buscy ; Miss Ecl&t, 

Miss Bornbazecn, Miss Mackstay, Miss O’ Tabby, 

And Mrs. Rabbi, the rich banker’s squaw : 

Also the H(»nourable Mrs. Sleep, 

Who look’d a while lamb, yet was a black sheep. 

I. XXX. 

With other CountesRCK of Blank — ^l>ut rank ; 

At once the “ lie” and the “ elite” of crowds ; 

Who pass like water filter’d in a tank. 

All purged and pious from their native clouds 
Or paper turn’d t<* money by the Bank : 

♦ No matter liow or why, the passport shrouds 
The “ pa.sseo” and the past ; for good society 
Is no less famed for t.<*!crancc than piety : 

LXXXI. 

That is, up to a certain point ; which point 
Forms the most difficult in punctuation. 

Appearances appear to flirm the joint 
On w'hich it hinges in a higher station ; 

And so tliat no *‘x’plosion cry “ aroint 
J^hec, witch!” or each Modea has her Jason 
Or, (to the point with Horace and with Pulci,) 

” Omne tulit punctum^ qiiic mincait utilv duld. 

l.XXXTT. 

I can’t exactly trac** their rule of right, 

Which hath a lillle leaning to a lottery ; 

I ’ve Rocn a virtuou.s woman put down quite 
By the mere c*>rnbinatif)n of u coterie: 

Also a Ko-so matron boldly fight 
Her way hack to die worl*! by dint, ofploltery, 

An*i shine the very Siria of the spheres, 

E.scapiwgwith a few' slight scarlos.s sneers. 

Lxxxin. 

T Ve seen more than I ’ll say : — ^l)Ut we will see 
How our villee^ffiatura wull get on. 

The party might consist of thirty-three 
Of highest caste — the Brarnins of the ton. 

I ’vc named a few, not foremost in degree, 

But ta’en at hazard as the rhyme may run. 

By way of sprinkling, scatter’d ammig theee, 

There also were some Irish absentees. 

t LXXxiv?^ 

There was Parolles, too, the legal bully, 

Who limits all his 'battles to the bar 
And senate: when invited elsewhere, truly, 

He shows more appetite for words than war. 

The.re was the young bard Rackrhyme, who had newly 
Come out and glimmer’d os a six-weeks’ star. 

There was Lord Pjrrrho, too, the great free fliinker ; 
And Sir John Pottledeep, the mighty drinker. 



htXKY, XCIII. 


There mtaa tlie Duke of Dash, who was a<*-<iuke, 

, “ Ay, every ipch a” duke ; there were twelve [>eers 
Like Charleniagi^’s~-and all such peers in look 
And intettecOthat neither eyes nor ears 
For commoners bad ever tliem mistook. 

There were the six Miss Ra^vbolds—* pretty dears 5 
All song and sentiment ; whoso hearts were set 
Less on a convent than a coronet. 

LXXXVI. 

There were four Honourable Misters, whose 
Honour was more before th^ir names than after;, 
There was the prei|j|.Chevaiier do la Ruso, 

Whom Prance and fortune lately deign’d to woil here 
Whose chiefly hiirralesa t^ein was to amuse ; 

But the Cluhs found it rather serious laughter, 
Because — such was hig magic power to please,— 

The dice seem’d charm’d too with his repartees. 

LXXXVII. 

There was Dick Dubious, the metaphysician, 

Who loved philosophy and a good dinner ; 

Angle, the soi-disant rnathematicjan \ 
fSir Henry Silver-cup, the great race-'^inner ; 

There was the Reverend Rodomont Precisian ; 

Who did not hate so much tJic sin as sinner; 

And Lord Augustus Fitz-Plautagonet, 

Good at all things, but beticr at a bet, 

i.xxxvm. 

There was Jack Jargon, the gigantic guardsman ; 

And General Fireface, famous in the field, 

A groat tactician, and no l(‘ss a swordsman, 

Who ate, last war, more Yankees than he kill’d. 
There was the waggish Welsli Judge, Jefferies Hardsmon, 
In his grave office so completely skill’d, 

That when a culprit came for condemnation, 

He had his judge’s joke for consolation. 

LXXXIX. 

Good company ’s a chess-board— tlicre are kings, 
Q,ueens, bishops, knights, rooks, pawns; the world’s a 
Save that the puppets pull at their own strings ; [game; 

Mt^thinks gay Punch hath Romething of the same. 

My Muse, the butterfly, hatli but her wings, 

Not stings, and flits through ether without aim, 
Alighting rarely : were she but a hornet, 

Perhaps there might be vices which would mourn it. 
xc. 

I had forgotten — but must not forget — 

An orator, the latest of the session, 

Who had deliver’d well a very set 

Smooth speech, his first, and maidenly transgression 
Upon debate : the papers echoed yet 

With this debfli, which made a strong impressian. 

And rank’d with what is every day display’d — 
o The best first speech that ever yet was made.” 


Strongbow was like a new-tuned harpsichord ; 

But Longbow wild as an Ailolian harp, 

With which the winds of heaven can claim accord, 
And make a music, whether flat or sharp. 

Of tStrongbow’s talk you would not change a word ; 

At Longbow’s phrases you might sometimes carp: 
Both wits — one born so, and the other bred, 

This by his heart— liis rival by his head. 

xciv. 

If all these seem a heterogeneous mass, 

To be assembled at a country-seat, 

Yet think a specimen of every class 
Is better than a humdrum t6tc-h-t6te, t; „ 

The days of comedy are gone, alas ! 

When Congreve’s fool could vie with MoU^re’s Mi- 
Society is smoothed to that excess, 

That maimers hardly differ more Uian dress. 

xcv. 

Our ridicules arei kept in the back ground, 

Ridiculous onougli, but also dull ; 

Professions too are no more to be fo^^nd 
Proffssional ; and there is naught to cull 
Of f(»liy’s fruit ; for though your fools abound, 

They ’re barren, and not worth the pains to pull. 
Society is now one polish’d horde, 

Form’d of two mighty tribes, the Bores and Bared, 

X('rj. 

But from being farmers, we turn gleaners, gleaning 
The scanty but right well thresh’d cars of truth; 
And, gentle reader ! when you gather moaning, 

You may be Boaz, and 1 — motle-sl Ruth. 

Further I ’d <iuote, but Scri))ture, intervening, 
Forbids. A great impression in my youth 
Was made by Mrs, Adams, where she cries 
That scri[)Uires out of church are blasphemies. 

xevir. 

But when we can, we glean In this vile age 
Of chaff, although our gleanings be not grist. 

I must imt ijuiic omit the talking sage, 

Kit-Cat, the famous conversalionist, 

Who, in his commonplace book had a page 

Prepared (‘ach morn for evenings, “ List, oh list ! 
Alas, poor ghost!” — VVliat unexpected woes 
Await those who have studied their boiis-mots ! 

xrviii. 

Firstly, they must allure the itouversation 
By many windings to their clever cliiKjh 
And secondly, must let slij) no ocitasion, 

Nor bale (abate) their hearers of an inrh^ 

But take, an ell — and make a great sensation, 

If possible; and thirdly, never flinch 
Wht'n some smart talker puts them to the tost, 

But seize tlic Inst word, which no doubt ’s the best. 


XCI. XCJX. 

Proud of his “ Hear hims !” proud too of his vote, Lord Henry and his lady were the hosts ; 

And lost virginity of oratory, The party we have touch’d on were tlio guests : 

Proud of his learning, Oust enough to quote,) Their table was a board to tempt even ghosts 

He revell’d in his Ciceronian glory ; To pass the Siyx for more substantial feasts. 

With memory excellent to get by rote, I will not dwell upon ragouts or roasts, 

Witii wit to hatch a pun or tell a story, Albeit all human lustory attests 

Graced with some merit and with more effrontery, That happiness for man— the hungry sinner !— 

“ His country’s pride,” ie came down to the country. Since Eve ate apples, much depends on dinner. 

xcii. 

There also were two wits by acclamation, IjBiess tho lands which flaw’d with milk and hon-, 

‘ Longbow from Ireland, Strongbow from the Tweed, lie Id out unto the hungry Israelites : 

Both lawyers, and both men of educAition ; To this wc ’ve added since die love of money, 

But Stronghow’s wit was of more polish’d breed : The only sort of pleasure which requites. 

Longbow was rich in an imagination Youth fades, and leaves our days no longer sunny ; 

As beautiful and bounding as a steed, We tire of mistresses and parasites ; 

But RometiiD^ stumbling over a potato, — [Cato. But oh, ambrosial cash ! ah ! who would lose thee ? 

While Stronjjjbow’s best things miglit have come from Wlien we no more can use, or even abuse thee ! 





ci. 

The geniiemen goi up betimes to shoot, 

Or hunt ; Uie young because they liked tlie sport— 
The first thing boys like after play and fruit : 

The middle-aged, to make the day more short ; 

For enmii is a growth of English root, 

. Though nameless in our language ; we retort 
The fact for words, and let tlie French translate 
That awful yawn which sleep cannot abate. 

cii. 

The elderly walk’d through the library, 

And tumbled books, or criticised the pictures, 

Or saunter’d through tlie gardens piteously, 

And madti»u{]M!»n the hothouse several strictures, 

Or rode a nag which trotted not too high, 

Or on the morning papers rf ad their lectures, 

Or on the watch their longing eyes would fix, 
Longing, at sixty, for tlie hour of six. 

cm. 

But none were “ g^nd the great hour of union 
Was rung by dinner’s knell ; till tlien all were 
Masters of their owii^inie — or in communion, 

* Or solitary, as tliey chose to bear 
Thtfliours, which how to pass is but to few known. 

Eacli rose up at ids own, and had to spare 
What time he chose for dress, and broke his fast 
Where, when, and how ho chose for that repast. 

CIV, 

The ladies — sorao rouged, some a little pale — 

• Met, the morn as they might. If fine, they rode,, 

Or walk’d ; if fixil, they read, or told a talc ; 

Sung, or reliearsed the last dnnee from abroad; 
Discuss’d the fasliioii which might next prevail ; 

And settled hoimets by the newest C(.k1c; 

Or cramniM twelve sho.cts into one little letter, 

To make each correspondent a new debtor. 

cv. 

For some had ab.'^iuit lovers, nil had friends. 

The earth has nothing like a she epistle, 

And hardly heaveti — because it never ends. 

1 lov(‘. the mystery of a female missal, 

W'hich, like a creed, ne’er says all it intends, 

But full of cunning as TTlysses’ \vhisll(‘, 

When he allured poor Dolou: — you had better 
Take care wliat you reply to such a letter. 

cvi. 

Then there were billiards ; cards too, but no dice , 

Save in the (31ubs no man of honour plays ; — 

Boats when ’t was water, skaiting when ’t was ice, 

And the hard frosts destroy’d the scenting days : 

And angling t(K>, that solitary vice, 

Whatever Isaac Walton sings or says: 

The qtiaint, old, cruel coxcomb, in his gullet 
Should have a hook, and a small trout to pull it.* 

evil. 

With evening came the banquet and the wine ; 

The conversazione ; the duet, 

Attuned by voices more or less divine, 

(My heart or head aches with the memory yet.) 

The four Miss Rawbolds in a glee wouM shine ; 

But the two youngest loved more to be set 
Down to tlie harp — because to music’s charms 
They added graceful necks, white hands and arms* 

cvni. 

Sometimes a dance (thougli rarely on field days, 

For then the gentlemen were rather tired) 

Display’d some sylph-like figures in ite maze ; 

Then there was small-tolk ready when required ; 
Flitiiation — but decorous ; the mere praise 
Of charms that should or should not be admired ; 

The hunters fought their fox*hunt o’er again, 

And th^n retreated soberly— at ten. 


eix. 

The politicians, in a nook apart, ^ ^ 

Discuss’d the world, and settled all th# spheres ; . # 

The wits watch’d every loop-hole for thgjir art, 

To introduce a bon-mot heed and cars ; 

Small is the rest of those who would be smart— ^ 

A moment’s good tiling may have cost them years 
Before they find an hour to introduce it, 

And tlien, even then, some bore may moke them lose it 

cx. 

But all was gentle and aristocratic 
In this our party ; polishfl, smootli, and cold, 

As Phidian fonns cut out of marble ^jLttic, 

There now are no Squire Westerns, as of old; 

And our Sophias are not so emphatic. 

But fair as then, or fairer to behold. 

We ’ve no accomplish’d blackguards, like Tom Jones, 
But gentlemen in stays, as stiff as stones. 

cxr. 

They separated at on early hour; 

That is, ere midnight — which is London’s noon : 

But in the country, ladies seek their bower 
A little earlier than the waning moon. 

Peace to the slumbers of each folded flower — 

May the rose call hack its true colours soon! 

Good hours of fair chocks arc the fairest tinters, 

I And lower the price of rouge— at least some winters. 


CANTO XIV. 


I. 

If from great Nature’s, or our own abyss 
Of thought, we could bur snaicli a certainty, 
Perhaps mankind might find tlie path they miss— 

But th<ii ’t would spoil much good philosophy. 

One system eats another U}>, and tliis 
Much as old .Saturn ato his progeny ; 

Fur when his pious consort gave him stones 
In lieu of sons, of these he made no bones. 

II, 

But system doth reverse, the Titan’s breakfast, 

And eats her parents, albeit the digestion 
Is diificult. Pray tell me, can you make fust, 

After due search, your faith to any question ? 

.ook back o’er ages, ere unto tlus stake fast 
You bind yourself, and call some mode the best one. 
Nothing more true than not to trust your senses; 

And ycl what are your other (widenccs? 

III. 

'or me, I know naught ; nothing I deny, 

Admit, rt'ject, contemn ; and what know you, 
Ixcept perhaps that you were born to die ? 

And both may after all turn out untrue. 

An age may come, font of eternity, 

When nothing shall be either old or new. 

Death, so call’d, is a thing which makes men weepf 
And yet a third of life is pass’d in sleep. 

IV, 

A sleep without dreams, after a rough day 
Of toil, is what we covet most ; and yet 
How clay shrinks back from more quiescent clay ! 

The very suicide that pays his debt 
t once wdtliout instalments (an old way 
Of paying debts, whidi creditors regret) 

Lets out imfiaticntly his rushing breath, 
joss from disgust of life than dread of death. 



T. - 

•T i« r«und him, near him, here, there, Wwy vdiero ; 

, there ’e/L courage which grows otit m fear, 
Perha]!Hi of all. most desperate, which will dare 
The worst to asow when the mountains rear 
Their peaks beneath yoiir human foot, and there 
You look down o’er the precipice, and drear 
The gulf of rock yawns,— you can’t gaze a minute 
Widmut an awful wish to plunge within it. 

Yl. 

*T is true, you do n’t— but, pale and struck with terror, 
Retire: but look into youvipast :^pres8ion ! 

And you will find, ^ough shuddering at the mirror 
Of your own thoughts, in all their self-confession, 

The lurking bias, be it truth or error, 

To the unknown ; a secret prepossession, 

To plunge with all your fears — ^but where ? You know not, 
And that ’s the reason why you do— or do not 

VII. 

But what ’s this to the purpose ? you will say. 

Gent, reader, nothing; a mere speculation, 

For which my sole excuse is — ’t is my way. 

Sometimes with and souietirnos without occasion, 

1 write what ’s uppermost without delay ; 

This narrative is not meant for narration, 

But a mere airy and fantastic basis, 

I'o build up common things widi commonplaces. 

VIII. 

You know, or don’t know, that great Bacon saith, 

“ Fling up a straw, ’t will show tlic way tlic wind blows 
And such a straw, borne on by liuman breath, 

Is poesy, according as die mind glows ; 

A paper kite which flics ’twixt life and death, 

A shadow which the onward soul bohin<l throws 
And mine ’s a bubble not blown up for praise, 

But just to play witli, as an infant plays. 

IX. 

7'he world is all before mo— or behind ; 

For I have seen a portion of tliat same, 

And quite enough for tno to keep in mind ; — 

Of passions, too, I Ve proved enough to blame, 

To the great pleasuro of our friends, mankind, 

Who like to mix some slight alloy wiUi fame : 

For I was rather famous in my time, 

Until I fairly knock’d it up with rhyme. 

X. 

[ have brought this world about my oars, and eke 
The other: that ’s to say, Uie clergy — who 
Upon my head have bitl their thumlers break 
In pious libels by no means a few, 

And yet I cant help scriblding once a week, 

Tiring old readers, nor discovering now. 

[n youth 1 wrote because my mind was full, 

And now because I foel it growing dull. 

XI. 

But “ why Uien publish — There are no rewards 
Of fame or profit, when die grows weary. 

I ask in turn,— why do you play at cards ? 

Why drink ? Why read ?— To make some hour less 
It occupies me to turn back regards [dreary. 

On what I Ve seen or ponder’d sad or cheeiy ; 

And what 1 write I cast upon the stream, 

To swim or sink — I have had at least ray dream. 


XIII. 

Besides, my Muse by no means deals in Action ; 

She gathers a repertoiy of facts. 

Of course with some reserve and slight restriction, 
But mostly sings of human things and acts — 

And that ’s one cause she meets with contradiction ; 

For too much truth, at first sight, ne’er attracts ; 
And wore her object only w'hat ’s call’d glory. 

With more ease too, she ’d tell a different story. 

XIV. 

Love, war, a tempest — surely there ’s variety ; 

Also a seasoning slight of lucubration ; 

A bird’s-eye view too of that wild, Society ; 

A slight glance thrown on men of every station. 

If you have naught else, iiere ’s at least satiety 
Both in performance and. in preparation ; 

And thougii these lines should only line portmantaai* 
Trade will be all the better for tliese cantos. 

XV. 

The portion of this world which I at present 
Have taken up to fill liie fldlowing sermon, 

Is one of which there ’s no description recent : 

The reason why is easy to detei*.nine : 

Althoiigli it seems both jiromincnt and pleasant, 
There is a sameness in its gems and ermine, 

A dull and family likeness through all ages, 

Of no great promise for poetic pages. 

XVI. 

Witli much to excite, there ’s little to exalt ; 

Nothing that sjieaks to all men and all limes ; 

A sort of varnish over every fault ; 

A kind of commonplace, even in their crimes; 
Factitious passions, wit witliout miadi salt, 

A want of that true nature which sublimes 
Whate’er it shows with truth ; a smooth monotony 
Of character, in those at least who have got any. 

XVTI. 

Somelirnes, indeed, like soldiers off parade?, 

They break their rank.s and gladly leave the drill ; 
B«it then tlic roll-call draws them back afrai«l, 

And tlicy must bi? or s(?cm what they wc.re : still 
Doubtless it is a brilliant masquerade ; 

But when of tiie first sight you have had your fill, 

It palls — at least it did so upon mo, 

This paradise of pleasure and ennui. 

XVIII. 

When we have made our love, and gamed our gam 
Dress’d, voted, shone, and, may be, sornt.'thing mo 
With dandies dined ; heard senators declaiming ; 

Seen beauti«;s brought to market by the score ; 

Sad rakes to sadfler husbands chastely taming ; 

'rhere ’s little left but to be bored or bore. 

Witness tliose “ ci~dex)(mi jmneo Jirnmnett ” who stoi 
The stream, nor leave the world which Icaveth then 

XIX. 

’T is said — indeed a general complaint — 

That no one has succe(?ded in describing 
The month exactly as iliey ought to paint. 

Some say, tliat authors only snatch, by bribing 
The jiorter, som^ slight scandals strange and quain 
To furnish matter for their moral gibing ; 

And that their hooks have but one style in common 
My lady’s prattle, filter’d through her woman. 


XIK. 

I tnink that were I cerlmn of success, 

I hardly could compose another line : 

So long I battled either more or less, 

That no defeat can drive me from the Nine. 


This feeling ’t is not easy to express, 

And yet ’tis not affected, I opne. 

there are two pleasures for your choosing— 
,!|iii bne is wiimingj ai^ the other losing. 


XX. 

^[;J3ut this can’t well be true, just now ; for writers 
Are grown of the beau monde a part potential: 

I ’ve seen them balance oven the scale with fightei 
Especially when young, for that ’s essential. 
Why do their sketches fail them as inditers 
Of, what they deem tliemselves most consequent 
The real portrait of the highest tribe? 

’T 18 that, in fact, there ’s little to describe. 
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xxt. 

“ Head ignara loquor iheso are nugtg, “ (piarum 
Par« parva/«i.” but still art and part. 

Now I could inucii more easily sketch a haram, 

A battle, wreck, or hislory of tlie heart, 

Phan these thinj^s ; and bcssides, I wish to spare ^ein 
, For reasons whicli I choose to k^ep apart. 

Vrtabo CtretiA saaiim qui vul,^arit,^^ 

* Which means, that vulgar poopie must not share it. 


xxn. 

And lljcreforo what I throw off is ideal-~ 

Lowt*,r’d, leaven’d like a history of Frecinasoiis ^ 
■Which bears tho same rtlalioii to the real, 

As thiptein^arry’s voyage may do to Jason’s. 
The grand Arcanum ’s not f!jr men to sei^ all ; 

My music has some mystic diapasons; 

And tltere is much which could not be apprtxiatod 
In any manner by the uiiinit iaied. 

^ xxm. 

Alas ! worlds fall — and woman, since she fell’d 
The world, (as, siucc that history, less polite 
Tlian true, hath bee^ a creed soslrjetly hold.) 

Has not yet given up the practice quite. 

JWr tiling of usages! coerced, cotnpcli’d, 

Victim when wrong, and martyr ofl. uhen right, 
f^^ondenui’d to ehikl-hed, as nnai for their sins, 
Have shaving too outaird upon their chins, — 


A V . 

daily plague, which, in the aggregate. 

May average the whole with partu tiom 
But as to women, who ran pc'nelrate 

The real suderings of their slio coriditioii ? 
Man’s very symptithy with their estate 

Has much of seltlsliucs.-i and iiuire. sttspicion. 
I'licir lov< , their \irrue, heauiv, ediic.afion, 
Bui form good luiui-ckoepcn- to breed a nation. 


• wv. 

All tlTis were very e,('!l, and cati'f be heller; 

Hut even this is ditiicult, Heaven Imows! 

So inatiy troubles iVoin her birth heset her, 

Such small (iiatiuetiun between friend--; and il)e^■ 
Tiie. gilding wears soon I’nuu ^'ill’liet ti-tler, 

Tliat but ask any woman if she ’d cliouse 

('fake her at thirty, that is) t,o have been 
l'’cnialc or male ? a school-iioy or a queen? 


XXVI, 

‘‘ Petticoat Influeucc” is a great reproach. 

W’hi<!h even llios<- who ohev would fain bo tli(»ughl 
To fly from, as from liuMgrv piles a roach; 

But, since hi neath it upftn earth \\t‘ arc brought 
By various joltings of lif<‘’s liuckncy-coaoh, 

I for one veneriiti' a pettieuiil- 
A garment of a mystical sublimity, 

No matter whether rus-uet, silk, or dimity. 


XX vti. 

Much 1 respect, and much I have adored. 

In my young days, that clmste and g«M>dly veiL 
Which holds a treasure like a miser’s hoard, 
And more attracts by all it doth conceal— 

A golden .scabbard on a DaTna.si|Uc sw9rd, 

A loving letter with a mystic seal, 

A euro for grief— for what can over rankle 
Before a petticoat and pee[>ing ancle '/ 

XXVIII, 

And when upon a dlent, sullen day, 

With a Sirocco, for example, blowing,— 
When even the sea looks dim wdth all ita spray 
And sulkily the river’s ripple ’s flowing, 
the sky show.? tliat very ancient gray, 

The sober sad antithesis to glowing,— 

’T is pleasant, if tfien any tiling i.s pleasant, 

To calcli a glimpse even of a pretty peasant. 

• 4 A 
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XltlX. 

We left our heroes aud our heroines ^ 

In tliat fair clime which don’t depend 6n climate^' 
duite independent of the Zodisc’s sigrai, 

'I'liough certainly more diflicult to rhyme at, 

Because the sim and stars, and aught that shinog, 
Mountains, and all we can bo must sublime at. 

Are there oft, dull and lircarv as a </■««— 

Whetlier a sky’s or tradesman’.*?, is all one. 

, XXV. 

And in-door life is less p?>c^ical ; 

And oiii-of-dt»or Itafli showt'ns, and niisls, and gleet, 
Willi which t could nut brew a pa.storal. 

But he it us it may. a bard must meet 
All difliuilfics, vvhotiier grem, or email, 

"J'o spoil ui-< unijertakinj. or cumplefe, 

And work avva\ like spirit upon matter, 

|jIriibarra:..N'd .sonw’wiiat Ivith witlj (ire and water* 

XXXI. 

Juan — in this respect at least like saints— 

Was all tliing.s uulo people of all sorts, 

And lived conl<*iit,ei,ihq witlioui ctT-mplamt.s, 

111 camps, in ship, in cotiago', or courts — 

Born vvitb that happy soul wliitdi si'Mom faints, 

Ami initigling modi;.stiy in toils or sport.s. 
lie likevvii*c could be most things to all women, 

Without the lAOiCombry of certain sha men. 

X'XXU, 

A f(r<-h'inl to a (Inrugner is .strange; 

’T is also sul>‘p-ct to the double danger 
(.>f tumbling first, and having in cxchangi’ 

Some pleasant ji^iting at the awkward strangor; 

But Juan bail been early tnught to ningo 
The wild-:, us doili an Arab tunul avenger. 

So that bis hoise. or charger, hunter, haedt, 

(vnew lliat he had a ridci on liis back. 

XX Kill. 

And nor. in l)!;?' new fold, w ifli soim* applaii.s'c, 

He eb'arM hedge, ditch, and double post, mid rail, 
Aud never cra/e ./. ' and nude but lew pus/* 

And oalyficlt.-d uheu ilic scent ’gan fail. 

He brola*, ’t I*, true, sour- sluhiles of the laws 
Of hunting — f >r die t-iigesl youih is i'raii ; 

Bixie o’er the bouiak-', it may b< , rvuv and tlien, 
iliid once o’er sei •ral eounlry gcnUeiiicu. 

X wiv. 

But, on the whole, t-i gnienil adtriiration 

lie arquilted both himself and horse; tlic Wjuircs 
Marvclfd at merit of aiioliier nalion ; [Sires, 

'J’he boors cried Oang it ! who’d have tliouglit it?”— 
I Tlie Nestors of the .-sporting gciicration, 

Swore praises, and rceail’d tln ir former fircg ; 

The huiiLsrnau’.s self relented to a grin, 

And rated him almost a wliipjier-in. 

xvxv. 

Such were his Iroplacs; — not of sjiear and shi'.dd, 

But leaps, and bursts, and sometimes foxes’ bruebes; 
Yet I must owm, — ol'liougb in this I yield 
To patriot sympathy a Jbitoii’s bluslies,— 
lie thought, at hf'.arl like courtly < 'hcstcitield, 

Who, otter a long cha-so o’er hills, dales, bashes. 

And what not, though he rode beyond all price, 

Ask’d, next day, “ if men ever huuted tuiceV* 

xx.vvi. 

He also had a quality uncommon 
To early risers after a long dmso, 

Who wake in w inter ere the cock can sonsmott 
r)oceriibcr’.s drowsy day to his dull race,— 

A (|ualily agreeable to woman, 

When her soft liquid words nm on apace, 

Who likes a listener, whether saint or sinner,— 

He did not full a.sleep just after dinner. 
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XX^II. 

But, HgBi and si>iry, stood on the alert, 

• And abone initlie best part of dialogue, 

By humouring always what they might assert, 

And listening to the topics most, in vogue ; 

Now grave, now guy, but never dull or pert ; 

And smiling but in 8ecret---ciiiming rogue ! 

He ne’er presumed to make an error clearer ; 

In short, tliere never was a better hearer. 

xxxvni. 

And tlien ho danced ; — all forci^ers <*xcel 
The serious Angles in llie elcM^uence 
Of Pantoiniino; — he danced, I say, right well, 

With emphasis, and also with good sense — 

A thing in footing indispensable : 

He danced without theatrical pretence, 

Not like a ballet-master in tlic van 

Of his drill’d nymphs, but like a gentleman. 

XXXIX. 

Ciiaste were his st.c[>8, each kept, within due bound, 

. And elegance was sprinkled o’er his figure ; 

Like swift Camilla, he scarce skimin’d tlic ground, 

And rather held in tlian put forth liis vigour ; 

Ami then he had au car for music’s sound, 

Whicli might defy a crochet-critic’s rigour. 

Such classic — mns flaws — set off our hero, 

Hu glanced like a jieraoinfied bolero ; 

Xh. 

Or, like a flying hour before Aurora, 

111 Guido’s famous fres<ro, which alone 
Ik worth a tour to Romo, although no more a 

R(?mmirit were then’ of llic olil world’s solo throne. 
*I'he t(/ut of his moveiincnts wore a 

Grace of tlie soft ideal, stddom shown, 

And iic’er to ho described ; for, to the dolour 
Of hards and prosers, words are void of colour. 

xni. 

No mamd then ho was a favourite ; 

A full-gronn CJupid, very niucli admired; 

A link* spoil’d, hut by no means so quite ; 

At least he kept hi.s vanity retir<‘(l. 

Such was his tact, lie could alike delight 

'Ilio (’.haste, and those who are not so much in.spired. 
The Due)ies.s of Kilz-KulUe, who loved “ 

Began to treat him u itii scjine small “ 

XI.II. 

She was a fitic and somcwliai full-blown bloruh;, 
l)(isiralile., distinguish’d, celebrated 
For several winters in the grand, ffrnnxi monHr. 

I ’d rattier not say what might be related 
Of her exploits, for this were ticklish ground ; 

Besides there might be falsehood in what ’s stated 
Mor late peiformanco had been a dead sot 
At Lord Augustus Fitz-Plantag(;n(d. 

This noble personage began to look 
A little black upon this now' flinaiion ; 

But such small licenses rnu.st lovers brook, 

JVier(^ freedoms of the hmialu corporation. 

Wo to the man who ventures a rebuke ! 

’T will but precipitate a situation 
Fxfrcimdy disagroeabk*, hut conmion 
IV) calculators, when they count on woman. 

xnv. 

The circle smiled, then whisper’d, and then sneer’d; 

The Misses bridled, and the matrons frown’d ; 

Some hoped things might not turn out as they fear’d; 

Some would not deem such women could be found ; 
Some ne’er believed one-half of what they heard ; 

Some look’d perpl(?x’d, and others look’d profound; 
And fieveral jiilied with Hincorc regret 
Poor Lord Augu.stus Fitz-Planlagenet. 


XLV. 

But, what is odd, none evor named the duke, 

Who, one might think, was something in the afTair 
True, he was absent, and ’t was rumour’^, took 
But small concern, about the when, or where, 

Or what his consort did : if he could brook 
Her gay dies, none had a right to stare .* 

Th<dr« was that be.st of unions, past all doubt, 

Which never meets, and therefore can’t fall out. 

XLVl. 

But, oh that 1 should ever p«m so sad a line! 

Fired with an abstract love of virture, she, 

My Oian of the Ejihe.siaas, Lady Adeline, 

B(.‘gan to think the duchess’ conduct freu ; .. 
Regretting much that sIkj had chosen so bad a line, 
And waxing chiller in her courtesy, 

Look’d grave and pale io see her friend’s fragility, 

For vvliich most friends reserve their sensibility. 

XLVir. 

Thcrc^ ’s naughi in iIuk bad world like .sympathy : 

’T is so hecoming to the .soul and face ; 

Set.s to soft inuHic the hariiioriiou.s sb^h, 

And rohe.s .sweet frieiulship in a Brussels lace. 
Without a friend, what were humanity, 

To hunt our errors up with a g(Kjd grace? 

(Consoling us with — “ Would you had thought twice ! 
All ! if you had but follow’d iny advice !” 

xnviTi. 

Oh, Job ! you haxl two friends : on<5 ’s quite enough, 
Ksp<^cially when we arc ill at ease ; 

They ’re hut bad pilots when the weather ’s rough, 
.OoctorH h^ss famous for their cures than foes. 

L(‘.t no man gniinhle when his friends fall off, 

As they will do lik*^ l(‘aves at the first breezi' ; 
When your aflairs come round, one way or t’ otlier, 
(vio to the coffee-house, and lalo^ another 

xt.tx. • 

But this is not. my maxim : had it been, 

Some, heart-aches luid been spared me ; yet 1 care n 
would not be a tortoise in Ids screen 
Ofstuliborii shell, v.’hich wavcis and weather wear 
T is better ou the v\h(dt‘ to have felt and seen 
That which humanity may hear, or bear not: 

T will teaeh discernment t(» llie. sensitive, 

And not to pour their ocean in a sieve. 

I.. 

3f all the lion id, hideous notes of wo, 

Badder than owl-songs or the miciiiight blast, 
s that portentous phrase?, ‘‘ f told you so,” 

Utter’d by frfonds, those projihets of the past, 

Who, ’stead of saying what you now should do, 

Own tliey foresaw' that you would fall at last, 

And solaee your slight lapse ’gainst 6o»to« wot'cs,” 
A^ilh a long memorandum of old stories. 

j.i. 

The Lady Adtiline’s serene severity 

Was not confined to feeling for her friend, 

Anio.se fame she rather doubted with posterity, 

Unless her habits should begin to mend ; 

But Juan also shai*c!d in her austerity. 

But mix’d with pity, pur© as e’er was penn’d : 

His inexperience moved her gentle ruth, 

And (as her junior by six weeks) his youth. 

1 . 11 . 

'hose forty days’ advantage of her years — 

And hers were those which can face calculation* 
oldly referring to the list of peers, 

And noble births, nor dread tlie enumeratiosi- — 
ave her a right to have maternal fears 
For a young gentleman’s fit education, 

*hough she was far from that leap year, whoae 
n female dates, strikes time all of a heap. 
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Liir. 

'rhis may be EyVI at somewhere before Uurtv— 

Say seven-and-twenty ; for I never knew " 

The strictest in chronology and virt\ie 
Advance beyond, while they could |»ass for new. 
Oh, time! why dost not pause ! Thy scytlie, so dirty 
. With rust, should surely cease to hark and hew. 
Resot it ; sliave more smoothly, also slower. 

If but to keep thy credit as a mower. 


nv. 

But Adeline was far from that ripe agr, 

Whose ripeness is hut bitter at the best: 

T was rather her experience made her sago, 

For she kjd teen the world, and sU)od its test, 

I have said in — r forget whut page ; 

My Muse despises reference, as you have, guess'd 
By this time ; hut strike six from sevon-and-twentv, 
And you will fnid her sum of years in jdonty. 


At sixteen shii came out ; presented, vaunted, 

She put all coronets into commotion ; 

^ Ai seventeen too the^’orld was still enchanted 
With the new Venus of their brilliani ocean : 

ugliteen, though l>elow her feet still panted 
A hecatomb ol' suitors with devotion, 

She had corjsenfed to create again 

’m, call’d “ the happiest of men.” 

LVI. 

she had sparkled tlirough three glowing winters 
• Admired, adored ! hut also so rorreet, 

Thai she had puzzh'd nil the nrulest hinters, 

Wjlliotil the. opparelof being eireumspeef; 

They could not even glean the slighle'st splinters 
l<^'on> off the iiiarhie, vvliich had no d(‘j«*ct. 

She had also snaleli’d a moment since Iut marriage 
Tu hear a son and Iv'ir — and one miscorriage. 


The^da 

then 


The Lady Adeline re»olve<l to tak© , ** 

S?ttch measures as slio thought might bfcst impeda- 
Thc fiirtiier progress of ilijs sad mistake. 

£?he, thought with some simplicity indeed ; 

But iniKH^cnce is lK)ld even at the stolm, 

And simple in the world, and doth not need 
Nor use those padisadtis by darne.s erected, 

Whose virtue lies in ncvi.T being detected. 

nxiT, 

ft was not iliat she finir’d fite very worst: 

Hi.s gracf* was oit yuduriil|r, married man, 

At»d was not likely all at once, to hurst 
Into a cccue, anti swell the clients’ elan 
Of Ooetors’ Oomuions; hut site dreaded first 
Tile magic of Ium- grace.’s talisman, 

Anfl next a fjiiarrel ({I;- he .stM-mM to fret) 

With Lord Augustus Filz-t^lanta genet. 

* nxm. 

flor grace too |>ass’d for being an intriganify 
Ainl sommvhat mtr.hauU' in her amorous sphere ; 
One of those pretty, preciotia plagues, which haunt 
A lover with eaj)ri(:e.s soft and dt^ar, 

That like t<» moke a quarrel, when they can’t 
Find one, eaeh day of the deligjitful year; 
Bewitching, torturing, as they freeze or glow, 

And — wluU is worst of all — let you go ; 

I. XIV. 

The sort, of thing to tum a young man’s head, 

Or make a Werter nf liim in the end. 

No wonder tln*n a purer soul should dread 
This sort of <‘haste Immi for a friend : 
t were much hett«u to he wed or dead. 

Than wear a heart a woman loves to rend, 

'T is best It) pause,, aud thiuk, ere you rush on, 
f Uiat a “ lumnc fortum '’ he really “ bouwe.” 
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J.Vll. 

Fondly the wlua ling llre-fljes liew around her, 
Those little glittcrers of the fAindou night ; 

But of tiiese poS''er.sM a sting !(' wound her — 
Slie was a. pilch beyond a efWfamib’s tlight. 
PeM'aps slie wi'shM an as’pirant profounder ; 

But, wliatso«-’er she, wish’d, she aet<‘<t right ; 

Anri ^^hother coldness, pride, or virtue, dignify 
A woimai, so sh(‘’s good, w)i:>( does it signify? 

T.VUI. 

I hate a motive like a lltigerirjg l»ott)e, 

VYuich with the lamllord makes too long a stand, 
la’aving all elareth-.^s the umnoislrnM tlironlc, 
Ksjieeially with jmlilies on hand ; 

I hate it, os ] liale a ilrove of cattle, 

Wf»o whirl the dust as Simooms whirl the sand ; 
f hate it, as T hate an argument, 

A laureate’s od«, or servile jtecr's “ content.” 

LIV. 

T is sad to hack into the nK>ls of tilings, 

They are so much intertwisted with the earth: 

Bo tliat the branch a goodly verdure flings, 

1 reck not if an acorn gave it birth. 

To trace all actions to their secret syiriflgs 
Would make indeed some melancholy mirtli; 

But this is not at present my concern, 

And I refer you to wise Oxenstieni.* 

LX. 

With the kind view of saving an eel At, 

Both to the duchess and diplomatist, 

The Lady Adeline, as toon ’s she saw 
That Juan was unlikely to resist — 

(Fci foreigners don’t know that a faux pwt 
In England ranks quite on a different list 
From those of oflier lands, unbless’d with juries, 
W>ios|^ verdict for such sin a certain cure is)— 


LXV, 

.And in tlic. (.’erflowing (d' her heart, 

Which really know or thought it knew no guile, 
^Ik* call’d iwr hu'lKUtd now and then apart, 

And ht'ulc him coumit;] .fuan. With a .smile, 
ord Briirv hcrid Jicr plans of artless art 
To wesm l.)ou Juini from the .''dren’s wile; 
nd answer'd, ho‘ a stali'sman or a prophet, 
n sudi gui.so that she could make nothing of it. 

r.xvi. 

’■'irstly, he said, ‘di'’ n»'Ver interfeP'd 
In any body’s Inwiness hut the king’s:” 
se\l, Thai “lie never judged from wlmt apjxiav’d, 
Without strong reason, of iho.st' sorts of things:” 
’liiidiy, that “Juan liad more brain than heard, 
And wa.s not to he hekl in leading-strings;” 
nd fourthly, what need hardly to besai^i twice, 
That go(sl but rarely came from good advice.” 

LXVJt. 

Vml tliercfore, douhtleys, to upfjrovc the truth 
Of the last axiom, he advised his spouse 
V leave the, parti('a to ihernsclves. fi>rsooth, 

At least as ftr as biemt'ance. allows: 

'hal time 'would temper Juan’s faults of youth ; 
That young nwn rarely made monastic vows ; 

That opposition only mori* attaches— 

Jut here a messenger brought in despatches ; 

lAv/ir. 

.nd being of the council call’rl Uie privy,” 

Lord Henry walk’d into hi.s cabinet, 

'o famish matter for some future Livy 
To tell how he reiluctxl the nation’s debt ; 

.nd if their full contents T do not give? ye, 

It is because I do not know them yet ; 

Jt I shall add thorn in a brief apjiendix, 

'o come between mine epic and its index. 



But cr<j he went, he added a slight hint, 

Another gcfltje commonplace or two, 

Suoh as are coin’d in conversation’s mint, 

And pass, for want of bolter, though not now: 

Then broke his packet, to see wliat wa^? in *t, 

And having casually glanced it through, 

Retired ; and, as he went out, calmly kiss’d her, 

Less like a young wife than an aged sister. 

LXX. 

He was a cold, good, honourable man, 

Proud of his birth, and proftd of every thing ; 

A goodly spirit for a state divan, 

A figure fit to walk b(^fore a king ; 

Tall, stately, form’d to lead the courtly van 
On birthdays, glorious with a star and string; 

The very model of a chamberlain — 

And such I mean to make him when I reign. 

LXKI. 

But there was sornclhing wauling on tin? whole — 

T do n’l know what, and thcrofor<‘- cannot tell — 

Which pretty W(>nu;n — tlie sweet s<)u1b ! — call smd. 

Cartes it was not body ; he well 
Proportion’d, as a [u^plar or a }>/)Ic^, 

A handsome man, that human miracle; 

And in each circumstatice of love <»r war, 

Had still preserved his perpendicular. 

I.XXIJ. 

Still there was something wjuitiug, as I 've said-— 

That umhdinable “.ye 7ie mis 
W'hich, for what I know, may of yore have le.J 
To Homer’s Iliad, since it drew to Troy 
The Gnrek Rve, H<ilon, from the Spartan’s bed ; 

Though on the whole, no doubt, Th<’ Dardan boy 
Was much inferior to King IVlcu clans ; — 

But thus it is some, wonnai will betray us- 

Lxxiir. 

There is a.n awkward thing wliicdi much perplexes. 
Unless lilcc \vis»? Tivesiaa we had proved 
By turns Ihei diflbr^mee of the several sexes : 

Neither can show quitts htm they wisdd be loved- 
Tin* sensual for a short time but conmy-ts us — 

Tlur sontiinernal boasts (o be unmoved ; 

Blit both together form a kind of centaur, 

Upon whose back ’l is better not to venture. 

l.XXl V. 

A something all-sufTicioiit fir the heart. 

Is that for which the sex are always seeking; 

Bni how to fill up that same vacant ])art — 

There lies tlie rub — and this they are but weak in. 
Frail mariners alloat without a chart. 

They nm Iwf )i‘c the wind througli high seas breaking 
And when they have madt; tli«' shore, thr<mgh every shock 
is odd, or ocld.s, it may turn out a rock. 

i.xxv. 

There is a flower c.;ill’d “ love in idlen«:ss,” 

F’or which see Sluikspeare’s ever-hU»oming garden;— > 
I will not male*' his great descri{>lion less, 

And beg his British gridsliip’s humble pardon, 

If, in iny extremity of rhyme’s distrc.ss, 

I toiieh a single leaf where he is warden ; 

Bnt though the flower is ditTereiit, with the French 
Or Swiss Rousstjau, ery, “ voillt la pcracncjit 

t.XXVI. 

Kureka! 1 have f)und it ! What I mean 
To «av is, not that love is idleness, 

Bui that in lov^e such idleness has been 
An accessory, as 1 have <;ausc to guess. 

Hard labour ’s an indifferent go-between; 

Your men ofbusiness are not apt to express 
Much passion, since the merchant-ship, tlie Argo, 
Convey’d Medea as W supercargo. 


‘ Bealm ilk procull'^ from “ negatiiSy' 

Saith Horace ; the great liiilo poet’s wrong; 
dLis other maxim, “ J^oscitar a sociw,” 

Is much more to the jmrpose of his song; 

Though even that were sometimes too ferocious^ 
Unless good company he kept too long ; 

But, in his teoth, whate’er tlmir state or station. 
Thrice happy tlu^y who have an occupation 1 

LXXVIII. 

Adam exchan get! liis paradise for ploughing; 

Eve made* up mdlincry with fig-lcavcs — - 
The earliest knowledge from tlie tree so knowing, 
As far us f know, tliut the church recei 'es r 
And since tliat time, it need not cost much showing 
That many of tlie ills o’er whicli man grieves, 

And still more women, spring fiom not employing 
Some hours to maive the rtunnant worth enjoying. 

nxxix. 

And lienee higlilife is ofi a dreary void, 

A rack of pleasure.s, where w'e must invent 
A KonM‘lhiiig whcrewidial to be annoy’d. 

Bartl.s may sing w'hat they please about conteni; 
hiitv filed, when translated, moans but cloy’d; 

And bonce arise the woes of sentiment, 

Blue devils, and blue-stockings, and romances 
Reduced to j>ractice, and perform’d like dancer. 

LXXX. 

do dociurf^, upon an affidavit, 

Romances 1 ne’er read like. t}h)so I liavc seen ; 
Nor. if unto the world J ever gave it, ^ 

Would some believe llui! such a tale bad been; 
But such inlt'iil 1 nev<'r liad, nor have: it; 

Sorn(5 t.rutlis ani belter Kept beliind a screen, 
'Ispecially when tliiyy would look like lies; 

1 tlierofon? deaJ in gcn<‘ra lilies. 

nx YXJ. 

‘An oyster may be cross’d in lovi,” — and why? 

Because ho mopeth idly in liis sliell, 

And heaves a lonely subierraipuMnis sigh, 

Much as a monk may do within bis cell: 

And *: propus of monks, their piidy 

Willi sloth bath found il difficult to dwell; 

Those vegetables of the <L’alht*iic creed 
Are apt e.xceediugly to run to s(;cd, 

1,X XXII. 

Oh, Wilbcrforce! thou man of black renown, 

Whosi' uiiTil none enotigh cun sing or say, 

I’hou hast struck one immense colossus down, 

Tlu>u moral VVa.shin>rton of Africa! 

But tlicre ’s another little thing, 1 own, 

Wliicli you should perpetrate soon*, summer’s day 
And set the. otlier lialf of earth to rights : 

Yon liavc freed tht*. bia'iis — now pray shut up the wh 

I.XXXIII. 

Shut up tlie bald-co(>t holly Alexander ; 

Ship ofl* the holy tlirce to Senegal ; 

Teach them that “ sauce fi»r goose is sauce for gainh 
And ii.sk them how tiny like to be in thrall. 

Shut up each high heroic salamander, 

Wlio cals fire gratis, (since the pay ’s but small 
Shut up — no, not the king, hut the pavilion, 

Or tdse ’t will cost us all another million. 

LXXXIV. 

Shut up the world at large ; let Biidlam out. 

And you will bo perhaps sui'prist^d to find 
All things jmrsue exiictly the Sitme route, 

As now with tliose of sound mind. 

This I could prove beyond a single doubt, 

W'ere there a jot of sense among mankind ; 

But till tiiat pomi (T appui found, alas ! 

Like Arcliiinedes, I Ic^ave eartli as ’t was. 



60£r 


JLXXXT. 

Our gentle Adeline had one defect— 

Her heart was vacant, though a splendid mansion \ 
Her conduct had been perfectly correct, 

As she had seen naught claiming its expansion. 

A wavering spirit may be easier wreck’d, 

Because ’t is frailer, doublkjss, than a stanch one; 
But when the latter works its own undoing, 

Its inner crash is like an cartlajualic’s ruin. 

LXXXVI. 

She loved lior lord, or thought so ; but that love 
Cost her an eflbrl, which is a sad toil, 

The stone of Sysiplius, if once w’o move 
Our foe^iiig* 'gainst the nature of the soil. 

had nothing to cuinplain of, or reprove, 

No bickerings, no connubial turmoil: 

Their union was a model to behold, 

Serene and noble, — con jugal but cold. 

\ LX XX VII. 

Ijcre was no great disparity of years, 

Though much in buiiper ; hut they never clashM : 
They moved like stars united in their spheres, 

Or like the KhorU by Leman’s waters wasli’d, 
4i’^’'Kerc mingled and yet s<’paratc ajipcars 
The river from the lake, all blu(\|y dash’d 
Througli the serene and placid gla'^sy deep, 
Whicl^ia would lull its river-child to sleep. 

j/r LXXXVITI. 

when she once had ta'eii an interest 
In any thing, howevisr k1»u might llaitcr 
ITersclfthat her intentions wcr(' the best, 

Intense intensions are u <langeroas matter: 
Impressions >vere, much stionger Uuin she giiessM, 
And gatlier’d as they run, like- growing water, 

Upon Ikm’ ruirul ; the more so, as her breast 
Was not at lirsl too readily impress’d. 

I.XXXIX. 

But \rhen it was, she had lliut lurkirjg demon 
(.K‘ double nature, atid thus doubly named — 
h’innuess yclept in lie,roc*s, kings, and seatmai, 

Tbui is, wlien they succeed ; but greatly blamed 
As'f>/)N/mr(Cv, both in men atu-l Wumeu, 

W'lwMie’er tiieir triumph pales, or star is tamed:— 
And ’l will perplev the casuists in morality, 

'J'o tlx the. due houniis of this dangerous quality. 

xo. 

Had Buonaparte won at Watetloo, 

It ha<l been tirmness ; now ’t is pertinacity: 
Muslllu; event decidi* betw'ccn tlm two'/ 

1 leave it to yijur people ofsagae-ity 
7\> draw' the line b('lwc on the false* and true, 

If such can e’er he. drawn l»y man’s capacity: 

My husine.-'s is with Jiady Adeline, 

Who m her way too was aiieroine. 

xci. 

She knew rmt lier own heart ; tlien liow should I ? 

1 think not she was (ian in love with .Tuan; 

If so, she would have had the strength to fly 
Tlic wild sensation, unto lier anew one: 

She merely fell a common sympathy • 

(I will not say it w as a false or true one) 

In him, because she thought he was iu danger — 

Her husband’s friend, her own, young, and a stranger. 

XCII. 

She was, or thought she was, his friend — and this 
Without tlio farce of friendship, or romance 
Of Platonism, w'hich leads so oft amiss 

liadie-s who have studied friendship but in France, 
Or Germany, where people yurdy kiss. 

To thus much Adeline would not advance ; 

But of such friendship a» man’s may to mao be, 

Sho was as capable as woman cun be. 


XCIII. 

No doubt the secret influence of the sox , ‘ ** 

Will there, aa al.so in the tie.s of bloofl, ' ‘ 

An innocent predominance annex, 

And tune the concord to a finer mood. 

If free from passion, which all friendship checks. 

And your true feelings fully nadcmlood, 

No friend like to a woman earth discovers, 

So tliat you have not boon nor will be lovers, 

XCI V. 

Love bears within its brfe^t the very germ 
Of diunge ; and liow .«!hould tliis be othorwiso? 

That violtMit tilings more quickly find a term 
Is shown through Nature’s whole analogies: 

And how’ should tlie most fii'rco of all be firm ? 

Would you have endless lightning iu the akiea? 
Mefhinks k»vc’s very title says enough ; 

How should “ the, trtulnr passion” e’er be tough ? 

xcv. 

Alas ! by all oxyicriencc, seldom 

(1 merely quote what I have heard from many) 

Had lovers not some reason to regret 

'I’he- jiassion whi«-J» mad(‘. Solomon a Zany. 

I’ve, also seen s<»rne wives (not to forget 

The marriage stale, the best or wor.st of any) 

Who were the very paragons of wives, 
ye,t made llie misery of at least two livo.s. 

xcvi. 

I ’vealso seen some feuuile fnVnd.s (*t is odd, 

But true — a,-, it’ expedient, 1 could prove) 

That faithful were, thnuigli thick and thin, abroad, 

At home, fur more than ('vc.r vet wav love — 

Wlio did nut quit uic vvlieu oppression trod 
Upon me; wh<*m no scandal could remove; 

Who fought, an>l tight, iu abs(mco loo, iny battles. 
Despite the snake society’s loud rattles, 

xrvn. 

Whether Don Juan and chaste Adeline 
Grew' fi jeiuJs in this or any other sense, 

Will be discuss’d licri'afier, 1 opine: 

Atpresmit I «m glad of a pretence 
To leave them hovel ing, as the elfect is fine, 

And keeps the .itroc iouN rearlcr in tnaqHnum; 

The surest way lor ladies and for hooks 
To bait ttieir tender or their tenter hooks. 

xeviii, 

'W’Tie.ther they rode, or w alk’d, or studi»*d iSpanish, 

’.I'o read Don Ciuixote’ in the original, 

A phrasure ber«)r«* which all others vanish; 

Wh«.‘ther their talk w’as of the kind call’d “snsall,’* 
Or serious, are fin; lopii;s I imisl banish 

To t)ie iHTXI canto; wlicre, perhaps, I shall 
Say something to tine purpose, and display 
Considerable laleui in niy way. 

xcix. 

Above all, I l)ey all men to forbear 
Anticipating attglu ahotif the matter' 

Titey Ml only make mi.stak<;.s abot;i the fair, 

And Juan, too, especiully the latter. 

And 1 shall take a inufdi morn serious air 
M’han 1 have yet douf* in this epic satire. 

It is not clear that Adeline and Juan 
Will fall ; but if they do, ’t will bo their ruin. 

c. 

But groat tilings spring from little : — ^woiild you think, 
That, in our youth, as dangerous a passion 
As e’er brought man and woman to the brink 
Of ruin, rose fiom such a slight neeasion 
As few would ever dream could form the link 
Of such a sentimental situation '/ 

You Ml never gucKS, I Ml bet you millions, miUiania— 
It all sprung from a hamdeas game at billiard*. 







ci* 

*T is stf^nge— -but true ; for truth is always strange, 
c-Stranger than fiction ; if it could be told, 

How much would novels gain by the exchange I 
How differently the world would men behold ! 
How oft would vice and virtue places change! 

The new world wr>uld bo nothing to the old, 

If some Cohinibus of the moral seas 
Would show mankind tlieir souls’ antipodes. 

cn. 

What “ antres vast and tleserts idle” then 
Would bo discover’d in tht^iuman soul ! 

What ice-bergs in the luiarls of mighty men, 

With self-love in the centre as their pole ! 

What Anthropoj)hagi are nine of ten 
Of those who hold the kingdoms in control ! 

Were things but only call’d by their right name, 
Ccesar himself wotild ho ashamed of fame. 


CANTO XV. 


Ah ! what should fi»llow slips from my reflection : 

Whatever follovvB ne’ertheloss may b •; 

As ii propos of hope or retrospect ion, 

As though the lurking thouglit had follow’d free. 

All present life, is but an interjeetion, 

All “ Oh !” or “ Ah !” of joy or misery. 

Or a ‘‘ Ha 1 ha !” or “ Bah !” — a yown, or “ Pooh !” 
Ol' which perhaps the latter i.s mo.st true- 

II. 

But, more or less, the whole ’« a syncope, 

Or a singultus— eriib!em.s of emotion, 

Thu grand antithesi.s to great ennui, 

Wherewith we break our bubbles on the ocean, 
I’hat watery outline of eternity, 

Ur miniature at least, as is my notion, 

Which ministers unto the soul’s delight, 

In .seeing matters which art) out of sight. 

HI. 

But all are better tlian the sigh puppro.st, 

Corroding in the cavern of the heart, 

Making the countenance a mask of re.st. 

And turning human nature to an art. 

Few men dare show thfiir thoughts of worst or best ; 

Dissimulation alway.s set.s apart 
A corner for hcrstrlf ; and therefore fiction 
Is that which passes with least contradiction. 

IV. 

Ah ! who can tell ? Or rather, who cannot 
Remember, without telling, passion’s errors ? 

The drainer of oblivion, even the sot, 

Hath got blue devils for his morning mirrors : 

What though on Letlie’s stream he seem to float, 

He cannot sink his tremors or his terrors; 

The ruby glass tliat shakes within his hand, 
l.eaves a sad sediment of Time’s worst sand. 

v. 

And as for love — Oh, Love ! — — W e will proceed. 

The Lady Adeline Amundeville, 

A pretty name as one would wish to read, 

Must perch harmonious on niy tuneful quill. 

There ’« music in the sighing of a reed ; 

There ’s music in the gushing of a rill ; 

There ’s music in all things, if men had ears: 

Their eartli Is but an echo of the spheres. 


n. 

The Lady Adeline, right honourable, 

And honour’d, ran a risk of growing less so ; 

For few of the soft sex are very stable 

In tlieir resolves — alas ! that I should say so ! 
They differ as wine differs from its label, 

When once decanted ; — presume to guess SO, 
But will not swear : yet bf>th upon occasion, 

Till old, may undergo adulteration. 

VII. 

But Adeline was of the purest vintage, 

The unrningled c.s.sence of the grape ; and yet 
Bright a-s a new Napoleon from its mintage, 

C3r glorious as a diamond richly sot; © 

A page where time should hesitate to print age, 

And for which nature might forego her debt— 
Sole creditor who.sft process dolh involve in *t 
The luck of finding every hoily solvent. 

VIII. 

Oh ! Death ! thou dunnest of all duns I thou daily 
Knnckeat at doors, at first witli modest tap, 

Like a meek tradesman w'hen approaching palely 
Some splendid debtor he wmild talie by sap: 

But oft denied, a.*? patience ’gins to fail, he 
Advances with exasperated rap. 

And (if let in) insi.sts, in terms unhandsome, 

On ready money, or “ a draft on Ransom.” 

IX. 

Whate ’or thou takest, spare awliile poor beauty ! 

Slie is so rare, and thou hast so much ]»rcy, 

What though she now and limn may .slip from duty, 
Th<‘ more ’« the reason why you ought to stay. 
Gaunt I.bmrmand ! witli whole nalion.s for your boot 
Ttiu should he civil in a modest way : 

Snppre.ss then some slight feminine diseases, 

And take as many heroes as Heaven pleases. 

X. 

Fair Adeline, ilie more ingenuous 

Where she was interested, (as was said,) 
Because she was not apt, like some of ub. 

To like too readily, or too high bred 
To show it — poinls vve need not now discu-ss— 
Would give up artlessly both heart and head 
Unto .such feelings as .seem’d innocent, 

For objects worthy of tlie sentiment. 

XI. 

Some part.s of Juan’s history, which rumour, 

That live gazette, had scatter’d to disfijrure, 

She had heard ; but women hear with more good huii 
Such aberrations than we men of rigour. 

Besides his conduct, since in England, grew more 
Strict, and his mind assumed a manlier vigour; 
Because he had, like Alcibiadcs, 

The art of living in all climes witli ca.se. 

XII. 

His manner was perhaps the more seductive. 
Because he ne’er seemed anxious to seduce ; 
Nothing affected, studied, or constructive 
Of coxcombry or conquest : no abuse 
Of his attractions narr’d llie fair perspective, 

To indicate a Cupidon broke loose, 

And seem to say, “ resist us if you can” — 

Which makes a daruly while it spoils a man. 

XIII. 

They are wrong — ^that ’s not the way to set about it : 

As, if they told the truth, could well be shown. 

But, right or wrong, Don Juan was without it ; 

In fact, his manner was his own alone : 

Sincere he was— at least you could not doubt it, 

In listening merely to his voice’s tone. 

The devil hath not in all his quiver’s choice 
An arrow for tlie heart like a sweet voice. 



xrv. 

By nature soft, his whole address held off* 
Suspicion: though not timid, his regard 
Was such as rather seem’d to keep aloof, 

To shield himself, than put you on your guard: 
Perhaps *t was hardly quite assured enough, 

But modesty ’s at times its own reward, 

, Like virtue ; and ihe absence of pretension 
Will go much further than there ’s need to mention. 

XV. 

Serene, accomplish’d, cheerful, but not loud ; 

Insinuating without insinuation ; 

Observant of jio foibles of the crowd, 

. y et ne^r betraying this in conversation ; 

Proud with the proud, yet cpurlcously proud, 

So as to make them feel he knew his station 
And theirs ; — without a struggle for priority, 

^He neither brook’d nor claimed superiority. 

XVI. 

That is, witli men : with women, he was what 
They pleased to make or take him for; and their 
Imagination’s quit# enough for that : 

• So that the outline *s tolerably fair, 

They fill the canvass up — and “ verbum sat,” 

If once tlieir phantasies be hroiight to bear 
Upon ^ object, whether sad or playful, 

Tb^^l^an transfigure brighter than a Raphael. 

xvri. 

Adeline, no deep judge of character, 

Was ap>i to add a colouring from her own. 

*T is thus the good will amiably err, 

And eke the wise, as has been often shown. 
Experience is tlie chief philosopher, 

But saddest wh<m his scienee is w’ell known: 

And persecuted sages teach the schcKils 
Their folly in forgettifig there arc fools. 

• XV lit. 

Was it not so, great liocke ? and greater Bacon ? 

Great Socrates ? And 1’hou, lliviner still,* 
^losp lot it is by man to be mistaken, 

And thy pure creed made sanclionof all ill? 
Redeeming worlds to be by bigots shaken, 

How was thy toil rewarded. ? W e might fill 
Volumes with similar sad illuNtrati<jns, 

But leave them to the cousciciice of the nations. 

XIX. 

f perch upon an humbler promontory, 

Amid lite’s infinite variety : 

With no great care for w'hut is nicknamed glory 
But speculating as 1 cast mine eye 
On what may suitor may not suit my story, 

And never straining hard to versify 
I rattle on exactly as 1 ’d talk 
With any body in a ride or walk. 

XX. 

I do n’t know that there may be much ability 
Shown in this sort of desultory rhyme ; 

But there’s a conversational facility, 

Which may round off an hour umm a time. 

Of this I ’rn sure at least, there ’s fio servility 
In mine irregularity of chime, 

Which rings what ’s uppermost of new or hoary, 
Just as 1 feel the improvvisatore.” 

XXI. 

** Omnia vult Idle Matho dicere— die aliquando 
Et bene, die nevtrum^ die aliquando moile.’* 

The first is rather more than mortal can do; 

The second may be sadly done or gayly ; 

The third is still more difficult to stand to ; 

The fourth we hear, and see, and say too, daily: 
The whole together is what I could wish 
'Pb serve in this conundrum of a dish. 


XXII. 

A modest hope — Imt modesty ’s my forte, 

And pride my foible let us ramhlo off. 

I meant to make this jfioem very short, 

But now I can’t tell where it may not run 
No doubt, if 1 had wish’d to pay my court 
To critlc.<$, or to hail the netting sun 
Of tyranny of all kinds, my concision 
Were more ;—but I was ^rn for opposition. 

XXIII. 

But then ’t is mostly on die weaker side : 

So that I verily bclieve^'^f they 
Who now are basking in their fiill-blown pride, 

Were shaken down, and “ dogs had had their day. 
Though at the first I might by chance deride 
Their tumble, 1 should turn the other way, 

And wax an ultra-royalist in loyalty, 

Because I hate even democratic royalty, 

XXTV. 

I tliink 1 should have made a decent spouse, 

If I had never proved tlic soft condition ; 

I think I should have made monastic vows, 

But for my ow'ri peculiar superstition : 

'Gainst rhyme 1 never should have knock’d mybrowa. 
Nor bre^en my own head, nor that of Priscian ; 

Nor worn the motley mantU; of a poet, 

If some one liad not told mo to forego it. 

XXV. 

But “laissez allcsr” — knights and dames 1 sing, 

Such as the times may furnish. ’T is a flight 
Which seems at first to need no lofty wing, 

Plumed by Longinus or the BUigyrile : 

Thd^difliculiy lies in colouring 

(Keeping Uie due proportions still in sight) 

With nature manners which are artificial, 

And rendering general that wliich is especial. 

XXV'I. 

The difference is, that in the days uf old 
Men made the- manners; manners now make mea — 
Pinn’d like a Hock, and fleeced loo m ihejr fold, 

At least nine, and a ninth beside of ten. 

Now this at all events must lender cold 
Your writers, who must eitlier draw again 
Days better drawn l»efi>re, or else assume 
The present, with their commoMplaee costume. 

XXVII. 

I Wc ’ll do onr best to make the be.'ii on ’t: — March ! 

March, my Muse ! If you cannot fly, yet flutter 
And when you may nqt ho sulilinte, he arch, 

Or starch, as are the edicts slalesnien utter. 

VVe surely shall find .something worth re.soarch : 

Columbus r>und a new world in a cutter, 

Or brigantine,, or j>ink, of no great towiagc, 

While yet America was in hei nonage. 

XXVIJI. 

Wlicn Adeline, in all her growing pease 
Of Juun’vS merits and his situation, 

Felt on tlie whole an interOBl intense— 

Partly perhaps hticause a fre.sh Bcnsalioti, 

Or that he had an air of innocence, 

Which is for innocence a sad temptation, — 

As women hate half measures, on the whole, 

She ’gan to {xmder how to save: his soul. 

XXIX. 

She had a good opinion of advice, 

Like all who give and eke receive it gratis, 

For which small thanks are still the market-price, 

Even where the article at highest rate is. 

Shi5 tliought upon tho subject twice or thrico, 

And morally decided, the best state is, 

For morals, marriage ; and, this question carried, 

She seriously advised him to get marrisd. 



XXX. 

Juan reoUed, with all becoming deference, 

He a predilection for that tie ; 

Elbt that at present, with immediate reference 
To his own circumstances, tliere iniglit lie 
Some difficulties, as in his own preference, 

Or that of her to whom ho might apply ; 

That still ho ’d wed with such or sucli a lady, 

If tliat they were not married all already. 

XXXI. 

Next to the making matches for herself, 

And daughters, brothers, sisters, kith or kin, 
Arranging Uiem like books on the same shelf, 

There ’s noUiing women love to dabble in 
More (like a stockholder in growing pelf) 

Than match-making in gi'ncral : \ is no sin 
Certes, but a preventative, and therefore 
That is, no doubt, the only reason wherefore. 

XXXII. 

But never yot (except of course a miss 
Unwed, or mistress never to bo wed, 

Or wed already, who object to this) 

Was there chaste darnc who had notin her head 
Some drama of the marriage unities, 

Observed as strictly both at board and bed, 

As those of Aristotle, though soinelimes 
They turn out mtdodraines or pantomimes, 

xxxiii. 

They generally have some only son, 

Some heir to a large proyierty, some friend 
Of an old family, some gay Sir John, 

Or grave Lorcl C^eorgo, with whom perhaps might end 
A line, and leave posterity undone, 

Unless a marriage was applied to mend 
The prospect and their inoruls ; and besides, 

They have at hand a blooming glut of brides. 

XXXTT. 

From those they will be careful to select, 

For this an heiress, and for that a beauty ; 

For one a songstress who hath no defect, 

For t’ other one who jjromises much duly; 

For this a lady no one can reject, 

Whose sole acconiplisimionts were quite a booty ; 

A second for her excellent connexions ; 

A tliird, because there can be no objections. 

XXXV. 

When Rapp the harmonist embargo’d marriage '** 

In his harmonious settlement — (which flourishes 
Strangely enough as yet without miscarriage, 

Because it breeds no more moutlis than it nourishes, 
Without those sad expenses which disparage 
What Nature naturally most encourages) — 

Why call’d ho “ Harmony” a state sans wedlock? 

Now here I have got tlie preacher at a dead lock. 

XXXVI. 

Because he either meant to sneer at harmony 
Or marriage, by divorcing them thus oddly. 

But whether reverend Rapp leani’d this in Germany 4 
Or no, ’tis said his sect is rich and godly, 

Pious and pure, beyond what I can term any 
Of ours, although they propagate more broadly. 

My objection’s to his title, not his ritual, 

Although I wonder bow it grow habitual 

XXXVII, 

But Rapp is tlie reverse of zealous matrons, 

Who favour, malgri^ Malthus, generation- 
professors of tliat genial art, and patrons 
Of all the mcxlest part of propagation, 

Which after all at sucli a desperate rate runs* • 1 
That half its produce tends to emigration, 

That sad result of passions and potatoes — 

TWjleeeds which pose our economic Catos. 


xxxvnu 

Had Adeline read P«lalthus ? I can’t tell ; [r 

I wish she had; his book’s the eleventh comm. 
Which says, “ thou shall not marry”-;^unlo8S vjell; 

This he (as far os I can understand) meant: 

*T is not my purpose on his views to dwell, 

Nor canvass what “ so eminent a hand” meant ;• 
But certes it conducts to lives ascetic, 

Or turning marriage into arithmetic, 

XXXIX. 

But Adeline, who probably presumed 
That Juuri had enough of maintenance, 

Or separate maintenance, in case ’t was doom’d— 

As on the whole it is an even e.hauce ^ 

That bridegrooms, after tliey are fairly groom’d, 

May retrograde a little in ^lic dance 
Of marriage — (which might forma painter’s fume, 

Like Holbein’s “ Dance of Death” — but ’t is tlie sam 

XL. 

But Adeline determined Juan’s wedding. 

In her own mind, and that ’s enough for woman, fii 
But dicn, wdth whom ? There was the sage Miss Re; 

AIlss Raw, Miss Flaw, Miss SHowman, and M 
And the two fair co-heiresses Giltb(3dding. fKnowrns 
She deem’d his merits something more than commo 
All these were unobjectionable matches, 

And might go on, if well wound up, like watches 

XLI. 

There was Miss Alillpond, smo'>th as summer’s sea, 
That usual paragon, an only daughter, 

Who s(5em’d the cream of equanimity, fwat* 

Till skimm’d — and then there was some milk b 
W ith a slight shade of Blue too it might be, 

Boncatli tlie surface ; hut what did it matter? 
Love’s riotous, but marriage should have quiet, 

And, being consumptive, live on a millt diet, 

XLII. 

And then there was tlie Miss Audacia Shoestring, 

A dashing demoiselle of good estate, 

Whose heart was lixed upon a star of bitn'striug; 

But whether Ktiglish dukes grew rare of late, 

Or that she had not harp’d iij)on the true string, 

By which such sirens can attract our great, 

She took np witli sotiit? foreign younger brother, 

A Russ or Turk — tlu; one ’s as good us t’ (»Uior. 

XLIII. 

And then there was — but why should T gf) on, 

Unless the ladie-s should go ofl*? — there was 
Indeed a certain fair and fairy one, 

Of the best class, and better than her class, — 
Aurora Raby, a young star who shone 

O’er life, too sweet an image for such glass, 

A lovely being, scarcely form’d or mouldtid, 

A rose with all its sweetest leaves yet folded ; 

XLIV. 

Rich, noble, but an orphan ; left an only 
Child to the care of guardiajis good and kind ; 

But still her aspect had an air so lonely 1 
Blood is not water ; and where shall we find 
Feelings of youth likf) those which overthrown Uc 
By death, when w© are left, alas! behind, 

To feel, in friendless palaces, a home 
Is wanting, and our best ties in Uio tomb ? 

XLV. 

Early in years, and yet more infantine 
In figure, she had something of sublime 
In eyes which sailly shone, as seraphs’ shine. 

All youth — but with an aspect beyond time ; 

Radiant and grave— as pitying man’s decline ; 

Mournful — but mournful of anotlier’s crime, 

She look’d as if she sat by Eden’s door, 

And griev’d for those who could return no more. ^ 
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3CLVI, 

She was a Cathoitc too, sincere, austere. 

As far as her own gentle heart allowM, 

And deemM that fallen worship far more dear, 
—Perhaps because ’t was fallen ; her sires were proud 
• Of deeds and days when they had fillM the ear 
^ Of nations, and had never b.^nt or bow’d 
To novel power ; and as she was the last, 

She held their old faith and old feelings fast 

XLVri, 

She ga7.cd upon a world she scarcely knew, 

As Bcokin^ not to know it ; silent, lone, 

As growS^a iftwer, thus quietly she grew, 

And kept her heart serene within its zone. 

There was awe in the homage which she drew; 

Her spirit seem’d as sealed on a throne 
^ Apart from the surrounding world, and strong 
In its own strength — most strange in one so young. 

XLViir. 

Now it so happen’d, in the catalogue 
Of Adeline, A«^ora was omitted, 
p AJtliough her birth and wealth had given her vogue 
Beyond the charmers we have already cited : 

Her beauty also seem’d to form no clog 
Ageist her being mentioned as w'ell fitted, 
I^,4Hny virtues, to be worth the Iroulilc 
single gentlemen who would be double. . 

xr.ix. 

And tluB omission, like that of the bust 
Of Brutus at tlie pageant of Tiberius, 

Made Juan wonder, as no douht h(' must. 

This he expres.^’d half smiling and half Rcrious; 
When Adeline replied witli some disgust. 

And with an air, to say the least, imperious, 

She marvell’d “ what lie saw in such a baby 
As that prim, silent, cold Aurora Kaby 

L. 

,.Juan rejoin’d — “ She was a Catholic, 

"'"^nd tlierefore fittest, as of his persuasion; 

Since he was sure Ids mother would fall sick, 

And the Pope thunder excommunication, 

If ” Uut hero Adeline, who seem’d to pique 

Herself extremely on th«' inoculation 
Of others witli her own opinions, stated — 

As usual — the same reason which she late did. 

i.r. 

And wherefore not? a reasonable reason. 

If gootl, is none the worse for repetition ; 

If bad, the best way ’s certainly to tease on 
And amplify : you lose much by concision ; 
Whereas insisting in or out of season 
Convinces all men, even a politician : 

Or — what is just the same — it wearies out. 

So the end ’s gain’d, what signifies the route? 

I.II. 

Py/rt/ Adeline had this slight prejudice — 

For prejudice it was — against a creature 
As pure as sanctity itself from vice, 

With all the added charm of foftn and feature, 

For me appears a question far too nice, 

Since Adeline was liberal by nature ; 

But nature ’s nature, and has more caprices 
Than I have time, or will, to take to pieces. 

LIIT. 

Perhaps she did not like the quiet way 

With which Aurora on those baubles look’d, 

Which charm most people in their earlier day : 

• For there are few things by mankind less brook’d, 
And womankind too, if we so may say, 

Than finding thus their genius stand rebuked, 
latke Antony’s by Ctnsar,” l>y the few 
Who look u})on them as tliey ought to do. 


' trv. 

It was not envy — Adeline had none ; , » 

Her place was far beyond it, and her mind. 

It was not scorn— wliich could not light on one 
■W’hose greatest fault was leaving few to find. 

It was not jealousy, I think : but shun 
Following the “ ignes fatui” of mankind. 

It was not ^but ’t is cosier far, alas ! 

To say what it was not, tlian what it was,^ 

, LT. 

Little Aurora deem’d she^was the theme 
Of such discussion. She was there a guest) 

A beauloous ripple of the brilliant stream 
Of rank and youth, though purer than the rest, 

Which How’d on for a rnotnont in tlie beam 

'I'ime sheds a moment o’er each sparkling crest. 

Had she known lliis, she would have calmly smiled— 
She had 80 much, or little, of the child. 

i.vi. 

The clashing and proud air of Adeline 
Imposed not upon lier : she saw her blaze 
Much as she would have seen a glow-worm shine, 

'rhen turn’d unto the stars for loftier rays. 

.liuin was something she could not divine, 

Being no sibyl in the new world’s ways ; 

Yet she was nothing dazzled by the meteor, 

Because she dui not pin her faith on feature. 

i.vri. 

His famc^ too, — for he had that kind of fame 

Whifdi Homcitimes plays the deuce witli womankind, 
A heterogeneous mass of glorious blame, 

Half virtues and wliole vices being combined ; 

Faults wlue.h attract because tljoy are not tame; 

Ft»l!ies trick’d out so brightly that they blind.'— 

These seals ujion her wax made no impression, 

Such was her coldness or lier self-posacssion. 

r.vin. 

Juan knew naught of such a character— 

High, y<d resembling not his lost Haidee; 

Yt‘t each was radiant in her proper S[)liere : 

Tlic island girl, bred up by the lone sea, 

More, warm, as lovely, and not lesxS sincere, 

Wiis nut lire’s all: y\urora could not be 
Nor would be thus;— the difference in them 
Was such as lies bi'tween a flower and gem. 

T.IX. 

Having wound up with this Huhlirne comparison, 
Methinks we may proceed upon our narrative, 

And, as inv friend Scott says, “1 sound my Warison;” 

Scott, the HUperlativo of my comparative — 

Scott, whi> can paint your (’hristian knight or Saracen, 
Serf, lord, man, with such skill os none would share it, if 
There had not brrn one Shakspearo and Voltaire, 

Of one or boll) of whom he seems the heir. 

i.x. 

I say, in my slight way I may proceed 
To play upon the surface of humanity. 

I wTite the world, nor care, if the world road, 

At least, for this 1 cannot spare its vanity. 

My Muse hath bred, and still perhaps may breed 
More foes by this same scroll : when I began it, I 
Thought that if might turn out so— note I knoto it, 

But still I am, or was, a pretty poet. 

LXI. 

The conference or congress (for it ended 
As congresses of late do) of the Lady 
Adeline and Don Juan ratlier Wended 
Some acids with the sweets— for she was heady v 
But, t^re the matter could l>e marr’d or mended, 

The silvery bell rung, not for “ dinner ready,” 

But for that hour, call’d half-hmr, given to dress, 

“hough ladies robes seem scant enough fi>r less. 
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LXXX. 

« Great tfiings were now to be achieved at table, 

With massy plate for armour, knives and forks 
For weapons ; but what Muse since Homer *s able 
(His feasts are not the worst part of his works) 

To draw up in array a single day- bill 
Of modern dinners ? where more mystery lurks 
In soups or sauces, or a sole ragout, 

Than witches, b— ches, or physicians brew. 

LXIII. ^ 

There was a goodly soupc h fci bonne femme^^* 

Though God knows whence it came from; there was too 
A turbot for relief of those who cram, 

Relieved with dindon h la P4rigueux ; 

There also was-— the sinner that 1 am ! 

How shall X get this gourmand stanza through ? 

Soupo h la Beauveau, whoso relief was dory. 

Relieved itself by pork, for greater glory. 

Lxrv. 

But I must crowd all into one grand mess 
Qr mass ; for should 1 stretch into detail, 

My Muse would run much more into excess, 

Than when some squeamish people deem her frail. 
But, though a “ bonne vivantc,” I must confess 
' Her stomach not her peccant part: this tale 
However doth require some slight refection, 

Just to relievo her spirits from dejection. 

LXV. 

Fowls h la Cond6, slices eke of salmon, 

With sauces Genovoise, and haunch of venison ; 
Wines too which might again have slain young Ammon, 
A man liite whom I hope we sha’n’t sec many soon ; 
They also set a glazed Westphalian ham on, 

Whereon Apicius would bestow his henison ; 

And then there was chanipaguo with foaming whirls, 

As white as Cleopatra’s melted jicarls. 

LX VI. 

Then there was God knows what h I’AHemancle,” 

A I’Espagnole,” timhalle,” and “ Salpicolc” — 
With things I can’t withstand or understand. 

Though swallow’d witli much zest upon the whole ; 
And “ entremets” to piddle with at hand, 

Gently to lull down the subsiding soul ; 

While great Lucullus’ robe triomphale muffles [truffl»*s.'‘^ 
yTfvere fame ) — ^young partridge hIJets, deck’d with 

LXVII. 

What arc the JUleta on the victor’s brow 

To these ? They are rags or dust. Wliere is the arcdi 
Whicli ncKided to tlie nation’s spoils Ijelow ? 

Where the triumphal chariot’s haughty march ? 

Gone to where victories must like dinners go. 

Further I shall not follow the research : 

But oh ! ye modem heroes witli your cartridges, 

When will your names lend lustre even to partridges? 

LXVJII. 

Those truffles too are no bad accessaries, 

Follow’d by “ petits puits d’aniour,” — a dish 
Of which perhaps the ctwkory rather varies, 

So every one may dress it to his wish, 

According to the host of dictionaries, 

Which encyclopsedise both flesh and fish ; 

But even sans “ confitures,” it no less true is, 

There ’s pretty picking in those “ petits puits.” * 

LXIX. 

I The mind is lost in mighty contemplation 
Of intellect expended on two courses * 

And indigestion’s grand multiplication 
Requires ari^metic beyond iny forces. 

^ Who would supipose, from Adam’s simple ration, 

That cookery could have call’d forth such resources, 
As form a science and a nomenclature 
From out the commonest demands of nature ? 


LXX. 

The glasses jingled, and the palates tingled ; 

The diners of celebrity dined well 
The ladies with more moderation mingled 
In the feast, })ecking less than I can tell ; 

Also the younger men too ; for a springald 
Can’t like ripe age in gourmandise excel, 

But thinks less of good eating than the whisper 
(When seated next him) of some pretty iisper. 

Lxxr. 

Alas ! I must leave undescrihed the gibier, 

The salmi, the consominee, the puree, 

All which I used to make my rhymes run glibber 
Than could roast beef in our rough John Bull way 
I must not introduce even a kpare rib here, 

Bubble and squeak” w'ould spoil my liquid lay; 

But J have dined, and must forego, alas! 

The chaste description even of a ‘‘ hecasse,” 

Lxxir. 

And fniits, and ice, and all fflat art refines 
From nature for the service of (he p)At, — 
or the ^out , — pronounce it as inclines 
Your stonifich. Kre you dine, the French will do; 
Bui «/?rr, there are sometimes certain signs 
Whicli prove plain F.nglish trut!r of tlie two. 

Hast evt;r had the gowf '/ 1 have not had it — '' 

But I may have, and you too, reader, dread it. 

i.xxm. 

The simple olives, best allies of wine, 

Must I pass over in my bill of fare ? 

I must, allliough a favourite ‘‘ plat” of mine 
In Spain, and Lucca, Athens, every where ; 

On them and bread ’l was ofl my luck to dine, 

Tile grass my tuhleclolh, in open air, 
f)n Suninm or Hymettus, like Diogenes, 

Of whom half my philosojihy the progeny is. 

LXXIV. 

Amid this tumult of fish, flesh, and fowl, 

And vegetables, all in masquerade, 

The guests were placed according to their roll, 

But various as the various meats display’d: 

Don Juau sate next an “ h I’Kspagnole.” — 

No clamsrsl, hut a dish, as hath been said ; 

But so far like a lady, that ’t was drest 
Superbly, and contain’d a world of zest, 

I.XXV. 

By some ckUI chance too he was placed between 
Aurora and the Lady Adeline — 

A situation difficult, 1 woen, 

For man therein, wdth eyes and heart, to dine. 

Also the conference which we have seen 

Was not such as to encoiuago him to shine ; 

For Adeline, addressing few words to him, 

With two transcendent eyes seem’d to look through him. 

LXXVI. 

I sometimes almost think tiiat eyes have ears; 

This much is sure, that, out of earshot, things 
Are somehow echoed to the pretty dears, 

Df which I can’t tell* vhenco their knowledge springs ; 
Like that same mystic music of the spheres, 

Which no one hears so loudly though it rings. 

T is wonderful how oft the sex have heard 
Long dialogues wdiich pass’d without a word ! 

LXXVII. 

Aurora sat with that indifterenco 

Which piques a preux chevalier — as it ought; 

Of all offences that ’s the worst offence. 

Which seems to hint you are not worth a thought. 
Now Juan, though no coxcomb in pretence, 

Was not exactly pleased to be so caught ; 

Like a good ship entenglod among ice, ^ 

I And ailer so much excellent advice. 
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Lxxvin. 

1*0 his gay nothings, nothing was replied, 

Or something which was nothing, as urbanity 
Required. Aurora scarcely look’d aside, 

. N or even smiled enough for any vanity. 

TJic devil was in the girl ! Gould it bo pride, 

Or modesty, or absence, or inanity ? 

• Heaven knows ! But Adeline’s malicious eyes 
Sparkled with her successful prophecies, 

LXXIX. 

And look’d as much as if to say, I .said it — 

A kind of triumph I ’ll not recommend, 

Because it so^petimes, as I *vt3 seen or read it, 

. Both in the case of lover and of friend. 

Will pique a gentleman, for, his own credit, 

To bring what was a jest to a serious end ; 

For all men prophecy what is or was, 

And hate those who won’t let them come to pass. 

LXXX. 

Juan was drawn thus into somt; attentions, 

Slight but select, and just enough to express, 

* To females of perspicuous comprehensions, 

• That he would rather make them more than less. 
Aurora at the last (so history mentions, 

Though probably much less a fact than guess) 
So fjy^lax’d her thoughts from their sweet prison, 
ICC or twice to smile, if not to listen. 

’ “ I.XXXI 

Prom answering, she began to question: this 
With her was rare : and Adeline, who as yet 
Thought her predictions went not much amiss, 
Began to dread she ’d thaw to a coquette — 

So very difficult, they say, it is 

To keep extremes from meeting, when once sot 
In motion ; but she here too much refined — 
Aurora’s spirit was not of that kind. 


• LXXXII. 

But Juan had a sort of w'inning way, 
proud humility, if such there bo, 

“V^ich show’d such deference to what females say, 
As if each charming word wore a decree. 

His tact loo temper’d liirn from grave to gay, 

And taught him when to be resi'Tved or free : 

He had the art of drawing people out, 

Without their seeing whntho was about. 


LXXXIIl. 

Aurora, who in her indifference 

Confounded him in common with the crowd 
Of flutterers, though she deem’d he had more sense 
Than whispering fopliugs, or than witlings loud, — 
i Commenced (from such slight things will great coramcncc) 
To feel that flattery which attracts the proud 
Rather by deference than compliment, 

And wins even by a delicate dissent. 


LXXXIV. 

And then he had good looks that point was carried 
Nem.. con. among the women, wliicb I grieve 
To say, leads oft to crim. con. with the married — 

A case which to ffio juries we rgay leave, 

Since with digressions we too long have tarried. 

Now though we know of old that looks deceive, 
And always have done, somehow these good looks 
Make more impression than the best of books. 
LXXXV. 

Aurora, who look’d more on books than faces. 

Was very young, although so very sage, 

Admiring more Minerva than the Graces, 
Especially upon a printed page. 

But virtue’s self with all her tightest laces, 

Has not the natural stays of strict old age ; 

And Socrates, that model of all duty, 

€>wn*d to a penchant, though discreet, for beauty. 


LXXXVI. 

And girls of sixteen are thus far Sooratic, 

But inn^x:eniJy so, as Socrates ; ^ ♦ 

And really, if the sage sublime and Attic 
At seventy years liad phantasies like these, 

Which I’lato in lus dialogues dramatic 
Has shown, I know not why tlmy should dil^Iease 
In virgins — always in a modest way, 

Observe ; for that with mo ’s a “ sine qua.”* 

l.XXXVII. 

Also observe,, that like Wte great Lord Coke, 

(feioe Littleton) whenetir I have express’d 
Opinions two, which at first sight may look 
Tivin opposites, the second is the best. 

Perhaps I have a third too in a nook. 

Or none at all — which seems u sorry jest; 

But if a w riter should bo quite consistent, 

How could ho possibly show things existent ? 

i.xxxvin. 

If people contradict themselves, can I 
Help coatradicling them, and every body, 
liven my veraeious .self? — but that ’s a lie ; 

I never did so, never will — bow should 1 ? 
lie who doubts all things, nothing ran deny ; 

1’rnlh’H fountaitis may be clear — her streams are muddy, 
Aihleut through sueh canals of contradiction, 

That slie must often navigate o’er fiction. 

1, XXXIX. 

Apologue, fable, poesy, and parable, 

Are fals<\ but may be render’d also true 
ly tliost' wIk) saw them in a land that ’s arable. 

’T is wonderful what fable will not do! 

T is said it makes rt'ality more, bearable : 

But w’bat ’k reality ? Who has its ebic ? 

’hilo.sophy? No; she loo much rejects, 
licligion f Yes; but wliich of all lier secta? 

xr. 

5ofnc millions must be wrong, that ’s pretty clear ; 

Perhaps it may turn otit thal, all were right, 
lod help us! Hinee we ’ve need on our carefjf 
To k«'ep our holy braicons alw'iiys bright, 

'T is time that some new prophet should appear 
Or old indulge man with a second-sight. 

Ipinions wear out in Sf)rnc ll)ousatul years, 
iV it bout a BiiKu) refreshment from the spheres, 

xci. 

But here again, wdiy wdll I thus entangle 
Myself with metaphysics? None can hate 
So much as 1 df> any kind of wrangle ; 

And yet such is my folly, or my fato, 

I always knock my head against some angle 
About tl»e present, past, and future state; 

Yet T wish well to Trojan and to Tyrian, 

For I was bred a moderate Presbyterian. 

xr 

But though 1 am a temportile theologian, 

And also meek as a rmsfaphysieiun, 

Impartial between Tyrian and 'rnjjan, 

As Eldon on a lunatic cornmis.sum, — 

In pf)litics, my duty i« to show John 

Bull something of the lower world’s condition. 

It makes my hlo<xl boil like tlv' springs of Hecla, 

To see raon lot these scoundrel sovereigns break law. 

xcni. 

But politics, and policy, and piety, 

Arc. topics which I sometimes introduce, 

Not only for the sake of their vari<;ty, 

But as subservient to a moral use ; 

Because my business is to dress sotdety, 

And stuff with sage that very verdtutt goose. 

And now, that we may furnish with some matter all 
Tastes, we are going to try the supetttatHral. 



XCIV, 

And nm I will give up all argument : 

* And poeitively henceforth no temptation 
38aU fool me .to the top of my bent 
Tos, 1 *11 begin a thorough reformation. 

Indeed I never knew what people meant 
By deeming that my Muse^s conversation 
Was dangerous; — ^1 think she is as harmless 
As some who labour more and yet may cnarmless. 

xcv. 

Grim reader ! did you ever see a ghost ? 

No ; but you *ve heard — I ufldcrstand^be dumb ! 
And don’t regret the time you may have lost, 

For you have got that pleasure still to come ; 
And do not think 1 mean to sneer at most 
Of these things, or by ridicule benumb 
That source of the sublime and the mysterious : — 
For certain reasons my belief is serious. 

xcvi. 

Serious? You laugh:— you may; that will I not ; 

My smiles must be sincere or nut at all. 

I say 1 do believe a haunted spot 

Exists — and where ? That shall I not recall, 
Because I ’d rather it should be forgot. 

Shadows the soul of Richard” may appal : 

In short, upon that subject I *ve some qualms, very 
Like those of the philosopher of Malmsbury.^ 

XCVII. 

The night (I sing by night — sometimes an owl, 
And now and then a nightingale) — is dim, 

And the loud shriek of sage Minerva’s fowl 
Rattles around me her discordant hymn : 

Old portraits from old walls upon mo scowl — 

I wish to heaven they would not look so grim ; 
The dying embers dwindle in the grate— 

I think too that 1 have sate up too late : 

xcviir. 

And therefore, thought *t is by no means my way 
To rhyme at noon — when I have other tilings 
To think of, if I ever think,— I say 

1 feel some chilly midnight shudderings, 

And prudently postpone, until mid-day, 

Treating a topic which, alas ! but brings 
Shadows but you must bo in my condition 
Before you ieam to call tliis superstition. 

xcix. 

Between two worlds life hovers like a star, 

’Twixt night and morn, upon the horizon’s verge: 
How little do we know that which we are ! 

How less what we may be ! The eternal surge 
Of lime and tide rolls on, and bears afar 
Our bubbles ; as the old burst, new emerge, 
liosh’d from the foam of ages; while the graves 
.or empires heave but like some passing waves. 


CANTO XVI. 


Trx antique Persians taught three useful things,- 
To draw the bow, to ride, and speak Uie truth. 
This was the mode of Cyrus— best of kings— 

A mode adopted since by modern youth. 

Bows have they, generally with two strings ; 

Horses they ride without remorse or ruth ; 

At speaking truth perhaps they are less clever, 
But draw the lUng bow better now than ever. 


II. 

Tho cause of this eftect, or this defect, 

“ For this effect defective comes by^auso,”— 
Is what I have not leisure to inspect ; 

But this 1 must say in my own applause. 

Of all tho muses that I recollect, 

W hate’ or may be her follies or her flaws 
In some things, mine ’s beyond all contradiction 
The most sincere that ever dealt in fiction. 

III. 

And as she treats all things, and ne’er retreats 
From any thing, this Epic will contain 
A wilderni?ss of the most rare conceits, 

Which you might elsow^hore hope to finS in fain. 
’T is true there be some bitters with the sweets, 
Yet mix’d so slightly that you can’t complain, 
But wonder tliey so few are, since my tale is 
rebus cunctis el quibusdam aliis.” 

IV. 

But of all truths which she has told, the most 
7>ue is that which she is about to tell. 

I said it was a story of a ghost— < 

What then ? I only know it so befell. 

Have you explored the limits of the coast 

Wliere all the dwellers of the earth must dwell ? 
’T is time to strike such puny doubters dumb as 
The skeptics who would not believe Columbus. 

V. 

Some people would impose now with authority, 
Turpin’ .s or Monmouth Geoffry’s Chronicle 
Men whose historical superiority 
Is always greatest at a miracle. 

But Saint Augustine has the great priority, 

Who bids all men believe the impossible, 

Bemuse U is so. Who nibble, scribble, i[uibble, ho 
C^.uicts at once with “ quia impossibile.” 

VI. 

And therefore, mortals, cavil not at all ; 

Believe : — if ’t is improbable you must ; 

And if it is impossible, you shall: 

’T is always best to take ihing.s upon trust. 

1 do not speak profanely to recall 

Those holier mysteries, which llic wise and just 
Receive as gospel, and which grow more rooted, 

As all truths must, the more tliey arc disputed. 

VII. 

I merely mean to say what Johnson said, 

That in the course of some six thousand years, 
All nations have believed that from the dead 
A visitant at intervals appears ; 

And what is strangest upon tliis strange head, 

Is tliat whatever bar Uie reason rears 
'Gainst such belief, tlierc ’s something stronger still 
In iLs behalf, lot those deny who will. 

VIII. 

The dinner and tho soiree too were done, 

The supper too discuss’d, the dames admired, 
The banqueters had dropp’d off one by one — 

Tho song was silent, and the dance expired : 

The last thin petticoam were vanish’d, gone, 

Like fleecy clouds into the sky retired, 

And notliing brighter gleam'd through the saloon 
Than dying tapers — and the peeping moon. 

IX. 

The evaporation of a joyous day 
Is like tlio last glass of champagne, without 
The foam which made its virgin bumper gay ; 

Or like a system coupled with a doubt ; 

Or like a soda-bottle, when its spray 
Has sparkled and let half its spirit out ; 

Or like a billow left by storms behind, 

Without the animation of the wind ; 
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X. 

Or Ukfi an opiate whicli brings troubled rest, 

Or none ; or like— like nothing that I know 
Except itself;— such is the human breast ; 

> A thing, of which similitudes can show 
~ real likeness, — like the old Tyrian vest 

Dyed purple, none at present can tell how, 

If from a shellfish or from cochineal 
So perish every tyrant’s robe piecemeal I 

But next to dressing for a rout or ball, 

Undressing is a wo ; our robe-dis-chambro 
May sit likyhat of Nessus, and recall 

TJioughts quite as yellow, but loss clear than amber. 
Titus exclaim’d, “ 1 ’ve lo^t a day !” Of all 
The nights and days most people can remember, 

(I have had of both, some not be disdain’d,) 

I wish they ’d state how many they have gain’d. 

xti. 

And Juan, on retiring for the night, 

Fell restless and perplex’d, and compromised ; 
lie thought Aurora Rahy’s eyes more bright 

• Than Adeline (such is advice) advised ; 

If he had known exactly his own idight, 

He probably would have pljilosophized ; 

A jafftd resource to all, and ne’er <lcnied 
Tfflwanted ; therefore J uan only sigh’d. 

XITI. 

Ho sigh’d ; — the next resource is the full moon, 

Where all sighs are deposited ; and now, 

It happen’d luckily, the clia.st(j orb slioue 
As cl(iar as such a climate will allow ; 

And Juan’s mind was in the proper tone 

'I’o liail her with the apostrophe— “ Oh, thou!” 

Of amatory egotism the tiiism, 

Which further to explain would be a truism. 

• XIV. 

But lover, poet, or astronomer, 

. Sltcpherd, or swain, whocjver may beliold, 

Veel some abstraction when lliey gaze on her : 

Gr»-at thoughts we catch from thoucc, (besides a cold 
Sometimes, unless rny feelings rather err ;) 

Deep secrets to Iht rolling light arc told ; 

The ocean’s tides and mortals’ brains she sways. 

And also hearts, if tliere be truth in lays. 

XV. 

J uan fel t somewhat pensive , and d ispi cd 
For contemplation rather tlian Ins pillow ; 

The Gothic chamber, when; he was enclosed, 

I^et in the rippling sound of th<; lake’s billow, 

With all the mystery by midnight caused ; 

Below his window waved (of course) a willow ; 

And he stood gazing out on the cascade 
That flash’d and after darken’d in tlie shade. 

XVI. 

Upon his table or his toilet — which 
Of these is not exactly ascertain’d — 

(I state this, for I am cautious to a pitch 
Of nicety, where a fact is toJ*e gain’d) 

A lamp burii’d high, while ho leant from a niche, 

Where many a Gothic ornament remain’d, 

In chiscll’d stone and painted glass, and all 
That time has left our fathers of their hall. 

xvn. 

Then as the night was clear, though cold, he threw 
His chamber-door wide open— and wont forth 
Into a gallery, of a sombre hue, 

Long, furnish’d with old pictures of great worth 
Of knights and dames heroic and chaste too, 

As doubtless should be people of high birth. 

But by dim lights the portraits of the dead 
* Have something ghastly, desolate, and dread. 


1 XVIII. 

The forms of the grim knights and pictured lea^ts 
Look living in the m<K>n ; and as yop«<urn 
Backward and iorward to the echoes fijiint * 

Oi your own footsteps — voices from iho «m 
A}>pear to wakts, and shadows wild and quaint 
Start from the frames which flmce their aspects stem, 
As if to ask how can you dare to keep 
A vigil there, where all but death should sleep 

xix. 

And the pale smile of beauties in the grave, 

^ The charms of other Rays, in starlight gleams 
Glimmer on high ; the btiried locks still wave 
Along the canvttss ; their eyes glance like dreams 
On ours, or sf)a!s within some dusky cave, 

Hill death is imaged in their shatlowv' beams. 

A picture is the past ; even ere its frame 
Be gilt, wlio sate hath ceased to be the same. 

XX. 

As Juan mused on mutability, 

Or on his mistress— terms synonymous— 

No sound except the liehoof his sigh 
Or step ran sadly through that antique house, 

When suddenly he heard, or thought so, nigh, 

A supernatural ag(;nt — or a rmsise, 

Whose little nibbling nistio will emharrasa 
Mo.st people, as it plays along the arras. 

XXI. 

It was no mouse, but lo! a m<jnk, array’d 
In cowl and beads and dusky garb, appear’d, 

Now in the moonlight, rind now lapsed in shade, 

With steps that trod as heavy, yet unheard; 

His garments only a slight murmur made ; 

III* inovidas shadowy as the sisters weird, 

Hut slowly ; and as he pass’d Juan by, 

Glanced, without pausing, on him a bright I'yo 

xxri. 

Juan was petrified ; lie liad heard a hint 
Of such a spirit in the.se lialls of old, 

But tiiought, like most men, there was nothing in ’t 
Beyond the nmiour which such spots unfold, 

Coin’d from surviving sufierstition’.s mint, 

Which passes gliosts in currency like gold, 

But rarely seen, lilu* gold compariul with paper. 

And did ho see ilii.s '1 or was it a vapour? 

xxrii. 

Once, twice, thrice pass’d, repass’d — the thing of air, 

Or earth lieneath, or heaven, or ’t other place; 

And Juan gazed upon it willi a .stare, 

Yet could not speak or move; but, on its base 
As stands a statue, stood; he fedthis hair 

Twunc like a knot of snakes around his fai'e ; 

Tie tax’d liis tongue for words, wliich were not granted, 
To ask the reverend person what he wanted. 

XXIV. 

Tlic tliird time after a still longer pfiUMc, 

The, shadow pass’d away — hut where? the hall 
Was long, and thus far ther** was no great cause 
To thitik hi.s vanisliiiig unnatural : 

D<w/rs there were many, through which, by the, laws 
Of physics, bodies, whether short or tall, 

Alight r.orno or go ; but Juan could not state 
Through whiciiihe spectre seem’d to evaporate. 

! XXV. 

lie stood, how long he knew’ not, but it seem’d 
An ngt — expectant, powerless, with hi» eycj,< 

Strain’d on the spot where first the figure gleam’d ; 

Then by degree.^ recall’d Ids energies, 

An<J would have pass’d the whole off* ajs a dream, 

But could not wake ; he wa.*?, he did surmise. 

Waking already, and return'd at length 
Back to his chamber, shorn of half his strength , 
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XIXVI, 

All therepWBs as he left it ; still his taper 
' Burnt, and not Uu^f as modest tapers use, 

Receiving sprites with sympathetic vapour ; 

He rubb’d his eyes, tid they did not. refuse 
Their oifice ; he took up an old newspaper ; 

The paper was right easy to peruse ; 

He read an article the king attacking, 

And a long eulogy of Patent Blacking.** 

XXVII. 

This savour’d of this world ; but his hand shook— 

He shut his door, and after haVing read 
A paragraph, 1 think about Home Tooke, 

Undress’d, and rather slowly went to bed. 

There, couch’d aH snugly on his pillow’s nook, 

With what he ’d scon his phantasy he fed, 

And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept. 

XX VIII. 

He woke betimes ; and, as may be supposed, 

Ponder’d upon his visitant or vision, 

And whether it ought not to be disclosed, 

At risk of being quizz’d for superstition. 

The more he thought, the more his mind was posed; 

In the mean time his valet, whose precision 
Was great, because his master brook’d no hiss, 
Knock’d to inform him it was time to dress. 

XXIX. 

He dress’d ; and, like young people, he was wont 
To take some trouble with his toilet, but 
This morning rather spent less time upon ’t ; 

Aside his very mirror soon was put ; 

His curls fell negligently o’er his front, 

His clothes were not curb’d to their usual cut, 

His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot was ti(?d 
Almost a hair’s breadth too much on one side. 

XXX. 

And when he walk’d down into the saloon, 

He sate him pensive o’er a dish of tea, 

Which he perhaps had not discover’d soon, 

Had it not happen’d scalding hot to be, 

Which made him have recourse unto his spoon ; 

So much distrait he was, that all could see 
That something was the matter — Adeline 
The first— but whai she could not well divine. 

XXXI, 

She look’d and saw him pale, and turn’d as pale 
Herself ; then hastily look’d down and mutter’d 
fiomething, but what ’s not stated in my tale. 

Lord Henry said, his mutHn was ill butter’d ; 

The Duchess of Fitz-Fulke play’d with her veil, 

And look’d at Juan hard, but nothing utter’d. 

Aurora Raby, with her large dark eyes, 

Survey’d him with a kind of calm surprise. 

xxxn. 

But seeing him all cold and silent still, 

And every body wondering more or less, 

Fair Adeline inquired if he were ill ? 

He started, and said, “ Yes — no— rather — ^yes.” 

The family physician had great skill, 

And, being present, now began to express 
His readiness to feel his pulse, and tell 
The cause, but Juan said, “ ho was quite well.” 

xxxm. 

“ Quite well ; yes, no.” — These answers were mysterious, 
And yet his lo^s appear’d to sanction both, 

However they mi^t savour of delirious ; 

Something like illness of a sudden growtli 

his spirit, though by no means serious 
||3|ir ihe festf mA® seem’d loth 

TjiMte the caa^A |J|||ht bo ta’eo for granted, 

ItipM Mt the i<l|iiBBFtliat he wanted. 


XXXIV. 

Lord Henry, who had now discuss’d his chocolate, 

Also the muffin, wherced* he complain’d, 

Said, Juan had not got his usual look Slate, 

At which he marvell’d, since it had not rain’d ; 

Then ask’d her grace what news were of the duke of le 
Her grace replied, kis grace was rather pain’d 
With some slight, light, hereditary twinges 
Of gout, which rusts aristocratic hinges. 

XXXV. 

Then Henry turn’d to Juan, and address’d 
A few words of condolence on his state; 

You look,” quoth he, as if you ’d had ypur rest 
Broke in upon by the Black Friar of late.” 

* What friar?” said Juan ; and he did his best 
To put the question with an air sedate, 

Or careless ; but tVie effort was not valid 
To hinder him from growing still more pallid. 

XXXVI. 

Oh ! have you never beard of the Black Friar ? 

The spirit of these walls?” — “ In truth not I.” 

“ Why fame — but fame you know sont.^timo *s a liar 
Tells an odd story, of which by the by: 

Whether with time the spectre has grown shyer, 

Or that our sires had a more gifted eye 
For such sights, though the tale is half believed, ^ 

The friar of late has not been oft perceived. 

xxxvir. 

“ The last time was ” “ I pray,” said Adoline— . 

(Who watch’d the changes of Don Juan’s brow, 

And from its context thought she could divine 
Connexions stronger than he chose to avow 
With this same legend,) — “ if you but design 
To jest, yon ’ll choose some other themo just now, 
Because the present talc has oft. been told, 

And is not much improved by growing old.” 

xxxvin. 

Jest!” quoth Milor, “ Why, Adeline, you know 
That we ourselves — ’t was in the honey-moon— 

Saw ” “Well, no matter, ’t was so long ago ; 

But come, I ’ll set your story to a tune.” 

Graceful as Dian when she draws her bow, 

She seized her harp, whose strings were kindled soor 
As touch’d, and plaintively began to play 
The air of “ ’T was a Friar of Orders Gray.” 

xxxix. 

^ But add the words,” cried Henry, “ which you made, 
For A<leIino is half a poetess,” 

Turning round to the rest, he smiling said. 

Of Course the others could not but express 
]n courtesy their wish to see display’d 
By on<! three talents, for there were no less— 

The voice, the words, the harper’s skill, at once 
I^ould hardly bo united by a dunce. 

XL. 

After some fascinating hesitation, — 

The charming of these charmers, who seem bound, 
can’t tell why, to this dissimulation— 

Pair Adeline, with eyps fix’d on the ground 
At first, then kindling into animation. 

Added her sweet voice to the lyric sound, 

And sang with much simplicity, — a merit 
yot the less precious, that we seldom hear it. 

1 . 

Beware ! beware ! of the Black Friar, 

Who sitieth by Norman stone, 

'or he mutters his prayer in the midnight air, 

And his mass of the days that are^one. 
iVhen the Lord of the Hill, Amundeviile, 

Made Norman Church his prey, 

And expell’d the friars, one friar still 
Would not be driven away. ‘ 
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2 . 

' Though ho came in his might, with King Heniy’s right 
To turn church lands to lay, 

With sword in hand, and torch to light 
'^.JXlheir walls, if they said nay, 

A monk romainM, unchased, unchainM, 

And he did not soem form’d of clay, 

•For he ’s seen in the porch, and he ’s seen in the church 
Though ho is not seen by day. 

3 . 

And whether for good, or whether for ill, 

'V It is not mine to say ; 

But still in the house of Amundoville, 

• He abideth night and day. 

By the marriage-bed of their lords, ’t is said, 

Ho flits on the bridal eve ; 

And ’t is held as faith, to their bod of deatli 
He comes — but not to grieve. 

4 . 

When an heir is born, he is heard to mourn, 

^ And when aught is to befall 
That ancient line, ilK the pale moonshine 

* lf<j walk.s from hail to hall. 

His form you may trace, hut not his face, 

’T is shadow’d by his cowl ; 

But htf.i^os may be seen from the folds between, 

And they seem of a parted soul. 

5 . 

’ But beware ! beware of the Black Friar, 

He still retains his svvay, 

For he is yet the church’s heir, 

Whoever may bo (ho lay. 

Amundevillo is lord by day, 

But the monk is lord by night, 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question tiiat friar’s right. 

V ’ . ®- 

'^Say naught to him as he w'alks the hall, 

And h<^ ’ll say naught to you : 

He^sweops along in liis dusky pall, 

As o’er tljo grass the dew. 

Then graniorcy ! for the Black Friary 
Heaven sain him ! fair or foul, 

And whatsoe’er may be his prayer, 

Let ours be for his soul. 

xx.i. 

The lady’s voice ceased, and the thrilling wires 
Died from the touch that kindbid them to sound 
And thcj pause follow’d, which, when song expires 
Pervades a moment those who listen round ; 

And then of course the circle much admires, 

Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound, 

The tones, the feeling, and the execution, 

To the performer’s di^dent confusion. 

XLir. 

Fair Adeline, though in a careless way, 

As if she rated such accomplishment 
As the mere, pastime of an idle day, 

Pursued an instant for her owm A)ntent, 

Would now and then as ’t wore without display, 

Yet v}ith display in fact, at times relent 
To such performances with haughty smile, 

To show she could, if it were worth her while. 

XLlIl. 

Now this (but we will whisper it aside) 

Was — pardon the jxedantic illustration — 

Trampling on Plato’s pride with greater pride, 

* As did the Cynic on some like occasion ; 

Deeming the sage would be much mortifled. 

Or tlirown into a philosophic passion, 

Ftr a spoil’d carpet— but tlio “ Attic Bee” 

Wm much consoled by his own repartee.® 


' « a 

Thus Adeline would throw into the shexlei * 

(By doing easily, whene’er she cbcMioj; . ^ 

What dilettanti do with vast parade,) 

Their sort of half jiro/cMon : for it grows 
To something like this when too oft displayed, 

And that it is so every body knows 
Who ’ve hoard Miss That or This, or Lady T’ othoTi 
Show off^ — to jilease their company or mother* 

XLV. 

Oh ! the long evenings of* and trios ! 

The admirations and llie speculations ; 

The “Mamma Mias!” and the “ Amor MiosP* 

The “ 'I'anii Palpitis” on such occasions : 

The “ Lasriamis,” and quavering “ Addiosl” 

Among onr own most musical of nati(»is ; 

With “ Tu mi chamas’s” from Portingale, 

To scK^th our ears, lest Italy should fail.* 

XLvr. 

In Babylon’s bravuras — as th«j home 
Heart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray Highlands, 

That bring Locliaber back to eyes tlml roam 
O’er far Atlantic continents or islands, 

The calentures of music which o’ercome [lands, 

All iiiountaineers with dreams that they are nigh 
No more to be beheld but in such visions, — 

Was Adeline well versed as comfKisitions. 

XLVir. 

Sli<^ also had a twilight tinge of “ [wrote ; 

('ould write rhymes, and compose more tlian she 
Made epigrams ot‘.casionally too 

Upon her friends, as every lK>dy ought. 

But still from tlmt sublimer azure hue, 

So much the present dye, sh(^ was remote ; 

Was weak enough to deem Pope a great poet, 

And, what was worse, was not ashamed to show it. 

xi.viii. 

Aurora — since we are touching upon taste, 

Whi<*h iiow-a-days is the thennometer 
By whoso degrees all characters are class’d— 

Was iriorc Sliakspearian, if I do not err. 

The worlds beyond this world’s perplexing waste 
Hud more of her existence, for in her 
There, was a depth of feeling to embrace 
Thoughts, boundless, deep, but silent too as spaco. 

XI.IX. 

Not sober gracious, graceful, gracebiss grace, 

The full-grown H«^be of Fitz-Fulkc, whoso mind, 
f she had any, was iiptm her face, 

And dial was of a fascinating kind. 

A little turn for misrhiefyou might trace 
Also fher<*on, — ^but that ’s not much ; we find 
females without some such gentle leaven, 

’or fear we should suppose us quite in heaven, 

n. 

have not heard slie was at all poetic, 

Th<rtigh once she w'a« .seen reading the *Bath Guide,”' 
\nd “ Haylcy’s Triumphs,” winch she deem’d pathetiO| 
Bi^cause, she said, luT temper had 1i>een tried 
lo much, the bard had really been propltotic 
Of what she had gone through with,— since a bride. 

But of all verse what, most insured her praise 
Were sonnets to herself, or “ bouta 

LI. 

’T were difficult to say what was the object * 

Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay 
To bear on what appear’d to her the subject 
Of Juan’s nervous feelings on that day. 

Perha[»s she merely had the simple project 
To laugh him out of his supfXMired dismay ; 

Perhaps she might wish to confirm him in it, 

Though why 1 cannot say — at least thin minute* 





x»iri, 

Miltfoif titper 

^ Bomt, and iu 11^ 

Emtvin^ sprites wi4 sympathetic Tapour ; 

He rubbM his eyes, apd ^ey did not rehise 
Their office ; he took up an old newspaper ; 

The paper was right easy to peruse ; 

He read an article the king attacking, 

And a long eulogy of ** Patent Blacl^g*’’ 

xjcrii. 

This savoured of this world ; but his hand shook*-* 

He shot his door, and after having read 
A paragraph, 1 thi]^ about Home Tooke, 

UndressM, and rather slowly went to bed. 

There, couchM all snugly on bis pillow^s nook, 

With what he M seen his phantasy he fed. 

And though it was no opiate, slumber crept 
Upon him by degrees, and so he slept. 

XXVIII. 

He woke betimes ; and, as may be supposed, 

Ponder’d upon his visitant or vision, 

And whether it ought not to be disclosed, 

At risk of being quizz’d for superstition. 

The more he tliou^it, the more his mind was posed ; 

In the mean time his valet, whoso precision 
Was great, because his master brook’d no less, 

Knock’d to inform him it was time to dross. 

XXIX. 

Ho dress’d ; and, like young people, he was wont 
To take some trouble with his toilet, but 
This morning rather spent less time upon ’t ; 

Aside his very mirror soon was put: 

His curls fell negligently o’er his front, 

His clothes were not curb’d to their usual cut, 

His very neckcloth’s Gordian knot was tied 
Almost a hair’s breadth too much on one side. 

XXX. 

And when he walk’d down into the saloon, 

He sate him pensive o’er a dish of tea, 

Which he perhaps had not discover’d soon, 

Had it not happen’d scalding hot to be, 

Which made him have recourse unto his spoon ; 

So much distrait he was, that all could see 
That something wxm the matter — Adeline 
The first— but what she could not well divine. 

XXXI. 

iBhe look’d and saw him pale, and turn’d as pale 
Herself ; then hastily look’d down and mutter’d 
fiomething, but what ’s not stated in iny tale. 

Lord Henry said, his muffin was ill butter’d; 

The Duchess of Fitz-Pulke play’d with her veil, 

And look’d at Juan hard, but nothing utter’d. 

Aurora Raby, with her large dark eyes, 

Survey’d him witli a kind of calm surprise. 

XXXII. 

But seeing him all cold and silent still, 

And every body wondering more or less, 

Pair Adeline inquired if he were ill ? 

He started, and said, “ Yes— no— rather— yes.” 

The family physician had great skill, 

And, being present, now bttgan to express 
His readiness to feci his pulse, and toll 
The cause, but Juan said, ** he was quite well,” 

xxxrn. 

“ Ctuite well ; yes, no.”— Those answers were mysterious, 
And yet his looks appear’d to sanction both, 

However they might savour of delirious ; 

Something like illness of a sudden growth 
Wei|hM ^ bis spirit, though by no means serious 
But Ibr ffie rest, m he himself seem’d loffi 
Tj».«tele the case. Hwlht be ta’en for granted, 

It not the p hy l iaireat he wanted. 


XXXIV. 

Lord Henry, wlu> find now diecussM his choeolnte, 

Also the ttitfffin, whereof he complainM, 

Said, Juan had not got his usual M elate, 

At which he marvell’d, since it had not rain’d ; 

Then ask’d her grace what news were of the duke of lat^ 
Her grace replied, Ms grace was rather pain’d 
With some slight, light, hereditary twinges 
Of gout, which rusts aristocratic hinges. 

XXXV. 

Then Henry turn’d to Juan, and address’d 
A few words of condolence on his state: 

“ You look,” quotli he, “ as if you ’d had yi>ur i;ost 
Broke in upon by the Black Friar of late.” 

What friar ?” said Juan ; and he did his best 
To pt)t the question with an air sedate, 

Or careless ; but the effort was not valid 
To hinder him from growing still more pallid. 

XXXVI. 

“ Oh ! have you never heard of the Black Friar ? 

The spirit of these walls?” — “ In truth not I.” 

■ Why fame — ^but fame you know sonletimc ’s a liar— 
Tells an odd story, of which by the by : 

Whether with time die spectre has grown shyer, 

Or that our sires had a more gifted eye 
For such sights, though (he tale is half believed, 

The friar of late has not been oft perceived. 

XXXVII. 

“ The last time was ” “ I pray,” said Adeline— 

(Who watch’d the changes of Don Juan’s brow, 

And from its context thouglit she could divine 
Connexions stronger than ho chose to avow 
With this same legend,) — “ if you but design 
To jest, you ’ll choose some other theme just now, 
Because the present tale has oft been told, 

And is not much improved by growing old.” 

xxxviii. •* 

Jest !” quoth Milor, “ Why, Adeline, you know 
That we ourselves — ’t was in the honey-moon— 

Saw ” “ Well, no matter, ’iw'us so long ago; ^ 

But come, 1 ’ll set your story to a tune.” 

Graceful as Dian when she draws her bow, 

►She seized her harp, whose strings were kindled soon 
As touch’d, and plaintively began to play 
The air of ‘‘ ’T was a Friar of Orders Gray.” 

XXXIX. 

But add the words,” cried Henry, ** which you made, 
For Adeline is half a poetess,” 

Turning round to the rest, he smiling said. 

Of course the others could not but express 
In courtesy their wish to see display’d 

By one tftree talents, for tliero were no less— 

The voice, the words, the harper’s skill, at once 
Could hardly be united by a dunce. 

XL. 

After some fascinating hesitation, — 

The charming of tliese charmers, who seem bound, 

I can’t tell why, to this dissimulation— 

Fair Adeline, with ey^s fix’d on the ground 
At first, then kindling into animation, 

Added her sweet voice to the lyric sound, 

And sang with much simplicity, — a merit 
Not the less precious, that we seldom hear it. 

1. 

Beware ! beware ! of the Black Friar, 

Who sitlelh by Norman stone, 

For he mutters his prayer in the midnight air, 

And his mass of the days that are gone. 

When the Lord of the Hill, Amundeviile, 

Made Norman Church his prey, 

And expell’d the friars, one fijar still 
Would not be driven away. 
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1 

'hough he came in his might, with King Hemy’s rightj 
To turn church lands to lay, 

Vith sword in hand, and torch to li^t 
Tkeir walls, if they said nay, 

1 . monk remainM, unchased, unchain’d, 

And he did not seem form’d of clay, 

:'or he ’s seen in the porch, and he ’s seen in the church, 
Though he is not seen by day. 


xxmr. 

Thus Adeline would throw into tiie s2i«da| 

(By doing easily, whene’er she chose; 

What dilettanti do with vast parade, ) 

Their sort of half prtftanm : for it grows 
To somethin like this when too oft displayed, 

And that it is so every body knows 
Who ’ve heard Miss That or This, or Lady T’ other^ 
Show off— to please their company or mother. 


3. 

Vnd whether for good, or whether for ill, 

It is not mine to say ; 
iut still iathe house of AmundevUle, 

* He abideth night and day. 
iy the marriage-bed of their lords, ’t is said, 
lie flits on the bridal eve ; 

\nd ’t is held as faith, to their bed of deatli 
^ He comes — but not to grieve. 

4. 

When an heir is born, he is heard to mourn, 

Ami when aught is to befall 
i'hat ancient line, i^ the pale moonshine 
lie walks from hall to hall. 

His form you may trace, but not his face, 

’T is shadow’d by his co\t'l ; 

But hb''l?ycs may be seen from the folds between, 
And they seem of a parted soul. 


XLV. 

Oh ! the long evenings of ^M^ts and trios ! 

The admirations and the speculations ; 

The “ Mamma Mias 1” and the ** Amor MiosP 
The “ Tanti Palpitis” on such occasions : 
The “ Lasciamis,” and quavering Addiosl’* 
Among our own most musical of nations ; 
With “ Tu mi chamas’s” from Portingalo, 

To sooth our ears, lest Italy should fail.* 


XLvr. 

In Babylon’s bravuras— as the home 
Heart-ballads of Green Erin or Gray Highlands, 
That bring Lochaber back to eyes that roam 
O’t'r far Atlantic corjt incuts or islands, 

The calentures of music which o’ercome 
All mountaineers with dreams that 
No more to be beheld but in such visions,- 
Was Adeline well versed as compositions. 


[lands, 
they are nigh 


5. 

But beware ! beware of the Black Friar, 
Ho still retains his sway, 

Fr)r he is yol the church’s heir, 

Whoever may bo the lay. 

Amundcvillo is lord by day, 

But the monk is lord by night, 

Nor wine nor wassail could raise a vassal 
To question that friar’s right. 

* 6 . 

^Say naught to him as he walks the hall, 
And h(? ’ll say naught to you : 
He^sweeps along in his dusky pall, 

As o’er the grass tlie dew. 

Then gramorcy ! for the Black Friar; 

Heaven sain him ! fair or foul, 

And whatsoe’er may be his prayer, 

Let ours be for his soul. 


xnvjj. 

She also had a twilight tinge of “ jB2wc,” [wrote ; 

fh>uld write rhyntos, and compose more than she 
Made epigrams occasionally loo 
Upon ht-r friends, as every lK>dy ought. 

But still from that sublimer azure hue, 

So much the present dyes, she was remote ; 

Was w('ak enough to deem Pope a great poet, 

And, what was worse, was not asliamcd to show it 

XLVIIl. 

Aurora — since we arc touching upon tosto, 

Which now-a-days is the thermometer 
By whose degrees all characters are class’d— 

AVas more Shakspearian, if I do not err. 

The w’iirlds beyond this world’s per(»le.\ing waste 
Had more of her existence, for in her 
Then! w;is a depth of feeling to i.mbrace 
ThoughlvS, boundless, deep, but silent too as space. 


XLI. 

The lady’s voice ceased, and the thrilling wires 
Died from the touch that kindled them to sound 
And the pause follow’d, which, when song expires 
Pervades a moment those who listen round ; 
And then of course the circle much admires, 

Nor less applauds, as in politeness bound, 

The tones, the feeling, and the execution, 

To the performer’s diffident confusion. 

XLIl. 

Fair Adeline, though in a careless way, 

As if she rated such accomplishment 
As foe mere pastime of an idle day, 

Pursued an instant for her own i^ntent, 

Would now and then as ’t were vithmit display, 
Yet unth display in fact, at times relent 
To such performances with haughty smile, 

To show she couW, if it were worth her whfle. 

xx.rir. 

Now this (but we will whisper it aside) 

Was — pardoit the pedantic illustration — 
Trampling on Plato’s pride with greater pride, 

* As did the Cynic on some like occasion ; 
Deeming the sage would he much mortified, 

Or tlirown into a philosophic passion, 

Fir a spoil’d carpet— but the “ Attic Bee” 

^ Wt« much combed by his own repartee.^ 


XLIX. 

Not sober gracious, graceful, graceless grace, 

The full-grown Hebe of Fitz-Fulke, whose mind, 
f she had any, was upon her face, 

And tljat was of a fascinating kind. 

A little turn for mischief you might trace 
Also thereon, — but that ’s not much ; we find 
Few fiunales without R>me such gentle leaven, 

For fear we should 8uppi»se us quite in heaven. 

L. 

I have not heard she was at. all poetic, 

'J’liough once she was seen reading the “Bath Guide, 

And ** liayley’s Triumphs,” which she deem’d pathetiC) 
Because, she said, t.empr.r had been tried 
So much, the bard had really been prophetic 
Of what she had gone through with, — since a bride. 

But of all verse what most insured her praise 
Were sonnets to herself, or “ bouts rim^s.” 

Ll. 

’T wore difficult to say what was foe object • 

Of Adeline, in bringing this same lay 
To bear on what appear’d to her the subject 
Of Juan’s nervous feelings on that day. 

Perhaps she merely had the simple project 
To laugh him out of his supposed dismay ; 

Perhaps she might wish to confirm him in it. 

Though why 1 cannot say— at least this minutis. 
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LU. 

But 8^' far' the, immediate effect 
I Was to restdb him to his se)f*proprietyi 
A thing quite necessary to the elect, 

Who wish to take the tone of their society ; 

In which you cannot be too circumspect, 

Whether the mode be persiflage or piety, 

But wear the newest mantle of hypocrisy, 

On pain of much displeasing the gynocracy. 

LIU. 

And therefore Juan now bega^j to rally 
His spirits, and, without more explanation. 

To jest upon such themes in many a sally. 

Her grace too also seized the same occasion. 

With various similar remarks to tally, 

But wishM for a still more detailed narration 
Of this same mystic friar’s curious doings, 

About the present family’s deaths and wooings. 

LIV. 

Of these few could say more than has been said ; 

They pass’d, as su^ things do, for stiperstition 
With some, while others, who had more in dread 
The theme, half credited the strange tradition 
And much was talk’d on all sid<^s on tiiat head ; 

But Juan, when cross-ijuestion’d on the vision, 

. Which some supposed (though he had not avow’d it) 
Had stirr’d him, answer’d in a way to cloud it. 

LV. 

And then, the mid-day having worn to one, 

The company prepared to separate : 

Some to their several pastimes, or to none ; 

Some wondering ’t was so early, some so late. 

There was a goodly match, too, to be run 

Between some grayliounds on my lord’s estate, 

And a young racehorse of old pedigroo, 

Match’d for the spring, whom several went to see. 

LVt. 

There was a picture-dealer, who had brought 
A special Titian, warranted original, 

So precious dial it was not to bo boiight, 

Though princes the possessor were besieging all. 

The king himself had cheapfsn’d it, but thought 
The civil list (he deigns to accept, obliging all 
His subjects by his gracious acceptation) 

Too scanty, in these times of low taxation. 

LVII. 

But as T^ord Henry was a connoisseur, — 

The friend of artists, if not arts, — the owner, 

With motives tlio most classical and pure, 

So that he w^ould have been the very donor 
B-athcr than sclier, had his wants been fewer, 

So much he deem’d his patronage an honour, 

Had brought the capo d’op^ra, not for sale, 

But for his judgment, — never luiown to fail. 

LVIII. 

There was a modem Goth, J mean a Gothic 
Bricklayer of Babel, call’d an architect, 

Brought to survey these gray walls, which, though so thick, 
Might have from time acquired some slight defect ; 
Who, after rumaging the Abbey through thick 
And thin, produced a plan, whereby to erect 
New buildings of correctest conformation, 

And throw down old — ^which he call’d restoration, 

LXX. 

The cost would b© a trifle — an “ old song,” 

Set to some tliousands, (’t is the usual burden 
Of that same tune, when people hum it long) — 

The price would speedily repay its worth in 
An edifice no less sublime tlian strong, 

By which Lord Henry’s good taste would go forth in 
Its glory, through all ages sinning sunny, 

For daring in Knglisli monev.^ 


LX. 

There were two lawyers busy on a mortgage 
Lord Henry wish’d to raise for a new purchase ; 
Also a lawsuit upon tenures burgage, 

And one on tithes which sure are discord’s tordic^ 
Kindling Religion till she throws down far gage, 
Untying” squires ‘‘ to fight against the churches 
There was a prize ox, a prize pig, and ploughman, 
For Henry was a sort of Sabine showman. 

LXX. 

There were two poachers caught in a steel trap. 
Ready for jail, their place of convalescence ; 

There was a country girl in a close cap # ^ 

And scarlet cloak, (I hate the sight to sec, since— 
Since — since — in youth I had the sad mishap — 

Bui luckily I ’ve paid few parish fees since.) 

That scarlet cloak, alas ! unclosed with rigour, 
Presents the problem of a double figure. 

I.XII. 

A reel within a lK>Ule is a mystery, 

One can’t tell how it e’er got in or out, 

Therefore the present piece of natin^l Iiistory 
I leaviJ to those who are fond of solving doubt, 

And merely state, though not for the consistory, 

I.ord Henry was a justice, and that Scout 
The constable, beneath a warrant’s banner, 

Had bagg’d this poacher upon Nature’s mono' 

LXiir. 

Now justices of pence must jtidge all pieces 
Of mischief of all kinds, and keep the game 
And morals of tlu5 country from caprices 
Of tliose who ’ve not a license for the same ; 

And of all tliings, excepting tithes and leases, 

Perhaps these are most difficult to tame : 

Preserving ])artridgcs and pretty wcnche.s 
Arc puzzles to the most precautious benches. 

Lxn% 

The present culprit was extremely pale, 

Pale as if painted so; her cheek being red 
By nature, as in higher dames less hale, ^ 

’T is white, at least when tiiey just rise from bed 
Perhaps she was ashamed of seeming frail, 

Pot>r soul ! for she was country born and bred, 

And knew no better in her immorality 
Than to wax white — ^for blushes are for quality. 

LXV. 

Her black, bright, downcast, yet cspi^-gle eye 
Had gather’d a large tear into its corner, 

Which the poor tiling at times essay’d to dry, 

For she was not a sentimental mourner, 

Parading all her sensibility. 

Nor insolent enough to scorn the scomer, 

But stooil in ireinbling, patient tribulation, 

I’o be call’d uji for her examination. 

LX VI, 

Of course those groups were scatter’d her© and there, 
Nt)t nigh the gay saloon of ladies gent. 

Tlni lawyers in the study ; and in air 

The prize pig, ploijqhman, poachers ; the men sent 
From town, viz. architect and dealer, were 
Both busy (as a general in his tent 
Writing despatches) in their several stations, 

Exulting in their brilliant lucubrations. 

Lxvn. 

But this poor girl was left in the great hall, 

While Scout, the parish guardian of the frail. 
Discuss’d (he hated beer yclept the “ small”) 

A mighty mug of moral double ale : 

She waited until Justice could recall 
Its kind attentions to their proper pale, 

To name a thing in nomenclature rather 
Perplexing for most virgins— a child’s father. * 
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LXTIII. 

ou Bee here was enough of occupation 

For the Lord Henry, link’d with dogs and horses, 

'hero was much bustle too and preparation 
Below stairs on the score of second courses, 
lecause, as suits their rank and situation, 

'JMiose who in counties have great land resources, 
ave “ public days,” when all men may carouse, 

'hough not exactly what ’s call’d “ open house” — 

LXIX. 

lit once a week or fortnight, uninvited, 

(Thus we translate a general invitation,) 

11 country ^entV^men, esquired or knighted, 

.May drop in without cards, and take their station 
.t the full board, and sit alike delighted 
With fasliionablc wines and conversation, 

-nd, as the isthmus of the grand connexion, 
alk o’er themselves, the past and next election. 

’ LXX. 

.ord Henry was a great electioneercr, 

Burrowing for boroughs lilte a rat or rabbit, 
jut country contests Host him rather dciirer, 

Bi'cause tlie neighbouring Scotdi Earl of Gifigabbit 
lud English iiitluenco in the self-samo sjihere herc^ 

His son, the Honourable Die.k Diee-drabbit, 

Vas nieiiAer for “the other interest,” (meaning 
'he sclt-same interest, with a dillerent leaning.) 

LXXI. 

Courteous and cjiutious therefore in liis cotmty, 

11c was all things to all me.n, and dispensed 
'o some, cjvility, to others bounty, 

And promises to all — wliicb last commenced 
I’o gather to a stanewhal large amount, he 
Not calculating liow much they condensed; 
lut, what with keeping some and breaking others, 
lis W(»rd liad the same, value as another’s. 

LX XII. ' 

\ fricjid to freedom and freeboldcrs—yet 
.No less a friend to govtanmont — he held 
riiatHni exactly the just medium )jit 
’Twixt place and patriotism — albeit coinpell’d, 
hien was his sovereign’s pkatstire, (though unfit, 

He added modestly, when rebels railM,) 

To bold some sinecures he wish’d ahedish’d, ^ 
lut that with them all law would bo demolish’d. 

Lxxni. ' 

le was “ free to confess”— (whence comes this phrase? 

Is ’l English? No—- ’i is only parliamentary) 

That innovation’ .s spirit novv-a-tiays 
1 lad made more progress than for the Itwt e.entury. 
le would not tread a factious path to praise, 

Though for the public weal disposed to venture high ; 
for his place, he could hut. say this of it, 

That the fatigue was greater than the profit. 

LXXIV. 

Heaven and his friends knew that a private life 
Had ever boon his sole and whole ambition ; 

But could he quit his king in times of strife 
Which threaten’d the whole countiy with perdition . 
When demagogues would with a butcher’s knife 
Cut through and through, (oh! damnable incision.) 
I’he Gordian or the Geordian knot, whose strings 
Have tied together Commons, Lords, and Kings. 

LX XV. 

.Sooner “ come place into the civil list, 

And champion him to the utmost”— he would keep it. 
Till duly disappointed or dismiss’d : 

profit he cared not for, let others reap it ; 

But should the day come when place ceased to exist, 
The country would have far more cause to weep it; 
For how could it go on ? Explain who can ! 

He ^oried in the name of Englishman. 

« 4D 


LXXVt. 

le was as independent— ay, much 
Than those who were not paid for independeiioef 
8 common soldiers, or a common— shoire 
Have in their several arts or parts ascendanot 
>’er the irregulars in lust or gore 
Who do not give professional attendance. 

Thus on the mob all statesmen are as eager 
’o prove their pride, as footmen to a beggar. 

Lxxvn. 

11 this (save the last stan 2 %) Henry said, 

And thought. I say no more — I Vo said too ittudi ) 

'or all of us have either heard or read 
Of— or upon the hustings— «omo slight sudi 
lints from the independent heart or head 
Of the official candidate. I ’ll touch 
<0 nifire on this — the dinner-bell hath rung, 

Ind grace is said ; the grace I ikouUl have sung^ 

Lxxvni. 

Jut T ’in too late, and therefore must make play- 
’T was a great bancjuet, such as Albion old 
kVas w'ont to boast— as if a glutton’s tray 
Were something very glorious to behold. 

Jut ’t was a public feast and public day, — 

(iuite full, right dull, guests hot, and dishes coldi 
rcat plenty, much formality, small cheer, 

Ind every body out of their owm sphere. 

LXXtX, 

The squires familiarly formal, and 
My lords and ladies proudly condescending ; 
he very servants puz7.1ing how to hand 
Their platCiS — without it might be too much bending 
'’rom their high places by the sideboard's stand— 

Yet, like their masters, fearful of offending; 

)r any deviation from the graces 
Hight cost both men and masters too— their piooes. 

LXXX, 

riicro were some liuntcrs hold, and coursers keen, 
Wliose houiwls ne’er err’d, nor greyhounds deign’d to 
■jomi; deadly shots too, Scplembrizers, scon [lurch ; 

bJarlicst to rise, and last to quit the search 
)f tlic poor partridge tlirough his stubble screen. 

There were some massy members of the church, 
Takers of tithes, and makers of good raatchc.s, 

And several who sung fewer psalms than catches. 

LXXXt. 

There were some country w'ags, loo, — and, alas ! 

Some exiles from the town, who had been driven 
To gaze, instead of pavement, upon grass, 

And rise at. nine, in lieu of long eleven. 

And lo ! upon that day it came to pass, 

1 sate next that o’erwhelming son of heaverr. 

The very powerful parson, Peter Pith, 

The loudest wit I e’er was deafen’d with. 

, LXXXII. 

I knew him in his livelier London days, 

A brilliant diner-out, though but a curate ; 

And not a joke he rut but earn’d its praise, 

Until preferment, coming at a sure rate, 

(Oh, Providence! how wondrous are thy ways, 

Who would suppose thy gifts sometimes oMuratef) 
Gave him, to lay the devil who looks o’er Lincob, 

A fat fen vicarage, and naught to think on. 

, Lxxxtxr. 

His jokes were sermons, and his sermons jokes ; 

But both were thrown away among the tons ; 

For wit hath no great friend in aguish folks. 

No longer ready ears and shorthand pens 
Imbibed the gay bon-mot, or happy hoax: 

The poor priest was reduced to common senaef 
Or to coarse efforts very loud and long, 

To hammer a hoarse laugh from the thidi throng. 
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I^XXXIV. 

There » a between 

* A beg^r alid a queen, or vuvs (ot* late 
The latter worae used of the two we Ve seen— 

But we Ml say nothing of affairs of state) — 

A dlfierencc ’twixl a bishop and a dean,” 

A difference between crockery-ware and plate, 
As between EngUsii beef and Spartan broth— 

And yet great heroes have been bred by both. 

nxxxv. 

But of all nature’s discrepancies, none 

UfKin the whole is greater than tht? difference 
Behfild between the country and the town, 

Of which the latter merits every preft rence 
Prom those who ’vc few resources of thoir own, 
And only think, or act, or feel with reference. 

To some small plan of interest or ambition — 

Botli which are limited to no condition. 

nxxxvi. 

But “ en avant !” The light loves languish o’er 
Long banquets and too many gjiests, although 
A slight repast makes people love much more, 
Bacchus and Ceres being, as wc know, 

Even from our grammar upwards, friends of yoro 
With vivifying Yenus, who »lotli oavc 
T o these the invention of champagne and truffles : 
Temperance delights her, but long fiistiiig ruffles. 

Lxxxvir. 

Dully pass’d o’er the dinner of the day ; 

And Juan took his place he knew not where, 
Confused, in the confusion, and distrait, 

And sitting as if nail’d upon his chair ; 

Though knives and forks clang’d round as in a fray, 
He seem’d unconscious of all passing there, 

Till some one, with a groan,- ♦•xpress’d a wish 
(Unheeded twice) to have a fin of tish. 

LX XXV in. 

On which, at the t/iirri asking of the bans, 

He started ; and, perceiving smilfis around 
Broadening to grins, he coloured more than once, 
And hastily— as nothing can confound 
A wise man more than laughter fr<ini a dunce — 
Inflicted on tlie dish a deadly wound, 

And with such hurry that, ere. lie could curb it, 

He ’d paid his neighbour’s prayer with half a turbot. 

LXXXIX. 

This was no bad mistake, as it oecurr’d. 

The supplicutor being an amateur; 

But others, who were left with scarce^a third, 

Were angry — as they well mighf, to be Mire. 

They wonder’d how u young man so absurd 
Lord Honry at his table .should endure ; 

And this, and his not knowing how much oats 
Had fallen last market, cost his hosttliree votes. 

xc. 

They little knew, or might have sympatliized, 

That he the night before had seen a ghost ; 

A prologue, which but slightly harmonized 
With the substantial company engro.ss’d 
By matter, and so much inateriali/ed, 

That one scarce knew at what to marvel most 
Of two things — how (Uie question ratiier odd is) 
Such bodies could have souls, or souls such bodies. 

xci. 

But what confused him more than smile or stare 
From all the ’squires and ’equiresses around, 

Who wonder’d at the abstraction of his air, 
Especially as he had been renown’d 
For some vivacity among the fair, 

F4veii in the country circle’s narrow bound— 

(For little things upon my lords estate 

Were ^K>d umall-talk for others still less great)— 


xcix. 

Was, that he caught Aurora’s eye on his, 

And something like a smile upon her cheek. 

Now this he really rather took amiss : ^ 

In those who rarely smile, thoir smile bespeaks 
A strong oxicrnal motive ; and in this 

Simile of Aurora’s tliere was naught to pique, 

Or hope, or love, with any of the wiles 
Which some pretend to trace in ladies’ smiles. 

XCIII. 

’T was a mere quiet smile of contemplation, 
Indicative of sonic surprise and pity; 

Ami Juan grew' carnation with vexation, 

Which was not very wise and still less witiy, 

Since he had gain’d at least her observation, 

A most important outwork of the city — 

As Juan sliould have kriown, had not his senses 
By last night’s ghost been driven from their defences. 

xrtY. 

But, what w’as bad, she did not blush in tuni, 

Nor seem onibarras'-M — quite ll)«' contrary ; 

Her aspect was, as usual, still — stern — 

And siu! vvitltdrow, but cast not down, her c\e, , 
Yet grew a little py.h — with wlial ? concern ? 

J knoiv not ; but her colfuir ne’er was high — 
'riiough flometirru's faintly fiusii’d — and alvvaj^s dear 
As deep siais in a sunny aimosjjliere. 

xc V. 

But Adeline was occupied by fame 

Tiiis d-ay ; and w'atrhintr, witchin.y, condescending 
To ilje consunnn-s of fish, fowl, and game, 

And dignity with courtesy so blending, 

As all must blend whose part it is to aim 
( Especially as the sixth year is ending) 

At their lord’s, son’s, and similar connexions’ 

Safe conduct through the rocks of re-elections. 

xcvi, , 

Though this was most expedient on iho whole, 

And usual — Juan, wlieri he cast a glance 
)n Adeline wliilt- playing her grand role, 

Which she went through as though it were a dance 
Betraying only now and then her soul 
By a look scarce fierccjjlibly askance 
Of weariness or scorn,) began to feel 
some dtnibi ht>\v much of' Adi-linc was rcnl^ 

XC.VIt, 

?o vvell she acted all and i‘v(‘ry part 
By turn; — with ibai vivacious versatility, 

Wl«i<‘h many people take for want of heart, 

'J'hey err — ’t is inerel 3 ' what is call’d mobility,* 

A thing of temperament, and not of art, 

Though seeming so, from its supposed facility ; 
And List' — though true; for purely they ’re sincerest, 
Who ’r<* strongly acted on by what is nearest. 

xcvui. 

This makes your actors, artists, and romancers, 
Heroes sometimes, though seklom — sages mwer; 
But speakers, bards, difilomatists, and dancers, 

Lillie that ’s great, but much of what i.s clever ; 
IVlost orators, but v"hry few financiers, 

Though all Ex<-hcqurtr Chancellors endeavour, 

>r late years, to dispense with Cocker’s rigours, 

And grow quite figurative wdtli their figures. 

xnx . 

The poets of arithmetic arc they, 

Wlio, though they prove not tw'oand two to be 
Rive, as they would do in a modest way, 

Have plainly made it out tJiat four are three, 
iidging by what they take and what they pay. '* 
The Sinking Fund’s unfathomable sea, 

'hat most unliquidaliug liquid, leaves 
The debt unsunk, yet sinks all it receives. i 
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While Adeline dispensed her airs and graces, 

The fair Fitz-Fulke seem’d very much at. ease ; 
Though too well-bred to quiz men to tiieir faces, 

Her laughing blue eyes with a glance could seize 
The ridicules of people in all plac.es — 

That honey of your fashionable bees — 

And store it up for mischievous enjoyment ; 

And this at present was her kind employment; 

ci. 

However, the day closed, as days must close; 

The evening also w^aned — and cofFop came. 

Kach carriage^w'jis announced, and ladies rose, 

. And curtsying ofl‘, as curtsies country dame, 
Retired: with most unfashionahlc hows 
Their docile esquires also did tlic same, 

Delighted with the dinner and llieir host, 

,But with the lady Adeline the most. 

• nr. 

Some praised her beauty ; others her great grace ; 

The warmth of her politeness, whose sincerity 
Was obvious in each feature of licr ficc, 

Whose traits were radiant with the rays of verity. 
Yes: she was truly wortliy her high plac<‘ ! 

No one could envy her dcsfrvp<i ];ros[K‘rify : 

And theif her dress — what beautiful simplicity 
Draperied her form with curious felicity 

rni. 

Meanwhile sweet Adeline deserved their j)rai.ses. 

By an impartial indemnification 
For all her past exertion and sofi phrases, 

In a most edifying conversation, 

Which turnM upon their laltj guests’ miens and faces, 
And families, even to the last relation ; 

Their hideous wives, their horrid selves and dresses, 
And truculent distortion of their tresses. 

CIV. 

True, she said little — ^ w'as the re.st that hroke 
Forth into universal epigram : 

Buf*then ’t was to the piir[»use wliat she spoke : 

Like Addison’s “ faint praise” so w'ont to damn, 
Her own but served to .set ofif every jrike, 

As music chimes in with a jneioiinirrn*. 

How sweet tlie task to shield an ahsimt friend ! 

I ask but this of mine, to not defend. 

rv. 

There were but two exceptions to ibis keen 
Skirmish of wits o’er the deparled ; one, 

Aurora, witli her pure and filacid mien ; 

And Juan too, in general behind none 
In gay remark on what he ’d heard or seen, 

Sale silent now, his usual sjiirils gone : 

In vain he heard the otliors rail or rally, 

He would not join tliera in a single sally. 

cvi. 

’T is true he saw Aurora look as though 
She approved liis silence ; sh(^ perhaps mistook 
Its motive for that charity wc owe 
But seldom pay the absent, nor \^uld look 
Furtlier ; it might or it might not be so : 

But Juan, sitting silent in his nook, 

Observing little in his reverie, 

Yet saw this much, which he was glad to see. 

evil. 

The ghost at least bad done him this much good, 

In making him as silent as a ghost, 

If in the circumstance.*! which ensued 
^ He gainM esteem where it was worth the mo.sl. 

And certainly Aurora had renew’d 
In him some feelings he had lately lost 
Or hardcnM ; feelings which, perhaps ideal, 

Ai« so divine, that I must deem them real : — 


CVIII. 

The love of higher things and belter days ; * • *" 

The unbounded hope, and heavenly igtiorance 
Of what is call’d the world, and the world’s way* , ' 
The moments when wo gather from a glance 
More joy than from all future pride or praise, 

Which kindle manhood, but can ne’er entrance 
The heart in an existence of its own, 

Of which another’s bosom is the zone. 

( )X. 

Who would not sigh KvOrtpnav ! 

That hath a memory . or that heui a hesirt ? 

Alas I her star must wane like that of Dian, 

Ray fiules on ray, as years on years depart. 
Aruicreon only had the soul to lie on 
Unwilhering myrtle rrmiid the unblunted dart 
( )f Eros ; but, thougli thou hast play’d us many tricks, 
Still we resjjecl thee, “ Alma Venus Geiiitrix I” 

cx. 

And full of sentiments, sublime as billows 
Heaving iK'tween this world and worlds beyond, 
Don .luiiii, wlien the midnight hour of pillows 
Arrived, retired to Ills; but to despond 
Rather than rest. ln.stcnfl of poppies, willows 
^^'aved o’er his couch ; he^ inedifafed. fond 
>r those sweet bitter tlioughts which banish sleep. 
And make the worldling sneisr, the youngling weep. 

CXI. 

The night w'as as before: he was undrc.sf, 

Saving lii.s night-gown, wliieh is an undress : 
Completely “ sansculotte,” and without vest; 

In short, he liardiy could Ito clothed w-ith less; 

'Jut, apprehensive of his specinil guest, 

He sale, with feelings awkward to express, 

[By those w’ho have not had such visitations,) 
'Expectant of the ghost’s fresh operation!?. 

CXII. 

And not in vain listen’d — Hush! what ’s that ? 

1 see — T see — Ah, no! ’l is not — yet ’t is — 
powers ! it is the. — the — the — P<»oh ! the cat ! 

Tli<^ devil may lake lliul stealthy pat^e of his ! 

So like a spiritual pit-a-pat, 

Or tiptoe of an amatory Mks, 

. lidiug the first tinu^ to u rcndezvraj.s, 

\n(l dreading tlio diaste edioes of her shoe. 

cxiir. 

Again what I? ’l ? The ivind ? No, no, — ^this time 
It is the .sable friar as before, 

With awful footsteps, regular as rhyme, 

Or (as rhymes may be in those days) much more. 
Again, through shadows of the night, sublime, 

When deep sleep fi*U on men, and the world woro 
'he starry darkness round her like a girillo 
Ipanglcd with gems — the monk made Ids blood curdle, 
cxiv. 

noise like to wet fingers drawm on glass,* 

Whieh sets the tcelh on edge ; and a sliglit clatter, 
,ike showers whidi on iho rnidniglit guesLs will pass, 
Sounding like very supernatura.) water,— 
lame over Juan’s ear, which ihrobb’d, alas ! 

For immaterial ism '.s a serioiiK matter : 

>0 that even tliose whose faith is tho most great 
souls immortal, shun them t/^te-k-u)te. 

cxv. 

^’’erc his eyes open? — Yes I and his mouth too. 
Surprise has this effect — to make one dumb, 
et leave the gate which alofiucnce slips through 
As wide a« if a long speech w(*rc to come, 
igh and more nigh the awful ochoes drew, 
Tremendous to a mortal tympanum : 
as eyes were open, and (as was before 
fated) his month. What open’d next ?— the door. 



QXVU 

^ It open^i with a moit infamal creak, 

{iike that oflien. Lasciatc ogni gperanza, 

Vio cho entratfr!” The hinge aeorn’d to speak, 
Dreadful as Dante’s rima, or this stanza ; 

Or-~hut all words upon such themes are weak : 

A single shade ’s sufficient to entrance a 
Hero — ^for what is substance to a spirit? 

Or how is ’t maiter trembles to come near it? 

cxvii. 

The door flew wide, not swiftl^**-but, as fly 
The sea-'guUs, with a steady, sober flight—* 

And then swung back; nor close— but stood awry, 
Half letting in long shadows on the light, 

Which still in Juan’s candlesticks burn’d high, 

For he had two, both tolerably bright,— 

And in the door-way, darkening darkness, stood 
The sable friar in his solemn hood. 

cxviii. 

Don Juan shook, as erst he had been shaken 
The night before ; but, being sick of shaking, 

He first inclined to think he had been mistaken, 

And then to be ashamed of such mistaking ; 

His own internal ghost began to awaken 
'Within him, and to quell his corporal quaking— 
.Hinting, that soul and body on the whole 
Were odds against a disembodied soul. 

cxix. 

And then his dread grew wrath, and his wrath fierce ; 

And he arose— advanced — the shade retreated ; 

But Juan, eager now the truth to pierce, 

Follow’d ; his veins no longer cold, but heated, 
Resolved to thrust the mystery carte and tierce, 

At whatsoever risk of being defeateti : 

The ghost stopp’d, menacfxl, then retired, until 
He reach’d the ancient wall, then stood stone stilb 


NOTES TO 

CANTO I. 

Hotel. Stanza V. 

j^rove men wert living before Agamemnon* 

** Tli«rc fortM «nt« Agaroemnona,” ^c.^Uoract. 

Nota 2. Stanza xvil 
Save thine “ inoomparable oilf Macassar ! 

^ Description des vertus incomparables do Thuile de 
Macassar.’’— See the advertisement. 

Hole 3. Stanza xiil 

Although Longinus tells ns there is no hymn 

Where the sulUime soars forth on wings more ample. 

See Longinus, Section 10, ha nb h n Trepl ahrhv ra- 
0of 0a/jV9rai, irafliSv 6i trivoSof. 

Note 4. Stanza xliv. 

TJtey only add them all in an appendix. 

Faet. Titere is, or was, such an edition, with all the | 
obnoxious epigrams of Martial placed by themselves at 
the end. 

Note 5. Stanza Ixxxviii. 

Tfu bard I quote from does not sing amiss, ' 
Campbell’s Gertnide of Wyoming; (1 think) 
opening of Canto U. but quote from memory. 

Note 6. Stanza cxlviii. 
is it for this that General Count O^RsiUpt 
Who iQoXt AigitrSf declarss I used him vUsfyi 


exx, 

Juan put forth one arm— Eternal Powers ! 

It touch’d no soul, nor body, but tlie wall,.. 

On which tlie moonbeams foil in silvery showers 
Chequer’d with all the tracery of the hall: 

Ho 8hudd<3r’d, as no doubt the bravest cowers 
When he can’t tell what ’t is that doth appal. 
How odd, a single hobgoblin’s nonentity 
Should cause more fear than a wljolo host’s identity, 

exxr. 

But still the shade remain’(;I ; the blue eyes glared, 
And rather variably for stony death ; 

Yet one thing rather good the grave had spared — 
The ghost had a remarkably sweet breath. * 

A straggling curl show’d he had been fair-hair’d ; 

A red lij), wiffi two rows of pearl beneath, 
Gleam’d forth, as through tlio casement’s ivy shn>ud 
The moon peep’d, just escaped from a gray cloud. 

cxxii. 

And Juan, puzzled, but still curious, thrust 
His other arm forth— Wonder upon wonder 1 
It press’d upon a hard but glowing brat, 

Which beat as if there was a warm heart under. 
He found, as people on most trials must, 

I'liat ho had made at first a silly blunder, 

And thal in his confusion he had caught 
Only the wall instead of what ho sougld, 

CXXIII. 

The ghost, if ghost it were, seem’d a sweet soul, 

As ever lurkM beneath a holy hood : 

A dimpled chin, a nock of ivory, stole 
Forth into sonuMiung much like flesh and blood 
Back fell the sable frock and dreary cowl, 

And they reveal’d, (alas ! that e’er lliey should!) 
In full, voluptuous, but not oVgrown bulk. 

The phantom of her frolic grace— Fitz-Fulke. 


DON JUAN. 

Donna Julia here made a mistake. Count O’Reilly 
did not lake Algiers — but Algiers very nearly took him , 
he and his army and fleet retreated with great lo.ss, and 
not much credit, from before that city, in the year 17 — . 

Note 7. Stanza eexvi. 

My days o f love arc over, me no more, 

“ Me nec ftsmina, ner. puer 
Jam, iier, ispeH aiiirrii cmltita mutui ; 

Nec cerlare Juvut mere), 

Nec viiicire Jiovia tempora florlbut.” 


CANTO IIL 
Note 1. Stanza xlv. 

JFbr none likes more to hear himself tmverse, 

Ris(ma(> allor Mxrfiutte : a dirtel tosto, 
lo ami credo pin al nero, cli’ a l*M 7 .inrro ; 

Ma iiel rappoue, o 1«sbo, o vnogli arroito; 

EtTeiloalcnmi volla anco nel burro, 

Ne 1ft (■,ervog)a, e quandu' in n’ ho nel moito ; 

K moUo pill ne I'niipro che il mati^iirro ; 

Me (topra tudo itel btiori Vitio lio fede ; 

E credu rlie Bin aalvo chi gli crede. 

PULClf Morgantt Maggiort, Caolo 18, Stanta 115. 

Note 2. Stanza Ixxi. 
e’er precious metal was held in. 

This dress is Moorish, and the bracelets and bar are 
worn in the manner described. The reader will per- 
ceive hereafler, tliat, as tlie mother of Haidee was of 
FeXf her daughter wore the garb of the country. 
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Note 3, Stanza Ixxi. 
ji like gold boTf above her irtetep ralPd. 

The bar of ^old above the instep is a mark of sove- 
reisjn rank in tlie women of the families of the Devs 
,and is worn as such by their female relatives. 

Note 4. Stanza Ixxiii. 

Her person if allow^l ai large to run. 

This is no exajjgeraiion ; there were four womcr 
whom I remember to have seen, who possessed theii 
hair in this )>rofusion ; of these, three were Knglisli, tin 
other was a Levantine. Their liuir was of that lenjrtli 
and quantity tl»at, when let down, it almost entirely 
shaded the person, so as nearly to render dress a su- 
perfluity. . Of these, ouiv one had dark hair; the Ori- 
ental’s had, perhaps, the lightest colour of the four. 

Note 5. Stanza evii. 

Oh Heiperus ! thou hrin e^est all good things. 

F/rwtot, iravTfKjtrptiq. 



• {’cpas ftanoi naUia. 

Prudent of Sappho. 

Note 6. Stanza cviii. 

Soft hour I which wakes the vnsh and melts the heart. 

“ Era gifi )’ ofitHu; vulp* ’I disin, 

* A' imviUviiUi r ’niciU'iiHCi: ii citort» 

Lftdi cli' liiiii (Irtto a ’ (lolci luitiri tuidiu, 

E die lo liuovn peiennn (I’nmitC 
Piins;e, w' «iiU' Squilla di loiit'^mi 
^ Che paju ’1 fiioi iiu jiinnaer die s? imiorr ’* 

llANTH'H Puiaaluiy, Canto viii. 

This last line is trie first of Gray’s Klerry, taken by 
him without aeknowhvjirjnenl. 

Note 7. Stanza cix. 

Sojne hands uneceri strr.w'd Jlowers upon his tomb. 

Sec Suetonius for this fact. 


CANTO IV. 

Note 1. Stanza \ii. 

. “ IVhom the godslove^ dicyounrf' was said of yore. 

Sec Het'odotus. 

Note 2. Stanza lix 
• A vein had burst. 

This is no very imcornmori etre(‘t of the violence of 
c« .illicting and different passions. Tim Dojeo Francis 
Foseari, on his deposition, in 1457, hcariiij; tlio hell 
of St. Mark announce thy election of his succt^ssor, 
“ mourui subiternent d’unc lictnorrha^jie canscc par line 
veiue qni sVclata dans sa poitrnie,” (see S'smondi and 
Darn, vols. i. and ii.) at tlie aijc of eiffhf y years, when 
viouhl have thought the old man had so much blond 
in him?^^ Before I was sixlticn years of !ig(\ I was wit- 
ness to a melaneboly instance of the same effect of 
mixed passions upon a youne person ; wlio, however, 
did not die in consctpie.nce, at tliai time, but fell a vic- 
tim some, years afterwards to a seizure of the saiio* 
kind, arisirij^ from causes intimately coniiecfod with 
agitation of mind. 

Note 3. Stanza Ixxv. 

Sul sold by the impresario at no high rate. 

This is a fact. A few years ago, a man engaged a 
company fur .some foreign theatre embarked them at 
an Italian port, and, carrying them to Algiers, sold 
them all. One of the women, returned from her cap- 
tivity, T heard sing, by a strange toincidonre, in Ros- 
sini’s opera of “ L’Jfaliana in Algieri,” at Ve.niee, in 
the beginning of 1817. 

Note 4. Stanza Ixxxvi. 

Prom all the Pope malces yearly^ ’/ mould perplex^ 

To find three perfect pipes of the third sear, 

It is strange that it should he the pope and the shltan 
who are the chief encouragers of this branch of trade- 
women being prohibited as singers at St. Peter's, and 
ifpt deemed trustworthy as guardians of the haram. 

Note 6. Stanza ciii, 

fVhUe vmds and ordure rankle round the base. 

Tl^ pillar which records the battle of Ravenna, is 
abwt two miles from the city, on the opposite side of 
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the river to the road towards Forli, Gaston de Foix, 
who gained the battle, was “killed in it : .there fell oa 
both sides twenty thousand rnon. The present ataAe 
of the pillar and its site is described in the text. 


CANTO V. 

Note 1. Stanza iii* 

The ocean stream. 

Turn expression ofH(jmor has been much criticised. 
It hardly answers to our Utiantic ideas of the ocean, 
but is sufficiently applicable to the Hellespont, and the 
Bosphorus, with the iEgean, intersected with islands 

Note 2. Stanza v. 

“ The Gianfs Grave.'* 

“The Giant’s Grave” is a height on the Asiatic 
shore of the Bosphorus, much fre<jucnted by holiday 
(lartics ; like Harrow and Highgale. 

Note 3. Stanza xxxiii. 

And running out as fust as I was able. 

The assas.sination allud<^d to took place on the eighth 
of December, 1820, in the streets of Ravenna, not a 
hundred paces from the residence of the writer. The 
ircuinsfanccs weri^ as described. 

Note 4. Stanza xxxiv. 

Kill'd by five bullets from an old guti~harrcl. 

7’here WMS found close by Inm an old gun-barrel, 
sawn half olf: it had ju.st been discharged, and was 
still warm. 

Note 5. Stanza liii. 

Prepared for supper v)ilh a glass of nmi. 

In Turkey, iiotinng is more common, than for tho 
Mussulman.s to take several glasses of strong spirits by 
way of appetizer. I have seen tlnon take as many as 
six of raid befon; dintier, and swenr that they dined 
the heller for it; I tried the experiment, Iml was liko 
the fc'cotehmari, who having beard that the birds called 
kittiewiaks were admirable whets, at«' six of them, and 
complaine<l that “/»e was no hungrier than when he 
began." 

Note 6. Stanza Iv. 

Splendid but silenf save in one, where drooping^ 

A marble fountain echoes. 

A common furniture. — I reeollcct being received bv 
All Paeha, in a room containing a marble liasin and 
'’ountain, &c. he. &c. 

Note 7. Stanza Ixxxvii. 

7'he gate so sjilendid was in all its filatures. 

Keatures of a gate — a ministerial metaphor; "the 
Mature upon wliieli tliis question hinges. — See the 
‘Fudge Family,” or hear Castlereagh. 

Note 8. Stanza, rvi. 

Though on morr tliorough-bred or fdrer fingers. 

Tliere i.s perhaps nothing more distinctive of birth 
liari the hand ; if is almost the only sign of blood 
which aristocracy can generate. 

Note 9. Stanza cxlvii. 

Save Solyman^ the gbrry of their line. 

It may not be, unworthy of remark, that ilacon, in 
is es.^ay on " Empire,” hints tiiat Solyman was tho 
hist of his line ; on what authority, I know not. Thesa 
re hi.s words; “The destruction of Mustapha was so 
ital to Solyman’s line, as tho succottHS^un of tlie Turks 
■om Solyman, until this day, is suspected to bo untrue, 
and of strange blood ; for that Soiyinus the Second was 
thought to be .supposititious.” But Bacon, in his liisto* 
rical authorities, is often inaccurate. I could give half 
a dozen iaatances from his apophthegms only. 

Being in tlie humour of criticism, I shall proceed, 
after having ventured upon the slips of Bacon, to totich 
on one or two as trifling in the edition of the British 
Poets, by the justly celebrated Campbell. — But I do 
hift in good will, and trust it will be so taken.— If any 
hing could add to my opinion of the talents and true 
feeling of that gentleman, it would^e his classical| 
honest, and triumphant defence of rope, against thii 
vulgar cant of the day, and its existing Gnib-^reet^ 
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in^Vj^tencies to which I allude, are,— 

iSrsJtly, in anpiUting of AnvaUiyy whom he accuse?? of: 
hftvinglaken.His leading characters from SmoHett,^\ 
Anstcy^a Bath'Guide was published in 1766. Smolh^tt’s 
Humphry Clinker (the only work of Smollett's from 
whicn Tabilha, &c. &c. could have been taken) was 
written during SmoUeU't last residence at Leghorn, in 
1770. — if there has been any borrowing, 
Anstey must be the creditor, and not the debtor. I 
refer Mr. Campbell to his ou>ndal.a in his lives of Smol- 
lett and Anetev, 

Secondly, Mr. Campbell siys, in the life of Cowper, 
(note to page 358, vol. 7,) that “ he knows not to whom 
Cowper alludes in these lines : 

“ Nor he who, for the htims of thoitnandi! bom, 

Boill God n churvh, hucI laugh’d but name Lo »corn. 

The Calvinist meant Voltaire, and the church of Fer- 
ney, with its inscription, **Deo eroxit Voltaire.” 

Thirdly, in the life of Burn.s, Mr. C. quotes Shak- 
speare thus, — 

To gild refined gold, to paint the rose^ 

Or (idd fre«k perfume to liic vioiei.” 


JNotes. Btanzaxvin. 

W^as printed Grove, although his name was Orose* 
j A fact : see the Waterloo Gar-ettes. I recollect re- 
marking at the time to a friend : — “ 77j«rc is fame ! a 
man is killed— his name is Grose, and they pript it 
Grove.” I was at College with the deceased, who was 
a very amiable and clever man, and his society in great 
request for his wit, gayety, and "chansons h boire!” 

Note 4. Stanza xxiii. 

As any other notion^ and not naticmal. 

Sec Major Valiancy and Sir Lawrence Parsons. 

Note 5, Stanza xxv. 

'Tie pity “ that such meanings should paveJiellJ* 

The Portuguese proverb says that ‘‘Hell is paved 
with good mtentions.” 

Note 6. Stanza xxxiii, 
liy thy humane diseovenj^ Friar Bacon ! 

Gunpowder is said to have been discovered by tbk 
friar. 


This version by no means improves the original, which 
ii as follows : i 

“ To gild refinpd gold, to paint the hVy, I 

To throw apet /urne on the violet, I'.c. 

King John, 

A great poet, quoting another, should be correct ; lie 
should also be accurate when he accuses a Parnassian 
brother of that dangerous charge " borrowing a poet 
had better borrow any thing (excepting money) than 
the thoughts of another — they arc always sure to he 
reclaimed ; but it is very hard, having hevii the IrwUr^ 
to be denounced as the debtor, as is the case of Anstey 
versus Smollett. 

As there is honour among thievoR,” let there be 
some among poets, and give each his due,— none can 
afford to give it more than Mr. Campbell himself, who, 
with a high reputation for originality, and a fame which 
cannot be shaken, is the only poet of the times (cxciqit 
Rogers) who can he reproached (and in him it is indeed 
a reproach) with having written too little. 


Note 7, Stanza xlvii. 

XVhirh scarcely rose much higher than grass blades. 
They were but two feet high above the level. 
Note 8. Stanza xcvii. 

7'hat you and J will win Saint George's collar. 
The Russian military order. 

Note 9. Stanza cxxxhi. 

,, (Powers 

Eternal! such names mingled !) ^Jsmcdl'soursl* 
Tu the original Russian- 

Sltiva hogii 1 slnvfvv 
Krepout Vr.alii, y In tarn ’ 

A Und of couplet ; for he was a poet. 


CANTO IX. 


CANTO VI. 

Stanza Ixxv. 

A "loewl ofesewre,” like that where Dante found. 

‘ Nel metzo del carnralij’ di nofctra vita 
Mi ritrovoi per un» eelva oecur*, «ic. &c. &c. 


CANTO VII. 

Stanza li. 

Was teaeldng his recruits to use the bayonet. 
Fact: Souvaroff did this in person. 


Note 1. Stanza i. 

Humanity would rm , and thunder “ Nay P « 
Query, Ney 1 — Phintek’s Devil. 

Note 2. Stanza vi. 

And send the. seftfinel before your gate 
I A sHre or two from your Iwxurious meals. 

"I at this time got a jiost, being for fatigue, with four 
others. — Wc were sent to break biscuii, and make a 
mess for Lord WnlliuglonV hounds. I was very hun- 
gry, and thonglit. it a good job at ihe time, as we got our 
own 1111 while wc broke llie biscuit, — a thing I liad not 
got for some days. When thus engaged, the Prodigal 
Son was never once out of my mind ; and I sighed, as 
I fed the d-.igs, over my humble situation and my ruined 
hopes .” — Journal of a Soldier of the list Regt, during 
ike war in Spain. 


Note 3. Stanza xxxiii. 


CANtO vm. 


Note 1. Stanza viii. 

Ad sounds Mmiercetky Allah f Allah! HuP' 
“Alloli! Hu properly the war-cry of the Mus- 
sulmans, arA^^Awell long on the last syllable, which 
gives it a peculiar effect 


Note 2. Stanza ix. 

* Carnage (so Wordsworth tells you) is God's doughs," 

But thy most dreaded Instrumeot 
rkittR: out a pure intent, 

*ay’d far mutual slauchter; 

‘**Wfes^ORTH‘S TJumkigiving Ode. 

^ J>eity’8. This is perhaps as pretty a 
as ever was found out by Garter- 
J-at-arms.— What would have been said, had any 
free-spoken people discovered such a lineage ? 



Because he could no more digest his dinner. 

He was killed in a conspiracy, after his temper had 
hern exaspeiatcdjby his extreme costivity, to a degree 
of insanity. ^ 

Note 4. Stanza xlvii. 

And had just buried the. fair-faced Zanskoi, 

was the “ grande passion” of the grande Cathe 
,rinc. — See her Lives, under the head of ^^Lanskoi.” 

Note 6. Stanza xlix. 

Bid Irdands Lomdonderry's Marquess skoio 

His parts of speech. 

This was written long before the suicide of that pey- 
<son. 

Note 6. Stanza Ixiii. 

Your ^fortune" u>as in a fair way “ to owed 

A manl' as Giles says. 



« His fortune swells him, it is rank, he ’s married.”— 
ir Giles Overreach ; Masbikobk.— See “ New 
Vo^ to Pay OldDebt*^ 


CANTO X, 

Note 1 . Stanza xiii. 

Would ecarcdy join again the “ reformadaeeJ' 
“Reformers,” or rather “Reformed.” The Baron 
Jradwardine. in Wavorley, is authority for the word. 

Note 2. Stanza xv. 

The endless mt bestows a tint far deeper 
» * Than can be hid by altering his shirt. 

Query, suit ?—Printer’s Devil. 

Note 3. Stanza xviii. 

^ Balgounk^s Brigk black wall. 

TMie brig of Don, near the “auld toun” of Aberdeen 
.vith its one arch and its black d(3cp salmon stream be- 
ow, is in rny memory as yesterday. I still remember, 
Ijough periiaps I may misquote, the awful proverb which 
iiade, nie pause to r.ros#it, and yet lean over it with a 
childish delight, being an only son, at least by the 
jiother’s side. The .saying, as recollected by me, was 
_his — but I have never heard or seen it since 1 was nine 
years of ag? j — 

“ Hrip of Balipunic, blark ’* ynur tpa’ ; 

Vl'i* u wife's uc nr>ri atula mear's ae foal^ 

Dowo ye sluill ta’l’* 

Note 4. Stanza xxxiv. 

OK for a forty-))arson power to chant 
* l^hij prai^(\ hyponisy ! 

jx taken from the “ f irty-horsc pow'cr” of 

\ sream-eiiginc. That mad wag, the Reverend Sidney 
Smith, silting by a liruther-clerirynnin at dinner, oli- 
Bcrved afterwards that hi.s dull mughbour had a twelve-’ 
parsonpuwer" of converhulion. 

• Note 5. Stanza v.Kwi. 

To strip the Saxons of their hyfle.s like, tanners, 

“ Hyde.” — 1 hclieviJ a liyde of land to be a legitimate 
word,^nd as such sul»jcct to the tax of a quibble. 

# Note 6. Stanza \li.v. 

Was given to her favourite., and nmv bore his. 

The Empress went to the Crimea, aecoinpanied by 
the Emperor Jusei»h, in the year— I forget which. 

Note 7. Stanza Iviii. 

Which gave her duke.'i the graceless name. nf^Jiiron.” 
In the Empress Anne’s time, Biren her favourilo as- 
sumed the name and arms of the “ Birons” of France, 
which families are yet extant witli that of England. 
There are still the daughters of Clourlund of that name ; 
one of them 1 remember seeing in England in the bles- 
sed year of the Allies — the Duchess of S. — to whom 
the English Duchoss of Somerset pnisented mo as a 
namesake. 

* Note 8. Stanza Ixii. 

Eleven thousand maidenheads of honi., 

The greatest number jUsh hath cecr known. . 

St. Ursula and her eleven thousand virgins were still [ 
extant in 1816, and may he .so yet a^inucn as ever. 

Note 9. Stanza Ixxxi. 

Who butchedd half the earth, anti bullied Mother, 

India. America. 

CANTO XI. 

Note 1. Stanza xix. 

* Who on a lark, uith btmh-eyed Sal {his hloumg) 

So prime, so swell, so nutty, ami so hnowmg 7 
The advance of science and of language has ren- 
dered it unnecessary to translate the above good and 


true English, spoken in its original purity by seloet 
nobility and their patrons. Tho following is a BtaRKa rS. 
a song which was very popular, a:t least hi piy Mfly 
days: — 

" On the hi;;h tohy*apiee flush the mucsle, 
fit spile of «iich j(itUow« old icout ; ' ' 

If vou at t!i« Bpellkeo can’t httatle, 

You ’ll be hobbled in malting a Clout. 

“ Then your blowing will w.'tx galiowe bAU|}ity, 

When aim hear* of ynor xcjily mlitalte, 

She. Ml surely turn Bniich for the forty, 

That her Jack may ba regular weight.'* 

If there be any gem’man so ignorant as to require t 
traduction, I refer him to iny old friend and corporeal 
pastor and master, John fackson, Esq. Professor of 
Pugilism; tvho I tru.'it stilfrotains tho strength and 
symmetry of his model of a form, together with his good 
humour, and athletic as well as mental accomplishments. 

Note 2. Stanza xxix. 

St. James's Palace and St. James's ^Hells.'* 

Hells,” gaming-houses. What their number may 
now be in this life, I know not. Before I was of age I 
knew them pretty accurately, both “gold” and “silver.” 
t was once nearly called out by an acquaintance, be- 
cause when ho asked me whore I thought tJmt his 
soul would be found hereafler, 1 answered, “In Silver 
Hell.” 

Note 3. Stanza xliii. 
nd therefore even J won^t anent 
This sullied quote. 

“Anent” was a Seoteh phrase, meaning “ concerning,” 
with regard to.” It lias been made English by tna 
Scotch Novels; and, as the Frenchman said — “If it be 
not, ought to be English.” 

Note 4. Stanza xUx. 

The nnlline>\s who furnish “ drapery misses." 

“Drapery misses” — ^'Phis term is probably any thing 
now but a mystery. Ji was howeviu’ almost so to ino 
when I first returned from the East, in 1811-1812. It 
me.ins a pretty, a high-born, ii lashionahle young female, 
well instructed by her friends, and furnished by her 
miiliuer with a wardrobe U)>on credit, to be n^paid, 
when married, by tho hushand. 3 'bo riddle was hrst 
read to me by u young and pretty lieiress, on my prais- 
ing tbe “dra)>erv”of an antocheretp but “jircity vir- 
ginities” (like Mrs, Amv‘ Page) of ibi! then day, which 
has now been .some years yesierday: — slic u,ssurfid mo 
that the. thing was common in London ; and as her own 
thousands, and blooming looks, and rich simplicity of 
array, fmt any suspieion in her own case out of tho 
question, I confess I gn\<‘ .some, credit tollic allegation. 
If ncces.sary, nmlmriiies might be cited, in which case 
I could quote, both “drapery” and tho wearers, Lotus 
hope, however, that it is now obsolete. 

Note 5. Stanza lx. 

'Tis strange the mind, that very fiery partide, 

Shofidd let itself be mvj"d out by an article. 

‘ Diviritn particulam uursn." 


CANTO XII. 

Note 1. Stanza xix. 

Gives, vith Greek truth, the good old Greek the lie. 
See MiTFORif s Greerf . “Gnecia Vtrax," His great 
■Ica.’jurc cmisisL'j in praising tyrant.s, abusing Plutarch, 
sptdling oddly, and writing miairilly ; and, whatisijlrange 
after all, his Is the best moaern history of Greece in any 
'anguttge, and ho is perhaps ibo best of all medernhis- 
forians whatsoever. Plaving named hia sins, it i.s but 
^air to stare his virtues — ^learning, labour, research, 
wrath, and partiality. I call the latter virtues in a 
writer, because they make him write in earnest. 

Note 2. Stanza xxxvii, 

A hazy widower turn'd of forty *s sure. 

This line may puzzle the commeniu^tofv , more than 
he present generation. 



■!f'**^^^^^>t$i^/i^‘,9tn .lioi ^ihn^ui to oiwvoo, 

?2!s2«st^iirj^ ir “« <■"»» *h«ir 

. ■• _ ^ Hqto 4* CKtmftUcxxu. 

^^**^t»tmirm(hmnanhm,Usk$. 

‘“habifant of the 
WWW of the aurora bwealis, 
^AWr ( K«!)M||«tti S'earch «/M< NorOrWal Pa^ 

Note 5a Stanza ImvL 
JLa «m proposed to do with Atko$, 

A sculptor projected to hew Motint Athos into a 
tatue of Alexander, with a city in one hand, and, I be- 
leve, a river in his pocket, with various other similar 
ievices. But Alexander ’b gone, and Athos remains, 

I trust, ere long, to look over a nation of freemen. 


CANTO xin. 

Note 1. Stanza vii. 

Right hmetAly^ ‘^hcUhd an honest halers 
** Sir, I like a good hater.” — See the Life of Dr. 
Johnson^ &c. 

Note 2. Stanza xxvi. 

Also there hin another pioiLS reason. 

“With every thing that pretty bin, 

My lady sweet arise ” — Shakspeare. 

Note 3. Stanza xlv. 

They and their biUa “ Arcadians bothf are left. 

“ Arcades ambo.” 

Note 4. Stanza Ixxi. 


any in the world^was an angler: true^ heanaled with 
pamted fhe«, and would have been incanabfe of tk*« 
extravagances of h Walton.” of the* 

The above addition was made bv a friA»*/i - j- 
-eru>e MS.-** Audi olterT pSrW^J 
counterbalance my own observa?J)n. ^ % 


CANTO XIV. 

Note 1, Stanza xxxiii. 

And never craned, and made but few « faux pas.” 

Cramn^.-“ To craf ig, or was, an expression psed^ 
to denote a eenllcrnan’s stretching out hig neck ovf r a ’ 
hedge, « to look before he fcaped :”->a paus# in )rts' 
“vaulting ambition,” which in the Held doth occasion* 
somt) delay and execration in those who may he imme- 
diately behind the equestrian skeptic. “ Sir, if you 
don’t choose to takes the leap, let me” — was a plirascw 
which generally sent the aspirant on again ; a?Kl to cliofl* 
purpose : for though “the horse and rider” might fall, 
hoy made a gap, through which, and over him and h'b 
Iced, the field might follow. 

Note 2. Sta'ikza xlviii. 

Go to the codee-housCy and take another. 

In Swift’s or Horace Walpole’s iMlers ^ I think' 
it is mentioned that somebody regretting the loss of a 
friend, was answered hy a universal Pylafles: “Wheris 
[ lose one, I go to the Saint .Taines’s Coflee-house, and 
:ake another.” 

I recollect having heard an anecdote of ♦he some 
nind. Sir W. 1). was a great gamester. Cuming lit 
one day to tne club of which ho was a mernher, he' 
was observed to look melancholy. “What is tliegijjifi- 
ter, Sir William?” cried Hare, of I'acetiou’ 

Ah!” replied Sir W. “1 have just lost poor Lady D.” 
l.ostl \Vlmt! at — (^xduze or Hazard 'r was the con^ 
solalory rejoinder of the (pierist. 


Or wilder group of savage Salvatore's. 

Salvator Rosa. 

Note 5. Stanza Ixxii. 

Jfis beU’moruth'd goUet makes me fed quite fkmih. 

Jf I eiT not, “ Your Dane” is one of lago’s catalogue 
of nations “ exquisite in their drinking.” 


Note 3. Stanza lix. 

And I refer you to wise Oxenstimi. ^ 

The famous Chancellor Oxenstiern said to his son, 
on the latter expressing his surprise upon the great 
effects arising from petty causes in the presumed mys- 
tery of politics: “Yon sec by this, my son, with luiw 
little wisdom the kingdoms of the world are governed.” 


Noted. Stanza Ixxviii. 

Rven Nimrod's s^ miglu leave the plains of Dura. 

In Assyria. 

Note 7. Stanza xevi. 

“ That Scriptures out of church are blasphemies.” 

“ Mrs. Adams answered Mr. Adams, that it was blas- 
phemous to talk of Scripture out of church.” This 
dogma was broached to her husband — the best Chris- 
tian in any book. See Joseph Andrews^ in tlie latter 
chapters. 

Note 8. Stanza cvi. 

The quaini^ oUl^ cruet coxcomb^ in his guild. 

Should have a hook and a small trend to pull it. 

It would have taught him humanity at least. This 
sentimental savage, whom it is a mode to quote (among 
the novelistaj to show their sympathy for innocent 
Sports and old songs, teaches how to sew up frogs, and 
break their legs by way of experiment, in addition to the 
art of angling, the cruelist,the coldest, and the stupidest 
of pretended sports. They may talk about the beau- 
ties of nature, Wt the angler merely thinks of his dish 
of fish ; he has no leisure to take his eyes from off the 
Streams, and a single bite is worth to him more than all 
the scenery arouno* Besides, some fish bite best on a 
rainy day. The whale, the shark, and the tunny fishery 
have somewhat of noble and pcrilou.s in them ; even 
netfishing, trawling, &c. are more humane and useful 
-—hut angling 1— No angler can be a good man, 

* One men I ever knew— as humane, deli- 

4mtt-iniiided, generous, and excellent a creature as 


CANTO XV 

Note 1. Stanza xviii. 

And Thou, Diviner still, 

Whose lot it is by man to be mistahm. 

As it is necessary in these times to avoid ambiguity, 
I say, that I mean, by “ Diviner .still,” Chrlst. If 
ever God was Man— or Man God — he was both. I 
never arraigned his creed, but the use — or abuse — made 
)f it. Mr. Canning one day quoted Christianity to 
sanction Negro Slavery, and Mr. Wilberfurte had little 
,0 .say in reply. And wa.s Christ crucified, that black 
men might be scourged ? If so, he had better been born 
a Mulatto, to give both colours an equal chance of free- 
dom, or at least salvation, 

Note 2. Stanza XXXV. 

lUten Rapp the Harmmial embargoed marriage 
Jn his hetrmonious setdement. 

This extraordinary and flourishing German colony in 
America does not entirely exclude matrimony, as the 
‘^Shaker.s” do; but lays such restrictions upon it as 
prevent more than a certain quantum of birtlhs within a 
certain number of years ; which births (as Mr. Hulme 
observes! generally arrive “in a little flock like those of 
a farmers Iambs, all within the same month perhaj s.” 
These Harmonists (so called from the name of their set« 
tlement) are represented as a remarkably flourishing; 
pious, and quiet people . See the various recent writei . 
on America. 



NotoS. Stanza nxriii. 

Abr eoni^oM etntnen^ a { 

i** 'iabob Tonaonir according to Mr. Pope, was aoons- 
tpmed to call' lus writers ^able pens”-— ** persons of 

, [y ** eminent hands.” v ide corre- 

ce, &c.| &c. 

' • Note 4. Stanza bcvi. 

t^ite great ZjucuUui robe triumphale mufflet^ 

\Tkere*$ fame)— young partridge de^d vdth truffles, 

* A dish “ h la Lucullus.” Tliis hero, who conquered 
she East, has left his more extended celebrity to the 

k .. . p -I 

" ehas not 3one more services^o mankind his cookery 
’tSian by bis conquests. A cherry-tree may weigh 
bgainst a bloody laurel ; besides, he has contrived to 
ear^ celebrity from both. 

Note 5. Stanza Ixviii. , 

- f dBut even aaru “ carifitures” it no leas true is^ 

There ^a pretty picking in those “petitspuita. 

Petits puits d’amour gattiis de confitures,” a classi- 
ia^;S5al dtid well-known dish for part of the flank of a 
Second course. 


Note 6. Stanza Ixxxvi. 


Note s, Stanza ilk. 

7b tooth oitr met ktim^ 

I remember flbat the miqroiress of a niMiciil Jtswiii 
somewhat sorfeited with a similar dnqday frow.l. ’ 
parts, did rather indecorously break threu|^ the ap* 
plauses of an intelligent audience-— iniellig^^ I mem 
as to music.— for the words, besides being in recondile 
languages (it was some years be&re the peace, ere all 
the world had travelled, and while I was a coflegian)— 
were sorely disguised by the perfiirmers this mayor- 
ess, I say, broke out with. “ Rot j^ourltalianos 1 for my 
part, I loves a simple ball at!” Ikissini will go a good 
way to bring most people to the same opinion some day. 
Who would imagine that he was to be the successor of 
Mozart ? However^ I state tins with diffidence, as a 
liege and loyal admirer of Italian music in general, and 
of much of Rossini's : but we may say, as the connois- 
seur did of painting, in the Ficor af lYhkrJieldt ** that 
the picture would be bettor painioa if the painter had 
taken more pains.” 

Note 4. Stanza lix. 

For Gothic daring akown in EngUah money, 

Ausu Romano, n^re Veneto” is the inscription (and 
well inscribed in this instance) on the sea walls be- 
tween the Adriatic anil Venice. The walls were a re- 
publican work of the Venetians ; the inscription, 1 be- 
lieve, imperial, and inscribed by Napoleon 


Fur that with me^sa^^ sine quaP 
Jubauditur “ Aon,” omitted for t!ie sake of euphony. 

Note 7. Stanza xevi. 

^ thorty upon that subject I 'ue some qualais very 
jt^k^ihoac PhUoigphir of' Malmabury, 
lomies ; who, doubting of his own soul, paid that 

r liment to the souls of other peoiile as to decline 
visits, of which he had son ^ apprehension. 


CANTO XVI. 
Note 1. Stanza X. 


Note 5. Stanza lx, 

“ Untying*' squires “ iojight against the ckurcheaP 

“ Though ye untk the winds, and bid thorn fight 
Against tlie churches,*' — Macbeth, 

Note 6. Stanza xcvii. 

They err — His merdy what is called mobility. 

In French “ mobility.” I am not sure that mobility 
is English; but it is expressive of a quality whicn 
rather nelongs to other climates, though it is sometimes 
seen to great extent in our own. It may bo defined as an 
excessive susceptibility of immediate impressions— at 
the sanie time without losing the past ; and is, though 
sometimes ufiparently usefiil to toe pos.sossor, a most 
painful and unhappy attribute. 


If from a sJwl{/ish or from cochineal. 

t The compos it ion of the old Tyrian purple, whetlicr 
frdm a shellfish, or from cochineal, or from kermes, 
•is still Ai article of dispute ; and oven its colour— some 
Isay purple, others scarlet : 1 say nothing. 

Note 2. Stanza xliii. 

‘t For a apoitd cwrpd — but the “ Attic Bet" 

I JFds much cofneoled by his own repartee. 

I think that it vj«« a carpet on which Diogoncs trod, 
with— “Thus I trample on the pride of Plato!” — 
“ With greater pride,” us the other replied. But as 
earpets are meant to be trodden upon, my memory pro- 
bably misgives me, and it might be a rone, or tapestry, 
or a tablecloth, or some other expensive and uncynicai 
piece of furniture. 


Note 7. Stanza cii. 

JDraperied her form with curious felicity. 

“ Curiosa fulicilas.’’ — PETRomus Arbiter. 

Note 8. Stanza cxiv, 

A noise like two wet f ngers drawn on glass. 

See the account of the ghost of the uncle of Prince 
Charles of Saxony, raised by Schroepfer— “ Karl— 
Karl — was — wait wolt mich ?” 

Note 9. Stanza exx, 
fffrw oddy a single. hobgdflin*s nonentity 
Should cause more fear than a whole host's identity / 

” Shadows lo-night 
Have struck more terror to the soul of Richard 
Than can the substance of ten thousand soldiers,” &C.&C. 

See Richard III, 



DEDICATION 


tn VOULOtriKG) WHIOH in the ORIOIKAL MANITSCRIPT preceded the nRST CANTO or DON^JlfflS^ 
AND IS ALLUDED TO JN THE LIFE, PAGE XEIV«, WAS FIRST PUBLISHED IN A LONDON BDlTIQ{][|,i 
XN 1833, 


Bob Southey ! Tou *rc a poet— Poet-laureate, 
And representative of all the race, 

Although ’t is true that you tumM out a Tory at 
Last,— yours has lately been a common case,— 
And now, ray Epic Renegade ! what are ye at ? 

With all the Lakers, in and out of place ? 

A nest of tuneful persons, to ray eye 
Like four and twenty Blackbirds in a pye ! 

II. 

Which pye being open’d they began to sing” 
(Tiiis old song and new simile iiolds good), 

** A dainty dish to set before the King,” 

Or Regent, who admires such kind of food 
And Coleridge, too, has lately taken wing, 

But like a hawk cncumberM with his hood,— 
Explaining metaphysics to the nation — 

I wish he would explain his Explanation.’*’ 

ni. 

You, Bob ! arc rather insolent, you know, 

At being disappointed in your wish 
To sup#»rsede all warblers )iero below, 

And be the only Blackbird in the dish ; 

And then you overstrain yourself, or so. 

And tumble downward like tlic dying dsh 
Gasping on deck, because you soar loo high. Bob, 
And fall, for lack of moisture quite a-dry, Bob ! 

IV. 

And Wordsworth, in a rather long Excursion” 
([ ihrak the quarto holds hve hundred pages), 
Has given a sample from the vasty version 
Of his new system to perplex the sagos ; 

’T is poetry— at least by his assertion, 

And may appear so when the dog-star rages — 
And he who understands it would be able 
To add a story to the Tower of Babel. 


Your bays may hide the^ldness of your 
Perhaps some virtuous flushes let them go — 
To you I envv neither fruit nor boughs — 

And for the fame you would engross below, 

The field b universal, and allows 
Scope to all such as feel the inherent glow : ' 
Scott, Rogers, Campbell, Moore, and Crabbe 
^Gainst you the question with posterity. 

'or mo, who, wandering with pedestrian Mur es, 
Contend not with you on the winged steed, * 
wish your fate may yield ye, when {^e chooses. 
The fame you envy, and the skill you need ; 

And recollect a poet nothing loses 
In giving to his brethren their full meed ■ 

}f merit, and complaint of present days 
s not the certain patli to future praise. „ ; 


lit. , 

Ho that reserves his laurels for posterity •' 

(Who does not often claim the bright reJ^ersipu); 
Has generally no great crop to spare it, h j 
Being only injured by his own assertion ; 

And although here and there some glorious rarity 
Arise like Titan from the sea’s immersion. 

The major part of such appellants go 

To — God knows where— for no one else can know. 


X. ’ 

If, fallen in evil days on evil tongues, 

Milton appeal’d to the Avenger, Time, 

If Time, the Avenger, execrates his wrongs, ;; 

And makes the word “ Miltonic” mean “ iubliji 
He deign’d not to belie his soul in songs, 

Nor turn his very talent to a crime ; 

He did not loathe the Sire to laud the Son, 

But closed the tyrant-hater he begun. 


V. 

You— Gentlemen ! by dint of long seclusion 
Prom better company, have kept your own 
At Keswick, and, through still continued fusion 
Of one another’s minds, at last have grown 
To deem as a most logical conclusion, 

That Poesy has wreaths f(»r you alone ; 

There is a narrowness in such a notion, [ocean. 
Which makes me wish you’d change your lakes for 


XX. 

Think’st thou, could ho — the blind Old Man— arisi 
Like Samuel from the greve, to freexe once me 
The blood of monarchs with his prophecies, 

Or he alive again — again all hoar 
With time and trials, and those helpless eyes. 

And heartless daughters — worn— and — Bi'd 

Would he adore a sultan ? he obey 
The intellectual eunuch Castlereagh ?t 


VI 


1 would not imitate the petty thought, 

Nor coin my self-love to so base a vice, 

For all the glory your conversion brought, 

Since gold alone should not have been its price. 
You have your salary ; was for that you wrought ? 

And Wordsworth has his place in tlie Excisc.f 
You ’re shabby fellows— true — ^Imi poets still. 

And duly seat^ on the immortal hill. 


“Pale, bta not eadavemi# two elder daughtc 
•aid to have robbed him of hia book*, beaidea cheatiog and plaguii 
in the economy of bla house, Ills feelings on such an ou 

both as H parent and a scholar must have been singularly p 
Hnyley compares him to Lear. Sec part third. Life of Milton, 1 
Ha’yleyfor Uailcy, as spcU in the edition before me). 

t Or,~ 

“ Vfould h* subside into n hackney Laureate— 

A scribbling, sclf>sold, soui-hlrcd, scorii*d Iscariot?** 


* Mr. Coleridge** ” Biofraphin Literaria*’ appeared In 1817. 


I donbt if “ Laureate” and “ Iscariot** be good rhyme^ but 
lay, os Ben Jonson did to Sylvester, who chalieiiged him to r%mo 


t Wordsworth’S place may be lu the Customs— it is, I think, in that. witb^vour sister ” 

of the JBxriw-besMe* another at Lortl l-oiisdale*s table, where thU with your sister. 

and political parasite lick* up the crumbs with * Jonson answered—” I, Ben Jonson, lay with y< 

Mrdensd alacrity ; the converted Jacobin having long subsided into the answered, That is not rhyme.”—” No,'* said Ben JonMn" 
dnsratib sjnoophant of the worst prejudices of the aristocracy. 



CdM*blooded, miiooth-faced, placid 

nd thus forl!^ier carnage taught to pant, 
I’l-ansferr’d TO gorge upon a aister shore, 
"TWfeflilgarest tool that Tyranny could vrant, 
With just enough of talent, and no more, 
lengthen fetters by another fixM, 

;^iid odbr poison long already mix’d. 

XIII. 

^ ^ • orator of such set trash of phrase 
jkbly — ^legitimately vile 
lat^ven its gjosspst flattejjrs dare not praise, 

. r^oribeijpjill nations— c^escend to smile,— 
Sot oven blund#’s spark can blaze 

* Prom that Ixion]^yj(jg^o*s ceaseless toil, 
That turns and turns. to give the world a notion 
Dli torments and perpetual motion. 


tl^^gler even in its disgusting trade, 
AnAorching, patching, leaving still behind 
Somibtl^g of which itsinAiters are afraid, 

be curb’d, and thoughts to be confined, 
Dsdisp^cy or Congress to bo made — 

C^t)bling at manacles for all mankind — 
tinkering 8la1>e-maker, who mends old chains, 
jyitli God and man’s abhorrence for its gains. 


''we may judge of matter by the mind, 
““ .sculated to the marrow It 


Hath bat two objects, how to 
Deeming the chain it wears nwintiff 
'Eutfopius of its many masters,’!’'— bUnd^' 

To worth as freedom, wisdom as to wiV^ " 
Fearless— because no feeling dwells in ice, 
lu very courage stagnates to^a vice* 

XVI. 

Where shall I turn me not to wew its bonds, , 

For I will never /eel them Italy ! 

Thy late reviving Roman soul desponds 
Beneath the lio this State-tl!i«g breath’d o’er thee— 
Thy clanking chain, and Erin’s yet green wounds 
Have voices— tongues to cry aloud for me* * 
Europe has slaves — allies— kings— armies still, 

And Southey lives lo sing them very ill, 

I XVII, 

Meantime— Sir Laureate— I proceed to dedicate, 

In honest simple verse, this song to you. 

And, if in flattering strains I do not predicate, 

’T is that I still retain my “ buff and blue 
My politics as yet are all to educate : 

Apostasy’s so fashionable, loo, 

To keep om creed ’s a task grown quite Herculean ; 

Is it not so, my Tory, ultra-Julian ?t 
Venice, September le, isis. 


* For the character of Entroplua, the eunuch and mimsler at the 
court of Arcadiue, eee Gibbon. . , 

t 1 allode notio our friend Landor’a hero, the tfaltor Count Julian, 
but to Gibbon’s hero, Tuli'arly yclept “ The Apoetaie,** 







